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      Welcome to Summer Camp!

      This story takes place in May, 1985, about a year after the events in Summer Camp: Christy. But don’t worry about spoilers. You won’t find out who died in this story, although you will get a hint about Paul’s wife. Still, “spoilers” don’t really spoil your enjoyment. At least, they shouldn’t. You know the ending to The Sixth Sense or The Usual Suspects, but you’d probably watch them again. They’re just good movies, and you’ll have fun spotting the clues you might’ve missed the first time. I hope that’s the case with my stories. But enough about that.

      If you’re new to Summer Camp, let me give you a quick introduction. The stories are set in the late ’70s and early ’80s and follow a young man named Paul. In the first two books, his family spends their summers at a nudist camp in South Carolina. He learns about sex, love, relationships, and more. The third and fourth books follow him to college, where he makes new friends, loses old ones, and starts to act like a grown-up. The fifth book is where everything finally comes together for him.

      I hope you like the Summer Camp universe and want to read more. You can find the first four books for free on my web site, NickScipio.com. The fifth book is available on my Patreon. All told, I’ve written more than two million words in this saga—the same as 20 traditional novels—and I’m still going strong. So check it out and see why others love the story as much as I do.

      And in the meantime, please enjoy California Dreamin’.

      Nick Scipio

      January 18, 2019
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      I pressed my forehead to the window and gazed down at the city. It looked like a patchwork quilt that some celestial grandmother had sewn by hand. Dark city blocks were the fabric squares, decorated with random lights and faint building outlines. The streets were the seams, white and red from headlights and taillights, or pinkish orange from sodium streetlights.

      I felt like a tourist, or maybe a country boy traveling to the big city for the first time. I also felt a conceited urge to compare my own city to the sprawling metropolis below. Atlanta was better, of course, because it was mine. Even Knoxville was better, because it was smaller and more personal.

      In the end I decided that Los Angeles was an okay city, but only from the air and only at night. Then I had to laugh at myself, and especially my biases. I could take or leave most of the people of LA, but I loved its architecture and buildings—Union Station, City Hall, the Theme Building, and so many more. I grudgingly admitted that Los Angeles was a beautiful city, although I still didn’t want to live there.

      I gazed out the window again. The city and its landmarks slid under the plane’s wing, until the hum and thump of the landing gear brought me back to reality. The airliner shuddered with the added drag, and the wing rose into the night sky as the pilot banked into the landing pattern.

      The whine of the flaps made me realize that the entire trip had been relatively quiet. I usually chatted with Christy or the stranger next to me if I flew alone, but my current seatmate was afraid of flying. He hadn’t said a word since a mumbled greeting when he’d taken his seat. Then he’d jammed a set of headphones over his ears and listened to a self-help cassette on his Walkman. He was some kind of businessman, and I felt sorry for him. I loved flying and did it every chance I could, while he hated it and only did it because his job required it.

      He finally closed his eyes and partially relaxed when the plane touched down on the runway. He retrieved his briefcase from under the seat, stowed his Walkman, and was ready to leave as soon as we eased to a stop at the terminal. He still had to wait for the actual tourists and country folk, though. They struggled to retrieve bags from the overhead bins or remembered forgotten books and magazines in the seat pockets. The businessman bore it in stride, even though he clearly wanted to shove past them and bolt for the exit.

      I waited in my seat as the paying passengers gathered their belongings and eventually began to file forward and out of the plane. Once the majority of them had gone, I stood and took down my own backpack from the now-empty bin. I made my way toward the galley and said goodbye to a couple of the main cabin flight attendants. I didn’t know them and they didn’t know me, but it never hurt to be polite, especially when I flew standby.

      Brooke was waiting for me as I emerged from the jetway, although I didn’t recognize her at first. My eyes slid over her twice before I caught a glimpse of coppery red hair tucked under a black chauffeur’s cap. She grinned when she saw my expression go from confusion to surprise to recognition. I returned the grin before I paused to admire her.

      She was as beautiful as ever, one of those people who’d been blessed with natural good looks. Her skin was still fair, with just the hint of a suntan and a dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks. She wore a fitted black blazer that showed off her swimmer’s body, along with a tight skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. Black stockings and stiletto heels completed the look.

      The big head admired the sexy chauffeur outfit, but the little head only had one thing on his mind. And if I wasn’t careful, everyone else would know what he was thinking too.

      Brooke blushed at my reaction. Then she jerked comically and remembered what she was holding. She raised a cardboard sign and snagged it on her jacket. It flew out of her hands, and two businessmen nearly collided with each other in a rush to pick it up. The younger one snatched it from under the older one’s foot.

      Brooke’s cheeks went from pink to rosy red, and the second businessman scowled as the first one beat him to her. The younger man held out the sign. Brooke accepted it but gave me a pleading look over his shoulder.

      “Thanks,” I chuckled as I joined them, “but I’ll take it from here.”

      “No one asked you,” the younger guy said, pleasant enough but with a hard edge.

      I ignored him and gave Brooke an affectionate kiss on the cheek. She was nearly my height in heels, and she moved closer as I slid an arm around her waist.

      “You look beautiful, as always,” I told her. “Thanks for picking me up.”

      The second businessman left, but the first one cleared his throat. He tried to make it sound ominous, so I called his bluff. What was he going to do, fight me in the middle of the airport? I gave him a bemused look instead. And when he still didn’t get the message, I squeezed Brooke gently. She slid her arms around me and made it clear she was leaving with me.

      The guy called me a punk at that point. I looked perfectly normal in my jacket and tie, so it was sour grapes instead of an actual insult. I replied with an unimpressed smile.

      “Have a nice evening,” I added insincerely.

      He curled his lip and huffed away.

      Brooke watched him go but then remembered her sign. Her face glowed with triumph as she held it up, although my reaction wasn’t what she’d been expecting.

      I laughed. The sign was upside-down, although my last name was easy enough to read.

      Brooke looked hurt until she glanced down and realized what she’d done. “I give up. I’m such a nerd.”

      “No, you’re cute.”

      “I was trying for sexy.”

      “You do that anyway, even without the outfit.” I chuckled and glanced around. “Half the guys here wish their name was on your sign.”

      “Yeah, some random guy tried to tell me he was Mr. Hughes.”

      “What’d you do?” I laughed.

      “Ignored him.”

      “Did it work?”

      “Eventually,” she grumbled. Then she thought about it and scowled. “What is it with guys like that? They’re such jerks, but they think they’re God’s gift to women.”

      “They are. In their own heads, at least. And as far as they’re concerned, women aren’t smart enough to think for themselves, so they have to do it for them.”

      “Well, this woman is smart enough.”

      “And then some,” I agreed. “Which is why you’re with me, if I do say so myself.”

      She sighed and hugged me possessively. I returned the hug and then turned us toward the main terminal. After a moment I glanced at her outfit again. I could only see a tantalizing bit of cleavage, but I knew what the rest looked like. I wondered what she was wearing on the bottom, so I ran an experimental hand over her hip and thigh. I felt garter straps but nothing else, only smooth skin under the fabric of her skirt.

      “Are you…?”

      “Yeah, totally commando.”

      I grinned. “How about up top?”

      “Under the jacket? Just a corset.”

      “So you came ready for action?” I watched her out of the corner of my eye.

      She nodded, and her chest rose and fell with her quickened breathing.

      “Parking lot?” I said conversationally. “Or do we need to find someplace closer?”

      She actually thought about it.

      I suppressed a chuckle and said, “Let’s wait. I want you nice and ready.”

      “I’m ready now,” she said under her breath.

      I did chuckle at that, although it was more of a tease than anything. “I know. That’s why we’re going to wait.”

      The baggage handlers must have agreed, since they took their sweet time unloading the plane. The carousel sat idle as people grew progressively more annoyed and restless.

      Brooke and I were standing with our backs to a pillar, so I decided to have some fun to pass the time. I took off my jacket and draped it over my arm to cover my growing erection. Then I discreetly caressed her bare ass through her skirt. She looked around nervously, but no one had noticed.

      “What’s taking so long?” she muttered.

      I smiled to myself. Then I gently tugged her skirt upward. She squirmed with a silent protest but didn’t move to stop me. I lifted her skirt until I felt her bare thighs above her stockings. Another few inches and everyone would see her pussy. She fidgeted as the heat and anticipation built.

      “How long have you been thinking about this?” I asked quietly.

      “Since Chris called and told me.”

      “No,” I chuckled, “I mean today.”

      “Oh. All day, since this morning.”

      “Did you play with yourself?”

      “Y-yes.”

      “Just once?”

      “No, twice.”

      “Tell me,” I said.

      “Once in bed and again as I was getting dressed.”

      “Vibrator or fingers?”

      “Fingers. Both times.”

      “So you need to feel something inside you.”

      “Are you trying to make me jump you? Right here in front of everyone?”

      “That’s half the fun, isn’t it? The anticipation?”

      At that point the baggage carousel clattered to life. Brooke used the distraction to slide her skirt back into place. I chuckled and glanced at her sideways.

      “You know it’s going to be around your waist as soon as we get to the parking lot, don’t you?”

      She sighed impatiently instead of answering.

      Suitcases began sliding off the conveyor and thumping against the lip of the carousel.

      “Well, damn,” I swore quietly.

      “What?”

      “That’s my bag. I was hoping to make you wait a bit longer.”

      “I don’t know if I can take it.”

      “Oh, you can take it.” I chuckled at the double entendre and moved my right arm. My folded jacked swung away from my crotch, and Brooke’s eyes widened at the bulge in my trousers. I leaned close and whispered, “When we get to your car, I’m going to bend you over and fuck you. And I don’t care who sees.”

      She closed her eyes and her cheeks colored. “Can we hurry?”

      I left her by the pillar and threaded my way through the crowd to fetch my garment bag. I shouldered the strap and gestured, and she met me on the way toward the exit.

      Part of me wanted to linger and enjoy the sexual tension, not to mention one of the city landmarks from my list. The Theme Building sat in the middle of the airport, bathed in soft blue light. It was a swooping masterpiece of Googie architecture, a monument to the jet-setting past and the future that might still be.

      Buy a postcard, the little head said impatiently.

      Brooke glanced at me and silently agreed. She couldn’t read my thoughts as well as Christy could, but she usually knew when I was talking to my penis.

      “That is the strangest thing,” she said. “You treat it like a person.”

      “He sort of is,” I chuckled. “I’m more complicated and like to talk to women. He’s simpler and just wants to fuck them.”

      “Is it okay if we do what it— what he says for a while?”

      “Sure. Where’s your car?”

      “That way.” She hurried across the walkway and into the parking lot.

      I followed at a slower pace, so she turned and waited for me.

      “What’s the matter?” she asked.

      “Nothing. But… I just had a fun thought.”

      “Oh?” She waited until curiosity got the better of her. “What?”

      “Is your car under a light?”

      Her brow furrowed. “I don’t think so.”

      “Good. You go first. I’ll follow you. When you get there, bend over the trunk and lift your skirt. All the way.”

      Her eyes widened but she nodded.

      “Don’t look back when you hear me approach. If you do, I won’t fuck you. Do you understand?”

      She nodded and started to leave, but I caught her around the waist. I pulled her close and kissed her. She sighed and leaned into me, and her tongue sought mine. We finally separated when we ran out of breath. Then we shared a goofy, horny grin.

      “Remember,” I said, serious again, “don’t look back when you hear me. Just keep your head down.”

      “I will.”

      She hurried off. I followed as calmly as I could, but the little head finally convinced me to pick up the pace.

      I don’t know why I put up with you, he groused.

      Because you can’t get into a woman’s head like I do.

      Try me, he said testily.

      That isn’t what I meant, I laughed.

      I know what you meant. I’m you, remember?

      Sometimes I wonder.

      That makes two of us. Now hurry up!

      I turned into the row where Brooke had gone and felt a wave of panic when I thought I’d lost her. Then I spotted her small BMW. It was dark green, and she wasn’t at the end of the car like I’d expected. She’d gone to the far side, next to the adjacent car, where any casual passer-by wouldn’t see her. I had to give her credit, she thought things through before she did them.

      She was also peeking at me from under her cap, but I decided to let it slide. She wanted the thrill of sex in public, not the consequences. I couldn’t really blame her for that, since I didn’t want to be arrested either.

      I walked under a lamppost, and the shadows deepened as I passed another half-dozen cars before I reached hers. She lowered her head to her arms, but I took my time and let the tension build. Then I set my things on the ground and moved behind her.

      Locks of red hair spilled from under her cap, and her white neck stood out against the dark trunk lid. She moaned with anticipation when I still didn’t touch her. Instead, I simply enjoyed the sight of her skirt bunched around her waist. Her round ass and firm thighs were pale in the dim light.

      She spread her feet to give me better access, so I felt between her thighs. My fingers parted her smooth labia and made her gasp. She was soaked, almost dripping. Her inner thighs were damp as well, and my fingers slid into her easily. I teased her for nearly a minute as planes flew overhead.

      “Don’t move,” I said at last. “Don’t make a sound. Do you understand?”

      She nodded.

      I straightened and carefully extracted my hard-on. I stroked it in anticipation, while Brooke struggled to hold still. After a moment I put a hand on her back and aimed my cock between her thighs. Then I slid it along her drenched slit. She moaned with desire as I set the head at her opening.

      Heat and moisture engulfed my cock when I slid into her. The sensation reached my brain a half-second later, and the world spun for a moment. Brooke’s back rose and fell with her own excited breathing.

      I steadied myself behind her and held her hips. Then I took a last look around. People were walking from the terminal in the distance, but none of them turned our direction, and we were far enough from the light that no one was likely to see us.

      A plane in the distance drowned out Brooke’s moan as I withdrew slowly. I paused for a moment to let her excitement build. Then I slammed into her and rocked the car. I began fucking her with long, deliberate strokes. She pushed back against me and urged me to fuck her harder. I leaned over her back and brought my face close to hers.

      “When’s the last time you had a good, hard fucking?”

      She hesitated.

      “Tell me.”

      “Two… two weeks,” she panted.

      My eyebrows rose. She didn’t have a boyfriend as far as I knew, and I hadn’t seen her since New Year’s.

      “Oh?” I said. “Who?”

      “Just a guy.”

      “What guy?”

      “At school.”

      I filed it away and pushed myself upright. I started fucking her again, slow and deliberate, like before. Her pussy felt so good that I knew I couldn’t hold back forever, so I increased the tempo until I was slamming into her. The car rocked on its springs with each thrust, and she moaned every time my hips met her ass.

      “On your knees,” I said at last. “Suck me off.”

      She turned and immediately crouched in front of me. She held my hips for balance and bobbed on my shaft. I didn’t last long after that, and she stroked my cock as she aimed it at her mouth.

      I grunted with pleasure when the first spurt gushed over her tongue. She kept stroking and shifted her aim so the next one coated her cheek. Then she recaptured the head and swallowed the rest. I staggered back and bumped into the car next to us. Brooke wiped semen from her cheek and licked her fingers.

      I helped her stand once she finished cleaning her face. She immediately wrapped her fingers around my shaft. It was still hard, and she squeezed gently. Then she leaned in for a kiss. I tasted myself on her lips as she moaned into my mouth. She stroked my cock insistently and then rubbed it against her smooth slit. We kissed hungrily and only stopped when a car drove by.

      “Okay,” I said, my breathing heavy from the kiss and my own excitement, “either we need to head to the hotel or I’m going to fuck you again, right here.”

      “Right here.”

      I looked around the parking lot and decided we needed a little more privacy.

      “In the car?” she said hopefully.

      “No,” I laughed.

      “But—”

      “We’ll get to your butt,” I teased. “Be patient.”

      “I don’t wanna be patient. I want your dick. And it’s still so hard.” She hadn’t come yet, and she wasn’t willing to wait. Obviously.

      “In the car,” I said at last.

      She released me and automatically reached for the purse she wasn’t carrying. “Oh, right.” She reached into the blazer’s left pocket and extracted a set of keys. Then she unlocked the passenger door and lifted the seat lever. The back folded forward.

      “Damn!” She held the lever and swung the back toward the rear. Her bare ass was too tempting to ignore, so I cupped her soaked pussy. She lurched in surprise and banged her head on the door opening.

      I tried not to laugh as she stood and rubbed her head. Then the chauffeur’s cap slid forward and covered her eyes.

      “Damn hat.” She threw it into the car. Her wavy copper hair tumbled around her shoulders, and she fluffed it with a gesture that was completely innocent and incredibly sexy at the same time.

      I pulled her into my arms and kissed her hard. She recovered from her surprise and molded her body to mine.

      “Come on,” I said at last, “let’s get in the car. No, me first.” I sank into the passenger seat and lay back. My cock jutted up at an angle.

      Brooke bent to suck it before she straddled my hips and reached for my shaft. She steadied it and rose to impale herself.

      “Whoa,” I said. “Door. Light.”

      “Oh, right!” She yanked the door, and it swung closed with a solid German thump. The dome light went out and plunged the interior into anonymous darkness again. We still had enough light to see by, but no one else could see what we were up to.

      “Much better,” I said. “Now, relax. Take a deep breath.”

      She nodded and did it.

      “And take off your jacket,” I suggested helpfully.

      She grinned and unbuttoned the blazer. She flipped it over her bare shoulders and pulled the sleeves through as she tugged her arms free. She was wearing a black lace corset that buttoned up the front.

      “Wow. You’re even more beautiful every time I see you.” I cupped her breasts and squeezed. Then I began unfastening the little bead-like buttons on her corset.

      She rocked her hips, and her smooth pussy ground against my hard-on.

      “Oh, no fair!” I gasped. “Don’t distract me. I need to see your tits. I’ve been thinking about ’em all day.”

      “All day?” she teased.

      She brushed my hands away and finished undoing the buttons in a few seconds. Then she tossed the corset aside and revealed her perfect breasts. Her nipples were pale, and she had faint tan lines from her bikini top. She paused to let me admire them before she leaned forward and kissed me. Her kisses heated up quickly, punctuated with little sighs of pleasure.

      I reached around her hip and aimed my cock at her pussy. She impaled herself with a soft groan. We continued making out as she began rocking her hips. My hard-on moved inside her, but not enough to make me think about coming any time soon. Instead, I held her hips and focused on her pleasure.

      She ground her pussy against the base of my shaft and planted kisses on my face and neck. I held her steady and began thrusting into her. She whimpered, and her skin grew hotter as her climax approached. Then she tensed and held very still. Heat and moisture flooded her pussy, and I had to concentrate hard not to come myself.

      After a dozen heartbeats she relaxed, and we both panted to catch our breath. We lay in silence for several minutes, until she pushed herself up and smiled down at me.

      “Your turn,” she said. Then she grinned. “I know what you want.”

      “Oh?”

      “Mmm hmm.” She glanced up to gauge the distance to the headliner. “Damn little car.”

      “You’re the one who couldn’t wait to get to the hotel.”

      “So sue me. I needed to come.” She put one hand on my chest and steadied herself as she sat up slowly.

      Her luscious breasts swung into view, and I cupped them. They filled my palms with their weight, soft and firm at the same time.

      “Besides,” she added conversationally, “do you know how far it is? I didn’t think so. More than an hour.”

      “Fair enough,” I chuckled. “Lean forward.”

      She did, and I sucked her nipples. She began moving atop me, rocking her hips and moaning softly as my cock moved inside her. After a couple of minutes, she pushed herself upright.

      “Just watch,” she said. Then she began squeezing her breasts and tugging her nipples. At the same time she ground her hips into mine. The temperature in her pussy went up a half-dozen degrees.

      I wanted to enjoy it as long as I could, but the pressure in my balls eventually reached the point where I couldn’t hold back any longer. I pulled her down and began fucking her in earnest.

      “Oh, God,” she gasped, “like that!”

      I rammed into her a dozen times and then held still as my cock swelled and exploded deep inside her. She clutched my sides, her body tense from her own climax. Our hot juices mingled, and she twitched with little aftershocks as the sensations began to fade.

      We eventually relaxed and held each other while we caught our breath. I rubbed her back and marveled at the heat coming from her bare skin.

      “I needed that,” she said softly.

      “Me too.”

      “Welcome to Los Angeles.”

      “The city of angels,” I agreed.

      She snuggled closer and relaxed with a long sigh.
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      We eventually sat up, and Brooke climbed into the driver’s seat. She found her discarded blazer and donned it without the corset. I gave her covered breasts an experimental squeeze.

      “Do I pass?”

      “A plus,” I said. Then I tucked my limp cock back in my trousers. The crotch was covered with dried semen and pussy juice. I could feel it, but the pants were light enough that I didn’t think anyone would notice.

      Brooke saw me looking and figured out why. “Do you need to change?”

      “I don’t think so. I’ll just hold my jacket in front of me when we check in to the hotel.”

      “I feel so slutty,” she said all of a sudden. “I’ve never done that before.”

      “What? Sex in the airport parking lot?” I chuckled.

      “I’m really pretty boring. I have lots of fantasies, but…” She shrugged.

      “You’re anything but boring,” I said with an affectionate laugh. Then I pulled her close for a kiss, quick but full of meaning.

      “Mmm, that’s nice.” She sank back to the driver’s seat. She put the key in the ignition but then stopped and laughed. “We left your bags. They’re still outside.”

      “Whoops! I completely forgot. You have that effect…”

      We opened our doors and climbed out. I collected my backpack and garment bag from where I’d left them, along with her cardboard sign. The trunk was already half-full with her things, so I set mine aside and moved her dress bag out of the way. She had a suitcase and bulky overnight case, which I scooted to the side to make room for my own bags. I was used to traveling with Christy, so I didn’t even comment on all the luggage.

      “Sorry,” Brooke said a little self-consciously. “I didn’t know how formal, so I brought three dresses to choose from. And… um… a fourth one that’s kind of risqué.”

      My eyebrows rose with a question.

      “It’s pretty revealing. It won’t get us kicked out or anything, but it shows a lot of skin.”

      “Sounds awesome,” I said. “Although… maybe not for the ceremony.”

      She nodded.

      “That doesn’t mean we can’t find somewhere else to go in the revealing dress.”

      “For real?”

      “Yeah, of course. You want me to show you off in public, don’t you?”

      “I do, but… it’s really slutty.”

      “The sluttier, the better!”

      All of a sudden she threw herself into my arms and kissed me. My dick reacted predictably. She fumbled for my zipper and managed to lower it halfway before I could stop her.

      “Save it for the hotel,” I said with a soft chuckle as I zipped up.

      “But I want it now.”

      “You can have it, but at the hotel.”

      “You can do it from behind.”

      “Later. At the hotel.”

      “I’ll suck you off.”

      I rolled my eyes and kissed her, full of intent but in no hurry. Her lust faded as we lingered over the quiet moment.

      “I promise,” I said quietly, “we’ll do everything. But not here.”

      She composed herself and nodded. “Yeah, you’re right.”

      I kissed her again and she leaned into me.

      A passing car proved my point with a toot on the horn. “Get a room,” the guy laughed through the open window.

      I flipped him off while Brooke hid her face in embarrassment.

      He laughed again and sped off in a cloud of fumes.

      “Asshole,” I muttered. Then I hugged Brooke and kissed her temple. “See what I mean? Let’s get out of here.”
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      Brooke had done her homework for the trip. She handed me two pieces of engineering graph paper, one with directions from the airport to the hotel and another from there to the ceremony. She’d even bought a map of LA, although “atlas” was probably a better description. It was a spiral-bound book, with page after page of the streets and cities that made up greater Los Angeles.

      “Makes Atlanta seem tiny,” I said as I leafed through it.

      “For real. San Diego and Dallas too.” She turned out of the parking lot and followed the signs to the interstate. “But that reminds me… Why’re we staying so far away?”

      “What d’you mean?”

      “The hotel’s in Thousand Oaks, but the ceremony’s in San Marino. The woman I talked to at the hotel said it’s more than an hour away. So, why so far?”

      “No clue,” I said. “To be honest, this all happened so quickly that I didn’t have a chance to ask many questions. I guess it’s a Hyatt thing.”

      “The hotel?”

      “Yeah, but also the Hyatt Foundation. They present the Pritzker Prize. So it makes sense that we’re staying in a Hyatt hotel, especially since they’re paying for the room.”

      “Oh. I thought you’d picked it.”

      “No, everything was arranged by the Foundation. My professor’s a guest of honor. Well, he was.”

      “Yeah, Chris told me that much. How’s his wife, by the way?”

      “Okay, I hope, but I don’t know for sure. I haven’t talked to him since he told me what happened.”

      Professor Joska’s wife had been in a car accident, blindsided by a drunk driver who’d run a red light. She’d suffered a broken arm, hip, and leg, as well as several internal injuries. None of them were immediately life-threatening, but that did little to ease her suffering.

      The other driver had walked away with cuts and bruises, plus a bump on the forehead from where he’d hit the windshield. He’d been treated and released, only to be arrested by the police. He probably wouldn’t spend any time in jail, though, while Joska’s wife would be in the hospital for weeks and physical therapy for even longer.

      “There ain’t no justice,” I muttered.

      “Yeah, for sure.”

      “Anyway, Joska was a little preoccupied when I talked to him, so I didn’t ask many questions. I just said yes when he asked me to come and represent him.”

      “It’s a big honor,” Brooke said, and I nodded. “Chris says you’re his favorite.”

      “I dunno about that,” I hedged. “Joska sees my potential, but he doesn’t give me any special treatment. If anything, he’s even harder on me.”

      “You can’t make a diamond without heat and pressure. And he did send you on an all-expenses-paid vacation. So he must like you.”

      “He does. But he also knows I can fly for free. That made me the only real choice, especially at the last minute.”

      “He could’ve asked another professor.”

      “True. And I’m sure a couple of them are upset that he didn’t. So… yeah, maybe I’m his favorite.”

      Brooke shot me a grin and then fell silent as she accelerated up the freeway ramp. She glanced over her shoulder and concentrated on merging into the flow of traffic.

      “This is nuts,” she said when she finally reached the inside middle lane. “It’s eleven o’clock! Where’re all these people going?”

      “Who knows. It’s LA,” I said simply.

      “I guess. Anyway, what were we talking about?”

      “Just chitchat. My professor. The trip. Last minute. That sort of thing.”

      “Oh, right. It’s too bad Chris couldn’t come.”

      “She wanted to, but she has to work on her project.”

      “Yeah, she was telling me about it.”

      “It’s the biggest bronze she’s ever cast,” I said, “and she wants it to be freestanding. That’s a lot harder than you’d think, so she’s pretty focused.”

      “That’s how she is.”

      “Yeah. She’s been working on it for the past month, making molds and casting smaller versions to get the technique right. I have to take her food or she forgets to eat.”

      “She’s always been like that. You should’ve seen her in high school. She weighed something like eighty-five pounds when I first met her.”

      “I can keep her weight above a hundred, but it takes effort.”

      “What,” Brooke teased, “you mean all that semen you feed her doesn’t make her gain weight?” She laughed and glanced at me out of the corner of her eye. “That’s all she talks about sometimes, sex and how often you do it.”

      “Her libido is something else,” I admitted. “It’s higher than her metabolism, I think.”

      “Oh, you poor thing. Do you need a vacation?”

      “If I do,” I laughed, “I’m not going to get it while you’re around.”

      “Yeah, she warned me. She says you’ll turn me into a nympho like her.”

      “I think you’re a nympho already. You just need the right guy.”

      We shared a grin.

      “This is cool,” Brooke said after a moment.

      “What?”

      “Just talking to you. About sex, yeah, but really about anything.” She changed lanes as an excuse to think of the past. “I’ve always had to keep things to myself. Even from Chris sometimes, back in high school. I didn’t want a reputation, but also…” She shrugged. “I guess I was too chicken.”

      “That’s pretty common, especially for girls.”

      “I still do it now, keep things to myself. I don’t know who I’d tell, though. I don’t really go on dates. I must have guy-repellant genes or something. The only ones who’re interested are like the guys back at the airport.”

      “Jerks,” I agreed. “But you don’t have guy-repellent genes. I’m interested in you, and I’m a guy.”

      “Yeah, I noticed. You’re almost like a boyfriend. I know you’re not,” she added hastily. “You wouldn’t. I know you’d never— Not that I would either, but sometimes— God, I’m such a nerd! Why can’t I just talk normal?”

      “It’s okay,” I chuckled. “I have that effect on women.” I was joking, but she took me seriously.

      “You do,” she said as she relaxed her death-grip on the steering wheel. “It’s strange. Most regular guys’re scared of me or something. I don’t bite, but they act like I do. You’re just the opposite. You’re so totally cool that I’m the one who’s nervous. Except… I’m not. Not really.”

      She pretended to concentrate on driving as we approached an interchange: Santa Monica one way, Los Angeles the other, San Fernando straight ahead.

      “That reminds me…,” she said after we passed the signs. She tried to sound offhand, but her tone was loaded with uncertainty. “My parents bought a video camera.”

      “Oh? Cool.”

      “I… um… brought it with me.”

      “Ah! So that’s what was in the big black case. I thought it was an overnight bag.”

      She shook her head and drove in silence as she gathered her courage. “I can’t promise anything,” she said at last, “’cause I might chicken out—”

      “I don’t think you will.”

      “Thanks, but you don’t know what I’m about to say.”

      “Oh, I think I do.”

      “Okay, what?” she challenged.

      “You want to make a porno.”

      “How’d—? Never mind. Sometimes I forget that other people are as smart as me.”

      “I know the feeling,” I chuckled.

      She looked at me sidelong. “So… what do you think?”

      “About being as smart as you? I think I am, but it’s flattering that you agree.”

      She rolled her eyes and looked skyward. “You’re messing with me. What do you really think? About making a movie?”

      “I think it’d be fun.”

      “Well, you know how I am,” she cautioned. “I have really wild ideas, but I never go through with them.”

      “Sometimes you do. You just need the right incentive. And in this case, the right guy. But about the movie… Let’s see how we feel. If you’re in the mood, we’ll do it. If not, not.”

      “I don’t ever wanna promise anything, ’cause I think you’ll get angry if we don’t do it, but… I guess I should know better by now.”

      “Mmm hmm. Anyway, what were you thinking? Do you have an idea or a script or something?”

      She shot me a sideways grin.

      “Yeah, I thought so,” I chuckled. “You and Christy are peas in a pod.”

      “So sue me. Or… what is it she always says?”

      “Or use me instead.”

      “Right, yeah! You can totally use me.”

      “Speaking of which…” I waved the pages of driving directions. “How much longer do we have?”

      She glanced at one of the signs as we passed. “Thirty minutes. Maybe more. Why?”

      “I really don’t know if I can wait that long.”

      “For real? Okay, you’re messing with me again. You said not till we get to the hotel.”

      “Yeah,” I admitted, “but I changed my mind. Open your blazer.”

      “Why?”

      “Why do you think? You have amazing breasts.”

      “And you want to see them? Now?”

      “Sure. Why not?”

      “But… what if someone sees?”

      “What if they do? Besides, you like showing off.”

      She stared straight ahead, but her quickened breathing gave away her excitement.

      “Open your blazer,” I repeated. “Show me.”

      She drove with one hand and unbuttoned her jacket with the other. Then she glanced at me sideways. I reached over and spread the halves to reveal her breasts. I cupped one and squeezed gently. She looked around, but no one was close enough to see into the car. Then she sighed as I teased her nipple until it was stiff.

      “Okay,” I said at last, “I’ll let you drive. But tell me about this porno.”

      “It’s actually two,” she said. “One for me and one for you. But you have to swear you won’t show anyone,” she continued. “Not even Trip and Wren. They’re cool and all, but they aren’t you. So I don’t want them to know. This’s just for us.”

      “I promise, just for us.”

      “Thanks.”

      “So… what’re you thinking?”

      “Well, I know how much Chris loves blowjobs.” She grinned as she warmed to the fantasy. “So I thought I’d give you one while you’re holding the camera. I wanna see what I look like, but she wants to see too. What it’s like from your perspective.”

      “So you talked to her about it?”

      “Yeah, of course. She’s the one who suggested it, bringing the camera.” She fell silent but then glanced at me sideways. “I like it too, you know. Giving head. It gets me hot.”

      “In that case,” I said, “I think it’s time for Mr. Big to join the party.” I unzipped my slightly stiff trousers and extracted my hard-on.

      “Do I need to pull over? I don’t mind. I can—”

      “No, we’re good,” I said. “But I could definitely use a hand here.”

      She glanced sideways and reached for my cock. She began stroking and returned her eyes to the road.

      “Much better,” I said. “Now, what about the second one?”

      “The second dick? Ha! Psych!” She smirked but then thought about what she’d said. “Huh. That might be fun. A movie with two guys…”

      “I can probably arrange it,” I said. “This summer? Me and Trip?”

      “You and Mark. But… lemme think about it.”

      “No problem. In the meantime, tell me about the one you wanna make this weekend.”

      “So, yeah…,” she said slowly. “This one’s just for me. It’s pretty complicated, though.” She paused and breathed slowly to steady her nerves. “So, it starts with me reading a magazine. You’re watching from the bathroom. I start playing with myself, and you…”
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      The night manager at the hotel looked like he’d been dozing before we arrived, but he came fully alert when he saw that our reservation was for the Hyatt Foundation and the Pritzker ceremony. Our room was already paid for, he said, and I didn’t even have to give him a credit card to keep on file for incidental expenses. All he needed was a signature on the registration form.

      “Sign here, Mr. Joska.” He mispronounced it but I didn’t correct him. I didn’t give him my own name, either. Professor Joska had called the Foundation to let them know that I’d be representing him, but the change hadn’t filtered down to the hotel. It didn’t seem to matter, so I kept my mouth shut.

      “Will there be anything else?” the manager asked as he handed me the room key.

      “No, thank you. It’s been a long day and we just want to get to bed.”

      “Of course, sir.” He stole a glance at Brooke. Her hair was slightly mussed, and her makeup had been smudged in places, but she still looked beautiful. She exuded sex appeal, too, the freshly-fucked kind. The poor guy had to tear his eyes away. “The elevators are that way,” he said. “Would you like help with your luggage?”

      “No, but thanks. We can manage.”

      Our room was on the third floor, about halfway around the atrium and its marble fountain. The room itself was a bit larger than I’d been expecting. It wasn’t an actual suite, but it had a living area in addition to a king-sized bed.

      I set the camera case on the floor—the thing weighed at least fifteen pounds—and hung the dress and garment bags in the closet. Then I shrugged off my backpack and let it fall where I stood. Brooke set her own suitcase by the dresser and kicked off her stiletto heels.

      “Long day,” I said as I stretched wearily.

      “I was tired earlier, but now I’m wide awake.”

      “Wish I could say the same. I’ve been up three hours longer’n you have.”

      “Yeah, that’s right. Are you ready for bed?” She did her best not to sound disappointed, but I heard it anyway.

      “Eventually,” I said. “I promised you sex, remember? If you’re still in the mood…?”

      “I am, but if you’re too tired…”

      “Hold on, lemme check.” I looked at my groin. “What do you think? Are we too tired?”

      Brooke covered her mouth and snorted a laugh.

      “He says he’s wide awake too. And he doesn’t care if I’m tired. According to him, I need to get my priorities straight. I can sleep any time.”

      “Seriously? He said all that?”

      “Well, not in so many words,” I admitted. “He’s just a penis, after all.”

      “You’re too funny.”

      “It’s mostly him. I’m the serious one.”

      “Yeah, me too.”

      “And right now I’m seriously thinking about a shower to wake up.”

      “We can go to sleep if—”

      “No, the little head’s right this time. Besides, I have a reputation to uphold.”

      “That’s right!” she laughed. “Five or six times a night.”

      “I’ll be happy with three. Four if we’re lucky.”

      She looked at her watch. “Well, it’s technically tomorrow anyway. So we’re getting an early start.”

      “That’s the spirit!” I crossed the room. Brooke was three inches shorter in her bare feet, and she had to look up slightly. Then she looked down as I unbuttoned her blazer.

      “How come I always end up naked when you’re around?” she wondered aloud.

      “It’s your own fault.”

      “What? How?”

      “If you weren’t so sexy, I wouldn’t keep taking off your clothes.”

      “Oh, is that it?” she mocked.

      “Mmm hmm.” I spread her jacket and cupped her firm breasts. “Feel free to return the favor.”

      “Feel free?” She rolled her eyes but reached up to loosen my tie.

      “See? Teamwork.”

      She unknotted the tie and pulled it through my collar with a hiss of silk. “Then why’m I doing all the work?”

      “Sorry, can’t talk now. Tits.”

      “Mmm hmm.” She unbuttoned my shirt and tugged the tails loose. Then she twisted my nipples.

      “Ow! How’d you like it if I did that to you?”

      She laughed a challenge. “You’ll have to catch—”

      I grabbed her around her waist and lifted her into the air.

      “—me first. No fair!”

      “Yep,” I said as I hoisted her onto my shoulder, “I’m bigger and stronger.”

      “Damn sexual dimorphism.”

      “I don’t know what that is,” I chuckled, “but it sounds like it benefits me.”

      “It does.” She sighed and relaxed. “I don’t suppose you’ll put me down?”

      “Sure. What’s the magic word?”

      “Please?”

      I set her on her feet, and she looked at me in surprise.

      “Seriously? It was that easy?”

      “Ask and ye shall receive.”

      Her eyes narrowed, and the scientist in her couldn’t resist testing the hypothesis. “Kiss me?”

      I did.

      “Um… sweep me off my feet?”

      I picked her up and held her in my arms.

      “Ooh, I could get used to this.” She grinned coquettishly. “Do you have a safe word?”

      “No,” I laughed. “And I don’t need one. I’m the Dom here, remember?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good. So… are you in the mood to be submissive?”

      She thought about it but then shook her head. “I’m in the mood to make love, though.”

      My eyebrows rose with a question.

      “Of course I know,” Brooke said. “I hear about all your exploits, remember? And I know Chris’s little hints and code words. ‘Fucking’ is hard and fast, ‘having sex’ is normal, and ‘making love’ is slow and gentle.”

      “Yep, you know, all right. So, you want to make love?”

      She nodded.

      “How ’bout this,” I suggested. “Let’s have sex first, in the shower. Then I’ll take you to bed and make love to you.”

      “Even better.” She lifted her lips for a kiss, and I was happy to oblige. “Mmm,” she sighed afterward. “I miss that as much as anything.”

      “Well, there’s more where that came from.”

      “I know.”

      “Ready to sh—?” I yawned. “Sorry. Ready to shower?”

      “Are you sure? We can go straight to bed if you want. I’ll even let you sleep.”

      I shook my head and inhaled sharply to stave off another yawn. “I’m sure. I’ll be fine once I get my second wind.”

      “If you’re sure…?”

      “I’m sure.”

      “Thank you.” She kissed me again. “I know you’re just doing this for me, but—”

      “No, I’m doing it for me too. I’ve been thinking about it since Christy suggested it. Meeting you, I mean.”

      “Me too.”

      “So, let’s get going. We only have three days!”

      “Three whole days,” she said, faux-dreamily. “Oh, that reminds me! Did you bring any toys?”

      “As a matter of fact, I did.”

      Her eyes lit up. “What?”

      “Handcuffs and cock rings, the steel one and a rubber one with nubs. What did you bring?”

      “A vibrator and my butt plug. And… something new.”

      I arched an eyebrow.

      “A… um… a ball gag.”

      Both eyebrows flew up. “For real?”

      “Yeah. I saw one in a movie and wanna try it.”

      “Sounds fun. And kinky.”

      She rolled her eyes and flushed with embarrassment. “That’s me, kinky.”

      “No, that’s a good thing,” I said.

      “I know. Sometimes I forget that I don’t have to be ashamed of it, especially with you.”

      “Nope. I’m pretty open-minded.”

      “I know. It’s really sexy. You’re really sexy. Like, everything about you.”

      “Thanks. You’re pretty sexy too. But you’d be even sexier naked… in the shower… on your knees.”

      She grinned, her embarrassment a thing of the past. “Ask and ye shall receive.”
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      “Oh, nice,” I said when Brooke joined me in the bathroom.

      “What?”

      “You shaved. All the way, I mean.” The last time I’d seen her, she’d had a small, triangular tuft of copper-red pubic hair.

      All of a sudden she looked uncertain. “But, I thought—”

      “No, I love it. You know me. It’s just…” I shrugged. “It’s your body. Do what makes you happy.”

      She looked down and ran her fingertips over her smooth mons. “I like this. I like the other too, but I wanted to do something special for you.”

      “Just being here is pretty special,” I said.

      Her cheeks colored. “Thanks. But I wanted to do more. So I shaved.”

      “And wore the chauffeur outfit,” I added in sudden realization. “And brought the sexy dress… the toys… the video camera. Came up with ideas for movies. Practically attacked me as soon as I arrived. Am I forgetting anything?”

      She shook her head.

      “You really went all-out, didn’t you?”

      “I didn’t bake you a cake.”

      I laughed and pulled her into my arms. Her body felt soft and warm against mine, and my dick reacted predictably. She grinned when she felt it nudge her.

      “Thanks for what you’re about to do, too,” I said.

      She smiled and hugged me tight. Then she lifted her lips for a kiss. It heated up, and she moaned as my erection prodded her insistently.

      I lifted her into the air, and she wrapped her legs around my waist. I managed to pull back the shower curtain without breaking the kiss, and she held my neck as I stooped to twist the knob. We made out until steam started to rise from the water.

      “That’s probably hot enough,” I said.

      “Me or the water?”

      “Both!” I laughed. I bent to adjust the temperature before I stepped into the tub and pulled the curtain closed.

      “You can put me down,” she said.

      “Uh-uh. Just… hold on.” I bent my legs and felt for the shower diverter.

      The spray hit Brooke full in the face. She laughed and sputtered and blinked to clear her eyes.

      “Oh! Sorry about that.” I turned my body so the water hit my shoulder and back instead.

      “No, it’s okay. I’m used to it by now. High-pressure fluids hit me in the face all the time.”

      I frowned for a moment and then laughed when I realized what she meant.

      “I thought you’d appreciate that,” she said. “But if you’d like to make it up to me…”

      Our lips met in a kiss, and she moaned into my mouth when I pressed her against the wall. I reached under her, steadied my cock, and slid into her. Then I groaned as the smooth walls of her pussy gripped me.

      When I could think again, I moved my hands to her hips and held her in place for a moment. She leaned back, and her water-slick breasts drew my eye. Her nipples were stiff pink nubs, and her chest had already turned red from arousal and the heat of the shower. She followed my eyes and then grinned.

      “Yeah, okay,” she admitted, “I kinda like ’em too.”

      “They’re really fun to watch, especially when I do this.” I jerked my hips and impaled her on my shaft.

      She cried out in surprise as she and her breasts flew upward. She came to rest on my hips again and panted from the suddenness of it.

      “See? Fun.”

      “Maybe for you.”

      “Oh, sorry. Sometimes I get carried away.”

      “No, it’s okay. Can we start slow and work up to it?”

      I nodded and began fucking her with short, smooth strokes. She clung to me and moaned encouragement, so I increased my tempo. Her pussy added its own encouragement, in the form of heat and moisture.

      “Fuck me,” she gasped. “Harder.”

      I moved my hands to her inner thighs and spread her legs as wide as they’d go. She held me tight and buried her face in the hollow of my neck as I pounded her against the wall.

      After barely a minute she tensed and pulled me tight against her. I buried my cock as deep as I could and then held still. Her pussy contracted around my shaft and kept me from pulling out, even though that was the last thing on my mind. Her body knew what it wanted and wasn’t about to let me spoil it.

      Her climax eventually subsided, and she sagged against the wall. Her nostrils flared as she breathed hard through her nose. Then she moistened her pink lips, and I felt the urge to kiss her. She moaned in surprise but quickly relaxed and ran her fingers through my wet hair. She pulled my head down and didn’t seem inclined to let go any time soon.

      “God, that’s nice,” she said at last.

      “Which part?”

      “All of it.” She slowly opened her eyes and smiled. “Ready for me to suck you off?”

      “Yes, please.” I eased my hips back, and my cock slid free. Then I set her on her feet, although she immediately sank to her knees and gazed at my bobbing erection.

      “I never have to wonder what you’re thinking,” she said.

      “Well, you never have to wonder what he’s thinking. I’m more complicated.”

      She rolled her eyes but kissed the tip of my cock. Then she began stroking my shaft as she swirled her tongue around the head. She used her other hand to cup my balls.

      “So soft and smooth.” She sucked one of them into her mouth and pulled back until it popped free. Then she did the same to the other one.

      I let her have fun for a moment before I gently guided her mouth back to my cock.

      “Someone’s impatient,” she teased, although she didn’t wait for a reply before she captured the tip and began sucking for real.

      Someone’s tired, I thought, but kept it to myself. I stifled a yawn and leaned my head back. Water ran over my face and down my chest. Eventually I raised my head, scrubbed my hands over my face, and inhaled a deep breath to get the oxygen flowing.

      Brooke began bobbing on my shaft and stroking me at the same time. Her left hand disappeared between her legs as she played with herself. She was good at giving head, but my eyelids grew a little heavier with each passing minute. I eventually pulled my cock from her mouth.

      “What—?”

      “Stand up,” I said. “And bend over. I wanna fuck you.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      I set my dick at her opening and slid into her. Her pussy felt even hotter than before. She pushed back against me and moaned as I began thrusting slowly. After a couple of minutes, I closed my eyes, just to rest them. They snapped open a moment later, and I shook my head to clear it. That didn’t help, so I pulled out and patted her flank.

      “Let’s move to the bed,” I suggested.

      She turned and sank to her knees. Then she captured my cock and moaned as she tasted her own juices.

      I chuckled. “Which part of ‘let’s move to the bed’ sounded like ‘suck my dick’?”

      She shrugged and kept right on sucking. I let her continue for a minute or two before I lifted her to her feet.

      “Bed,” I said sternly. “Now.”

      I turned off the water, and we dried ourselves in silence. Brooke still had plenty of energy, so she put on a sort of burlesque show with the big white towel. Then she moved close and gripped my flagging hard-on. She lifted her lips and we kissed.

      “I think you’re a nympho already,” I teased.

      “If I say yes, will you give me your dick?”

      “Sure.”

      “I’m a nympho! Dick, please. Any hole you want. I don’t care. Just stick it in.” She turned around and thrust her ass toward me. “Wanna do my butt?”

      “No, I want your butt in bed.” I swatted the butt in question and ushered her out of the bathroom. I snuck a glance at the bedside clock. It was almost one in the morning, or four my time.

      “How do you want me?” Brooke asked.

      “Let’s start with ‘under the covers.’”

      She must’ve heard something in my voice, because she immediately turned to face me. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I know you’re tired. We can go to sleep if you want.”

      “Eventually,” I said. “And yeah, I’m tired, but I’m also having fun. You’re sexy as hell when you’re like this.”

      “I don’t mean to be. Like this. Dorky. I just get excited sometimes. And I’ve been thinking about this for days. Months, if you count the time since you and Chris were here last.”

      “I thought you had sex a couple of weeks ago, with another guy.”

      “Oh, that,” she said dismissively.

      “It wasn’t any good?”

      “Yeah, it was,” she admitted, “but it isn’t the same. Can we talk about something else?” She looked up hopefully. “Like your dick and what you’re going to do to me. Please? C’mon! I think I’m going to melt if you don’t make love to me.”

      “Ask and ye shall receive,” I said with a gesture.

      She grinned and practically stripped the covers off the bed. Then she flopped onto her back and raised her knees. I knelt between them, and she guided my hard-on to her opening. We slid together with a mutual groan.

      “Better?” I asked, only semi-facetiously.

      “Much.” She pulled me down for a kiss and wrapped her long legs around my hips, in case I had thoughts of escape.

      We began moving together, and she gazed up at me with undisguised longing. After a moment she caressed my face and drew me in for another kiss. Our bodies moved in a natural rhythm, and my energy slowly returned. Brooke must have felt it, because she urged me to pick up the pace and fuck her harder. Instead, I shot my arms under her shoulders and rolled us together. We came to rest with her on top.

      “You’re in charge,” I said. “Do whatever you want.”

      She closed her eyes and began moving her hips. I watched her perfect breasts until I realized that she’d opened her eyes and was watching me. She grinned and squeezed them. Then she pinched her nipples, and I felt a familiar pressure building in my balls. After a moment she closed her eyes again, and her breathing grew heavier.

      I held her hips so I could thrust into her as the pressure in my balls grew. She arched her back and braced herself with her hands on my knees. Her nipples strained toward the ceiling, and her breasts bounced each time my hips met hers. I slid my hand over her soft, smooth stomach. Then I pressed my thumb against the hard little bead of her clit.

      The heat and humidity in her pussy started rising. My own climax seemed to take forever, but it arrived at the same time as hers. She cried out and threw herself forward. I gripped her ass and rammed into her one last time.

      White light erupted behind my eyes, and spurting jets of pleasure radiated outward from my cock. Brooke’s orgasm merged with mine, and we held each other tightly until the ecstasy peaked and began to fade.

      I eventually came to my senses and felt her soft breath on my shoulder. I held her and ran my fingertips over her hot skin. My own breathing slowly returned to normal, and a wave of exhaustion made me struggle to keep my eyes open.

      “Mmm, that was nice,” Brooke said. She kissed my chest and then pushed herself up. She started to say something but then frowned. “You’re half-asleep already.”

      “Yeah, sorry.”

      She swung her leg over mine, and I groaned as her pussy released my semi-hard cock. I shivered from a sudden chill. Brooke gave off a lot of heat during sex, so much that I must have felt cool by comparison. She lay beside me and snuggled under my arm.

      “Good?” I said eventually.

      “The best.” She caressed my chest. “You?”

      “Mmm.”

      She tugged the sheet over us and said something else. I mumbled an answer. Then I closed my eyes and sank into the dark pool of sleep, although I didn’t go under completely. My breathing grew deep and regular, and I felt Brooke sigh.

      I floated in limbo, neither asleep nor awake. I was dead tired, but my brain wouldn’t shut down. Time stretched out. It could’ve been a minute or an hour. Brooke’s body felt soft and comfortable next to me, but she wasn’t asleep either. I could feel her thinking, but I couldn’t make myself wake up enough to say anything.

      “What’m I doing?” she said at last, so soft that I almost didn’t hear.

      I struggled to rise to the surface, to answer her, but the waters of sleep were too warm, too heavy. She fell silent for a long time, and I thought she might’ve drifted off herself. But then she drew a shuddering breath.

      “Damn you,” she swore softly. “Why’d you have to be such a nice guy? Damn you,” she said again, a hoarse whisper. “And damn my stupid heart.”
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      I woke up with the sun in my eyes. We’d forgotten to close the heavy curtains, and the sheer ones did little to stop the morning light from filling the room. I’d been having a good dream, too, an X-rated version of some TV show, where I was the new Sex Ed teacher. I tried to hold on to it, but it faded as I woke up completely.

      Brooke was asleep all the way on the other side of the bed, although she stirred as I rolled toward her. The little head wanted to prod her awake right away, but the big head decided to let her wake up on her own. I promised him some attention later, but he wasn’t in the mood to wait.

      Fine, I thought, we’ll do things your way.

      Uh, no, he said tartly, my way involves an actual woman, not your hand.

      Then consider this a warm-up for the main event.

      I’m already warm and up.

      In that case… I withdrew my hand.

      Brooke stirred again before he could complain too much. She mumbled something and scooted toward me. I put my arm around her, and my hard-on twitched hopefully as she settled beside me, her body soft and warm where it touched mine.

      “Sorry I was all the way over there,” she said.

      “It’s okay. You’re here now. And since you’re here…” I moved her hand to my erection.

      “Uh-huh,” she said dryly. “I know how you are in the morning.” Still, she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and squeezed.

      “What can I say? I’m always horny, especially when I wake up with a beautiful woman.”

      “I know. I’ve woken up with you before. Remember?”

      “How could I forget? Let’s see… there was Zanzibar in ’82, Barcelona in ’83, Sarajevo in ’84—”

      She laughed, breathy and affectionate. “I didn’t even know you in ’82 or ’83. Well, not in person. And I’ve never been to Zanzibar or those other places. How do you think of these things?”

      “I just do,” I said with a shrug. “Zanzibar ’cause it’s fun to say, Barcelona for Gaudí—he’s an architect—and Sarajevo for the Olympics. They also sound like really cool places for a romantic getaway.”

      “What about Thousand Oaks?”

      “Hmm, not very romantic,” I agreed.

      “We could make it romantic.”

      “Oh? What d’you have in mind?”

      “Your favorite thing?”

      “What’s that?”

      “Something I do with my mouth…?” she hinted.

      “Talk?”

      “Where I swallow…?”

      “Um… food?”

      “No, a blowjob!”

      I feigned surprise. “Oh! Then why didn’t you say so?”

      She propped herself on an elbow and looked down at me. “Chris is right, you are infuriating sometimes.”

      “Nah. I just like to make you work for it.”

      “And that’s what’s so infuriating. Guys’re supposed to chase me, not the other way around. Although,” she added thoughtfully, “my guy-repellent genes seem to scare them, so… Maybe you’re on to something. I should be chasing guys instead.”

      “Exactly,” I agreed. “I might even let you catch me.”

      “Well, seeing as how I have your dick in my hand, I don’t think it’ll be that hard.”

      “Hey! It’s very hard.”

      She laughed at the pun. “True.”

      “And hoping for some attention. You mentioned a blowjob?” I pushed the covers down so she wouldn’t suffocate, and she moved her mouth toward my straining erection.

      It’s about time, the little head sighed.

      Oh, relax, I told him. You knew it was going to happen.

      No thanks to you!

      Whatever. Just shut up and enjoy yourself.

      Mrmph you.

      I chuckled to myself and wondered if he’d meant “thank you” or “screw you.” He could be a little cranky if he didn’t get what he wanted. And sometimes I wondered which of us was actually in charge, and whether one or both of us were crazy.

      Brooke let my cock slip from her mouth. “Huh?”

      I realized I must’ve chuckled aloud. “Nothing, sorry,” I said quickly. “Although… slide around so I can play with you too.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      She angled her body toward me and returned her attention to my hard-on. Her pussy was still dry, although it warmed and grew wetter as I played with her. I concentrated on her clit at first but then switched to finger-fucking, since I didn’t want her to come too quickly. She wasn’t in a rush either, and she seemed to enjoy herself as she licked, sucked, and stroked my dick.

      I came after about ten minutes. Brooke knew to expect a firehose, especially first thing in the morning. She pumped my cock and swallowed with ease. She also knew I could usually come twice, so she kept sucking. I withdrew my fingers from her drenched pussy and began rubbing her clit.

      “I need to fuck you,” I said after only a few minutes. “Now, please.”

      She rolled to her back, and I climbed between her legs. She smiled up at me but then made a moue when I didn’t enter her right away. I teased her instead.

      She whined impatiently. “Unh, stick it in.”

      “What’s the magic word?”

      “Please?”

      I stuck it in.

      “Deeper?”

      I made eye contact and slowly eased into her until my hips met hers.

      “That is so much better than my vibrator,” she said in a low voice.

      “Thousands of years of evolution can’t be wrong.”

      “Try hundreds of thousands.”

      “You’re such a nerd,” I teased.

      “So sue me.”

      “Can I use you instead?”

      “As long as you do it now.”

      I began thrusting, and she closed her eyes to concentrate. Her nostrils flared as her breathing grew heavier. I was in the mood for more than just vanilla sex, so I spread her thighs even wider and pushed them toward the headboard. She angled her hips and silently begged me to fuck her harder.

      I was happy to do just that. I bent her almost in half and braced her legs over my shoulders. Then I straightened my legs and dug my feet into the mattress. I began fucking her almost straight up and down. She moaned with each thrust, and a rosy red flush spread from her cheeks to her neck. It migrated to her chest and shoulders. Her pussy felt even hotter than before, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

      “Come in my mouth,” Brooke panted. “On my face.”

      I grunted, pulled out, and quickly straddled her torso.

      She wrapped her hands around my shaft. It was slick with her own juices, but she concentrated and started stroking. That was all it took. I came with a groan and nearly fell into the wall before I caught myself.

      The first spurt arced over her nose and missed her eye as it drew a line across her forehead. She laughed and aimed the next one at her cheek. Then she stroked and directed the final gushes onto her tongue.

      I panted from the force of my orgasm and shivered with an aftershock as Brooke sucked the remaining come from my shaft. Pearly semen hid the freckles on her nose, and she didn’t seem to care if she got it in her eye or not.

      She continued sucking me, so I reached back and started playing with her pussy. Her cheeks and forehead grew even redder as her climax approached. A minute later she tensed and cried out softly.

      Afterward she relaxed and panted to catch her breath. I swung my leg over and settled beside her. She wiped semen from her nose and forehead. Then she licked her finger clean and did the same for the rest of her face.

      Her skin was pink from exertion, a darker shade than her nipples, which rose and fell with her slow breathing. I couldn’t resist teasing one. They were soft and smooth, fleshy little bumps instead of stiff points.

      “Mmm, that’s nice,” she said languidly.

      I cupped it and squeezed. She rolled toward me for a kiss. I tasted myself on her lips, and she moaned as the kiss heated up. She was eager for more, but we both knew it’d be a while before I was ready to go again.

      “I wish we could stay in bed all day,” she said.

      “It’s pretty nice,” I agreed. “But I’m getting hungry. Are you ready for breakfast?”

      “Can we order room service?”

      “I don’t see why not.”

      “And do you think I’ll have time to shower before it gets here? I didn’t have a chance to take off my makeup last night. And now I have you all over my face as well.”

      “Semen isn’t the best moisturizer,” I chuckled.

      She shrugged. “It’s okay. I mostly want to freshen up and do something with my hair. I hate the way it looks in the morning.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “You’re only saying that because we just had sex.”

      “No, I mean it. You’re one of those disgusting people who’s naturally beautiful, any time of the day.”

      She scoffed.

      “I’m serious. Most women would kill for your looks.”

      “I guess,” she said.

      “I’ll just have to convince you. But in the meantime, let’s find the menu and order. I’m starving.”

      “Then I can shower?”

      “Sure. I’ll join you.”
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      “I don’t know what it is about a woman in a man’s shirt,” I said. “You’re sexy as hell.”

      She blushed and looked down. “Thank you. I like how it feels. And it smells like you.”

      The remains of breakfast sat on a tray between us on the coffee table. I sat back on the couch and studied her. She was sitting on the floor, with one leg propped up and the other tucked under. The shirttails covered her pussy, but I had a nice view of cleavage and the curve of one breast.

      “Do you wear your other guy’s shirts?” I asked.

      Her expression changed immediately. “Can we forget I mentioned him?”

      “Sure. But… why? You know it doesn’t bother me.”

      “Yeah, I know. But it sorta bothers me.”

      My eyebrows rose with a question.

      “He’s just a guy, no one special.”

      “So… not your boyfriend.”

      “God, no. He’s someone I work with.”

      “An occasional thing?” I asked. “Or regular?”

      “Working together?”

      “No,” I chuckled, “sex.”

      She sighed. “You aren’t going to let this go until I tell you, are you? Fine. He’s a visiting professor in my department, on a post-doc fellowship. And I’m not exactly proud of our… relationship, or whatever you call it, so I don’t wanna talk about it.”

      Something told me to keep digging. “What’re you ashamed of? Is he married or something?”

      Her expression went from defensive to surprised.

      “Ah, he is,” I said.

      “Yeah. He says they’re separated, but… I don’t think so.”

      “So he’s cheating on his wife.”

      “With me and anyone else he can scam into it,” she muttered.

      “You wanna tell me about it? You don’t have to, but… it sounds like you want to.”

      “I really don’t.”

      “Then why’d you mention him?”

      “I… don’t know. I guess it was the heat of the moment. You had me all worked up, and I wasn’t thinking…”

      I gestured for her to join me on the couch, and she climbed to her feet.

      “Okay,” I said when she was settled beside me, “tell me about this guy.”

      She paused to decide how to begin. “You remember Fletcher, the guy I was dating before you and I met?”

      “How could I forget? He was the reason we met in the first place.”

      “Right. Well, Steve’s like him.”

      “Steve? That’s his name?”

      She nodded.

      “And how’s he like Fletcher? General asshole? Or something specific?”

      “He’s nice enough, so I guess it’s something specific. But it’s a big one. He sleeps around.”

      “So do I.” I gestured at the rumpled bed to emphasize the point.

      “But that’s different. You’re a swinger. And you’re honest about it.”

      “He isn’t?”

      “He swears it’s only me. Says he loves me, wants to divorce his wife and marry me.”

      “But…?”

      “He’s lying. I know it, and he knows I know it, but he won’t come clean.”

      “Then why’re you still dating him?”

      “We aren’t dating,” she said defensively. “We’re just…” She buried her face in her hands. “This is all so embarrassing.”

      “Not really. Tell me about it. You’ll feel better if you get it off your chest.”

      “I thought you liked my chest.”

      “I do. But you’re trying to change the subject.”

      She hesitated and then said, “Chris warned me about you.”

      “Oh?”

      “She said you wouldn’t let me get away with not telling you.”

      “So… she knows?”

      “Of course. Like I know everything about you and her.”

      I nodded judiciously, although Christy hadn’t said a thing, not about this.

      Brooke must have realized the same thing. “Hold on… she didn’t tell you? Why not? She told you all my other dirty little secrets.”

      “Not this one.”

      “Oh. Okay. Huh. I asked her not to, but I didn’t think she’d listen.”

      I chuckled. “She doesn’t tell me everything. Most everything,” I admitted, “but she knows how to keep a secret.”

      “It’s strange, isn’t it?” Brooke said. “How she can’t lie to either of us?”

      “Not really. But you’re trying to change the subject again.”

      “I was hoping you wouldn’t notice.”

      “Sorry,” I said without meaning it. “Tell me about Steve. You’re sleeping with him. Why’s that embarrassing?”

      She thought about it for a long time. “Because I hate falling for a guy like him.”

      “It doesn’t sound like you’ve ‘fallen’ for him. I mean, he isn’t your boyfriend.”

      She shook her head emphatically.

      “So it’s just sex, nothing more.”

      “Maybe,” she admitted. “And this time I know what’s going on. Not like Fletcher, where I was completely in the dark. Fool me once, shame on you…”

      “Fool me twice, shame on me,” I finished.

      “Yeah, exactly.” She gave me a hopeful look. “Can we talk about something else now? Or…” She walked her fingers up my thigh and stopped at the fly of my boxers. “I’ll suck your dick.”

      “Later.” I deliberately moved her hand.

      “I was afraid you’d say that.”

      “You weren’t serious anyway,” I said.

      “Chris told me,” she sighed. “I should’ve listened.”

      “About me?”

      She nodded.

      “Yeah, I don’t let her hide things either. Not about sex, at least.”

      “You’re really good for her, you know. She’s so much happier now.”

      “Thanks, but don’t change the subject. Why’re you embarrassed about sex with Steve? Yeah, I get it, he’s a liar and a bit of a cad, but why should you care? You don’t have any illusions about him and the sex is good, right?”

      “Yeah. But… I don’t know. It just seems… dirty.”

      “You’re a healthy woman. You have needs.”

      “I hold out as long as I can. I know he doesn’t really love me, but… I can’t help myself. He’s really smooth. And so believable, especially when I’m with him. But he’s lying to all of us. Me, his wife, and everyone else he sleeps with.” She sat up and looked at me with real concern. “I make him wear a condom. Every time. So you’re safe.”

      “Safe?” I scoffed. “Safe from what?”

      “AIDS,” she said seriously.

      “Why would I worry about that? I’m not gay.”

      “It isn’t just a gay thing,” she insisted. “So you have to be careful. Like, really careful. Promise me you will. You have to wear a condom any time you have sex with someone new.”

      “Is it really that serious?”

      “Yes! It’s a death sentence. And I don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to you. Or Chris,” she added quickly, “although she’s safe as long as you take precautions. Promise me. You have to swear.”

      “Okay, I swear.”

      “You’ll wear a condom with anyone new. At least until they get tested. This is really important.”

      “I get it.” Her persistence was unnerving. “I’ll wear a condom with anyone new.”

      “And get tested yourself. The others too, everyone in the group.”

      “Okay, but… I don’t even know how.”

      “Donate blood. To a big organization or a hospital. They started testing earlier this year. Leah’s sister’s a doctor, right? Ask her. She’ll be able to tell you where to go. I know places out here, but…” She fell silent and simply hugged me. “I don’t wanna lose you.”

      Something in her voice made a memory click into place, and I recalled what she’d said the night before, as I’d been falling asleep. I hoped I was wrong, but too many things suddenly made sense, and they all added up to one thing.

      She was in love.

      I didn’t exactly panic, but I didn’t know what to do, either. Brooke wasn’t “just a friend.” She was Christy’s girlfriend, and if I wanted to be honest, mine too. Maybe not my soulmate, but a lot more than just a weekend fling.

      “Sorry I got so serious,” Brooke said.

      “It’s okay. You were worried.” I forced a chuckle. “And you managed to change the subject.”

      “I really didn’t mean to.” She drew a shuddering breath and hugged me even tighter.

      We sat in silence for a long time. I knew I should talk to her about our relationship, but I didn’t know where to begin. She was my girlfriend, in a sense, but she wasn’t my fiancée and probably never would be.

      All of a sudden I had a sneaking suspicion that Christy had set me up, had set us up. She knew more than she let on, and I constantly underestimated her. Had she known that Brooke was in love with me? Had she suggested we spend the weekend together because of it? Had she really been too busy to join us?

      I was still thinking about it when Brooke sat up and looked at me. She didn’t say anything, but she drew me down for a kiss. Then she lay back and pulled me on top of her.

      “Make love to me?” she said, soft and insistent.

      What else could I do?
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      Brooke was still in the mood after we made love on the couch, so we moved to the bed and kept going. My plan was to get her off again while I recovered, but she had different ideas. She teased and stroked my dick back to life and then stuck her butt in the air. The big head and the little one were in total agreement for a change, so I fucked her doggy-style while she played with herself.

      My balls weren’t so exhausted after all, and I eventually emptied them deep inside her. She came almost immediately, and the contractions in her pussy squeezed the final drops from my dick. She slowly collapsed into the pillows as her orgasm subsided. I flopped to my back and gasped.

      “Okay, I mean it this time,” I said eventually. “You have to let me recover. I can’t keep going like you do.” I counted back and realized I’d come seven times in the past twelve hours. That wasn’t a record, but it was still a lot. “You’re as bad as Christy,” I added. “Once you get something in your head, you don’t stop till you get what you want.”

      “What’s wrong with that?” she wondered, languid and unrepentant.

      “Nothing, if it’s a scholarship or a grant or something that doesn’t wear out.”

      “Are you worn out?”

      “For the moment,” I laughed, “yeah.”

      She rolled over, turned, and rested her head on my arm. “Sorry, but I’m not.” She shrugged. “I guess I’ve always known I wasn’t normal. I have a higher sex drive than other people. Maybe not you or Chris, but… normal people.”

      “We definitely aren’t normal,” I chuckled. “But that’s a good thing. Very good. Just… give me a couple of hours to recover before you want to have sex again.”

      “Yeah, I know. I can do it myself if you’re too tired. I don’t mind.”

      “Seriously?” I said. “You’re still horny? You just came, like, five minutes ago.”

      She shrugged. “I’m satisfied, for the moment, but I’m already thinking about next time. I’ll give you a break, though. We can wait a couple of hours.” She turned and looked at me. “That’s the difference between Chris and me. I’m always planning and thinking ahead. She just does things, and she’s usually lucky enough that they work out.”

      “Some truth in that,” I admitted. “Although… she can plan when she needs to.”

      “Maybe. She doesn’t do it on a regular basis, though.”

      “Eh, she does. She just does it differently than you and I do.”

      “I guess.” She fell silent for a moment and then looked at me again. “I like the way you do it.”

      I suppressed a chuckle when I realized it wasn’t a double entendre.

      “You’re very logical,” she finished.

      “Thanks. But sometimes I’m too logical.”

      “How do you mean?”

      “It’s tough to explain.”

      “What? Like, I wouldn’t understand?”

      “No, it isn’t that. It’s just… a long explanation. It takes some background.”

      “Well, you said you need time to recover…”

      “Ha! Okay, lemme— Never mind. I got it. So, I’ve always been able to see how things fit together, especially shapes and patterns. I’m artistic too, but sometimes I want things to be too neat, in order to fit the pattern, if that makes sense.”

      “Of course.”

      “When I first wanted to study architecture, I thought it was a good combination of logic and art. But then I started taking classes, and I realized it’s mostly about systems and how to integrate them. It’s a lot of analysis too, studies and assessments. So, mostly the logical side.

      “Worse, the classical architect is a relic of the past. Modern architects are glorified project managers. Yeah, sometimes you get to design a really cool building, but only if you’re a big name like Philip Johnson or I.M. Pei. The rest of us have to do workaday buildings. And when we do design something cool, it’s usually too expensive, too unorthodox, or something. Then you have to dumb it down to meet the requirements. That’s… depressing.

      “So it’s easy to focus on the details instead of the design. And that’s what I do sometimes. I don’t exactly forget to make it beautiful, but most design projects are a ton of compromises. A functional building has certain requirements—”

      “Like what?” she asked, ever curious.

      “Environmental, mechanical, structural, et cetera. You work to make all those systems fit, and beauty is sort of cobbled on later, if at all.”

      “So? Sometimes ‘beauty’ is understanding how the systems work.”

      “Yeah, but where’s the inspiration?”

      “How d’you mean?”

      “People need to feel something about the spaces they inhabit. Is it just a box? Four walls, a ceiling, and a floor? Or does it make them experience emotions?”

      “Emotions? You mean, like, happy and sad?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Why would you want to feel sad about a building?”

      “What about the Vietnam War Memorial?”

      “The big wall?”

      “Yeah. Would you want people to feel happy there?”

      “No, I guess not.”

      “Right. It’s designed to be somber, to make people think about war and its consequences. You could read the death toll in a book, but it isn’t the same as seeing their names on black granite. It gets taller and more imposing as you move to the center. It looms over you. And you can see your face in it. You realize that the names belong to people who had lives and families who loved them.”

      “That’s deep,” Brooke said softly.

      “Yeah, it is. And it’s what I want to do. Not necessarily the Wall, but to make people think, to feel. And it’s why being too logical is a problem sometimes. My instinct is to focus on the details and forget the big picture. That’s where Christy comes in. She reminds me to take a step back, to put emotion in my designs.”

      I took a deep breath and settled my thoughts. “I’d still be a good architect without her,” I admitted. “I’d design functional buildings and occasionally something beautiful. But I’d never be great. Not like my idols. They all had something that I’m missing on my own, which is why Christy’s so important. To me, I mean. She’s the chaos that keeps me from being a logical nobody.”

      “Wow. I can’t compete with that.”

      I shrugged. “It isn’t a competition.”

      “It sort of is.”

      The conversation had shifted from architecture to relationships. Then again, maybe it had always been about relationships. In either case, I needed to talk about the elephant in the room.

      “You can love more than one person at a time,” I said.

      Brooke sat up and looked away so I wouldn’t see her expression. “Who said anything about love?”

      “No one,” I lied. “I just thought—”

      “I’ll be right back.”

      “Where’re you going?”

      “To the bathroom. Is that okay?”

      “Yeah, sure.”

      She crossed the living area and locked the bathroom door behind her.

      On impulse, I padded over and pressed my ear to the door. I was half-afraid she’d be crying, but she was using the toilet instead. I breathed a sigh of relief, although things between us were hardly settled.

      I was still thinking when the sound of the flush snapped me out of it. I dashed around the coffee table, threw myself onto the bed, and propped my head on my hand. Then I controlled my breathing and tried to look like I hadn’t moved. Brooke gave me a curious look, although she didn’t say anything.

      “So,” I said, as lazily as I could, “what do you feel like doing for a couple of hours?”

      She shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe hang out by the pool?”

      “Did you bring a suit? Never mind. Dumb question. C’mon, let’s go.”
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      The patio and pool were deserted, which wasn’t surprising for midday on a Friday.

      “See?” I said to Brooke. “You didn’t need to wear the one-piece.”

      “The bikini’s really small,” she protested.

      “Then why’d you bring it?”

      “I thought…”

      “You thought it’d be fun but chickened out.”

      “Yes,” she admitted glumly.

      “Then let’s go back to the room so you can change.”

      We trooped inside and to the elevators.

      “You just want to see me naked again,” she accused after the doors had closed.

      “Always. But I also want to show you off.”

      “How? No one was there.”

      I shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. It’s the thrill of doing something risky in public. Besides, just because people aren’t at the pool itself doesn’t mean no one will see you.” We stepped off the elevator, and I gestured at the rooms on the other side of the atrium. “Anyone there might look out a window. Plus, the hotel staff might see you.”

      She shivered with a combination of excitement and fear.

      “They won’t be able to see details,” I added as I unlocked our own room, “but they’ll see enough to let their imaginations fill in the rest.” I ushered her through the door and followed her inside. “Also, I just had an idea. Wear your butt plug.”

      “To the pool? Why?”

      “Why do you think? It’ll be fun.”

      “O-okay.”

      “And we can make your fantasy movie later this afternoon.”

      “Not by the pool!”

      “No,” I laughed, “back here in the room.”

      “Oh, okay. But… I’m not sure I can.”

      “That’s okay. We’ll decide later. But just in case, let’s set up the camera and get everything ready.”

      “I guess,” she agreed.

      So we unpacked the camera and all its accessories, and Brooke explained how it worked. The whole setup was surprisingly simple, although I immediately realized we weren’t going to make anything close to an actual porn movie—not with only a camera and a tripod. We’d need at least one other person if we wanted to shoot closeups or from different angles. Brooke realized the same thing when I suggested a test shot of the bed to get the framing right.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I told her. “The fun is making the video in the first place.”

      “But I want it to be perfect.”

      “Life never is. That’s what I tell Christy. The fantasy is always sexier than reality.”

      “I know. I just…”

      “Relax,” I said gently. “It won’t be like a real movie, but that’s half the fun. Besides, I like the idea of spying on you while you play with yourself. And then everything else you want me to do after I ‘catch’ you.”

      She nodded and then inhaled a deep breath. “Okay. But… I need you to do something for me.”

      “Sure, what?”

      “You have to make me do it.”

      “Make you? Like, ‘force’ you?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Are you sure?”

      She nodded.

      “You remember your safe w—?”

      “Tequila,” she said immediately.

      I grinned. “You’ve been thinking about this.”

      “I told you, I’m a planner. And this is the only way I’m going to do it without chickening out.”

      I pulled her into my arms for a reassuring hug and then bent to give her a kiss.

      “Are you ready?” I asked after.

      She inhaled again and nodded.

      “Good. Then take off your clothes. Now!” I snapped.

      She quickly untied her wrap and started to fold it.

      “Just drop it.”

      She did and then lowered the straps of her one-piece. Her full breasts popped into view.

      “Nice. But keep going. Hurry up.”

      She pushed the stretchy fabric over her hips and stepped out of it. She started to pick it up but then thought better of it. Instead, she straightened and clasped her hands behind her back. Her full, firm breasts rose and fell with her breathing, and her nipples were already stiff with arousal.

      I studied her for a moment and then tweaked a nipple. Her breathing quickened, so I pinched and twisted it gently. She didn’t like it as rough as Christy did, so I reminded myself not to hurt her for real.

      “Get on your knees,” I said at last.

      “Yes, sir.”

      I untied the drawstring on my swimsuit and extracted my growing hard-on. I let her suck and stroke for a minute before I pulled my cock away.

      “That’s enough. Get your butt plug.”

      She stood and bent over the dresser, and the sight was tempting enough that I almost told her to stay where she was. The little head wanted to fuck her then and there, but my balls still needed time to recover. So I suppressed the urge and waited until she returned with the toys she’d hidden under her panties the night before. She handed me a tube of K-Y and a black silicone butt plug.

      “This isn’t the one we bought last year,” I said.

      “No.”

      “No what?”

      “No, sir. Sorry.”

      I arched an eyebrow and waited.

      “What? Oh! The butt plug. Um… no. I bought a new one. It’s bigger,” she added nervously.

      “That’s fine. The last one was a beginner’s model anyway.”

      She nodded.

      “This one is closer to my size,” I added.

      “It is. Sir.”

      I studied it and then had a thought. “Do you let Steve fuck you in the ass?”

      She looked up in surprise. “What?”

      “Do you let Steve fuck you in the ass?”

      “S-sometimes.”

      “Do you like it?”

      “It’s okay.”

      “Just okay?”

      “Yeah.” She shrugged. “It’s better with you.”

      “Why? Is it physical or emotional?”

      She squirmed. “Can we talk about something else?”

      “Mmm, sorry, no.”

      “I guess it’s both. I don’t know why, though.”

      “I get inside your head.” I pulled her close and looked her in the eyes. “I fuck your body and your mind.”

      She kissed me, hard and insistent. Then her hands found my erection and started stroking. Our kisses heated up until she tried to pull me toward the bed.

      “Not yet,” I said.

      “Why not? You’re hard.”

      “Yeah, but I won’t be able to come. Not for a while. Trust me.”

      She started to protest but backed down when I gave her a stern look. “Yes, sir.”

      “Better,” I said. “Now, bend over the bed and spread your cheeks.”
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      Brooke’s bikini covered her, but it was as small as she’d claimed. The top was a couple of strings and black fabric triangles, which she could adjust to reveal more or less of her breasts. She started with full coverage, but I gently moved her hands out of the way. I scrunched the lower edge until the fabric barely hid her stiff pink nipples.

      “Are you sure? I don’t want to get us kicked out or anything.”

      I didn’t answer. Instead, I turned her around and studied her ass in the bottoms. I couldn’t adjust them like the top, but they still showed a healthy expanse of skin. I swatted one half-exposed cheek. Then I caressed the same spot and pulled her in for a kiss.

      “You look amazing,” I said at last.

      “Thanks. But please don’t ask me to go in the water if anyone else is around.”

      “Why not?”

      “The material’s see-through when wet.”

      “Seriously?” I stepped back to study her, but the black fabric was opaque as far as I could tell.

      “I swear. I tried it at home. It’s completely see-through. Like, everything, top and bottom.”

      “Cool. Did you buy it from Adam & Eve?

      “No, from a catalog.”

      “One of your mom’s?”

      “Of course. She and my dad are total sex fiends.” She shrugged. “At least I know where I get it.”

      “No wonder you still live at home,” I chuckled. “Pornos, magazines, sex catalogs. The fringe benefits are amazing.”

      “Exactly. My friends think I’m nuts.”

      “And you can’t tell them why, either.”

      “Not really.”

      I grinned and kissed her, short and almost chaste, but with the promise of more.

      “C’mon,” I said. “Let’s head down to the pool.”

      She donned her wrap while I shouldered the canvas beach bag she’d had the foresight to bring.

      The patio was still deserted when we arrived. We chose a couple of lounge chairs on the far side of the pool and spread our towels. The sun had climbed to its zenith, although the temperature hovered in the mid-sixties.

      “Welcome to Southern California,” I said to no one in particular. Then I shielded my eyes and looked up at the fiery ball in the sky. It was my enemy, no matter what the thermometer said. “I hope you brought sunscreen.”

      Brooke dug in the bag, produced a bottle of Coppertone, and did her best not to look at me like I was an idiot for asking the question. She didn’t entirely succeed, but I let it go with a shrug.

      “Do you want me to do you?” she asked.

      “You already did,” I teased. “That’s why we’re out here, remember? I need to recover.”

      She rolled her eyes and waited until I peeled off my shirt and tossed it on top of the bag. I gave her my back, and she spread lotion over my shoulders and upper arms.

      “I love the smell of Coppertone,” I said. “Makes me think of camp. And all the… um… ‘scenery.’”

      “Chris is right. You guys only like going there to see naked women.”

      “What’s wrong with that? Especially when they look like you and Christy and the others?”

      “I guess. You want me to do your front?”

      “Of course.” I turned to face her. “I’ll return the favor,” I added as she handed me the bottle to hold while she used both hands.

      “I’m sure you will.” She finished covering my chest and arms. Then she held out her palm. “Give me a bit more. You’re bigger than I am, more surface area.” She laughed softly to herself as she spread the lotion over my abdomen.

      “What?”

      “Just thinking about Steve.”

      “Oh? What about him?”

      “He’s obsessed with his hair and mustache, but not the rest. So he doesn’t exercise or anything. He’s kinda… soft. He isn’t flabby, but he isn’t like you at all. And he definitely isn’t as good-looking as he thinks he is.”

      “Whereas you’re the opposite.”

      “I don’t know what you mean,” she fibbed self-consciously.

      I paused the conversation and brandished the bottle of sunscreen. She had a light tan already, but the sun wasn’t her friend either.

      “Turn around,” I said. “I’ll do your back first.”

      She swept her ponytail out of the way to give me access to her freckled shoulders. I squirted a line across them, capped the bottle, and gave it to her to hold.

      “You’re a lot better-looking than you think you are,” I said as I massaged the fragrant lotion into her skin. “You still aren’t super-confident about your body, but you are about other things, like sex. Well, maybe not super-confident, but a lot more than you used to be.”

      “I guess,” she said, polite disagreement.

      “You are. Trust me. The outfit last night, for instance. You’d have never worn that when I first met you. Not in public. And what we did in the parking lot? You’d’ve thought about it, but…” I shrugged and left the rest unspoken.

      “That’s different,” she said. “That was fantasy.”

      “But you still did it. And I didn’t have to force you.” I reached for the sunscreen and gestured for her to turn around. “Want me to do the front?”

      She looked over my shoulder at the hotel and all its windows. She swallowed once but then nodded.

      “And you are more confident about your body,” I said. “Maybe not as confident as I am, but you wouldn’t have worn this bikini in public a year ago.”

      “Has it really only been a year?” she said. “Yeah, I guess it has. It just seems like longer.”

      I grinned. “You still change the subject when you’re nervous.”

      “I’m not nervous. I just don’t like talking about me, and especially my body.”

      “Why not? You know you’re beautiful.”

      “I know,” she said, almost sullenly.

      “But it annoys you when guys focus on that instead of your brains.”

      “Exactly.”

      “Eh, nothing you can do about it. Besides, even I forget how smart you are when I see those.”

      She rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide a small smile.

      I coated her shoulders and upper arms before I casually did the same to her chest and the sides of her breasts.

      “I still don’t see what’s so special about them,” she said.

      “I get it. Same with me and my dick. I’m bigger’n most guys, but I’m still self-conscious about it. Besides, it’s ‘just a dick.’ Nothing special as far as I’m concerned.”

      “Well, I think you’re perfect.”

      “Thanks. And maybe now you understand why I like your breasts so much. Not to mention the rest of you.”

      “I guess.” All of a sudden she shook her head in disbelief. “This is all so strange.”

      “What? Talking about body parts like they’re just… oh, I dunno… body parts?”

      “Exactly!” she laughed.

      “All part of my charm. Have a seat. Want me to do your legs too?”

      “No, but thank you. I’m sure we already put on quite a show for anyone who’s watching.”

      “So? Besides, isn’t that the point?”

      “Chris’s right,” she said. “You make everything seem so normal.”

      “Some things are, some things aren’t,” I said philosophically. “But only you and I can decide.”

      “Decide what? What’s normal? Between us? Yeah, I think I understand.”

      I sat on my own chair and we shared the bottle of sunscreen as we coated our legs. She grinned when she caught me ogling hers.

      “Yeah, they’re pretty nice,” I said.

      “Thanks. I actually like them. And my butt. They’re my best features.”

      “No,” I corrected, “your brain’s your best feature. Everything else is just window dressing. It’s really nice window dressing, but it isn’t the reason I’m here.”

      “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.” I swung my feet up and settled into the sun-warmed comfort of the lounge chair. “Now, tell me what’s going on in your life.”

      She shrugged. “The usual, I guess.”

      “Then tell me about it.”

      “It’s pretty boring. Besides, hasn’t Chris told you?”

      “She tells me some, about school and work and all, and when you went to that conference last month. Speaking of which… I need to introduce you to a friend of ours in San Francisco.”

      “Sara? Yeah. Chris already told me about her.”

      “You’ll like her. And she’ll really like you,” I added.

      “She’s completely… you know… right? She only likes women?”

      “She’s a lesbian,” I said. “It isn’t a dirty word.”

      “I know. I just don’t like to call people that.”

      “It’s okay. She doesn’t mind. She’s really pretty cool about it. Anyway,” I continued, “I think you’ll like her. I hope you don’t mind, but I showed her a couple of pictures of you. She’s hoping you’ll model for her.”

      “For real?”

      “Yeah. She’ll probably try to get into your panties too, but that’s just the way she is.”

      “So,” Brooke teased, “a female version of you?”

      “Not exactly, but… yeah, sort of.”

      “I’ll think about it.”

      “Meeting her or letting her into your panties?”

      “Meeting her!” she laughed. “I don’t need anyone else in my panties.”

      “Oh? You have a crowd in there? I didn’t notice.”

      “No, just you.”

      “And Steve.”

      “Yeah, but he doesn’t count. He’s… stress relief… a human dildo.”

      “Ha! Okay, so, what about women?”

      She stiffened and tried to hide it.

      “Oh? Who? Someone special?”

      “No,” she lied, “no one.”

      I pressed anyway. “Girlfriend or just… female stress relief?”

      “I can’t hide anything from you,” she said under her breath. “No, not a girlfriend,” she added in a normal voice. “Not in the traditional sense, at least. But not stress relief either.”

      “So, tell me about her.”

      “Do I have to?”

      “No.”

      “You know exactly what to say,” she said after a moment. “You really are infuriating.”

      “One of many flaws.”

      “No, I like it. I can tell you anything. Even— Sorry. Never mind.”

      Much to her relief, I avoided the obvious question. “So,” I said instead, “about this woman…?”

      “Swear you won’t tell Chris?”

      My eyebrows flew up. “She doesn’t know?”

      “No. I haven’t told her.”

      “Why not?”

      “First, swear you won’t tell her. Or anyone else, for that matter.”

      “Cross my heart,” I said with a gesture to match.

      “I don’t know why I’m even telling you this,” she muttered.

      “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

      “I know. It’s just… I wanna tell someone, and—”

      “Why not Christy? You tell her everything else.”

      “I’m not sure. I’m not ashamed or anything. Maybe it’s ’cause she knows her. Besides, you know how she is.”

      “Who? Christy? How she is about what?”

      “Anyone older. Like, a lot older.”

      “Ah.” I nodded. Christy wasn’t attracted to older men or women. She didn’t have an exact age cutoff—it depended on the person—but it was generally five or six years older than us. She could be weird about it, too. She might think someone was physically attractive but still wouldn’t be interested sexually. (Then again, was that really so weird? I thought plenty of men were good-looking, but that didn’t mean I wanted to sleep with them. But I digress.)

      Brooke read my expression. “Exactly. You understand.”

      “Yeah, I do. So, this friend of yours… she’s older?”

      “Almost forty.”

      “How’d you meet her?”

      “You’re going to laugh… She’s my neighbor.”

      “Oh, I definitely won’t laugh, but…” I gestured at the expanding bulge in my swimsuit.

      “Exactly. It’s like a letter in Penthouse, ‘older neighbor seduces young coed.’”

      “She seduced you?”

      “Not really. That’s the funny part. We sort of seduced each other!” She laughed but then looked around self-consciously.

      “What happened? Hold on, start at the beginning. Have you always had a thing for this woman?”

      “No, not at all! She was just my neighbor. I used to babysit for her when her kids were younger. We talked occasionally, but… In a way, she’s more like my big sister.”

      “So, what changed?”

      “Well, she went through a really nasty divorce last year.”

      “Oh. That sucks.”

      “Yeah, she found out her husband was cheating with one of his sales reps, who was, like, my age.”

      I laughed. “Total cliché.”

      “Yeah, I know. She was a real gold-digger too. He spent a fortune on her. That’s how Ronnie found out. Don had been skimming money from the business to pay for everything. Oh,” Brooke interjected, “you can’t tell anyone about that. Ronnie made me swear. They both signed a confidentiality agreement as part of the divorce settlement.”

      “Got it. Mum’s the word.”

      “Right. So, Ronnie’s lawyers eventually took him to the cleaners. She got everything she wanted—the house, the cars, all of it—in exchange for not pressing charges or reporting him to the IRS.”

      “What about the business?” I asked. “It sounds like a big deal—”

      “It is.”

      “—so it’s probably worth more than anything.”

      “Oh, Don only controlled it through Ronnie. Her father started the company. Fifty-one percent was hers already. Don got to keep his share, about twenty percent, but he has to pay taxes on everything he stole.”

      “What about the gold-digger girlfriend?”

      “That’s almost the best part. She dumped him as soon as the money dried up.”

      “Wow. He got screwed all around, and not in a good way.”

      “I guess. He kinda deserved it, though. He’s a total bully. Even before the divorce, but especially during. He used to leave these really nasty messages for Ronnie on the answering machine. Lots of name-calling and threats.”

      “He sounds like a first-class asshole.”

      “He is. So he got what was coming to him.” Brooke took a deep breath and tried to settle her emotions.

      “Were you and Ronnie involved when all this was happening?” I asked.

      “Not at first. I knew they were separated, but that was about the time I met you for the first time. So I had other things on my mind.” She flashed me a shy smile. “I didn’t start hanging out with her till school started, last fall.”

      We fell silent as an older couple came out of the hotel. He was balding and thin, with spindly legs, while she was plump. They were both very tan, almost leathery, and the woman began coating herself with oil as the man spread their towels on chairs. He spared us a glance but nothing more, while she ignored us completely.

      A waiter came outside a moment later and handed them menus.

      “You want to get some lunch?” I asked Brooke as we watched.

      “I guess. I’m not really hungry, but I should probably eat something. Maybe a BLT or club sandwich?”

      I chuckled.

      “What’s so funny?”

      “Nothing, really. Just… thinking about how you and Christy are different.”

      “She eats and I don’t?”

      “Yes, but it’s more than that. She’d never order a BLT.”

      “Oh, right. She doesn’t eat pork.”

      “That’s putting it mildly.”

      “Well, I eat just about everything, and it shows.”

      She was fishing for a compliment, so I decided to give her one. “Nonsense,” I said. “You’re thin and beautiful. You know that.”

      “Yeah, but I feel like a heifer compared to Chris. Li’l Miss Perfect,” she added in a semi-bitter undertone.

      I laughed it off and decided to tease her instead. “Your Texas accent comes out when you’re upset.”

      “I’m not upset,” she lied.

      “Christy isn’t perfect,” I said gently.

      “Yeah, I know. I just…” She glanced at me sideways and then sighed. “She gets everything she wants. Always has. While I get hand-me-downs.”

      “So that’s what you think of me? I’m a ‘hand-me-down’?”

      “No! That isn’t what I meant. I—” She fell silent and radiated embarrassment.

      “I know what you meant,” I chuckled.

      “God, I’m such a nerd.”

      “No, you’re pretty normal. Maybe smarter and sexier than most, but still pretty normal.”

      “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome. Now, hold that thought. Let’s order.” I caught the waiter’s attention. He finished with the older couple and headed our way.

      “Good afternoon, sir. Would you like to order from room service?”

      “Yes, please.”

      He held out menus, but Brooke waved hers away.

      “Just order something for me,” she said to me. “You know what I like.”

      “She’ll have a BLT,” I told the waiter, who wrote it down. “And I’ll have a club sandwich.”

      “Anything to drink?”

      “A couple of Cokes,” I said automatically. Then I remembered where I was. “Coke” to the waiter meant literally that, Coca-Cola. “No, wait. Do you have New Coke or the old stuff?”

      “I’m afraid it’s the new,” he said.

      “God, no! It’s disgusting. I’ll have water instead. Pond water, toilet water… anything but New Coke.”

      He chuckled. “Perrier all right?”

      “Sure,” I agreed.

      “Diet Coke for me,” Brooke added.

      The waiter nodded, wrote down our room number, and departed with the menus. A middle-aged couple came out of the hotel and placed an order before he even made it to the building.

      “Getting crowded out here,” I said to Brooke.

      “Yeah.”

      “I was hoping to see your bikini wet.”

      “Please don’t—”

      “Relax,” I said. “I know how you are. You want the threat of getting caught but not the reality.”

      “No.”

      The husband of the new couple noticed us and tried to act nonchalant as he stared at Brooke from behind his sunglasses.

      “Dude,” I said under my breath. “Show some respect. You’re with your wife.”

      “I think I’m ready to turn over,” Brooke said uncomfortably.

      “I’ll get your chair.” I stood and took off my own sunglasses so I could return the man’s stare.

      His wife saw and made the connection. She muttered something, and he looked away quickly.

      “Thanks,” Brooke said.

      “My pleasure.”

      “I don’t know what it is about guys,” she said as she sat forward so I could adjust her chair. “I seem to attract all the wrong ones. My repellent genes don’t work on them.”

      “You don’t have guy-repellant genes,” I laughed.

      She rolled over and rested her chin on her hands. I released the back of my own chair and laid it flat. Then I lowered myself to my stomach, folded my hands in front of me, and sighed with unalloyed bliss.

      “What was that for?” Brooke laughed.

      “I’m just happy. Happy to be here with you, happy to lie in the sun and relax, happy I don’t have a project or homework on my mind.”

      “Oh. Okay.”

      “Anyway,” I continued, “where were we? Right. You started hanging out with Ronnie…?”

      “Yeah, after school started. My schedule was odd last quarter.”

      “That’s right,” I said as a memory clicked into place. “All your classes were in the afternoon, right?”

      “Yeah. And my lab shifts were in the evening. So I didn’t have to go to campus till after lunch most days. Ronnie’s kids are both in high school now, so her mornings were free too. We have a gate between our yard and hers, and she invited herself over one day. We started talking, and one thing sort of led to another.”

      “Oh, no. No way,” I said. “You aren’t getting off that easy. I want details.”

      “Like, intimate details?”

      “Maybe. Eventually. But right now I want a better story than ‘one thing sort of led to another.’”

      “So, all my dirty little secrets?” She laughed. “Okay. What do you want to know?”

      “Did she jump you right there? Did you jump her? Was it later that night?”

      “No! It was, like, months.”

      “Okay, now we’re gettin’ somewhere. So you were just hanging out at first?”

      “Yeah. She…”

      Ronnie had come over to Brooke’s house because she wanted someone to talk to. She had a circle of women friends her own age, but they were all part of couples who knew her husband too. So anything she said to them might make it back to him.

      Brooke was a safe choice, and she was available. So they’d spent the rest of the summer hanging out by the pool and getting to know each other. Ronnie could talk about her situation, especially as her lawyers uncovered more dirt on her husband and his philandering.

      Brooke had thought of it as a soap opera at first, but that had changed over time. She and Ronnie had become friends, especially as Brooke had opened up about her own life. She’d mostly talked about school and her job in the lab, but she’d also shared tidbits about her love life.

      “I swear, I didn’t tell her about you and me,” Brooke said, “but she figured it out anyway.”

      “What did she say?”

      “Nothing at first. But she kept asking questions. She even called it a ‘love triangle.’” Brooke looked at me out of the corner of her eye to see how I reacted.

      “That’s sort of what it is,” I agreed. “Did she know that you and Christy are more than just friends?”

      “She figured it out.”

      “What’d she think?”

      “She was really cool about it. Besides, by then we’d talked about sex and porn and toys and all. She and Don weren’t swingers or anything, but they ‘experimented’ when they were first married. That’s what she called it. So she wasn’t innocent the first time we did it.”

      “When was that?”

      The waiter arrived with our lunch at that point. The little head and the big one groaned in silent unison. The waiter set our food on the adjacent table, and I did my best to hide the bulge in my swimsuit as I sat up and swung my feet to the ground.

      Brooke grinned when she saw my predicament. Then she stood and deliberately adjusted the panels of her bikini top. I could’ve been the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man and the waiter still wouldn’t have noticed me.

      “Thanks,” I muttered after he’d gone.

      “You’re welcome,” Brooke said with a shy smile. “Sometimes they come in handy. Anyway, what were we talking about?”

      “Your first time with Ronnie.”

      She picked at her sandwich and thought back. “It wasn’t until her divorce was final. She didn’t want to risk anything before. So we waited till they signed the papers and everything was official.”

      “Hold on, it sounds like you knew it was going to happen. With you and Ronnie, I mean.”

      “Yeah. For almost three weeks. It was… strange. Cool, but strange.”

      “What happened?”

      “Well, you know how I get when I’ve been drinking?”

      “Brave,” I said. “And horny.”

      “Exactly. One night after a bottle of wine, I said I wanted to kiss her.”

      “What’d she do?”

      “Laughed and told me to go ahead.”

      “So… did you?”

      “Yeah. It was nice. We made out a couple of times after that, when her kids were out with friends, but we never went any further.”

      “When was her divorce final?”

      “Right before Christmas. And part of the agreement was that Don would get the kids for the holidays.” Brooke shook her head in mild disbelief. “He was a total jerk to Ronnie, but he really does love the kids.” She paused and then inhaled to clear her head. “Anyway, that’s when we did it.”

      “Holy crap,” I said, “that was right before you met us for New Year’s.”

      “Yeah.”

      “Why didn’t you tell us? Or Christy, at least?”

      She shrugged. “I dunno. Besides, we were busy doing other things.”

      “True,” I agreed. “Okay, so… Back to Ronnie. Give me more.”

      “What?” Brooke laughed. “Details?”

      “Of course.”

      “You’re worse than Chris.”

      “Probably.”

      “Okay, where should I start?”

      “Well, I just realized that I know a ton about Ronnie’s divorce and her asshole ex-husband, but I don’t even know what she looks like. So, start there.”

      “Oh, right! She’s a little taller than me, brown hair, really pretty brown eyes. I don’t know how much she weighs or what her measurements are. Sorry.”

      “That’s okay,” I said. “Is she busty, average, or flat-chested?”

      “About average. Smaller than mine. They sag more too. Duh. But they’re nice.”

      “What about down below? Is she shaved, trimmed, or full hippie chick?”

      “Trimmed!” she laughed, although she immediately turned pink and looked around self-consciously.

      The older couple were napping on their lounge chairs, which probably explained why they were so tan. The middle-aged couple were far enough away and had their backs to us (the wife’s choice, obviously), so they couldn’t overhear us either.

      “Just her bikini line,” Brooke added in a lower voice. “Nothing like I used to do.”

      I nodded judiciously and asked, “What’s the rest of her look like?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Is she skinny? Normal? Um… well-rounded?”

      Brooke laughed again. “You mean, ‘Is she fat?’ God, no! She’s in better shape than I am. She does Jazzercise, like, six days a week. She totally doesn’t look thirty-nine with two kids in high school.”

      “Wow. Then… why was Don cheating on her? Does she not like men anymore or something?”

      “No, she loves ’em! That’s all she talked about at first, how much she missed sex after Don left. I was kinda surprised she was interested in me at all. But she’s a lot like you.”

      “Oh? How so?”

      “How she is about sex. She’s really open, and she likes it. A lot.”

      “You do too,” I laughed. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but you’re the one who wanted it four times this morning.”

      “So sue me.”

      “Nah, I think I’ll use you instead. But later. Right now I wanna hear more about Ronnie.”

      “She said the same about you.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah. She wanted to know about how we met, what you look like, et cetera.” She shot me a quick glance. “She also wanted to know what you’re like in bed.”

      “Did you tell her?”

      “Of course.”

      “Details?”

      “Yeah. She says they’re better than porn or trashy novels.”

      “She’s living vicariously through you, huh?”

      “Sort of, yeah. She’s kinda lonely. All the guys she knows are married. And she doesn’t want a player like Steve.”

      “Does she know about him?”

      “Yeah. She convinced me it was okay to sleep with him once in a while.” She turned her head to watch me out of the corner of her eye. “As long as I didn’t fall in love. I told her not to worry about that,” she added with a mocking laugh.

      I wanted to say something but didn’t know what. I didn’t want to hurt her, yet I didn’t want to encourage her either. I liked Brooke—loved her, even—though not the way she wanted. She seemed to sense my reluctance for what it was, so I decided to change the subject.

      “Still kinda crowded out here,” I said as I looked over my shoulder.

      “Yeah. Sorry. You won’t get to see my see-through bikini after all.”

      “That’s okay. I can see you without your see-through bikini. That’s even better.”

      She smiled, but it was tinged with melancholy.

      “Speaking of which,” I continued, “are you ready to make your video?”

      Her smile turned into a grimace. “You’re going to hate me.”

      “I doubt it,” I laughed. “What’s up?”

      “Is it okay if I chicken out? Only for the first one,” she added quickly. “I still wanna make the other one, the one for Chris.”

      “Mmm, no,” I said. “That isn’t okay. We’re going to do it. Now. Get your stuff and get your ass upstairs.”

      She frowned at my tone until she realized what I was doing. Then she laughed.

      “What’s so funny?” I pretend-growled. “I told you—”

      “No, I’m serious. Like, I really don’t wanna do it.”

      “I don’t care. Get—”

      “Tequila,” she said.

      I blinked in surprise and dropped the Dom act completely.

      “Seriously?” she said. “It was that easy?”

      “Yeah. That’s what a safe word is for. So… you really don’t wanna do it?”

      “No, sorry. Are you upset?”

      “Not really. Why? Did you think I would be?”

      “Sort of. But… no, I guess not.” She thought about it. “You always make me feel like I’m in control.”

      “You are.”

      “That’s why I don’t like it with Steve. Not the sex—it’s actually pretty good—but everything else. I sort of lose control with him. I always feel dirty afterward, like…” She shrugged. “Like, the exact opposite of how I feel with you.”

      “That’s a good thing. With me, I mean.”

      “I think so,” she agreed.

      “So,” I said after a suitable pause, “what do you want to do instead? Do you—?”

      “I wanna go inside.”

      “And…?”

      “Is it okay if we just make love?”

      “Sure.”

      “And… um… maybe you can fuck me. You know…” Her face turned pink, but she leaned toward me and whispered, “In the butt.”

      “I’d like that. As a matter of fact,” I added, “I’d love it.”

      She heard the emphasis and fell silent. Her sunglasses hid her eyes, but I could feel the intensity of her gaze. Once again, I didn’t know what to say that wouldn’t hurt her feelings. She wanted more than our current relationship, and I needed to find a way to let her down gently. Sex was only a momentary distraction. Still, it was a distraction, and one we both enjoyed.

      “Come on,” I said at last. “Let’s head upstairs.”
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      I woke up sometime later and felt Brooke beside me. She was soft and feminine and smelled like Coppertone and sex, which was enough for the little head to stir with interest.

      “You’re awake,” she said quietly.

      “Yeah, sorry,” I said after a yawn. “Musta fallen asleep. Duh. What time is it?” I looked at the clock and counted forward. We still had time. “You said it takes an hour to get to… um…”

      She followed my line of thought. “San Marino. At least an hour. This is LA. We should probably plan on traffic.”

      “Ugh, you’re right. Friday? Afternoon? In LA?”

      “So, maybe we should leave early?” she said.

      I looked at the clock again and asked, “How long does it take you to get ready?”

      “To do my hair and everything? At least thirty minutes. Probably closer to forty-five. Wh—? Oh!”

      I grinned from above her and nudged her legs apart with my own. My cock was a bit slower to react, but it stiffened in anticipation.

      “Well, hello,” she said as she felt it nudge her pussy.

      “Yeah. Christy’s bad about time, but you aren’t,” I said conversationally. “So I figure I can trust your estimate. That gives us a few minutes for… you know.”

      I reached between us and used my erection to tease her pussy. She was still slippery from the K-Y we’d used earlier, although her natural lubrication was catching up quickly.

      She closed her eyes and gripped my forearms as I slid into her.

      “I thought we’d go for an even half-dozen,” I said.

      “We already did.” She opened her eyes, and her brow furrowed as she thought back. “Yeah, six times.”

      “I’m not counting last night. It was yesterday as far as I’m concerned.”

      “I guess.”

      She was too polite to disagree, but she liked things to be precise. Besides, she was technically correct.

      “We can discuss it if you’d like,” I teased.

      “Uh-uh,” she said immediately. “Six? Seven? Who cares? Mmm, that’s good.”

      I bottomed out and ground my pelvis against hers. “We have to be quick, though.”

      “Quick is good,” she agreed. Then she smiled guiltily. “I… um… was sort of playing with myself after you fell asleep.”

      I arched an eyebrow.

      “Yeah. I was ready for more, but you were tired, so…”

      “I thought you were a little too wet for just getting started.”

      “So sue me,” she said. “Yeah, I know, you’re going to use me instead.”

      “Mmm, sorry. Only, I’m not.”

      “Me neither.”

      I began thrusting.

      “Yeah, use me… just like that.”

      “Just like that,” I agreed.
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      I turned on the shower and waited for the water to come up to temperature. Then I shot Brooke a grin and casually enjoyed the sight of her body, although I had to remind myself that we didn’t have time to fool around. Again.

      “What?” she said nervously.

      “Nothing,” I said. “Just reminding myself how lucky I am.”

      She blushed and tucked an errant tendril of coppery hair behind her ear.

      “Also, that we don’t have time for another round.”

      Her eyebrows rose. “Seriously?”

      “Yeah. It’s the big head more than the little one, though.” I gestured at my limp penis. “He’s pretty happy. But the big head wants more every time he sees you in your birthday suit.”

      “The ‘big head’ is you, right?” she laughed.

      “Yeah, most of the time. Sometimes I let the little head run the show, but only under special circumstances.”

      “Such as?”

      “Water’s ready,” I said. “After you.”

      “Changing the subject?”

      “Not really,” I said as I stepped into the tub after her. “Just moving us along.”

      “Oh. Yeah. Sorry I took so long.”

      “When? Earlier? In bed?”

      She nodded.

      “Why? I’m not. I like making you come.”

      “Yeah, but it doesn’t normally take that long.”

      “Who cares?”

      “I do. I don’t want to make us late.”

      “For the record,” I said, “that’s one of the things I love about you.”

      “Love—?” She swallowed.

      “Yeah. You pay attention to the time. Christy only does it when she wants something specific.”

      “Yeah, it drives me nuts sometimes.”

      “Me too. Duh. Want me to wash your hair?”

      She laughed. “You’re as bad as she is.”

      “How so?”

      “You’re all over the place. Talking about sex, Chris, washing my hair. What’s next?”

      “Shampoo.”

      She rolled her eyes at my glib response but turned and gave me her back. I lathered her hair and then massaged her scalp with my fingers. She groaned and had to steady herself with a hand on the wall.

      “I take it back,” she said eventually. “You’re better than she is.”

      “I’m taller and stronger, that’s for sure.”

      “That’s better.”

      “Do you and Ronnie ever do this?”

      “Do what?”

      “Shower together, wash each other’s hair?”

      “Not really. We soak in the tub sometimes. Does that count?”

      “Close enough. Want me to do the rest?”

      “You can do anything you want,” she said languidly.

      “Heh, you might regret saying that.”

      “I haven’t so far.”

      “Fair enough. But you’re lucky. The little head is still recovering, so I can’t take advantage of you properly.”

      “We have two more days. Well, one and a half, but who’s counting?”

      “I am. Now, turn around so I can do the front.”

      I fell silent and washed the rest of her. She returned the favor, but she was too aware of the time to let herself get carried away.

      “See?” I said as we toweled off and I admired her body. “What’s not to love?”

      “A lot,” she said under her breath.

      “Nonsense. You just haven’t found the right guy yet.”

      She let out a sigh, so I changed the subject.

      “Do you know what dress you want to wear tonight?”

      “The white one, I think.”

      I nodded and wiped a section of the mirror so I could see to shave. “Cool. Then I can wear whatever tie I want.”

      “Huh?”

      “White goes with just about everything, so…”

      “I still don’t get it,” she said. “Why does my dress matter? Beyond the obvious, that I don’t want to draw too much attention or get us kicked out.”

      “Well, if you were wearing the green dress, I’d wear a tie with some green in it. We don’t have to match, but I’d like to complement your outfit.”

      “I still don’t get it.”

      I chuckled. “It’s a fashion thing.”

      “Yeah, I understood that part, but… why bother? Never mind. You and Chris are so much alike. It’s scary.”

      “No kidding. But come on, we’d better get a move on.”
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      Brooke was still worried about the time, so I offered to drive while she put on her makeup in the car.

      “You don’t mind?” she said.

      “Nope. It’ll give me a chance to see how fast your Beemer is.”

      She snorted a laugh. “I doubt it.”

      “Why not? Traffic?”

      “Yeah.”

      “It’s hours before five o’clock. What kind of traffic are we likely to hit? Especially this far out from LA?”

      “You’ll see,” she said.

      I saw. Rush hour in LA began a little after three o’clock. It wasn’t a sudden thing, but more and more cars joined us on the freeway. Then we approached “the 405,” as the locals called it, where traffic slowed to a crawl.

      I checked my watch and took a deep breath in an effort to relax. I couldn’t do anything about the traffic, and Brooke’s planning had given us extra time. Besides, the slowdown gave me a chance to look at her with more than a darting glance.

      She sat with a small bag of cosmetics in her lap and studied herself in the visor mirror as she put the finishing touches on her lipstick.

      “You look beautiful,” I said.

      “My hair isn’t too big?” She’d curled it and used half a can of hairspray to hold it in place like a coppery cloud.

      “No, it’s perfect.”

      “And my dress is okay? It isn’t too tight, is it?”

      It was a one-shoulder columnar dress with transparent glass beads sewn into it. It was simple and elegant, and it made her look far more sophisticated than something flashier would have.

      “Ronnie helped me pick it out,” she added anxiously.

      “It’s fine,” I chuckled. “More than fine. It’s gorgeous. You’ll drive men wild tonight.”

      “I only care about one…,” she said under her breath, although loud enough for me to hear.

      “Yours truly, I hope.”

      She blushed pink but nodded.

      “I like your earrings too,” I said, which was a safe topic. “Ronnie’s idea?”

      “Not just her idea. Hers.” Brooke turned her head to study herself in the mirror. Her diamond teardrop earrings caught the sunlight and sparkled. “She sent me with a whole selection, depending on which dress I wore. I have emeralds and sapphires too. She doesn’t have a chance to wear them much anymore, she said, so someone should get some enjoyment out of them.”

      “Does she like getting dressed up?”

      “Yeah. Not as much as Chris does, but close.”

      “What about you?” I asked.

      “What about me?”

      “Well, you look really good tonight. I mean, you always do, but tonight? Wow.”

      “Thank you.”

      “So, you should dress up more often.”

      “When? I never do anything.”

      I almost told her she needed a real boyfriend, but I knew better than to open that can of worms.

      She changed the subject. “You look nice too, very handsome.”

      “Thanks.” I’d chosen a light gray check linen suit, double-breasted, with a dark blue shirt and a pastel pink tie. It was a nice contrast to the dark-suit-white-shirt look that most Yuppies favored.

      “You look like that guy from Miami Vice.”

      “I wish!” I laughed. “I’m not as cool as either of them.”

      “Well, I think you are,” she said.

      “Thank you.”

      “Ronnie says I’m supposed to make you look good tonight.”

      “You mean, like, eye candy? You’re more than that.”

      “I know. But… what’m I supposed to talk about?”

      “Yourself.”

      “I don’t wanna bore anyone.”

      I laughed. “Brooke, darling, the people tonight are some of the most accomplished and celebrated architects in the world. They’re smart people. They aren’t engineers, but they’ll be interested in what you do. I guarantee.”

      She looked at me with wide eyes. “Y-you called me darling.”

      “Of course. Why?” I shot a quick glance to gauge her reaction.

      “Does that mean—? Never mind. Forget I asked.”

      I silently debated and then decided to say what I was thinking. “I call you darling because you’re sort of my girlfriend.”

      “Sort of,” she muttered.

      “You know it isn’t that simple,” I said.

      “I know.”

      “You’re my girlfriend while I’m here, though.”

      “But what about when you leave? What about Chris?”

      “We’ll… figure it out,” I said, although it sounded lame, even to me.

      “I guess.” She turned and stared out the window at the other cars.

      I touched her left hand and squeezed gently.

      She put her right hand over mine but didn’t turn away from the window.

      “I don’t know what you want me to say,” I said at last.

      She shrugged.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah,” she lied unconvincingly.

      I almost told her I loved her, but that would’ve made things worse. She didn’t want to hear it—not the way I’d have said it, at least.

      “I’ll be fine,” she said eventually. “I just… need to think.”

      Traffic eventually started to move again, and I pulled my hand away to drive.

      “It’s okay. I’ll be fine,” Brooke said to my unspoken question. “I’m… used to it.” After a moment she took a deep breath and changed the subject. “Will they have a bar tonight, do you think?”

      “Probably.”

      “Do you mind if I drink?”

      “Of course not. Why?”

      “I don’t want to embarrass you.”

      I laughed, deliberate but as lighthearted as I could manage. “You won’t. You’re fun when you’re drunk.”

      “I don’t wanna get drunk.” She looked away and finished in a low voice, “I just wanna drink until I can pretend to be someone else.”

      “I don’t want someone else,” I said softly. “I want you.”

      “I guess.” She sat in silence for a moment. “You really don’t mind? If I drink?”

      “I don’t mind at all. I want you to relax and enjoy yourself. As a matter of fact, I’ll even drive home, so you can drink as much as you like.”

      “I’ll make it up to you,” she promised.
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      I felt like the proverbial kid in a candy store as we walked up the drive to the Huntington. It was officially The Huntington Library, Art Collection, and Botanical Gardens, so I had an idea what to expect. But the trip had happened so quickly that I hadn’t had time to learn anything more. Not surprisingly, my curiosity threatened to get the better of me.

      I had my eyes firmly fixed on the main building, a beautiful Mediterranean Revival mansion, when a snooty man in a tuxedo brought me back to reality. He was clearly the gatekeeper, no matter how nice his outfit.

      “May I help you?”

      “Oh, yeah, sorry,” I said. “We’re on the list. Laszlo Joska.”

      The guests entering ahead of us and arriving behind us were all decades older and more distinguished, so the man looked dubious as he consulted a leather portfolio.

      “I don’t see a ‘Yoshka.’”

      “It’s Hungarian,” I said. “Spelled with a J.”

      “I still don’t—”

      “Try Paul Hughes,” I said impatiently. “Spelled like it sounds.” Duh.

      Brooke tightened her arm through mine and stood straighter, and I gave her a nod with more confidence than I actually felt.

      The functionary ran his finger down the list. He stopped almost immediately, and his eyebrows twitched in surprise. I breathed a sigh of relief but couldn’t help being nosy, so I glanced over the top of the portfolio. My name was in the first group, among the guests of Hans Hollein, the honoree himself. Professor Joska hadn’t said a thing.

      “Ah, yes,” the gatekeeper said, deferential now that he knew who we were. “Welcome to the ceremony, Mr. Hughes and… ah… Miss…?”

      “O’Neill.”

      “Of course, Mr. Hughes and Miss O’Neill. The reception is in the main hall. The ceremony and presentation will take place…”

      He gave us a brief overview of the night’s events, while I forced a smile and wondered about the twin treasures of the building and its art collection.

      “You weren’t paying a bit of attention,” Brooke accused after the man finished and waved us past.

      “No, sorry.”

      “Chris warned me about you,” she laughed. “She said you get a little silly around art.”

      “Guilty as charged.”

      “And I thought I was a nerd,” she teased.

      “I’m a total nerd,” I agreed. “For art, architecture, and beautiful women. Tonight I have all three.”

      Just to prove my point, I stopped, held her at arm’s length, and simply admired her. She was close to my height in heels and bigger than Christy in every way, but the tight dress hugged her curves and made her look even more like a column. A victory column, I decided, with a flame of coppery red hair.

      “Wow,” I said at last. “Just… wow.” I deliberately let my eyes wander to some of the other guests. Then I met Brooke’s uncertain gaze and smiled. “You’re the most beautiful woman here.”

      She lowered her eyes with a blush of guilty pleasure.

      “C’mon,” I said, “let’s grab a drink. Then I want to show you off.” I immediately realized it was the wrong thing to say. “On second thought, let’s mingle and talk to people.”

      “Why?”

      I pretended to look surprised. “How else will they find out?”

      “Find out what?”

      “That your looks are the least impressive thing about you.”
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      We spent the next hour drinking champagne and enjoying the galleries. The art ranged from classics like Gainsborough’s Blue Boy to more modern pieces like Hopper’s The Long Leg, with John Singer Sargent, Mary Cassatt, and a host of others thrown in for good measure.

      We also talked to other guests, although we more or less repeated the same conversation. Yes, we were young. No, we weren’t married. Yes, Brooke looked very beautiful.

      They were cocktail party conversations, blandly enjoyable. The really entertaining ones were the people who politely interrogated us about why we were there. Most accepted our explanation and moved on, but one ornery old troll and his wife seemed determined to expose us as frauds.

      Brooke had had enough by that point—both alcohol and disrespect—and she sort of snapped. She calmly informed the pompous little pair that I was an architecture student, the top of my class, winner of multiple scholarships and awards, and that my professor was a personal friend of Hans Hollein.

      I reeled off Brooke’s accomplishments. She was a Master’s student in bioengineering, at one of the most prestigious universities in the country, and that her professor was a Nobel laureate who’d personally chosen her from hundreds of applicants.

      “As a matter of fact,” I finished, “her resumé’s even more impressive than mine.”

      We completely stunned the miserable old prunes, but that was the point.

      “Oh look, darling,” Brooke said into the silence, “it’s the nice people from the hotel.”

      I followed her gaze and spotted the tan older couple, the ones we’d seen at the pool.

      “Let’s go say hello.” Brooke turned to the officious couple and said with acid insincerity, “It was so nice to meet you both. Enjoy the ceremony.”

      We pasted on fake smiles and left. After a moment to let our tempers cool and to refresh our drinks, we introduced ourselves to the new couple. They were the antithesis of the previous couple and exactly what Brooke needed.

      The husband was French and very polite, although his English wasn’t very good. My French was practically nonexistent, and what little I had was useless, words like “façade” and “guilloché.” We quickly exhausted our conversation and listened to the ladies instead.

      The wife was Dutch, very cultured, and spoke English with only a slight accent. She also couldn’t get enough of Brooke. She complimented her dress and jewelry at first, but quickly moved on to her family and education. Then she said something to her husband in French.

      She explained to us, “I told him you are studying to be an engineer.”

      “Ah, c’est bien,” he said with a nod of approval. “Vous construisez des bâtiments.”

      “Not that kind of engineer,” she admonished. She explained in French, and the man’s expression changed to one of delight.

      “Alors! Une ingénieure biomédicale. Très bien.” He added to his wife, “Elle est belle et intelligente en plus.”

      “Oh oui. Et très chic aussi.”

      “Enchanté, mademoiselle,” he said as he bowed politely over Brooke’s hand. Then he shook mine. “Enchanté. Bonne chance dans vos études.”

      The wife translated, “Best of luck in your studies.”

      They moved on to talk to guests more their age, and Brooke’s eyes followed them.

      “Nice,” I said. “Much better than that last couple.”

      “God, they were horrible!”

      “The worst,” I agreed.

      “But you told them.”

      “I did?” I laughed. “You did. I was just following your lead.”

      “We’re good together,” she said.

      “Always have been.”

      We stopped a passing waiter and exchanged our empty glasses for full ones.

      “To us,” I said as I raised mine.

      “To us!”
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      The rest of the reception was a blur of conversations and champagne, followed by dinner and the award ceremony itself. The speeches were the usual, dry and congratulatory, with lots of references to people we didn’t know.

      The real highlight came afterward, when Brooke and I had a chance to meet Hans Hollein. Our table was close to the front, and he stopped nearby to talk to people who wanted to congratulate him. They moved away after, and he set his award sculpture on the table to rest his hands. I jumped at the opportunity. I introduced Brooke and myself and told him why we were at the ceremony. His expression changed immediately, and he asked about Professor Joska’s wife.

      “She’ll recover,” I explained, “but it’ll be a while before she walks again.”

      “Such a shame,” Hollein said. “Give them my regards.” Then his eyes glinted and he leaned in. “And don’t let old Laz fool you. He was once like you.”

      “Thank you, sir,” I said.

      He started to say something else, but one of the Pritzker committee members interrupted, lest I monopolize his attention. Brooke and I took the hint and moved away.

      I immediately spotted Philip Johnson, who was obvious in his Le Corbusier glasses, although he was surrounded by his own crowd of admirers. I settled for pointing him out, and Brooke oohed and aahed appropriately as I told her about him.

      I fell silent after that, and we surveyed the crowd from the side of the room. I pulled Brooke close and enjoyed the feel of her body next to mine.

      “I’ve had a really good night,” she said.

      “Me too.”

      “And maybe I’m a little drunk after all.” She leaned close and touched her lips to my ear. “Horny too.”

      “Oh?”

      “Mmm. I wanna suck your dick.”

      “Right here?” I teased. “In front of everyone?”

      “No! Somewhere private. And maybe…?”

      “Maybe…?” I prompted.

      “Maybe you can bend me over, like at the airport?”

      “I have a better idea. Let’s head back to the hotel.”

      “The camera’s still set up,” she said, “isn’t it?”

      “You want to make a movie?”

      “I-I think so. You can use me. Force me. Anything you want,” she added quietly. “And no tequila, I swear.”
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      The drive from the Huntington to our hotel felt like an hour-long video game. First, I had to navigate unfamiliar streets in the dark. Then on the interstate I had to avoid vans and trucks, especially ones that were high enough for anyone to see into our car. Last but certainly not least, I had to do it all with one hand on the steering wheel and at least one eye on the road.

      Brooke and I started out by kissing and groping at the stoplights. Then we moved to a blowjob on the freeway. She knelt across the center console, while I squeezed her ass through the beaded dress, although we quickly decided that it needed to go.

      She peeled off the single sleeve and bared her breasts without a care for who might see. Then she lifted her hips and pushed the rest of the dress to the footwell. Her panties followed a moment later. And instead of returning to my dick, she kicked off her high heels and planted her bare feet on the dash. She played with her pussy while I stroked myself and watched.

      We were both ready to explode by the time we coasted down the offramp toward the hotel. We had to stop at a red light, so Brooke came across the console again. We kissed and fondled each other until a car pulled up behind us. The driver probably couldn’t see anything, but he honked impatiently when the light turned green and we didn’t move quick enough to suit him.

      To my complete surprise, Brooke sat up in full view and flipped the guy off. I grabbed the steering wheel and gunned the engine. We shot away from the intersection, but not before the guy’s headlights illuminated Brooke from the chest up.

      “Asshole,” she muttered as she turned and sank into the passenger seat.

      I shot her a grin.

      “Yeah, I know,” she said, “he saw me. But I don’t care.”

      A few minutes later we pulled into the relative safety of the hotel parking lot. Brooke’s lipstick was gone, her hair was mussed, and she looked like she’d been fucked already, but she was still in a defiant mood after the guy at the intersection. She ignored her dress and reached into the back for my suit jacket instead. She buttoned it closed before she got out of the car. Then she slung her shoes over her shoulder and grabbed her small purse.

      I carried her dress over my arm and did my best to shield her from the hotel manager. The man stared as we walked past, but I couldn’t really blame him. Brooke’s legs were bare and my jacket did little to hide that she was nude underneath. I kissed her in the elevator and casually unbuttoned it. She started to pull it closed when we reached our floor.

      “Leave it,” I said.

      She swallowed hard and nodded.

      I walked to the room at a leisurely pace, while Brooke looked around nervously and made an effort not to cover herself. It was nearly midnight, though, and no one saw us. I paused at the door to our room. She looked up with a question, and I kissed her again.

      “Better?” I said at last.

      She nodded. “It’s kind of exciting.”

      “As long as we don’t actually get caught.”

      “Yeah, no.”

      I glanced at the door behind her, but my question was really about the room beyond. “Do you still want to…?”

      “I think so. You definitely need to force me, though. And… um…?”

      My eyebrows rose with a question.

      She rolled her eyes but then lowered them with a guilty grin. “Use the handcuffs? And maybe the ball gag?”

      “For real?”

      “Yeah. That way I can’t chicken out.”

      I nodded and unlocked the door. Brooke rushed inside and grinned at me over her shoulder. Then she remembered that she was supposed to be submissive. She turned to face me and lowered her eyes. After a moment she clasped her hands behind her back.

      I simply admired her for a moment. Then I took my time as I hung her dress in the closet and emptied my pockets on the dresser. Her excitement built until I could almost feel it crackling between us. Finally, I moved in front of her and deliberately unbuckled my belt.

      “Take off your jacket,” I said. “Get on your knees.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Not there,” I chuckled. “In front of the camera.”

      “Damn! Sorry.” She was a lot more sober all of a sudden.

      I finished taking off my clothes and then went around the room turning on lights. Brooke had hidden her toys in her suitcase (in case the maid looked in the dresser), so I opened the closet and retrieved them. I grabbed the handcuffs and a cock ring from my own bag while I was in there. Then I almost laughed when I caught sight of my reflection in the television screen. I looked like I’d been on a shopping spree at the local sex shop.

      Brooke watched as I laid everything on the bed. Then I moved behind the camera and looked at her with my finger poised over the power button.

      “Last chance to chicken out,” I said.

      “Uh-uh.” She inhaled a deep breath. “Let’s do it.”

      I stabbed the button and the camera powered up with a soft whir. I pressed my eye to the little viewfinder and adjusted the focus. I glanced at Brooke again. She nodded, so I thumbed the Record button.

      Lights! Camera! Action! I thought wryly.

      Unfortunately, reality didn’t match the fantasy. The lights were just table lamps around the room. The camera was a boxy little red thing on a spindly tripod. And no one shouted anything, much less “Action!”

      Brooke must have sensed it too, because she shot me a nervous grin. I moved into the camera’s view and grabbed the cock ring from the bed.

      “Put it on,” I told her.

      She relaxed with something to do, and her hands were steady as she slid the steel ring over my semi-hard shaft. She pulled my balls through one at a time and then snugged it against my body.

      “Good,” I said. “Now, stand up.”

      She did, and I pulled her body against mine. Then I kissed her hard. She relaxed even more as I took charge, although she gasped in surprise when I spun her around and bent her over the bed.

      She didn’t resist as I lubed her rectum and inserted the butt plug for the second time that day. A moment later I pulled her wrists back and clicked the handcuffs into place. Then I helped her stand and turned her to face me.

      “On your knees,” I said sternly.

      “Yes, sir.”

      She kissed and licked my cock back to life, and I let her suck me for a couple of minutes. Then I lifted her to her feet, although I immediately shoved her toward the bed. She cried out in surprise and fell onto her side. I didn’t give her a chance to recover before I spread her legs. She gasped as I set my cock at her opening and slammed into her. I squeezed her breasts and began thrusting, although I realized that my body blocked the camera’s view. I turned us slightly and kept going.

      Brooke was half on her side, and her shoulders worked into a bind as I fucked her. I pulled out and gave her a chance to find a more comfortable position. She settled on her back, with one arm bent under her and the other at her side. It was still a bit awkward, but much better than before. She sighed with relief and spread her legs for me. I steadied my cock and entered her missionary style, although I immediately had to suppress a snort of laughter. Real missionaries didn’t use handcuffs.

      “Well, not on their wives,” I said aloud. “Only their mistresses.”

      Brooke’s face clouded. “What?”

      “Never mind. Just the way my mind works.”

      We fell silent as I began fucking her again. I tried to imagine how we looked for the camera, but it was a bit of a distraction and not very erotic. I tried to ignore it and have fun instead. And after a couple of minutes, I flipped her onto her stomach and swatted her bare ass.

      “On your knees,” I said.

      She automatically tried to use her hands to raise her upper body, but the cuffs stopped her. I lifted her hips and then scooted forward once she had her knees under her. I set my cock at her opening and slid into her.

      She groaned as I began fucking her with long, hard strokes. After a couple of minutes, I reached under her and found her clit with my fingers. She came almost immediately. Her pussy clenched and tried to hold my cock in place, so I buried it and held still until her orgasm subsided.

      I gave her a moment to catch her breath before I pulled out and climbed off the bed. The ball gag had fallen to the floor in all the commotion, so I picked it up and sorted out the buckles and straps. I glanced at Brooke, but she was looking at the camera. I sat next to her on the bed and bent close, so only she could hear.

      “Last chance to say ‘tequila,’” I warned. “You won’t be able to with this in your mouth.”

      She glanced at the ball gag but then lifted her head and opened her mouth to receive it.

      “Okay. Here goes.”

      “Wait!”

      I waited.

      “No, do it,” she said at last.

      “Are you sure?”

      She nodded.

      I paused anyway, but she didn’t change her mind, so I put the plastic ball in her mouth and fastened the lower strap around the back of her neck. I tightened the upper one over her head and then knelt behind her. I found the tube of K-Y and coated my cock.

      Then I moved Brooke’s hands to her own ass. She spread her cheeks and whimpered as I slowly removed the butt plug. Her pink asshole glistened with lube, so I moved forward and set the head of my cock in position. I let her anticipation build before I buried my entire length in her ass.

      She groaned around the gag as I began fucking her with slow strokes. Her ass was hotter and tighter than her pussy, and I could already feel a familiar pressure in my balls. I wanted to last as long as I could, but Brooke had other ideas.

      She started moving her hips and thrusting against me. I picked up the pace and fucked her even harder. Then I bent over her back and braced my hands beside her. I slammed into her and drove her hips to the bed with the force of my thrusts.

      I didn’t last long after that, and Brooke must have sensed what I wanted. She rolled to her back as soon as I pulled out. I straddled her heaving chest and stroked my cock. She flinched when the first gush hit her cheek, but then she closed her eyes and sighed as I emptied my balls on her face.

      After the rush of climax faded, I sat back and panted for a moment. Brooke was still ready for more, so I found her little vibrator and teased her pussy with it. Then I slid it inside, turned it on high, and grinned as she convulsively arched her back. She writhed and twisted and tried to get her hands around to push me away.

      At that point I realized that maybe the vibrator was too much, so I dialed it back. After a moment I turned it off and withdrew it completely. Brooke rolled to her side and closed her legs. She closed her eyes as well, and her nostrils flared wildly until she began to catch her breath.

      “Sorry about that,” I said.

      She gave me an accusatory look, and I almost laughed when I understood that I’d need a permit and maybe some lessons before I used a vibrator on her again.

      “I’m much better with my tongue anyway,” I said.

      She nodded, rolled to her back, and spread her legs. Her pussy was pink, smooth, and shiny, and it parted invitingly. I planted kisses on her thighs and settled on my stomach between them. Then I kissed her pussy itself, although I regretted it almost immediately. K-Y jelly tasted disgusting.

      I changed my plans on the fly and used the vibrator like a dildo. Then I pulled back the hood of her clit and teased it with my fingers. The K-Y made her nice and slippery, so I quickly brought her to the point of orgasm.

      I concentrated on her clit until she cried out with a small orgasm. After a moment she tried to get away, so I abandoned her clit and angled the tip of vibrator into her G-spot. She shuddered and arched her back as a second, deeper climax gripped her. It lasted a dozen heartbeats before she breathed again and began to relax.

      I carefully withdrew the vibrator and tossed it aside. Then I kissed my way up her body, although I stopped and paid special attention to her nipples. I waited for an aftershock to pass before I kissed her chest and sat up.

      “Be right back,” I said quietly.

      I hopped off the bed, checked the camera, and pressed the Stop button. Then I hit the power button and went looking for the handcuff keys. They were on a little red silk ribbon, so they were easy to spot at the foot of the bed.

      Brooke rolled away from me and waited patiently as I unlocked the cuffs. Then she reached up to unbuckle the straps on the ball gag. She removed it carefully and worked her jaw.

      “What d’you think?” I asked.

      “It’s okay.”

      “Not something you want to do all the time?”

      She shook her head. “It’s… kind of annoying. And I guess I’m more like Chris than I realized.”

      “Oh?”

      “I like when you come in my mouth. I like it on my face too,” she added quickly, “but it seems more… I dunno, intimate… when I swallow.”

      “Won’t get any argument from me.”

      She held up the gag again. “Do you think Chris would like it? Never mind. She wouldn’t. She uses her mouth too much.”

      “No kidding,” I agreed. We fell silent until she let out a deep sigh and tried unsuccessfully to stifle a yawn. “Shower and then bed?” I suggested. I glanced down at my body. “We’re both covered in… well… lots of things.”

      She nodded but then all of a sudden her eyes flew open.

      I grew concerned. “What?”

      “K-Y.”

      “What about it?” I asked, carefully neutral.

      “It tastes awful! I— What’s so funny?”

      “I figured it out,” I chuckled. “That’s why I finished you off with my fingers and the vibrator.”

      “I’m so sorry.”

      “Don’t worry about it. I survived.”

      “I normally use this other stuff, but I… um… left it at Steve’s. So I had to bring the backup. I forgot to tell you. I’m so sorry,” she repeated.

      “To be honest,” I said, “I’m surprised I never tasted it before now. But I’ll survive.”

      She nodded and then yawned again. “Sorry.”

      “C’mon.” I nodded toward the bathroom. “I’ll wash your hair.”

      Her eyes lit up. “You can do anything you want.”

      “I already have,” I chuckled.

      “Eight times.”

      “But who’s counting? Besides…” I looked at my watch. “It’s after midnight, so…”

      “Damn! You’re right. Okay, seven.”

      “But again, who’s counting?”

      “I am.” Her expression turned thoughtful. “What’s your record?”

      “No idea. A dozen? Fifteen? I don’t remember.”

      “With Chris?”

      “No. Before her.”

      “Really? Who?”

      “Can’t remember,” I lied.

      “No, seriously. Now I’m curious.”

      “I’ll tell you tomorrow,” I said.

      She started to say something else but succumbed to a yawn.

      I yawned too, from sympathy as well as exhaustion. “C’mon,” I said as I turned her toward the bathroom. “It’s been a long day. Shower then bed. March!”
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      Brooke fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow. All the sex and champagne had finally caught up with her. I was just as tired but sleep eluded me. I wanted to tell her how I felt but couldn’t think of a way to do it without hurting her, which was the last thing I wanted to do. She deserved better.

      I eventually managed to sleep, but I probably shouldn’t have bothered. I woke up at my body’s usual time and felt worse than before. After a while I gave up trying to go back to sleep. Instead, I slid out of bed and found my running clothes in the dark. Then I pulled the covers over Brooke and kissed her gently. She didn’t move, so I slipped out of the room and took the stairs down to the lobby.

      Rosy fingers of dawn tickled the sky in the east, but the sun still hadn’t shone its face over the horizon. The world was peaceful and quiet, exactly what I needed. I finished stretching and set off at a leisurely pace. I didn’t know where I was going and didn’t really care. That wasn’t the point. I needed time to think, to figure out what to say to Brooke.

      Unfortunately, I couldn’t come up with anything that didn’t sound shallow, callous, or both, and I returned to the hotel in a pensive mood. I paced under the porte-cochère as I cooled down. Part of me wanted to talk to Brooke immediately, to come to some kind of resolution, but that was selfish. Besides, people didn’t work that way. Emotions weren’t like design problems. Then again, maybe they were. They were a bunch of contradictions and compromises. Worse, they were different for everyone.

      I was still thinking about it when I decided to head back to the room. Brooke was probably awake, and I hadn’t left her a note or anything. Christy would’ve known where I’d gone, but she lived with me. The thought made me miss her even more, so I veered toward the front desk. The manager looked up as I approached.

      “Do you have a phone in the lobby,” I asked, “where I can make a long-distance call?”

      “Of course, sir.” He told me where it was. “Call the operator. She can put you through and charge it to your room.”

      The phone was in a little alcove with a potted plant and two wingback chairs. I sank into one, picked up the receiver, and dialed the hotel operator. I told her my room and gave her the phone number to call. Then I waited anxiously as the phone rang on the other end. The answering machine eventually picked up. I started to leave a message, but Christy’s voice came over the line.

      “Hello? I’m here! Hello?”

      “Hey,” I said in surprise. “I thought I’d missed you.”

      “No. Sorry. I was in the shower. I heard it ringing but couldn’t get here fast enough. I hoped it was you.”

      “It’s me. Sorry I didn’t call sooner.”

      “It’s okay. I haven’t been here much anyway.”

      “Uh-oh,” I said. “Did you sleep on Siobhan’s couch again?”

      “No,” she lied.

      I waited.

      “Please don’t give me a hard time about it,” she said into the silence. “You know I don’t like to sleep here when you aren’t home.”

      “Yeah, but you need to sleep in a real bed, not a cot or a couch.”

      “You sound like Wren,” she grumped.

      “That’s because she worries about you. We both do.”

      “I know. Thank you. But…” She trailed off, and I could almost hear her shrug. “Can we change the subject?”

      “Sure. Start over?”

      “Yes, please.”

      “Okay, so… Good morning, Sunshine. I miss you.”

      “I miss you too,” she said. “But I’m better now that you called.”

      “Yeah, me too. So… how’re you?”

      “I’m good. You?”

      “Good, but tired.”

      “Good-tired or bad-tired?” she asked.

      “A little of both.”

      “I was afraid of that,” she said. Then, “Hold on, lemme close the door.”

      I listened to a muffled thump and then silence.

      “Sorry about that,” she said when she returned. “I needed to fix my towel too. My hair was dripping on the phone. Anyway, where were we? Right, you’re tired.”

      “Yeah. The good-tired is for obvious reasons.” I gave her the PG-13 details of the past two days, but she knew me well enough to fill in the X-rated ones.

      “So you’re having fun?”

      “Yeah. Brooke’s a lot like you.”

      “Of course she is,” she laughed.

      I smiled, but it was tinged with stress.

      “Is that part of the bad-tired?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I thought it might be.”

      “So, you knew?” I said.

      She didn’t need to ask what I was talking about. “I… suspected.”

      “Is that why you didn’t come with me? Is this a test or something? Of my fidelity? After Terri?”

      “You know it isn’t,” she said quietly. “You know me better than that.”

      “Yeah, sorry. But still… why didn’t you tell me?”

      “How Brooke felt? I wasn’t sure. Besides, what could I do about it?”

      “Oh, I dunno,” I said with an edge of sarcasm, “warn me?”

      “You’re right. I should’ve told you. I’m sorry.”

      “This isn’t like Terri, either,” I continued. “Brooke isn’t ‘just a friend.’ I have real feelings for her. Besides, this has been building for a while.”

      “I know,” she said, chastened.

      “You know what’ll happen if I screw this up.” I laughed bitterly. “I should probably say when I screw it up.”

      “No, don’t talk like that. I…” She took a breath and gathered her thoughts. “I trust you.”

      My sarcasm returned, but it was directed inward. “Trust me to what? Come back to you?”

      “To do the right thing.”

      “The problem is, I don’t know what that is.”

      “You’ll figure it out. You always do.”

      “Easy for you to say,” I muttered.

      “Do you want to do what you did before?” She sounded uncertain but determined.

      “What? When?”

      “When we first met. You… had two girlfriends.”

      I sidestepped the question. “You aren’t my girlfriend anymore.”

      “So? What’s that have to do with anything?”

      “A lot!” I laughed. “A fiancée is more than a girlfriend.”

      “So? Do you want a girlfriend?”

      “What’s good for the goose…,” I suggested vaguely.

      “I know. It’s only fair. I’d… be okay with it.”

      “Well, you’re lucky,” I said, although it came out harsher than I’d intended. “I don’t want a girlfriend.”

      “Why not? I thought you liked Brooke.”

      “I do! I love her. Just… not like you.”

      “And that’s the problem,” Christy said.

      “Exactly. Besides, I tried two girlfriends before. I wasn’t very good at it—”

      “Neither were they.”

      “—and I don’t think I’d do any better this time.”

      “You might. Besides, Brooke and I aren’t—”

      “No. Fidelity’s emotional for me. You know that. What’s the line from the Bible? ‘A man shall cleave unto his wife’?”

      “And they shall be one flesh,” she finished solemnly. A moment later she laughed. “The next verse is about how they were both naked, the man and his wife.”

      “Fitting.”

      “Very,” she agreed. After a moment she returned to the main question. “So… what’re you going to do?”

      “About Brooke? I don’t know.”

      “But you’ll figure something out,” she said confidently. “You always do.”

      “Easy for you to say,” I mumbled again.

      “Paul Dean Hughes, you’re the best man I know. You’re kind and thoughtful and… lots of other things. You’re the one who’s good with words,” she laughed. “You think of something and I’ll say it.”

      “I wish it were that easy.”

      “I know,” she said, serious again. “And I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. About Brooke, I mean. I should’ve. But… I didn’t know what to say.”

      “It’s okay. I know you didn’t.” I inhaled and let it out slowly.

      “I love you,” she said into the silence.

      “I love you too.” It was automatic but somehow reassuring.

      “And I know you’ll do the right thing,” she continued, “whatever it is.”

      “Whatever it is.”

      “Oh, please. Don’t turn into Mr. Morose.”

      “You know me so well,” I chuckled.

      “I do.”

      “Not till the wedding.”

      “That’s the spirit,” she said brightly.

      “That’s my line,” I shot back.

      “I know, but it seemed appropriate. See? I told you. You always know what to say.”

      “I guess.”

      “Now you sound like Brooke,” she laughed.

      I grinned ruefully and didn’t deny it.

      She laughed again. “I know that look.”

      “What look? You can’t even see me!”

      “No, but I know you, Mr. Rueful.”

      “Yeah, you do.” I took another deep breath and forced a smile.

      “I heard that too, Mr. Smile.”

      “Okay, what’m I doing now?”

      “That thing with your eyebrow. Mr. Skeptical.”

      “I give up.”

      “I wouldn’t marry a man I didn’t know.”

      “Well, we aren’t married yet.”

      “But we will be,” she said. “And I want Brooke to be a bridesmaid. So, figure it out. Chop-chop!”

      “Yes, sir, captain, sir,” I replied with a hefty dose of irony.

      “That’s my line,” she said, and I could hear the grin in her voice.

      “It’s like we’re married already.”

      “Now you’re being ridiculous. We need a priest for that. And don’t roll your eyes. I saw that.”

      “You did not.”

      “Oh, Paul,” she said softly, “I love you now more than ever.”

      “I love you too. I just wish our lives were a little simpler sometimes.”

      “I don’t do simple.”

      “You can say that again.” I glanced at my watch. “I’d better let you go. I went out for a run and didn’t leave Brooke a note. She’s probably wondering where I am.”

      “Oh my gosh, Paul! Seriously? You’re the worst boyfriend ever!”

      “Yeah, but I’m not her boyfriend.”

      “You aren’t mine either, remember? You said so yourself.” She paused and then added seriously, “But you’re Brooke’s boyfriend when you’re together. I know you, and I know you’ve already thought of that.”

      “Guilty as charged.”

      “So act like it. Oh, and tell her I love her.”

      “I will.”

      “Call me tomorrow,” she added, “before you leave.”

      “I will.”

      “I love you.”

      “I love you too.”

      “Now,” she said at last, “go take care of Brooke. I’m going to finish getting dressed. I’ll be in the casting studio all day. Wish me luck. I’m going to get these stupid molds right if it’s the last thing I do.”

      “Good luck. I love you. And I’ll call you tomorrow.”

      We said goodbye and hung up. Then I sat there and thought about what I wanted to say to Brooke. Or, more accurately, all the things I didn’t want to say to her.

      “Eh, no pressure,” I said flippantly. “It’s only three people’s lives.”

      Four, the little head said.

      Don’t start, I snapped. I mean it. You’re the least of my worries.

      Then why’d you think of me?

      Oh, shut up!
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      Brooke was still asleep when I returned to the room. I looked at the clock and realized it wasn’t even eight yet. Then my stomach rumbled and reminded me that it thought it was eleven.

      “Don’t you start either,” I told it quietly. “I have enough problems with a certain other body part.”

      Hey, the little head said, you’re the one who keeps bringing me up. Ahem. Get it? “Bringing me up”?

      “I get it,” I said.

      “Get what?” Brooke mumbled from under the covers.

      “Sorry. I thought you were still asleep.”

      “I’m waking up.”

      Well? What’re you waiting for? the little head said. Get in there and go for it!

      “There are entirely too many people in this conversation,” I muttered to myself.

      “What?” Brooke said.

      “Nothing. Never mind. How’re you feeling?”

      “A little hungover, but I’ll live.”

      “You want breakfast? Go for a swim? A shower? Sex?”

      She chuckled and rolled to her back. “How about E, none of the above? On second thought…” She sat up and automatically held the blankets over her chest. Then she saw my interest and rolled her eyes. “What is it with guys and tits?”

      “Um… we don’t have them?”

      “I don’t have a dick, but I don’t look at yours all the time.”

      “Maybe you should. I happen to like my dick. He keeps me company, especially when my girlfriend’s in a snippy mood.”

      “I’m not—”

      I waited and then grinned. “Not what? Not my girlfriend or not in a snippy mood?”

      “Neither. Both. What’re you talking about? I’m definitely not your girlfriend,” she said before I could answer. “And I’m not in a snippy mood.”

      “Coulda fooled me,” I said under my breath, but loud enough for her to hear. “Tell you what,” I added in a normal voice, “why don’t I come back to bed. I know you said you aren’t in the mood for sex, but I’d like to finish what I started last night.”

      “Started? What?” She thought back. “We finished last night.”

      “Not quite.” I took off my shirt and then shucked my shorts and underwear. My dick was already half-hard, and I stroked it absently. “I wanted to go down on you, but the K-Y kinda ruined it.”

      “And…?” she said cautiously.

      “And I thought I’d make up for it.”

      “Oh.”

      “But,” I added airily, “if you aren’t in the mood for sex…”

      “I said I wasn’t in the mood for sex. No one said anything about making love.”

      “Oh, so you are in the mood?” I teased.

      “I might be,” she admitted. “I’m serious about being a little hungover, though. So… maybe… if you’re gentle…”

      “Of course. You might even say… I’m a gentleman.”

      “Oh, God, it’s too early for puns.”

      “Too early for ‘cuns’ too?”

      “What?”

      “Cuns,” I repeated. “As in, cunnilingus. You know…” I summoned a quote from Christy, “From the Latin cunnus, vulva, and lingere, to lick. Cunnilingus.”

      “I know what it means,” Brooke said in exasperation.

      “You don’t like being corrected, do you?”

      “You weren’t—”

      I twitched an eyebrow in amusement. “You were saying…?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Better. Now, since my mouth is just getting me in trouble at the moment, why don’t I shut up and put it to better use?”
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      I licked her through two orgasms—a warm-up and one that left her gasping—and then climbed between her legs. I waited until she was ready before I slid into her. We made love slowly, face to face, with sighs and gestures instead of words. Afterward, we lay together and held each other as we caught our breath.

      “How’s your head?” I said at last.

      “Still there.” She sighed. “And another reason I envy Chris.”

      “She doesn’t get hangovers.”

      “Never has.”

      “She also needs to eat six or seven times a day.”

      “I wouldn’t mind that,” Brooke said, “if I had her figure.”

      I shook my head. “I like yours.”

      “You don’t think I’m too… I dunno… tall, round, freckled, whatever?”

      “Nope. You’re beautiful.”

      “You’re only saying that because we just had sex.”

      “Didn’t we have this conversation yesterday?” I said. Then I thought back. “Yeah, we did.” My stomach rumbled, right on cue. “Yep, same conversation. Are you ready for breakfast?”

      “I have a better idea,” she said. “Do you mind if we eat by the pool?”

      “Not at all.”

      “That way I can get in my morning swim—that always helps when I have a hangover—and we can catch some sun after.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I agreed.
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      The patio was deserted when we arrived, and I immediately understood why. The pool was on the northwest corner of the hotel, and parts of it wouldn’t see the sun for hours. The air was still slightly chilly, and I didn’t even want to think about the water temperature. Brooke didn’t seem to care. She took off her wrap, draped it over a chair, and adjusted the panels of her bikini.

      “I still think I should’ve worn the one-piece,” she said absently. “You’ll have to cover me if anyone comes outside.”

      “I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

      “Why? What’s the matter?”

      “Aren’t you cold?”

      “This is nothing. Besides, I thought you like it when I’m cold.” She glanced down. Her nipples were doing their best to poke holes through her top.

      “Very nice,” I agreed. “But certain parts of my body don’t like the cold.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Men and their egos.”

      I changed the subject. “You want me to go find a waiter and order breakfast?”

      “Sure.”

      “What do you want?”

      “I don’t care. You know what I like.”

      “Roger that,” I said.

      “In the meantime, I’ll be in the pool.”

      “Be my guest,” I added with a theatrical shudder.

      She walked down the steps like the water was a warm bath.

      I shuddered again and went inside to the restaurant, where I ordered an omelet, toast, and orange juice for Brooke. I wanted carbohydrates and the guilty pleasure of pork, so I ordered a waffle and bacon for myself. Almost as an afterthought, I ordered a plate of sliced melons with yogurt, granola, and fresh berries. The waiter gave me a curious look when I chuckled, but I didn’t explain. Christy had ruined me—breakfast didn’t seem like breakfast without fruit.

      I returned to the pool to find Brooke swimming laps. I moved our things to the far side of the patio, where the sun already slanted onto a table and several chairs. Then I shielded my eyes and watched Brooke glide through the water with fluid grace.

      “Yeah,” I said to myself, “I should’ve been dating swimmers all along.”

      She saw me and swam to the side of the pool. She was beautiful, even with her hair slicked back and no makeup. Her cheeks glowed pink, and her chest heaved from exertion.

      “Are you coming in?” she asked.

      “Tempting, but… no.”

      “Oh, don’t be a chicken. The water’s fine. Besides…” She kicked and rose high enough that I could see her breasts. The fabric of her bikini was transparent, all right, and her pink nipples showed clearly. She grinned. “You’ll have to come in if you want to play with them.”

      “You have a curious relationship with your breasts,” I observed dryly.

      “Oh?”

      “You don’t like it when guys pay attention to them instead of you. But then you do stuff like yesterday and just now, where you use them to your advantage. Shamelessly, I might add.”

      “So sue me.”

      “Can I use you instead?”

      “Only if you come in the water.”

      “It looks cold.”

      “It’s fine as long as you’re moving.”

      Just do it, the little head said peevishly. Quit worrying about me an’ the boys. We’ll be fine. Besides, Brooke’s nice and warm, especially inside.

      I glanced at my crotch and sighed.

      “What did he say?” Brooke laughed.

      I paraphrased, but she got the gist.

      “Maybe,” she teased, “if you’re lucky.”

      “I’m gonna regret this,” I muttered as I took off my shirt and kicked off my flip-flops.

      The water was cool but not so cold that it took my breath away. The lake at camp was colder. Still, my poor testicles tried to hide in my abdomen, and my penis did its best to join them.

      “See?” Brooke said. “It isn’t so bad.”

      “Says you.”

      She rolled her eyes and kicked away from me. “Try doing laps. You’ll warm up.” She suited action to words.

      I watched for a couple of minutes and simply enjoyed her strength and confidence. She could be a little dorky on land, but she was completely at ease in the water. Christy was the same, although she was confident on land too. She didn’t have Brooke’s intellect, though.

      Not for the first time, I compared them to Gina and Kendall, the fun girlfriend and the brainy one, although that wasn’t fair to any of them. Gina was brainy and Kendall had been fun; the same with Christy and Brooke. Besides, they were individuals, not generic stereotypes. Still, the situation was similar, even if the women weren’t.

      I was different, though. I wasn’t a teenager anymore. I wasn’t blindly optimistic and driven by hormones. I knew a lot more about relationships, including how much effort it took to make them work. And I knew I couldn’t handle two full-time girlfriends, much less when one of them lived thousands of miles away.

      Fortunately, Brooke wasn’t a starry-eyed romantic like Kendall had been. She didn’t understand the pitfalls of a three-way relationship, but she wasn’t naïve. She also knew better than to force me to choose. Terri had tried that. She hadn’t been happy with the answer.

      “What’s the matter?” Brooke asked.

      I shook off my thoughts and glanced at her. “What do you mean?”

      “You aren’t swimming. Are you okay? You aren’t hungover, are you?”

      “No. Just thinking.”

      That roused her curiosity. “About what?”

      “This and that,” I said. “The past. The future.”

      “You’re being vague on purpose, aren’t you?”

      “Yeah, sorry.”

      Christy would’ve swum circles around me or splashed me or something—anything to hold my attention and make me talk—but Brooke merely nodded and swam away. She was far more patient, which explained a lot about how we’d arrived at the current situation. I chuckled to myself and wondered what my life might’ve been like if I’d met her first instead of Christy.

      Whoa, whoa, whoa! the little head said. That’s crazy talk. You know why you’re with Christy.

      Yes, I replied reasonably, but sometimes it seems like I have more in common with Brooke.

      Listen, I like Brooke, he said, don’t get me wrong. Sure, you have a lot in common, but she doesn’t inspire you. Not like Christy does. And I’m talking about more than sex. Just in case you were wondering.

      Hold on, are you actually giving me good advice?

      Me? No! he insisted. I just wanna get laid.

      If my penis had been an actual person, he’d have given me a sideways look to see if I’d bought it.

      I hadn’t.

      Speaking of which, he added, more smokescreen, any chance I can get a little attention while no one’s around?

      “Uh-oh, too late,” I said aloud. The waiter had just appeared with a tray of food.

      Ugh! You’re infuriating.

      Yes, I agreed blandly. Hungry too.

      My stomach growled agreement.

      No one asked you, the little head said peevishly.

      I ignored them both and hoisted myself out of the water. Then I nodded to the waiter and grabbed Brooke’s towel. She met me at the side of the pool, where I carefully shielded her as she climbed out. The waiter didn’t see a thing, although I got an eyeful. Her nipples showed clearly through the top, and the bottoms revealed her bare slit.

      “Thanks,” she said quietly.

      “You’re welcome.” I rubbed her body through the towel and leaned close. “That bikini’s amazing. Better than being nude. You bought it from a catalog?”

      “Yeah. I’ll send one to Chris.”

      “Cool. Thanks. But now you need to cover me.”

      She grinned and glanced toward the bulge of my nascent erection.

      “Yeah,” I admitted. “I’m still in the mood.”

      “Oh, that’s right,” she said. “You wanna do it a couple of times in the morning.” She glanced over my shoulder, but the waiter was far enough away that he couldn’t overhear. “I’ll make it up to you this afternoon.”

      My eyebrows rose.

      “Yeah. I still wanna make a video for Chris.”

      “Sounds fun. But I’ll need my stamina. Let’s eat.”
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      “What did you mean earlier?” Brooke asked as we lingered over the remains of breakfast.

      My sunglasses hid my eyes as I thought about what she was really asking. I still didn’t know what to tell her, so I stalled with a question of my own.

      “When?”

      “When you said you were thinking about the future. You didn’t mean tomorrow or next week, did you?”

      “No.”

      “Then… what did you mean?”

      I took a deep breath and decided to tell her, although I took an oblique approach. “Has Christy ever told you about me and Gina?”

      Brooke blinked at the non sequitur. “Leah’s sister?”

      “Yeah. She was my first serious girlfriend.”

      “I know. What about her?” Brooke knew enough to make a connection, just not the right one. “She lives in LA, right?”

      “Yes, but—”

      “Do you want to see her or something?”

      “No. Not really. I mean, I do, but only as a friend. And besides,” I added, as casually as I could, “I have more important reasons not to.”

      She made the right connection that time. “You mean… me?” She thought about it and then blurted, “Don’t let me stop you. That’s between you and Chris. She obviously doesn’t mind if you see other women.”

      “That isn’t entirely true,” I said.

      Brooke stopped abruptly and analyzed what I’d said. She hid it well if she came to any conclusion. “What do you mean?”

      “Well, think about it.”

      “I have,” she snapped.

      “Have you? I mean, have you really thought about it? About why I’m here with you and not on my own? Or with Gina?”

      “Of course I have,” she said, although she didn’t sound convinced. “Chris trusts me.”

      I nodded and gestured for her to continue.

      “She trusts you too.”

      “Right. And…?”

      “And… what? She wants to keep me happy or something?”

      “Partly.”

      Her expression changed to annoyance. “I know what you’re doing. With the Socratic questions. You want me to figure it out for myself.”

      “Sort of,” I admitted, “but it’s more complicated than that.” I held up a hand before she could reply. “I don’t know the answers either.”

      That wasn’t what she’d been expecting, and her eyebrows shot up.

      “I’m still trying to figure it out. So I guess we’re even.”

      “Hardly,” she said with a touch of her old bitterness.

      “Yeah, you’re probably right.” I took a deep breath. “Gimme a minute to figure out what I wanna say.” Because another minute’s really going to help, I thought testily. After two days! I still didn’t know how to put my thoughts into words and not sound like a jerk, but I had to start somewhere. “I’m here for you. For us.”

      “There isn’t an ‘us,’” she said stiffly.

      “Well, there sort of is.”

      “No, there isn’t.”

      “Yeah,” I insisted, “there is. That’s why I’ve been thinking about Gina.”

      “What about her?”

      “When we first started dating, we had a friend, Kendall.”

      “She was your other girlfriend, right? You were dating them both when you met Chris.” She thought back and nodded. “Yeah, I remember now. She—” Her thoughts raced ahead, and she swallowed hard. “Is that—?” She cleared her throat. “Is that what you think I want?”

      “I don’t know,” I said. “We’ve been dancing around it all weekend.”

      “Dancing around it?” she said weakly.

      “You. Me. Us.”

      “There isn’t an ‘us,’” she repeated. “Yeah, we’re friends, but… nothing more.”

      “That isn’t true and you know it.”

      “But… all those ‘girlfriend’ comments don’t really mean anything.”

      “They do to me.”

      The words hung in the air between us.

      “I like you,” I said eventually. “A lot. I even… love you.”

      “Don’t say that,” she begged. “You love Chris.”

      “I do.” I smiled at the familiar phrase but didn’t explain. “And I love you too.”

      “You don’t mean it.”

      “I do,” I repeated. “Just… not the way you want me to.”

      She sighed.

      “I do love you. And I think of you as my girlfriend, but—”

      “But Chris is your fiancée. I understand. I guess I thought maybe, just this once…” She sighed again. “I can’t compete with her. Never could.”

      “It isn’t really a competition.”

      “No. But you know what I mean.”

      “Yeah. And you know what I mean.”

      “About what? You and me?”

      “Mmm hmm. I love you and think of you as my girlfriend—”

      “But only this weekend, only when we’re alone.”

      “Well… that’s where it gets complicated,” I said. “And why I’ve been thinking about Gina and Kendall. I tried having two girlfriends before, but I screwed it up and hurt them both.” I snorted in derision, although it was directed at myself. “I haven’t spoken to Kendall since we broke up. And last I heard, through the grapevine, she still hates me. I’m only friends with Gina because… well… she’s a much better person than I am.”

      “Your families are friends,” Brooke said. “And there’s Leah.”

      “True. But still, Gina’s a good person. Kendall is too, but… I hurt her. Badly.” I fell silent and struggled against the tide of memories. “I don’t ever want to hurt you or Christy.”

      “So… nothing changes,” Brooke said. “You go back to Chris, and I go back to my life, such as it is. You and I’ll still be friends, but nothing more.”

      “That won’t work either.”

      “It has to. What choice do we have?”

      “I… don’t know,” I admitted. “But I don’t want what we have now.”

      “We don’t have anything,” she said, peevish again.

      “That’s your emotions talking!” I said in exasperation. “Think about it. Rationally.”

      “Yeah. Like that’s so easy.”

      “Fair enough,” I agreed. “But step back and analyze it. Try to, at least. Think about your relationships. Steve, Ronnie, and me.”

      “How? You’re completely different.”

      “Mmm hmm.” I rolled my hand for her to give me more. “And…?”

      Her curiosity overcame her annoyance and she actually thought about it. “Okay,” she said at last, “Steve’s just a guy I have sex with, occasionally, when I can’t stand it anymore.”

      “Do you love him?”

      She scoffed.

      “Exactly. So… Ronnie?”

      “She’s a friend. A really good one, but…”

      “You don’t love her either.”

      “No,” she said, although it clearly pained her.

      “Let’s skip me for a moment. How do you feel about Christy?”

      “You know how I feel,” she said.

      “Yeah, but I wanna hear you say it.”

      She glared but then relented. “I love her.”

      “And…?”

      “What do you want me to say? I love her. Like, I can’t imagine life without her. There! Are you happy?”

      “Are you?”

      “Yes,” she said eventually. “Very.”

      “Mmm hmm. And… do you feel the same about me?”

      She searched her feelings.

      “Not really,” I answered for her. “But I’m somewhere between Ronnie and Christy.”

      “Yes,” she said, almost a whisper. “Damn you,” she added with real conviction. “Damn you and damn your Socratic bullshit.”

      I chuckled, if only to lighten the mood. “You swear about as convincingly as Christy.”

      “Damn Catholic school,” she said deliberately. Then she gave me a long look. “Why couldn’t you be a jerk?”

      “You asked me that the other night.”

      “I knew it! I knew you were awake!”

      “Yeah, sorry,” I said. “But… I think some part of you wanted me to hear. Why say it if you didn’t?”

      “I don’t know. I don’t know why I do anything sometimes.” She thought about the situation and turned morose. “Does Chris know?”

      “Yes, but…”

      “But what?”

      I grinned at her sudden intensity.

      “What?” she repeated.

      “You’re really cute when you don’t know the answer to something. It bugs you, doesn’t it? Not knowing.”

      “Yes. And I’m sure you think it’s funny, but—”

      “No, it’s incredibly attractive.”

      “You’re messing with me.”

      “Only a little. I’m serious about it being attractive. But I know how you are. You started to sulk, so I threw you a line. Well, more like a tease, but you know what I mean.”

      She sighed, part annoyance, part determination. “You get like this with Chris, all smug and self-assured. She doesn’t mind, but I do.”

      “Fair enough,” I said. “I’ll try not to do it when I’m with you.”

      She furrowed her brow. “Seriously? It’s that easy?”

      “Well, probably not. I mean, I’ll try not to be smug and self-assured—or a jerk—but I can’t guarantee anything.”

      “You’re doing it again,” she said flatly.

      “See? I told you.”

      “Still doing it.”

      “You don’t think it’s cute?” I prompted. “Not even a little?”

      “Not even a little.”

      “Okay, then I’ll be serious. You asked if Christy knows. She does.”

      “Oh, God,” Brooke said, sulky again, “that’s the last thing I wanted.”

      “Why? She loves us. And she wants us both in her life.”

      “Yeah, but if she has to choose, I know—”

      “She doesn’t want to choose. Matter o’ fact,” I added, “she told me to ‘figure it out.’”

      Brooke surprised me with a laugh. “Damn her too. She’s always been like that. Things just work out for her, and she has no idea what it’s like for the rest of us.”

      “You can say that again,” I agreed.

      We fell silent and thought about everything we’d just said.

      “So,” Brooke said at last, “what’re we gonna do?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve been thinking about it for two days.”

      “So you were serious? Yesterday? In the car? I thought you were just saying that to make me feel better.”

      “No, I really meant it.”

      She nodded and fell silent.

      “I don’t know,” I said again. “Like I said, I can’t keep two girlfriends happy. I don’t want to hurt you, but I can’t give you what you want.”

      She shook off her funk with a touch of irritation. “What do you think I want? Exactly?”

      “Exactly?” I shrugged. “To be my girlfriend. Like, my only girlfriend.”

      She started to say something but then thought better of it. After a moment she tried again with the same result. Eventually, she said, “I guess I don’t know what I want.”

      “Welcome to the club.”
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      Our mood didn’t improve after the serious conversation—especially since we hadn’t resolved anything—but we sat in thoughtful silence until the waiter returned and cleared the breakfast dishes.

      “Do you want to move to a lounge chair?” I asked. “Catch some sun?”

      “Not really,” Brooke said. “I’m comfortable here. Do you mind?”

      “Not at all.”

      The air was cool and dry, and the sun felt good on my face. I still didn’t want to live in Southern California, especially with its pollution and traffic nightmares, but I had to admit that the weather was nice.

      We spent the rest of the morning at the table by the pool. The waiter brought us fresh drinks a couple of times but mostly left us alone. We talked about everything but what was really on our minds.

      I explained more about Christy’s project and the challenges of casting bronze. Smaller sculptures were relatively straightforward, but large ones required complicated molds with armatures for internal support. They were usually cast in parts, too, so the individual pieces had to be welded together.

      Monumental statues, the kind on display in parks and public squares, were produced by specialist foundries and skilled metalworkers, although Christy still had to learn the basics as part of her Master’s degree.

      A freestanding statue complicated the project by an order of magnitude. She had to account for things like the weight of the material, structural integrity, and center of gravity. It was a daunting challenge for an engineer, much less an artist like her, whose math skills were sketchy at best.

      “Did you do it for her?” Brooke asked.

      “Are you kidding? I had to. As far as she’s concerned, ‘static equilibrium’ is what happens when socks cling to each other in the dryer. And she gave up completely when I tried to explain tensile strength and Young’s modulus. Said it was all Greek to her.”

      “Ha! She’d be lost without you.”

      “Maybe not lost, but her statues would fall over, that’s for sure.”

      “What about you?” Brooke said. “You’re working on a library? With a team, right?”

      “Yeah, we’re more or less done, although we still have to rehearse our presentation and put the finishing touches on the model.”

      “Chris said it’s a Lego thing. For real?”

      Our assignment was to design a large public library in Copenhagen. I’d taken a page from my childhood and created a whimsical building that looked like stacked Lego bricks. My friend Freddie was a genius with mechanical systems, and he’d cleverly suggested that we hide them in large round studs on top of each brick.

      Rosemary, another team member (and Freddie’s girlfriend), was the best model maker I’d ever met. Her father built dollhouses and furniture as a hobby, and she’d been helping since she was a little girl. The fourth member of our team, Melvin, was our draftsman. His home life was a mess, so he practically lived in the design lab at the A&A building.

      “Lucky for you!” Brooke laughed.

      “No kidding. We’re screwed if Melvin ever goes home.”

      “What’s the problem?”

      “He won’t say. He’s a real quiet type, very private, so we don’t press him on it.”

      “Yeah, but what do you think it is?” Brooke insisted.

      “Poverty. His clothes, his accent, his car… Everything about him says dirt-poor hillbilly.” I shrugged. “He’s just trying to get out. He’s a nice guy, though, super-smart. And he works twice as hard as anyone, so we leave him alone and let him do his thing.”

      “He sounds like some of the guys I work with.”

      “Yeah. He’s a real introvert. It took me a while to get used to him.” I chuckled. “He drives Christy nuts. She gets nervous around him and starts chattering, which just makes him close down. She talks more to compensate, and he buttons up tighter.”

      “It’s a feedback loop,” Brooke said.

      “Yeah. We generally keep them apart as much as we can.”

      “Good plan.”

      “Anyway,” I said, “that’s my life. What’re you working on? Christy says it’s some kind of X-ray thing.”

      “At a very basic level, yes. It’s helical-scan computed tomography. ‘Spiral CT’ for short. We’re trying to increase the matrix size and decrease the scan times.” She paused to see if I was following.

      I understood the basic ideas but gestured for her to explain.

      “It’s a problem of squares,” she said. “We’re trying to acquire more data in a shorter time, which means…”

      Most of the details were over my head, but it sounded like cutting-edge stuff. I understood enough to nod at the right times, though, and even asked a couple of semi-intelligent questions.

      “I originally thought I’d go into cancer research,” Brooke finished, “but I really enjoy medical imaging. It’s fascinating technology. So I might not find a cure for cancer myself—it’s a huge field anyway—but I’ll definitely play a part. I’ve even been talking to recruiters from GE and a company called Siemens. Don’t laugh. I know what it sounds like—”

      “Christy’s favorite snack.”

      “Exactly. But they’re a huge company, here and in Germany. They’re funding some of our research, and they’ve already offered me an internship this summer. GE wants me too, but their project is slightly different.”

      “Still,” I said, “it’s cool that companies are fighting over you.”

      “Yeah, it is. I love my job. I know it’s technically still school, but it’s nothing like my undergrad. I’m not just a student anymore; I’m part of the team. And the best part is working with the physicists and programmers and other engineers.” She laughed at a thought. “I swear, some of them don’t even act like I’m a woman. For the first time in my life, they care about what I know more than what I look like. It’s… really strange.”

      “Strange? I thought it’d be nice.”

      “It is,” she said. “But… I guess I’m used to guys treating me like a prize or something. So I don’t know how to deal with the ones who don’t care about that. They’re usually the smartest, but… they’re odd. Like, they’re fine with the math and science but don’t understand people.” She shook her head in disbelief. “I never thought I’d say this, but sometimes it’s nice when a guy just stares at my tits. It still annoys me, but at least I know how to deal with it.”

      “Speaking of which,” I said with a gesture.

      “What?” she teased. “You want to stare at my tits?”

      “Yes, please. I’m not as smart as the people you work with, so I have to go with what I know. It’s a tough job,” I added wryly, “but someone has to do it.”

      She rolled her eyes but untied her wrap. Then she spread it open to reveal her bikini-covered breasts.

      “Better.” I made a show of looking around. A half-dozen people had come outside while we’d been talking, but none were close enough to see. “Take them out,” I suggested. “I know you like it.”

      “Yeah, but I don’t wanna get caught.” She looked over her shoulder, just to be sure.

      “You won’t. As long as you don’t turn in your chair.”

      “Warn me if the waiter comes.”

      “I will.”

      She adjusted her angle and then discreetly tugged the bikini cups aside. Her pink nipples were already stiff with arousal.

      “Are you wet too?” I asked with a grin.

      “Getting there.”

      “Good.” I shifted in my seat and adjusted my swimsuit to give my hard-on room to grow.

      Brooke grinned.

      “What?”

      “You reminded me of something.”

      “Care to share?”

      “I guess. But you can’t tell Chris.”

      “Sure. I’ll add it to the list.” I sounded flippant, so I changed my tone. “Sorry. You trust me enough to tell me this stuff, so I’ll be more serious about it from now on.”

      “Thank you. I—” She cleared her throat. “I’m not used to a guy who, like, actually pays attention to what I want. Steve doesn’t, except where it concerns him. Fletcher never did. And I guess sometimes I forget that you aren’t like them. It’s… kinda cool.”

      “Thanks. I try.”

      “Anyway, what were we talking about? Yeah, so, you adjusted your suit to give yourself room to get hard. That made me think of this guy named Blake. He was Chris’s boyfriend in high school.” She thought back and sighed. “He was the cutest guy. I totally had a crush on him. Sound familiar?”

      “Yeah,” I chuckled, “a little.”

      “Well, Chris and I’ve always had the same taste in guys. Mostly. All through high school, at least. The first guy she dated in college was… I dunno. No one could figure out why she was with him.”

      “Simon? It’s complicated,” I said. “It had to do with her family. And Laurence’s death.”

      “Is it something you can tell me? ’Cause she never would.”

      “Yeah, probably. But some other time.”

      “Oh, right.” She grinned and nodded at the outline of my hard-on. “You wanna hear about me and Blake.” Her grin turned suggestive. “And when I blew him.”

      “I was hoping that’s where this story was going.”

      “Well, I like ’em too, blowjobs. So, where were we? Right, Blake was Chris’s boyfriend. I liked him first but was too shy to say so. Chris figured it out, though. She offered to break up with him, but…” She shrugged. “You know me, always second fiddle.”

      “Oh, I don’t know about that,” I said. “I think it just took you longer to come into your own.”

      “I guess.”

      “I know.”

      “Anyway, Chris and I used to talk about sharing him, but we were too chicken.” She laughed and gestured at me. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. Maybe I have come into my own. Still, sharing you wasn’t my idea. It was Chris’s.”

      “But it probably started with Blake.”

      “Maybe. She used to tell me about him. I knew she was horny, but God! I think she sucked his dick every time they were alone together. On dates… at the beach… in his car before school… wherever.”

      “Sounds familiar.”

      “Yeah, I’m surprised she never got caught. Or a reputation. But he was cool, like you. He never told anyone. She did, though. Well, me. She used to call after their dates. I swear, I knew so much about him that he was sort of my boyfriend too.” She laughed at my reaction. “Sorry. I hope you didn’t think you were the first.”

      “Yeah, I did,” I chuckled. “But that was just me being naïve. I should’ve known. I’d like to think I was first in other ways, though.”

      “Oh, totally. I never went all the way with Blake. And, actually, it was only just the one time. Long after Chris broke up with him,” she added quickly.

      “What happened?”

      “I saw him about a year after we graduated. It was right after her brother was killed. I remember ’cause I felt super-guilty about it afterward. It was at one of those beach parties, and I was a little drunk. Duh. Blake and I started talking and went off by ourselves, into the dunes.

      “I worked up the courage to tell him I’d always had a crush on him,” she continued. “We were sitting on a log, and I guess he started getting hard, ’cause he pulled his shorts like you just did. Well, one thing led to another— What?”

      “Details,” I said flatly.

      “Yeah, I know. Okay, so, we were kissing and making out. He put my hand on his crotch, and his dick was really hard. I took it out and started sucking. He came really fast, though. Then he played with my tits and fingered me for a while. I thought we were gonna go all the way, but a bunch of his friends started yelling and looking for him, so we had to get dressed in a hurry.” She sighed at the memory.

      “He called me a couple of times after that,” she went on, “but I felt so guilty that I never called him back. I still think about him sometimes, though. He wanted to ask me out, but I was too shy.”

      “I’m glad you got over it.” I gestured at her exposed breasts to emphasize my point.

      “Yeah, like, four years later!” she laughed. “And I’m still shy. I just… forget when you’re around. You’re so easy to talk to. I can tell you anything.” All of a sudden her expression changed and she gave me a suggestive look.

      I quirked an eyebrow. “Yes? Something you want to tell me?”

      “Now I really wanna suck your dick.”

      “Upstairs?” I said. “With the video camera?”

      She nodded.

      “Let’s go!”
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      Brooke wanted to shower before we made our movie, so I offered to wash her hair.

      “This’s the best foreplay ever,” she moaned as I massaged her scalp.

      “Mmm hmm.”

      “It’s strange, isn’t it?” she continued. “What gets you hot sometimes?”

      I hid my amusement at how her mind worked. “Oh, I dunno if it’s really all that strange,” I said. “It’s the intimacy.”

      “I guess.”

      “No, think about it,” I said. “I’m doing something for your enjoyment. Yeah, it feels good, but that’s only the physical part. The emotional part is that I care enough to do it. That’s what gets you hot.”

      “Huh. I never really thought about it like that.” She had another thought and sighed. “Steve never does stuff like this for me. Sorry I keep comparing you to him,” she added, “but I can’t help it.”

      “That’s okay. I’m winning most of the matchups.”

      “You’re winning all of them.” She swayed gently as I worked my fingers through her sudsy hair. “I think you’re right,” she said after a while. “And I take back what I said earlier, about your Socratic BS.”

      “Oh? Did you have an epiphany?”

      She laughed softly. “Chris’s right, you love big words.”

      “Among other things. And other people.”

      “Thank you. I… um… yeah.”

      I guided her back to a more comfortable topic. “So, what was your epiphany?”

      “How you let me figure out things for myself. I’ve… never been good about expressing myself, my emotions. Not like you are, not with words. I’m fine when it comes to math and science, but not the gooey stuff.”

      “That’s okay,” I joked, “I have enough gooey stuff for both of us.”

      She groaned.

      “Turn around. Rinse,” I said. She did, and I tweaked her nipple as water ran down the slope of her breast and streamed from the pink tip.

      She tilted her head back to rinse her face. Then she opened her eyes and smiled. “I like when you touch me. It’s… intimate.”

      “Yep.”

      “And it means I get to touch you.” Her eyes flashed, and she wrapped her fingers around my semi-hard shaft. “Are you going to shave? Want me to do it for you?”

      “Sure. Have you ever done a guy?”

      “No, but I’m dying to try.”

      “It’s a little different than you’re used to, but you’ll get the hang of it.” I handed her my razor and grabbed the little bar of soap. “Switch places with me,” I said. “It’s easier if my back’s to the water.”

      “Oh, right!”

      I lathered the soap into a rich foam, which I spread around my cock and balls. Brooke flashed a hesitant grin and sank to her knees. She took her time and shaved me carefully, although my erection helped. She didn’t have to worry about holding it out of the way or pulling the skin tight.

      “I think it’s good,” she said at last. “Rinse?”

      I leaned back and let the water stream down my chest.

      Brooke rubbed away the last traces of soap and began stroking me gently. “I love when it’s smooth like this. It’s so sexy.”

      “Same with you. Here, stand up. Your turn.” I traded places with her and went to a knee. She hesitated but didn’t resist when I gently nudged her inside thigh and lifted her foot to the soap dish.

      “I feel so exposed.”

      “No different than when I go down on you,” I said.

      “I know. But it is different. You don’t have a razor then.”

      “I get it. Just relax.” I lathered the soap and carefully coated her mons and labia.

      “Don’t get it inside,” she cautioned. “It stings.”

      “I know. I’ve done this before. Remember?”

      “Yeah. Sorry. I’m just nervous.”

      “Well, don’t be.” I shaved her with short, gentle strokes. She gradually relaxed, although she tensed when I spread her open and shaved near her hooded clit.

      “This is like an exam at my doctor’s.”

      “You don’t have sex with your doctor.”

      “I dunno,” she said nervously. “I’ve always wondered what it’d be like.”

      “He or she?”

      “He!” she laughed. “But he’s, like, my dad’s age.”

      “Your dad’s kinda sexy,” I joked.

      “I guess.”

      “Well, in a nerdy scientist kind of way.”

      “What’s the matter with nerdy scientists?”

      “Nothing. As long as they have the right parts.”

      “I thought you liked dicks,” she said.

      “I do. But only to look at.”

      “You don’t want to suck them? Feel them in your butt?”

      “Nope,” I said without rising to the bait. I stood to face her. “Sorry, talking about sex with another guy doesn’t bother me. I don’t want to do it, but…” I shrugged. “Love is love. Whatever makes you happy.”

      “Well, I know what makes me happy,” she said. “A nice, hard dick inside me.”

      “Anyplace in particular?”

      “My mouth. Mmm, but first…”

      I took the hint and kissed her. My hard-on bent as we moved closer, and her water-slick body felt good against my own.

      “Not here,” she said at last. “I want to do it on video, for Chris.” She thought about it, and her expression fell.

      “What?”

      “You’re going to hate me… Is it okay if I do my hair and makeup? I wanna look nice for the camera. I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

      “No problem.”

      “And… maybe you can keep me company?”

      I grinned. “You want to watch me jerk off.”

      “Yeah,” she said, a little guiltily. “I can’t explain it.”

      “Sure. I like when you watch me.”

      “Good, ’cause it makes me hot.”

      “What’re we waiting for?”
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      Brooke blow-dried and styled her hair in record time, while I leaned against the counter and idly stroked my hard-on. She sank to her knees and sucked me when she finished her hair, but then she forced herself to stop.

      “I’ll never do my makeup if I don’t,” she said.

      “Then get a move on. Chop-chop.”

      She grinned and opened her little cosmetics bag. “Chris says that.”

      “It’s a Navy thing.”

      “Yeah. You have so much in common.”

      “Mmm hmm. Makeup,” I added with a keep-going gesture.

      She took out an eyeshadow compact and gazed into its little mirror. I expected her to rush, but she took her time and applied the colors with her usual precision. Eyeliner and mascara came next, followed by wine-colored lipstick.

      “Chris can wear bright red,” Brooke said as she finished and checked her handiwork in the big mirror, “but this looks better with my complexion.”

      “I’ll be honest,” I said, “I don’t really care. Beauty is different for each woman.”

      “That’s what’s so cool about you,” she said as she began replacing tubes and compacts in her bag. “You treat us like individuals.”

      “You are.”

      “Yeah, but not to most guys.”

      “I’m not most guys.”

      “So you’ve said.” She grinned. “And I’ve seen plenty of evidence to support the hypothesis.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Is this scientist foreplay?”

      “Sorry. I do it with Steve.”

      “I’m not him.”

      “Mmm, I know.” She moved close and gripped my hard-on. “I like yours better. And you always make sure I come.” She thought about it and went on, “You don’t make me feel dirty. You don’t lie to me. And you don’t have to wear protection.”

      “So…,” I teased, “you like me?”

      “Like you? I…” She sighed in resignation. “Sorry.”

      “You’ll say it when you’re ready.”

      “I wanted to. It’s just…”

      “I understand.”

      She looked into my eyes. “I told you, I’ve never been good with emotions.”

      “That’s okay. You’re good with other things.” I moved to kiss her, but she pulled back. I tried to hide my disappointment.

      “No, it isn’t that,” she said quickly. “I don’t wanna smear my lipstick. Well, not on your lips.”

      “Oh, thank God. I thought… Well, you know what I thought.”

      “Yeah, sorry.” She stepped close and looked up at me with sultry blue eyes. “Are you ready for me to suck your dick?”
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      Midday sun filled the room, and I pulled away from Brooke to close the sheer curtains.

      “What’re you doing?” she said. “It diffuses the light.”

      “That’s what I want.”

      “Why?”

      “It softens the shadows.”

      “You sound just like Chris,” she laughed. “I never have to worry about shadows. Well, not in the visible spectrum. That’s all the camera sees, though, isn’t it?”

      “Mmm hmm,” I said absently. I studied the room and tried to decide between the bed or the couch. The first was next to the window, for better light, while the second would give us more options, position-wise.

      Brooke surprised me with a laugh. “You’re really serious about this.”

      “What? Finding the right location?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Of course. Visuals are important.”

      “I guess.”

      I gestured at her hair and makeup. “Then why’d you do that?”

      “Yeah, okay. I see what you mean.”

      “Besides,” I added, “if we do it on the bed, it’s easiest if you lie on your stomach.”

      “So?”

      “You can’t use your breasts.”

      “Oh, right! I hadn’t thought about that.” She did but then shrugged. “I think just the normal way, if that’s all right.”

      “Fine by me,” I agreed. “So, the bed it is.”

      She grinned. “You’ll have a nice view of my butt and legs.”

      “Even better.” I took the camera off its tripod.

      “Oh, wait!” Brooke said all of a sudden. She ran to the camera bag and bent to open it.

      I lost my train of thought as she did. Bouncy Brooke was a joy to watch; bent-over Brooke was almost too much to resist.

      “What’re you doing?” I asked when I could think again.

      “We need a new tape.” She straightened and brandished the fat little cassette.

      I checked the camera. Sure enough, it was empty. “What happened to the other one?”

      “I hid it. Just in case. What if the maid found it?”

      “Why would she—? Never mind.” I reminded myself, yet again, that Brooke wasn’t Christy. She planned for contingencies, even if they weren’t likely to happen. Christy sailed through life and trusted things to work out in her favor, which they usually did.

      Brooke stopped when she saw my expression. “What’s the matter?”

      “Sorry, nothing. I was just thinking about Christy.”

      “What about her?”

      “How lucky she is.”

      “It’s annoying, isn’t it?”

      “You can say that again. I love her, but…”

      “Sometimes you hate her,” Brooke agreed. “Well, not actual hate, but you know what I mean.”

      “Yep.” I shook off my resentment, which wasn’t all that much to begin with. “Here, let me have the tape.”

      Brooke turned serious again. “Thanks for doing this.”

      “Are you kidding? I like having sex with you.”

      “No, I mean… this.” She gestured around the room. “Everything.”

      “Ah. You mean the weekend.”

      “Yeah. And especially just the two of us, you and me.”

      “My pleasure.” I powered on the camera and loaded the tape.

      “Where do you want me?”

      “I thought I’d lean against the headboard,” I said, “and you can lie between my legs.”

      “Okay.” She compressed her lips and inhaled a deep breath.

      “Nervous?”

      “Yeah. But mostly excited.”

      “Well, then let’s get rolling.”

      “And sucking.”

      We arranged the pillows in a pile against the headboard, and I sat with the camera on my shoulder. Brooke lay between my legs, and I had to admit that she’d been right about the view. Her ass wasn’t her best feature, but it was in the running. I personally liked her breasts better, but I’d always been a breast man. An ass man would’ve argued. A leg man would’ve said we were both crazy. The little head offered his usual commentary.

      Seriously? he said. Can we talk about this later? Tits, asses, legs… they’re all nice. But they’re scenery. I want action!

      What about lights and camera?

      Act-shun, he pronounced slowly. Now.

      I chuckled to myself. “You ready?” I said aloud, and Brooke nodded. I adjusted the focus and gave her one last look, in case she wanted to chicken out.

      “No,” she said to my unspoken question, “I wanna do this. For Chris. And you. Duh.”

      “For you too.”

      “For all of us,” she agreed.

      “All right. Lights… camera…” I thumbed the Record button. “Action!”

      In spite of what she’d said, Brooke was still a little anxious, especially with a camera lens only a foot away. She calmed her nerves by stroking my dick back to life. Then she began kissing and licking my shaft. After a couple of minutes, she completely forgot that I was videotaping her.

      I must have been more excited than I’d realized, since I came fairly quickly once she started sucking for real. Brooke moaned in surprise but recovered quickly. She stroked my shaft as semen gushed down her throat. I somehow managed to keep the camera pointed at her face, but it was luck more than skill.

      Brooke glanced into the lens and smiled uncertainly. Then she returned her attention to my dick. She started sucking again before it could go soft. She bobbed slowly and used her hands less than she usually did. She was enjoying herself, I realized, not putting on a show. She silently confirmed it several minutes later when she slipped a hand between her legs and began playing with herself.

      She was ready when I came the second time. She began stroking me and aimed my cock at her open mouth. The first spurt hit her lip, but she directed the rest onto her waiting tongue. She even paused to give me time to recover. I was a little confused at first, but then I realized she wanted a close-up of my semen in her mouth.

      I zoomed in. She waited a moment before she swallowed deliberately. Then she opened her mouth to show that it was all gone. She squeezed another drop from my cock and made eye contact with the camera as she licked it off. My cock twitched, and she sucked gently.

      After a moment she rolled to her side and rested her head on my thigh. She sucked my semi-hard shaft and returned her hand to her pussy. I zoomed in on her lips around my cock and then pulled back for a slow pan down her body. I let the camera linger on her shaved pussy as she spread her legs and began playing with her clit.

      She was so worked up that she came after only a couple of minutes. It was a short, intense orgasm that left her flushed and panting. Her breasts heaved, and I could feel the heat radiating from her. I kept the tape rolling and slowly zoomed out. Then I hit Stop and set the camera aside.

      “Scoot up here.” I extracted my leg from underneath her.

      She nodded, and we reversed our positions as I settled between her legs. Her pussy tasted tangy and fresh, with just a hint of soap from the shower. She played with her nipples as I licked, sucked, and used my fingers to spread her open.

      Her second climax was more intense than her first. She arched her back and clutched the bedspread for a dozen heartbeats before she began to relax. I gave her hooded clit an experimental kiss. She didn’t flinch, so I rose on hands and knees and planted a line of kisses up her stomach.

      I licked and sucked her nipples as her breathing returned to normal. Then she drew me up for a kiss. After a moment she reached between us and set my resurgent erection at her opening. She gasped when I entered her. I paused, but she smiled and kissed me again. Then she pulled my hips toward hers, until I filled her completely.

      We started slowly, making love, but she urged me to go faster, to thrust harder. I eventually threw her legs over my shoulders and bent her nearly double. I pounded into her, and she held my sides as her pleasure mounted. She surprised me when she cried out with a third orgasm, but I kept fucking her as heat and moisture flooded her pussy.

      “Come on my face,” she gasped when she could speak again. “In my mouth.”

      I thrust a half-dozen times and then leapt over her legs to straddle her chest. She watched as I stroked myself, until I grunted and shot my hips at her. The first gush hit her chin, but I managed to hit her mouth with the rest. She smiled up at me as she deliberately wiped her chin and sucked her finger clean.

      I collapsed to the bed. My whole body tingled, every muscle, every fiber. Brooke rolled toward me and rested her head on my chest.

      “Mmm, that was fun.”
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      I opened my eyes a couple of hours later. Sunlight still flooded the room, but shadows darkened the window ledge. Brooke stirred when she felt me shift to get the blood flowing in my arm again.

      “You fell asleep,” she accused in a sleepy voice.

      “You did too.” I caressed her hip, and my fingers tingled as feeling returned.

      “Nuh-uh. I only dozed off. A couple of minutes ago.”

      “Sure you did.”

      “I did,” she insisted. Then, “What time is it?”

      I checked my watch. “Sex thirty.”

      “Huh? Oh. Very funny. Really, what time is it?”

      “A little after two.”

      She stretched and yawned. Then she turned pensive. She didn’t say anything, but I could feel her working up to it.

      “So, I was thinking…,” she said at last. “Before I dozed off. You were right. About what I wanted. But… now I’m not so sure.” She sat up, and my eyes immediately went to her breasts. Her eyes narrowed.

      “Sorry, I can’t help it.”

      “This is serious,” she said irritably. “You can stare at my tits later.”

      Her tone convinced me to stop acting like a horndog, so I met her eyes and waited.

      “Thank you. So, I was thinking… About you and me. Duh. And… I thought I knew what I wanted. But I guess I changed my mind.”

      “Okay,” I said slowly.

      “Are you sure you wanna talk about it?”

      “I think so. It’s important.”

      “Well, the first reason is simple,” she said. “It’s Chris. She’d never forgive me if I tried to steal you away. If I even could. She’s always been the one who gets the guy.”

      “You’ll find the right guy for you.”

      “Maybe. One day. But right now I don’t really care, especially if it means losing Chris. Besides, you wouldn’t trade her for me.”

      “No. But that doesn’t change how I feel about you.”

      She started to say something but changed her mind. “Thank you,” she said instead. “That means a lot.” She paused and then continued, “I thought it’d make it harder, but it doesn’t.”

      “Oh?”

      “No. It’s easier now that I know how you feel. I don’t have to hide how I feel either. Everything’s out in the open. And it’s easier to tell you what I want.”

      “Which is?”

      “I guess I’m happy with the way things are. I thought I wanted a boyfriend— wanted you as a boyfriend,” she amended, “but I don’t really.”

      “Why? What changed?”

      “I’m not sure. I guess I just didn’t have enough data. But now I do. And… I don’t want a boyfriend.”

      “You did before. With Fletcher. And in high school.”

      “Yeah, but that was ’cause people expected me to. I had fun in high school, but…” She shrugged. “I guess I started to change in college.”

      “Makes sense,” I said. “Most people do.”

      “So it isn’t personal. With you. I didn’t want Blake, either.”

      My eyebrows flew up.

      “Sorry. I’ll try to make more sense. So, Blake. I wanted him but didn’t want him. I thought I was just too shy, but I guess I didn’t want to be… tied down.”

      I made a logical leap. “Were you dating Fletcher for the same reason?”

      “How’d—? Never mind. Sometimes I forget how smart you are.”

      “I hide it well,” I said dryly.

      “Do you really think I’d—? Oh, you were kidding. Sorry.”

      “Don’t worry about it. Keep going with your story. You were dating Fletcher ’cause you knew he wasn’t serious.”

      “Yeah. I guess maybe that’s why I went out with him in the first place.”

      “But you were fooling yourself,” I said.

      “I did better with Steve,” she said. “At least I knew what I was getting into with him.”

      “He’s married, so he isn’t serious either.”

      “No.”

      “Is that why you like swinging?” I asked.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, you can have sex with Trip and Mark, but they aren’t looking for a relationship.”

      “Huh. I never really thought about it like that. But you’re right.”

      “Did you pick me for the same reason? Because I was Christy’s boyfriend? And I wasn’t available?”

      “Maybe,” she admitted. “Sometimes I don’t know why I do things.”

      “Welcome to the club,” I laughed.

      “I think you’re right, though. And I was doing fine until I started to… you know… have feelings. Damn you! Why’d you have to be such a nice guy?”

      “It’s a serious character flaw,” I deadpanned. “I’ll try to do better.”

      “No! I—!” She glared. “You’re kidding again, aren’t you?”

      “Yeah, sorry.”

      “That’s really annoying. I’m trying to be serious and you’re joking.”

      “I’ll quit.”

      “Do you mind if I continue?” She thought about it and shrugged. “Never mind. I guess there isn’t much more to tell. I thought I wanted you as my boyfriend, but I really don’t. It isn’t you,” she added quickly. “It’s me.”

      I snorted a laugh. “I never thought I’d hear those words. Not from you.”

      “But… you aren’t upset.”

      “Maybe a little,” I admitted. “Well, not upset. I guess I’m… nonplussed.”

      “Nonplussed?”

      “Sorry, surprised. Taken aback. Off balance.”

      “Oh.”

      “I kinda figured I’d have to turn you down and somehow make you feel good about it. But now you’re turning me down.”

      “I’m not turning you down. I still… have feelings for you. I just don’t want a boyfriend.”

      “Sure. I understand.”

      “Do you?”

      “Yeah, absolutely.”

      She inhaled a deep breath and let it out slowly. “You probably think I’m some kind of psycho. That I just wanna have sex with guys without any strings attached.”

      “Ha! No, not at all. Guys do it all the time. No one calls them psychos. Besides, you know how I feel about chauvinism and double standards.”

      “Yeah. And I guess that’s why I feel comfortable telling you. I know you won’t think I’m a slut or a horrible person.”

      “No.”

      “You really aren’t upset?”

      “Nope. Horny, maybe, but not upset.”

      “Horny? Seriously?”

      “Yeah, but let’s save it for later.”

      “Oh, now I’m nonplussed. What do you want to do instead?”

      “What friends do,” I suggested. “Let’s hang out.”
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      We spent the rest of the afternoon by the pool, reading and occasionally talking, but mostly just soaking up the sun and keeping each other company. Brooke was nervous for the first hour or so, like she expected me to explode or break down or beg her to reconsider. But she gradually relaxed as the day wore on and I didn’t do any of those things.

      I wasn’t upset, although I was a little disappointed. I didn’t like rejection any more than the next person, although I felt a sense of relief as well. I’d been worried about hurting her, but she’d turned the tables on me. And she hadn’t said that she didn’t love me, only that she didn’t want to be my girlfriend. I could live with that.

      “Okay, now I’m starving,” she said.

      I hid a grin. She wanted to know if things were back to normal between us. They were, so I looked up and checked the sun. It was a lot closer to the horizon than it’d been the last time I’d looked.

      “Me too,” I said. “We shouldn’t’ve skipped lunch.”

      She relaxed at the utter banality of it. “I was fine at the time. But I know you’re used to eating more, especially with Li’l Miss Metabolism.” She found her watch and checked it. “Almost seven.”

      “You wanna go to a nice restaurant and then maybe a club? You can wear your sexy dress.”

      She winced. “You’re going to hate me…”

      “Probably not,” I laughed. “Lemme guess… You want dinner by the pool and then head upstairs for a quiet evening.”

      “Damn. You really do know me.”

      “I try.”

      “So… you don’t mind?”

      “Not at all. I’m pretty easy to make happy. As long as it involves sex.” I struck a pious pose. “Man shall not live by bread alone.”

      She laughed. “You even talk like Chris sometimes. I guess that’s why I… you know… feel the way I do.”

      I nodded.

      “You’re a male version of her, but a lot more logical.”

      “And full of gooey stuff. Speaking of which…”

      “Yeah. I’ve been thinking about that too. I was hoping you’d want to, but I wasn’t sure.”

      “Yeah,” I said. “We’re good.”

      Her smile was full of relief, although it turned to speculation.

      I inclined my head with a question.

      “Do you mind if we make one more video?” she asked.

      “Sure. I’d love to.”

      “Um… you’d better hear what it is first.”

      “Okay. Shoot.”

      “Well, it’s just for me. And… um… maybe Ronnie. Yeah. She wants to see what you look like. I showed her pictures, but… um…”

      “She wants to see me nude?” I laughed.

      “Not just nude.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah. I… um… kinda mentioned that you don’t mind if I watch you jerk off.”

      “Ah, okay. So you wanna make a video of just me?”

      “I won’t show it to anyone, I swear! Well, except Ronnie. But only if you say it’s okay.”

      “I think that’d be all right,” I said.

      Brooke sighed with relief but then grinned. “She has the hots for you.”

      “For real?”

      “Yeah. I told her you’re a swinger. And… um… she asked when you’re coming to San Diego next. I… think you’ll like her. As long as it’s okay with Chris.”

      “So now you’re sharing me?”

      “No! I—”

      “It’s okay,” I said. “I kinda like it.”

      “Okay, good. You had me worried for a minute.”

      “Nah, you know me.”

      “Yeah, I do.”

      “So, first things first. Food. Then maybe a swim. Followed by the video camera. And then later, whatever you want.”

      “Thank you.”
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      “This is kinda fun.” Brooke pressed her eye to the camera and adjusted the focus. Then she pushed a button, checked the results in the little viewfinder, and decided she didn’t like them. She tried another setting.

      I grinned. She was a scientist, through and through. I didn’t mind, especially since she was nude and completely unselfconscious, but she’d try every setting and combination if I let her.

      “So,” I said, “you think you have a future making porn?”

      “I doubt it. I’m not like you and Chris. You—” She straightened and frowned in thought.

      “What?”

      “You and Chris. You have so much in common. You were made for each other.”

      “Mmm hmm.”

      “Must be nice,” she said without her usual bitterness.

      “Eh, you’ll meet the right guy.”

      “But will I be ready when I do? And I hope he’s okay with swinging and everything else. Now that I’ve had a taste of it, I don’t wanna give it up.” She thought about something and laughed to herself. “This is so much easier to talk about. And not just ’cause you’re easy to talk to. I guess it’s like a weight off my chest.”

      “It’s a weight off of mine,” I assured her.

      She smiled and then peered through the viewfinder again. “Ready when you are, I guess.”

      I settled on the bed.

      “Oh, damn! I almost forgot.” She ran to the closet and pulled some magazines from her suitcase. “Here. Just in case.”

      “Um… sure.” I knew why she’d given them to me, though. They were part of the fantasy, of spying on her brother. I wondered if the fantasy included her joining him.

      Let’s hope so, the little head said.

      Why do you care? You’ll be fine either way.

      Have you looked at your right hand lately?

      What about it? I shot back.

      Does it look like Brooke’s pussy? Huh? Does it?

      I rolled my eyes and ignored him. Instead, I sorted through the magazines, the August, November, and December editions of Penthouse. The covers were a busty blonde in a white leotard, a busty blonde in a red bikini, and a busty blonde in a gray dress open to the waist.

      “I sense a theme,” I said as I held them up.

      “What?” Brooke said. “Oh, no. I just grabbed the three on top.”

      “Any hot redheads?” I said as I flipped through the first. “Oh, wait! I have a hot redhead right here, in the flesh.”

      “Thank you,” she said with exaggerated calm. “But… do you mind?”

      I reminded myself that this was her fantasy, not mine, and I’d better act the part. “Sure,” I said, “what do you want me to do?”

      “Read the magazine and… you know… play with yourself.”

      “You got it.” I opened the one with the blonde on the cover. Which blonde? The busty one in the outfit.

      Brooke darted behind the camera. She hit the Record button and then straightened to watch me with her own eyes instead of through the viewfinder.

      I stroked my semi-hard cock and turned my attention to the magazine. I read a couple of letters, although they were fairly humdrum, just people having sex in the office. I flipped to a pictorial, the Nude Olympics, but it didn’t really inspire me either.

      Instead, I closed my eyes and pretended that Brooke was spying on me, like she’d done with her brother. My fantasy perspective shifted, and I imagined her playing with herself as she watched. Then I snuck a peek at her in the real world. She was intent on the camera, although she smiled when she saw me looking.

      She eventually realized I was more interested in her than the magazines. And after a little silent urging on my part, she decided to put on a show of her own. She cupped her breasts and squeezed her nipples at first. Then she grew a little bolder. She moistened her fingertips and slid her left hand to the junction of her thighs. Her nostrils flared and her eyes grew heavy as her pleasure mounted.

      We continued like that for a while, playing with ourselves and watching one another, until I felt a familiar pressure in my balls. At that point Brooke raised her fingers and tasted her own juices. I let out an incoherent groan, my best attempt at a heads-up.

      Brooke blinked in surprise and barely made it to the camera before a geyser of semen erupted from my shaft. It splattered my chest and left a trail of drops down my stomach. She zoomed in for a closeup while I kept stroking. Pearly drops arced out and struck near the first. The last spurts simply gushed over the head and onto my abdomen.

      When the sensations finally stopped buzzing in my brain, I breathed hard through my nose and relaxed my butt and legs. A wave of exhaustion washed over me and made my skin tingle. I was vaguely aware of Brooke doing something at the camera, but then she joined me on the bed.

      Her lips found mine, and we kissed with growing passion. She gripped my sperm-covered cock and stroked for a moment before she licked her hand clean. Then she kissed my chest and sucked up the semen there. She followed the trail back to the source, and I groaned as she captured my limp manhood and sucked gently.

      She turned her hips toward me, so I scooted down in the bed and guided her leg over my head. Her pussy was wet and ready, and she gasped when I sucked her clit. Then I reached around her hips and spread her cheeks. Moisture coated my face as I licked and sucked and teased her.

      She came with a soft gasp, and I sucked her clit until she cried out and tried to get away. Then I simply held her as her orgasm subsided. She rested her forehead on my thigh, and her sides heaved as she caught her breath.

      I rubbed her back until she climbed off and turned around. Heat radiated from her skin, and her shoulders and back glowed pink. She settled by my side, and I put my arm around her.

      “That was exactly what I needed,” she said.

      “Me too.”

      “I was worried you wouldn’t want to. Not after… you know.”

      “I’m a big boy,” I said. “I can take it. I don’t want a harem anyway. Too much trouble.”

      She snorted softly.

      “You have one, though. Christy, me, Ronnie, Steve. Although… is it still a ‘harem’ if the Sultan’s a woman?”

      “You think of the strangest things.”
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      Brooke came awake with a start.

      I chuckled and stuck a finger in my book. “You fell asleep this time.”

      “I did?”

      “Mmm hmm.”

      “What time is it?”

      “After midnight.”

      She yawned and then relaxed with her head on my chest. I’d managed to keep us warm by pulling half the bedspread over us, but I hadn’t wanted to move lest I disturb her. I’d been able to reach my book on the nightstand, but I hadn’t turned off the lights or closed the curtains. She didn’t seem to mind.

      “So it’s tomorrow?” she said.

      “Today, even.”

      “You’re always playing games with words. I hope Chris likes it—”

      “She does.”

      “—’cause I think it’s annoying.”

      I chuckled.

      “I guess it doesn’t matter, though, does it?”

      “It does, sort of. I don’t want to deliberately annoy you, but…” I shrugged. “I am what I am.”

      “Which is pretty nice, on the whole.”

      “I’m glad you think so.”

      “Me too. I was a bit worried when I… you know. But I’m glad you understand.”

      “Mmm.”

      “Have you thought about what you’re going to tell Chris?” she asked.

      “Yes and no. But I guess it depends.”

      “On what?”

      “You. And this is going to be a longer conversation. Might as well get comfortable.” I pushed myself up and leaned against the headboard.

      “I was comfortable before,” she grumbled, but she scooted up and returned to her nice warm spot on my chest. The bedspread slid down to her waist. She shivered as the cool air met her warm skin, so I put my arm around her.

      “Okay, where were we?” I said. “What do we tell Christy? She told me to ‘figure it out,’ so that gives us some leeway. We can tell her as much or as little as we decide.”

      “For real? Cool.” She thought about it for a long moment. “I know this is gonna sound strange, but I don’t want her to know about Blake and Steve and Ronnie. Not yet, at least. I’ll tell her eventually. About Ronnie, for sure. Especially if you meet her.”

      “That might happen sooner than you think,” I said.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, Gina graduates in June.”

      “Oh, that’s right. Leah mentioned something about that. What does Chris think?”

      “I told her,” I said, “but she’s been so busy with her project that I haven’t mentioned it again.”

      “I think she’ll be fine with it.”

      “Me too. She likes Gina.”

      “Your life’s as complicated as mine,” Brooke laughed.

      “Yep.” I paused and returned to the original subject. “I’ll tell her we decided to stay friends. I can say it was my decision—”

      “No. Tell her it was mine.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yeah. You don’t have to tell her why, do you?”

      “Not if you don’t want me to. She might ask, but she might not. She’s weird sometimes. She’s a lot like her father, who turns a blind eye to things he doesn’t want to acknowledge. Catholic denial in action.”

      “She’s more like her mother, which totally annoys her when she realizes it.”

      “No kidding,” I laughed. “Anyway, I don’t think she’ll ask about why you made the decision.”

      “Cool.”

      “Okay, so… Aside from that, I’m going to keep Blake, Steve, and Ronnie to myself. Anything else?”

      She thought about it. “No, I guess not. She knows what we were doing. Besides, she’ll see some of it. On the video.”

      “True.”

      “And… I don’t really keep that much from her. I basically tell her everything.” She thought about it and backtracked. “Um, maybe you don’t need to give her details.” She grinned, wicked instead of wry. “I wanna tell her myself and spread it out, over several phone calls.”

      “A little phone sex?” I teased.

      “So sue me. Besides,” she added loftily, “I have to keep my harem happy.”

      “Ha! But what about me?”

      “What about you?”

      “Am I part of your harem?”

      “I hadn’t thought about it,” she said. “Do you want to be?”

      “Sure. I don’t mind. I may not be your boyfriend, but I am your lover.”

      “Mmm, you are.”

      I threw off the bedspread and reached for my penis.

      “Let me do that.” She stroked gently and then began sucking. And when I was ready, she straddled my hips. “I know it’s strange,” she said, “but I’m glad things worked out the way they did.”

      “Me too.”

      “You always make me feel like I’m in control.”

      “Because you are.”

      She smiled, sat forward, and steadied my shaft. Then she lowered herself onto it with a soft groan.

      “Feels good,” she said.

      “My dick? Or being in control?”

      “Both.”
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      Hi, I’m Nick Scipio, the creator of the Summer Camp universe. I started writing erotica a long time ago, before I was even old enough to legally read the kind of stories I was writing. Lucky for me, my parents weren’t members of the Moral Majority—far from it, actually—so no one called the thought police. Instead, I learned to think for myself, which probably explains my questionable moral character and lack of hang-ups about sex.

      Speaking of sex… I’ve been lucky enough to lead an adventurous and reasonably interesting life. Parts of my stories happened pretty close to the way I describe, although I change the names and locations to protect the not-so-innocent, like yours truly. Other parts are pure fantasy, the product of my over-active imagination. Good luck trying to decide which is which.

      That’s probably enough about me. Join my Summer Camp Patreon if you want access to the latest installments of Summer Camp and to be part of a fantastic community of people who love the story as much as I do. If you want my free stories and other fun stuff, you’ll find everything on my web site at NickScipio.com. Or you can read semi-regular updates on my life and rants about other controversial subjects on my Twitter feed @NickScipio.

      As always, thanks for reading.

      Sincerely,

      Nick Scipio

      Southeastern US
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        Second Chance for Romance

        Summer Camp Swingers: Christy Series Book One, by Nick Scipio

        Paul and Christy have a rocky past. Now he wants a second chance to make a first impression.

        When Paul moved into the stately old Victorian, he knew his friend Christy would be along for the ride. But he didn’t know she’d had a crush on him for years—at least until her best friend lets the secret slip...

        Times change, and so do people. While Paul poses for Christy’s art, he begins to wonder if he wants to stay on the other side of her sketchbook. But he’s not sure if her Catholic upbringing and goody-goody nature are the right match for his swinger lifestyle. She’s worried she’d be just another notch on his bedpost.

        Meanwhile, Gina is a swinger flame from the past, and she wants a second chance with Paul. Will he choose her or will he open up with Christy about his feelings? Can she be honest with him about her own desires?

        Follow the adventures of Paul and Christy in Second Chance for Romance, book one of eight in the Summer Camp Swingers: Christy series by award-winning author Nick Scipio.

        In this book, the story introduces many of the characters and themes explored throughout the volcanic conclusion of the Summer Camp Swingers saga. But don’t worry, the introduction has plenty of satisfying conclusions—both inside and outside the bedroom.

        Buy Now
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        Nereids, by Nick Scipio

        War is hell. Seducing your friends shouldn’t be.

        Jack and Susan want to find another couple for  extramarital fun. It’s the Swinging Sixties, after all. Beth and her husband might be the ones, but they’ll have to wait to find out. While the men risk their lives in the air war over Vietnam, the women bond on the home front. When they get together again, they set sail on a journey that will change their lives.
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        Dealing with the Devil, by Big Ed Magusson

        The Devil knows how to get her way.

        “Her nickname’s ‘Hayley Devil.’ Most people think it’s because she can be so naughty. Some of us know better.” As Jessica heads to Vermont for a week of skiing with her sorority, she knows that Hayley is planning something, something she won’t like. Can she figure it out in time?
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      Beth used the back of her hand to brush an errant strand of hair from her face. The hair fell again and she tried to blow it back into place, without success. She’d just returned her attention to the kitchen floor, hair be damned, when the phone rang. She stifled a grunt as she slowly climbed to her feet, and answered the phone on the sixth ring.

      “Beth, hi. It’s Susan.”

      Beth smiled. “Oh, hi, Susan.”

      “Are you busy?”

      “No, not at all,” she lied. In reality, she’d been cleaning. With David at work and Paul taking a nap, she finally had time to do some housework. “Why?”

      “I thought I’d come over and give you a hand around the house.”

      Beth paused for a moment. Susan had been a godsend with the unpacking, but Beth didn’t want to impose on her generosity. Besides, she’d known women whose offers to “help around the house” had been nothing more than thinly disguised snooping. She didn’t think Susan was like that, but she automatically guarded her family’s privacy.

      “The boys just got home from school,” Susan continued, “but they have a birthday party to go to, so I thought I’d come over and give you a hand.”

      “Thank you very much,” Beth demurred, “but you don’t have to…” Secretly, however, she longed for the help. Paul was a handful when he was awake, and Beth rarely had the energy to keep up with him, much less do all the other things that kept her house running smoothly.

      “Nonsense. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

      Susan arrived with a friendly smile and an air of energy.

      “Paul’s still asleep,” Beth said, gesturing the other woman into her home. When Susan looked at the living room and nodded appreciatively, Beth felt a rush of pride. “I was cleaning the kitchen floor when you called,” she added, by way of explanation for her frazzled appearance.

      “Have you cleaned the bathrooms yet?” Susan asked.

      “Not yet. I was going to do them next.”

      Susan smiled, a mixture of sympathy and reproach. “You shouldn’t be on your hands and knees, and you know it. Where’s your mop?” she asked, rolling up her sleeves. “And a bucket and some ammonia? You can clean the mirrors while I do the dirty work.”

      An hour later, Beth decided that Susan wasn’t nosey at all. Even better, she didn’t gossip. Beth had known too many officers’ wives who seemed to thrive on rumors and scandal. She wasn’t like that herself, and she didn’t want to spend time with a woman who was (her good manners would eventually wear thin, and her face would hurt from an insincere smile).

      Although the two women didn’t gossip, they did share their impressions of what little they knew about the other pilots’ wives. Beth was a little surprised that their opinions were so similar.

      At first, she thought Susan might be agreeing with her just to be polite. But as they worked and chatted, she decided that Susan simply had a keen insight. At the thought, she smiled guiltily, since she didn’t like what that said about her lofty opinion of her own insight.

      “What were you just thinking?” Susan asked suddenly.

      Beth looked up and tried to cover her embarrassment with a smile. “Hmm?”

      Susan’s blue eyes twinkled. “You looked like you’d just been caught patting yourself on the back.”

      “Was I that obvious?”

      “Not really. I just know how I look when I start feeling too proud of myself.” She smiled guiltily. “So I guess I assumed… you know.” Another smile, this one wry: “Aren’t we just two peas in a pod?”

      Beth felt her eyes crinkle with an answering smile.

      “We’re horrible, self-centered women, aren’t we?” Susan said.

      “Horrible,” Beth echoed, still grinning.

      Both of them looked up at a sound from Paul’s bedroom, and Beth’s smile turned weary.

      “I know the feeling,” Susan said. Then she brightened. “You get Paul while I put away the cleaning supplies.”

      “Oh, you don’t have to do that,” Beth said. “You’ve already done more than enough.”

      “Go.”

      “Are you sure?”

      Susan made an insistent shooing gesture, punctuating it with a smile. “Do you drink coffee?”

      Beth shook her head as she walked down the hallway. “But you know where the percolator is,” she said over her shoulder, “so feel free to make a pot.” When she returned to the living room with Paul, she found Susan sitting quietly with two cups.

      “I’m not much of a coffee drinker myself,” Susan said, “so I made us some hot chocolate instead. I hope you don’t mind.”

      Beth set Paul down and he immediately headed toward his wooden blocks. “That sounds wonderful,” she said, sinking into the chair as Susan pushed a cup toward her. “Absolutely wonderful.”

      “I love your backyard,” Susan said after a companionable lull in the conversation.

      Beth lifted her eyebrows in question.

      “We have a fence around our yard,” Susan explained, “but we don’t really have any privacy.”

      Beth glanced out the sliding glass door and shook her head, puzzled. Her backyard was like any other: a chain-link fence surrounding a rectangle of grass with a few trees.

      “I should’ve said I love your patio,” Susan explained, reading Beth’s confusion.

      The patio itself was nothing special. It had a waist-high block wall around it, with boxwoods surrounding that. Neither the wall nor the bushes would even provide shade, though.

      “You can sunbathe in privacy,” Susan said at last.

      “Ah… oh! Now I understand.”

      “I like to lie out topless…,” Susan added, her voice trailing off.

      Beth thought she detected a deliberately nonchalant note in the other woman’s tone, so she glanced up.

      Susan merely gazed back with calm equanimity. Then she smiled and took a sip of her cocoa. “Your patio wall should give you some privacy,” she said, “if you like to sunbathe topless, that is…”
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