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Prologue

To say Elizabeth Smith was the one who got away is probably an overdramatization. In order to lose someone, you had to have had them in the first place, right?

Not that I didn’t imagine she’d be mine someday. We’d known each other since kindergarten, and I think I fell in love with her as soon as I saw her bright blue eyes and soft blond curls. I can’t remember exactly when I started fantasizing about our wedding (I wouldn’t have known enough to call it a temple sealing at the time), but I know it was at a young enough age that most of my friends were more concerned with action figures and race cars than with girls.

When I turned twelve, Elizabeth was one of the few friends who attended my birthday party. My mother must have noticed the way I looked at her, the way I ignored everyone else in attendance (the way I forgot to eat a piece of my own birthday cake because I was talking to her…), because she asked me about her later that evening.

I knew enough about Mormon rules by then to know I should try to downplay my true feelings, and I remember shrugging my shoulders in an exaggerated way.

“She’s okay, I guess,” I said. Understatement of the century.

“Leave him alone, Penny,” my dad said. “Liz is just Aaron’s friend. He’s too young to be thinking what you think he’s thinking. Besides, he knows not to get involved with girls, right, son?”

Walter J. Lawson, Bishop of the Belleview 1st Ward, was wrong about one thing. I was not too young to be thinking what my mother thought I was thinking. But he was right about the other.

I knew the rules.

No dating before age 16.

No serious dating even after that.

And absolutely no sexual contact before marriage.

It was something every young Mormon had to make peace with, and most of us acted like it wasn’t the most backward, nature-denying bullshit ever. For someone like me, who genuinely had his heart set on following in his father’s footsteps one day, it was even more critical. No matter how backward or bullshitty it was.

I looked up at my father, who was waiting for an answer, and said, “Right, Dad. But don’t call her ‘Liz.’ She hates that.”

—

Of course, if anyone on Earth could make me forget about the Law of Chastity and the other senseless restrictions placed on me by my parents and my Heavenly Father, it was Elizabeth Smith. But even though we remained close throughout our middle school and high school years, our shared religious upbringing was never really in danger of being forsaken.

I told her–on multiple occasions–how I felt, and she indicated that she felt the same way. I mean, she never actually came out and said she loved me, never used the same words I used to describe my feelings for her. She framed her admiration for me in terms of friendship. Companionship. Our shared memories and interests. But that was okay. I knew how she really felt about me, even if she didn’t spell it out.

She was probably scared of what it would do to our faith if she expressed her true feelings. What she might be tempted to do. What I would do in a heartbeat.

I’m sure that’s probably it.

The closest I came to getting what I wanted–to throwing away years of work preparing to join the Mormon priesthood–was one night in the middle of the summer after we graduated. College in another city awaited Elizabeth, as did two years of missionary work for me. We were sitting on the bank of the small river that ran through the middle of town, a favorite hangout spot for our group of friends.

That night, our friends went home, one by one, until it was just us. Alone. In the dark. I felt a surge of excitement building up inside me so intense I thought I might burst. The full moon seemed to set Elizabeth’s blond curls on fire.

We shouldn’t have been alone, you know. That’s another rule that my dad felt very strongly about, and I’m sure her parents did, too. The temple garment under my clothes suddenly felt restrictive and uncomfortable and not just because I’d only been wearing it for a week or so.

It wasn’t chilly, but she said she was cold. Two seconds later, she put her head on my shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close.

Despite my pounding heart, despite the blood rushing to my throbbing cock, I almost took my arm away. It was a purely platonic, innocent thing–I was just holding her, letting her get warm–but it may as well have been the most depraved thing I’d ever seen in my infrequent visits to a particular porn website. Despite years of Mormon teaching to the contrary, I suspected that there was nothing wrong with what we were doing–not yet, anyway–but because of the aforementioned teaching, it felt wrong.

Until she opened her pretty mouth.

“This is nice,” she said.

And suddenly, it didn’t seem wrong at all.

“It is,” I told her.

“Do you ever wish…” she started.

“Yes,” I said when it was apparent she wasn’t going to finish her question.

“It’s for the best,” she said.

I swallowed hard, knowing I couldn’t agree with her.

“Don’t you think?” she pressed on.

When I didn’t answer, she grabbed the wrist of the arm holding her and pulled my hand to her left breast. It was the first time I’d ever touched a woman’s breast. I could feel her nipple pushing through her bra, shirt, and hoodie.  I couldn’t make out what it must have looked like, couldn’t feel its actual texture or shape through all those clothes, but it didn’t matter.

It also didn’t matter that she didn’t let me touch anything else that night or that she turned away when I tried to kiss her. That she let me do anything at all meant the world to me. It meant something that I’d longed to be true for so long. That, regardless of church rules and the distance that was about to form between us, she was mine. In a manner of speaking, anyway.

I believed that for some time.

Until what happened in an apartment in Elizabeth’s college town in the fall of that year.


Chapter One

In what could be described as either an unlikely coincidence or destiny, I was sent to Lancaster, Idaho, for my mission work. Lancaster was a small city known for its manufacturing industry and Garrison University.

Garrison University was where Elizabeth was studying anthropology.

I hadn’t seen her for a couple of months. She’d left for Garrison the same day I went off to the Missionary Training Center in Provo. There wasn’t much chance to call or text her while I was training. The few times I managed to sneak off and do so, she either didn’t answer or seemed busy, which I understood. She was probably busy with classwork and acclimating to being away from home for the first time in her life.

I tried really hard not to think about being in the same city as Elizabeth, so far away from the watchful eyes of our parents and home church. It might seem strange given how obsessed I’d been with her for most of my life, but I almost wanted to have that memory of the two of us on the riverbank as my most intense recollection of Elizabeth. I really did want to be a good Mormon, a good missionary, and eventually a bishop like my father. I was scared that seeing her again in a place where we might be free to explore my (our) temptations would be too much. We’d either give in to those temptations, or I’d end up being frustrated and disappointed. I didn’t cherish either thought.

I was thankful to always have another missionary–my fellow Belleview High graduate Trevor Newton–around to ensure my resolve didn’t break. That was the whole point of missionary pairings, after all.

Of course, my duties as a missionary left very little time for anything else anyway. Every day was pretty much the same and rigidly scheduled. Wake up at 6:30 am. Pray, exercise (this mainly consisted of some stretching and a bit of dumbbell lifting), shower, and dress by 7:30, and then have breakfast. Breakfast was followed by two hours of studying the scripture and proselytizing materials. We left our apartment by 10 am to spread the good news and returned by 9 pm. The only breaks we got during the day were for lunch and dinner, an hour each.

Sundays were a bit different, as we only proselytized for half the day; the rest was reserved for worship services and supporting the local congregation. Our only “day off” wasn’t much of one; we had a “preparation day” in the middle of the week that ostensibly gave us free time between the hours of 10 am and 6 pm. But, since that was the only time we had to do laundry, shop for groceries, and take care of other necessities, it didn’t leave much time for what little entertainment we were allowed (board games, basketball, things like that).

Given everything we had to squeeze into our days, it was easy to justify not calling or texting Elizabeth. The last time I talked to her was the day before Trevor and I came to Lancaster, and it was a brief conversation at that. I was prepared to let Elizabeth be a cherished memory that I wouldn’t obsess over anymore.

It’s a little unusual that I was paired with Trevor. While we weren’t exactly friends in high school, most mission teams are comprised of people who don’t know each other at all. I suspect my father had a hand in selecting Trevor to be my companion, to try to give me a sense of familiarity since, like Elizabeth, this was the first time I’d spent any significant time away from home.

I wish he hadn’t bothered. I mean, of course, I’d say that now, given what ended up happening. Even before that nightmare, though, I didn’t like Trevor much. The polar opposite of me, Trevor was a cocky jock, a massive brute of a man who was almost as wide as I was tall. He was crude and arrogant and went way overboard when flirting with girls, if you asked me.

Also, it was apparent to me from day one that Trevor didn’t take mission work seriously. He was only doing it to get his father–who believed in the mission as staunchly as any good Mormon–off his back so he could move on with his life. I wanted to please my dad, too, but as I’ve indicated, I believed in this stuff, body and soul.

I’ll admit my dislike of Trevor might have had something to do with the way Elizabeth gave him her undivided attention whenever he was around. She laughed at every one of his dumb jokes and only playfully told him to stop tickling her when he did that, breaching both Mormon protocol and common decency. She never missed a home football game and wasn’t shy about cheering Trevor on whenever he went for a touchdown. I asked her once if she wished I was more athletic, and she just laughed.

“I could never see you like that,” she said.

I tried not to let that peculiar phrase bother me.

—

Lancaster isn’t a sprawling metropolis or anything, but it’s a big enough city I figured I might be able to go a while without seeing Elizabeth. Every first-year Garrison student had to live in the on-campus dorms, and our mission work wouldn’t take us anywhere near those. I didn’t think I’d manage to avoid her for the whole two years but figured I’d have enough time to really get over my feelings for her before running into her.

And I might have, if not for Trevor.

Trevor and I were eating at a McDonald’s near the area we were currently proselytizing, which was on the other side of Lancaster from Garrison University. I had no reason to suspect I’d be hearing the voice I heard as I bit into my Filet-O-Fish.

“There you are,” Elizabeth said, almost causing me to choke on chunks of fish and bun.

“Liz!” Trevor said, standing up.

I turned to see my dream girl throw her arms around my mission partner’s broad, beefy back. He returned the gesture, pulling her to him and even lifting her a little off the floor. I was stunned. Sure, I’d occasionally hugged Elizabeth before and had my arm around her a time or two (let’s not discuss that night at the riverbank). Still, it was expressly forbidden for unmarried members of the opposite sex to touch each other that much. I justified it myself because of how close we’d been and how enduring our friendship was, knowing we could never let it lead to more than that. But what was happening between Trevor and Elizabeth was obscene. It was such a shocking display of illicit affection, I almost didn’t notice that Trevor had called her Liz or that she hadn’t corrected him like she did everyone else who did so.

Almost.

Trevor and Elizabeth (Liz) remained in their hug for what seemed to me to be an uncomfortably long time. I sat there, chewing the bit of Filet-O-Fish that almost choked me, and waited for them to finish. The worst part about the whole thing was how hard my cock was, and the longer I stared at them in each other’s embrace, the harder it got.

The churning in my stomach told me something that wouldn’t be finished would be my Filet-O-Fish.

When they finally managed to separate themselves, Elizabeth turned to me as Trevor sat down.

“Hey, buddy,” she said. The afternoon sun blazing in through the window seemed to set her golden hair aflame. “Long time, no see.”

Like I said, it had only been a couple of months since we’d seen each other, but considering how inseparable we’d been for most of our lives, it seemed like a lot longer. Seeing her again, I was overcome with feelings of relief, of yearning, and, yes, of love. I looked into her pretty blue eyes and lost myself in them, unable to speak.

“Ooookaaaaaay,” Elizabeth said, raising an eyebrow as she sat down in the booth next to Trevor, across from me.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” Trevor said. “I can get you something if you want.”

Elizabeth raised a hand toward him. “I ate lunch already. A healthy salad.”

Trevor eyed her up and down. I hated him for it. “You look great,” he said.

I swear, I think she blushed a little. “Why, thank you, sir.”

“What are you doing here?” I blurted out.

Elizabeth shot me a questioning look. “Happy to see you, too, Aaron.”

“I didn’t mean it like that,” I said.

“I called her,” Trevor volunteered.

“You did,” I said.

He nodded. “Figured it’d be nice to catch up. We’ve been in the same town for three weeks now. Not sure why you wouldn’t have done it already.”

“Yeah,” Elizabeth said. “Seems strange to me, too.”

“Our work keeps us pretty busy,” I said pathetically.

“I found time to call her,” Trevor said. “Just sayin’.”

I think I would’ve gotten up and punched him then if I’d thought that would end in any way other than me crying on the floor of a McDonald’s in front of the woman I loved.

Elizabeth reached her hand across the table and put it on mine. I wasn’t aware until she touched me how much I’d been trembling.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “I know you’re busy. So am I.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“When’s your next Preparation Day?” she asked.

“Tomorrow,” I said.

“Perfect. I’m free after two on Wednesdays. Maybe you and I can hang out then?”

“Just the two of us?” I asked. I tried not to look at Trevor, as if ignoring his existence would excuse the massive breach of protocol I’d suggested.

She nodded. “Just like old times.”

“That sounds nice,” I said.

“Great. It’s a date, then.”

I raised my eyebrow. Elizabeth winced.

“Okay, okay,” she said. “Not a date.”

She started laughing, and I did, too.


Chapter Two

The next day, after morning exercise, breakfast, and studying, I rushed through my weekly chores to make sure I was finished before 2 pm. Elizabeth and I had arranged to meet in the lobby of her dorm, so I arrived in an Uber a few minutes before two. It had started raining on the ride over, so I wondered how our plans to walk to the nearby park and hang out there would be affected. I’d left my umbrella at my apartment.

I was only waiting in the lobby for a couple of minutes before Elizabeth stepped off the elevator to greet me. She was wearing an oversized Garrison University t-shirt and yoga pants. I threw up a thumb to point behind me to the glass door and the rain beyond.

“Horrible weather for a walk in the park,” I said.

“I know,” Elizabeth said, sighing. “This wasn’t in the forecast.”

“So, what do you want to do now?” I asked. “Get an Uber and go to the mall or something?”

“We could,” she said, her hand moving to find mine. A couple of her fingers played along the skin of my wrist, sending tiny electric shocks all through my arm. “Or we could go up to my room and… watch TV or something.”

“Watch TV… in your room,” I said. “Everything about that is wrong.”

She rolled her eyes. “Who’s going to tell? Your companion, who’s supposed to be with you 24 hours a day and quite noticeably isn’t? Aren’t you already breaking some rules?”

My heart pounded. I felt sweaty. The urge to run–not walk–out into the pouring rain was almost overwhelming.

“No one will know,” she said, now holding my hand. “Trevor won’t say anything.”

It didn’t cross my mind to wonder how she was so sure Trevor would shirk his companionship duties. Instead, I said quietly, “Our Father will know.”

She sighed. “Aaron, don’t you think you’ve given our Heavenly Father enough of your time and energy to allow yourself to have a little fun every now and then? Especially considering what you’ll be doing for the next two years. And beyond that, when you take over for your dad.”

“I suppose.”

“It’s just hanging out,” she said. “We’ll find something G-rated to watch. It’s not like I’m asking you to fuck me or anything.”

I felt dizzy when she said the word “fuck.” The front of my pants suddenly felt uncomfortably restrictive. The very mention of that word–even though she said she wasn’t asking for it–opened the floodgates of possibility, making me yearn again for something I thought I’d put behind me. Something which threatened to close many doors in my future.

What doors might be opened by such possibility, though?

“Okay,” I said and followed her into the elevator.

When we got out of the elevator on her floor, she said, “I don’t know when Natalie will get back. That’s my roommate. So we’ll have to be on our best behavior in case she walks in.”

She gave me a wink as she said this. I should have been relieved but felt a strange sort of disappointment instead.

We went into her room. A bunk bed sat along one wall facing a TV on the opposite wall. Two desks were under a window on the wall opposite the door. There was a closet door on the wall with the bed and a bathroom to the right of the desks.

“Here,” Elizabeth said, handing me the remote she picked up from the TV stand. “Find something to watch.”

She went to the bathroom. I looked at the bunk bed, wondering which one was hers. I hit the power button on the remote, and the TV came to life. As I flipped the channel off of one playing an afternoon soap opera, I wondered if I should sit. The thought of pulling one of the desk chairs to the space between the bed and the TV seemed awkward, as there wasn’t much room there, but the only other option was to sit on the bed. And that seemed even more awkward.

Elizabeth came out of the bathroom without her yoga pants, now wearing only her Garrison t-shirt. The sight of her smooth, bare legs and feet made my heart skip a beat.

I wasn’t aware that I was staring until she said, “Oh, sorry. Natalie and I are strictly pants-free when it’s just the two of us. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“Okay,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her legs to the TV. A kids superhero cartoon was on the screen.

“I can put my pants back on if you’re uncomfortable,” Elizabeth said. “But you can’t see anything you shouldn’t, right?”

The thought that I shouldn’t even be seeing the inside of her dorm room came to mind, and I almost laughed.

“You’re fine,” I said. And boy, she was fine.

Elizabeth sat down on the edge of the bottom bed. I remained standing. She patted the space next to where she sat.

“Well, sit down,” she said. “I don’t bite.”

I laughed and sat down next to her, leaving ample space.

“Unless you want me to, that is,” she said, putting her hand on my knee, which I promptly jerked away. “Wow, jumpy much?”

“Sorry,” I said.

“Look,” she said, sighing, “maybe we should just put all our cards on the table.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“We like each other, right?” Elizabeth asked. “I mean, you’ve told me multiple times how much you like me, and I very much value your friendship.”

“All of that is true.”

“And lately, I’ve been needing certain… things that maybe I wouldn’t have allowed myself to have in the past,” she said.

“Like what?” I asked.

She raised both eyebrows and exhaled sharply.

“Oh,” I said.

She nodded. “Yeah. You get it. Right?”

“I do,” I said. “Just not sure where you’re going with all of this.”

“I know how important the church is to you,” she said. “And it is to me, too. I mean, I know if I do something wrong, I can always go and confess, but I’d hate to confess something like… that, you know?”

“Right.”

“And it’d be even worse for you,” she said. “With your aspirations for the priesthood and who your father is… I know how much you’d hate to disappoint him. Or hurt your chances at being Bishop one day.”

My heart was pounding hard. I doubt Elizabeth had any idea how easy it would be to get me to disappoint my father. All she’d have to do is ask…

“So I was thinking,” she said, putting her hand back on my knee, “what if there was a way for us to explore certain… things… without compromising our allegiance to the church?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, visions of hand jobs and blow jobs dancing through my head. I knew many young Mormons did such things and even practiced anal sex, thinking they didn’t violate the Law of Chastity since they weren’t vaginal sex. Despite my hard, throbbing cock, I was prepared to shoot down any suggestion that might lead to an orgasm caused by any means.

No matter how much I wanted it.

“Have you ever heard of ‘soaking?’” she asked.

“No.”

Despite the implications of what she’d been saying up to this point, her face went red when she explained it to me.

“So with soaking, the girl lies on the bed, and the guy gets on top of her,” she said. “Naked.”

“That’s it? They just… lie there?” The idea sounded lovely to me, and while I was sure it would still be severely frowned upon by righteous Mormons, it wasn’t the same as sex, right?

“No. They don’t just lie there.”

“Oh. That can’t really be a thing. Right?”

Elizabeth shrugged. “Some people say it’s just an urban legend. A myth. But who cares? It seems plausible, don’t you think? And if you don’t move, it’s not really sex, right?”

“I’m not sure that’s true.”

“It’s just skin, right?” she asked, moving her hand to mine. She pulled my hand to her bare knee. “How is it any different from doing this?”

If I’d been thinking clearly, I could have come up with all sorts of reasons why it was different. Or, instead, I could have listed them off to Elizabeth since they were indeed coming to mind even in my addled state. Instead of doing that, though, I simply shrugged.

“Here’s the deal,” she said. “I’m going to try this soon–soaking, I mean–with someone. I’d much rather my first time be with someone I can trust. Someone who won’t try to take advantage of me being in such a vulnerable position. Someone who won’t start thrusting away the minute he’s inside me and turn what may be a blameless act into something that definitely isn’t.”

I swallowed hard.

“Someone I can trust not to come inside me,” she said. “Since I’m obviously not on birth control.”

My hand was shaking on her knee.

“Someone like you,” she said.

“Me,” I said.

“You,” she repeated. “Don’t you want to be the first man to be that close to me?”

I felt like crying when I said, “Yes.” It was barely a whisper, so soft I feared she didn’t hear it, so I repeated myself. “Yes.”

“Perfect,” she said. “I was thinking… next week. On your next Preparation Day. And I’ve already talked to Trevor about this. He’s more than happy to help us out.”

I understood the words she’d said, but the particular combination of them made no sense to me.

“I’m sorry, what?”


Chapter Three

Trevor had been the one who told Elizabeth about soaking in the first place. He told her that in many cases, the two participants have a trusted third party present to ensure the soaking doesn’t turn into something more.

I’d find out later, in the worst possible way, that the third party often did much more than that.

I was a nervous wreck for the entire next week. I continued my mission duties, but my heart wasn’t in it. I went through the motions, repeating my script at each door with less enthusiasm than Trevor usually did.

He tried talking to me about it once, during dinner on Saturday evening. We were having hamburgers he’d grilled.

“I get why you’re nervous, man,” he said, a mouthful of burger still in his mouth. “But it’s fine. I know all kinds of good Mormon girls who suck off guys–to completion!–and they don’t think it’s a sin. Surely soaking isn’t as bad as that, right?”

“Sure,” I said, not believing it.

“And don’t worry,” Trevor said. “I know with a girl as hot as Liz, it might be hard to control yourself. I doubt I could if she’d let me go first instead of you. But I’ll be there to make sure you don’t do anything you’ll regret.”

Fighting the urge to tell him she hated being called ‘Liz’ and ignoring my hardening cock, I asked, “What do you mean, if she’d let you go first?”

“Oh,” he said, looking away from me. “Well, uh, when we talked about it, she asked me if I’d want to help her out.”

“You?” I almost couldn’t get the word out. But, of course, him. Elizabeth–Liz–had hardly made her attraction to him a secret. My chest felt tight as I imagined him on top of her, with his dick inside… and then I noticed my own dick was straining against my underwear.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

Trevor looked back at me and nodded. “Yeah. I hesitated before answering. I mean, I don’t take this shit as seriously as you do but it still means something to me, you know? And just when I opened my mouth to tell her I would, she said maybe you’d be a better choice.”

I didn’t know whether to be relieved or upset. I was happy that she wasn’t going to let the big oaf stick his cock inside of her, but the thought that she almost chose him over me wasn’t a good one. And just because she was letting me, uh, soak her first didn’t mean she wouldn’t eventually let Trevor as well. After all, she’d only said she wanted me to be first because she trusted me. That didn’t imply anything about our future together.

Or even future… soakings.

I could feel wetness on the inside of my underwear. Must be precum, I thought with more than a bit of despair.

My stomach churned. I looked at the half of the hamburger still on my plate, knowing it was another meal I wouldn’t finish.

“If you want to back out, I’m sure she’d understand,” Trevor said.

“And I’m sure you’d step right up to take my place, right?” I snapped, angrier than even I realized.

“If she wanted,” Trevor said. “She’s a sweet girl. And hot as fuck. I wouldn’t mind at all.”

I bet you wouldn’t, I thought, keenly aware of my throbbing and leaking cock. I didn’t say another word. I didn’t speak to him the rest of the evening.

Despite my desire for Elizabeth, I hadn’t been sure I could go through with this insane plan until that evening. But now, my mind was made up. I was going to soak her before Trevor could get his hands–or anything else–on her.


Chapter Four

Wednesday came, as it has been known to do.

Elizabeth was due to arrive at our apartment at 3 pm. I’d spent the previous two hours getting ready, shaving and showering and fretting over what from my limited wardrobe I should wear. Trevor offered to do our laundry and grocery shopping himself to give me more time, which I thought was pretty nice of him. I even started to feel bad about what I’d been thinking about him the last several days.

Trevor had finished with the chores early enough to go for a jog. He returned from that just as I’d decided I was as ready as I was going to be and told me he was going to hop in the shower before “Liz” got there.

I sat in a chair in the living room, staring at the wall. It seemed like I sat there a long time, but every time I checked the clock, only a minute had passed from when I’d last looked. I could hear Trevor’s shower water running from the bathroom, just off our bedroom. I wondered if he’d be finished before Elizabeth arrived.

That question was answered as a knocking on the door startled me. I almost fell off of the chair.

I got up and went to the door. I looked through the peephole as if anyone other than Elizabeth might be there. I drew in a long breath and held it as I stared at her face, done up in more makeup than I’d ever seen her wear. As if anything she could put on that pretty face would make me want her more.

I opened the door, and she smiled. I’d like to think I smiled back, but I don’t remember.

“Hi,” she said softly.

I don’t remember saying it back, but I must have. I stepped aside to let her into the apartment. It was an unseasonably warm day, so she wasn’t wearing a jacket or sweater. A tight Garrison University t-shirt topped her typical yoga pants. Everything she wore showed off her lean body and small but perfect curves.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “You?”

“I’m great,” she said. “Are you nervous?”

I nodded.

“Me, too,” she said. “I almost didn’t come.”

I felt a hollow ache in my chest, one that would pale in comparison to another I’d feel very soon. “Oh. We don’t have to, if you’re not sure.”

She laughed. “Oh, I’m sure.” She reached for me, taking both of my hands in hers. “I want to do this. It’s just a big step, you know?”

“I know,” I said, keenly aware of how much my hands were trembling now that she was holding them. “Trust me, I know.”

“Let’s go to your bedroom before we both lose our nerve,” she said.

So we did.

“Which bed is yours?” she asked, and I nodded toward mine.

“Should we wait on Trevor?” I asked. I pointed to the bathroom. “He’s in the shower.”

“Turn around,” she said, and I did.

I heard the unmistakable sounds of her clothes coming off, dropping to the floor. Then I heard a rustle of bedsheets and the squeaking of my bed as she got in it.

“You can turn around now,” she said, and I did. Only her head and shoulders were uncovered. “Come here.”

I walked to the bed and stood there as if I didn’t know what I was supposed to do.

Elizabeth turned her face away from me and looked at the bathroom door. Trevor was still showering inside.

“Take off your clothes and get in,” she said. “I won’t look.”

That seemed silly to me, given that I was about to be naked on top of her, but it helped me actually do it. I pulled my polo shirt over my head with trembling hands and then unzipped my pants. I let them drop to the floor and stepped out of them, along with my underwear. I was concerned that my cock remained small and flaccid, as if the girl of my dreams wasn’t naked in my bed. It had had no problems getting hard at the thought of her with Trevor, but now that she was waiting on me to soak her, it wouldn’t come to life.

Surely it would respond once I crawled into bed. Once her naked body was only inches from mine. I did so then, staring at her head so I didn’t see the rest of her as I uncovered her just enough to get under the covers myself. I lay there next to her.

“This isn’t going to work if you stay where you are,” she said, turning to look at me.

I looked to the bathroom door, wondering what was taking Trevor so long in the shower. He was supposed to be out here with us to make sure we didn’t do more than we were supposed to, but to be honest, I wouldn’t mind if he wasn’t. The thought of another man watching Elizabeth and me doing anything naked didn’t sit well with me.

My cock remained soft but twitched a little at the thought of Trevor being in the same room as us–as Elizabeth–despite my conscious reservations.

I rolled toward Elizabeth and then climbed on top of her, careful to not let too much of the bedsheet move off of us.

She parted her legs, and my lower body fell into the opening. She gasped when my penis touched her down there.

“Fuck,” she said. It was only the second time I’d heard her use that word, and I felt dizzy like the first time. Although, maybe for a different reason this time. “Stick it in me.”

I reached between us, and she gasped when my fingers brushed her pussy before getting to my cock. She was already wet. Soaking wet. I laughed a little when I thought that but stopped when I felt her squirming against my hand. I left my hand there for just a moment and looked at her face. Her eyes were closed, and she was biting her lower lip.

I wanted to leave my hand where it was. I wanted to let her continue to enjoy herself, to help her enjoy herself. I wanted her to have an orgasm while grinding on my hand.

But I couldn’t. That wasn’t why we were here. I still wasn’t convinced that soaking was as small a deal as Elizabeth and Trevor were making it out to be, but I knew I had to stick to the plan. Orgasms weren’t part of the arrangement.

I raised my midsection so I could lift my hand away from her hot, wet folds. I grabbed my dick and looked Elizabeth in the eye. I’d never seen that look before, but even so, I knew exactly what it was.

Desire.

Lust.

Need.

“Do it,” she whispered.

I pressed the head of my cock–still frustratingly small and soft–into her warmth. Between her wetness and my lack of stiffness, I couldn’t quite get it inside. It kept sliding from one side of her pussy to the other. She twitched below me in frustration.

Now, I’ve since learned that sometimes men have performance problems that can be caused by a wide range of things. Nerves. Physiological issues. Heart disease. But right then, it was clear to me that my cock–which had never had problems responding to even perfectly innocent things Elizabeth had done before–wasn’t getting hard because I knew deep down that what we were doing was wrong.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. It came out as a whine.

“I can’t do it,” I said, rolling off of her.

“Can’t do what?” Trevor said, coming out of the bathroom with just a towel wrapped around his waist.


Chapter Five

His bulging pecs and biceps still glistening from his shower, Trevor looked from Elizabeth to me and back again.

“I can’t do it,” I said.

“You can’t soak her?” Trevor asked, his tone derisive.

“Apparently not,” Elizabeth snapped. I could feel the anger she projected from her eyes as she looked at me.

I stared straight up to the ceiling, trying not to cry.

“Dude,” Trevor said, laughing.

“It’s not funny,” Elizabeth said. “This is important to me, and now it’s ruined. I’m so embarrassed right now.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, turning toward her only to see her turn away from me.

“Yeah, Liz,” Trevor said. “This is on him. You got no reason to be ashamed.”

“I should go,” Elizabeth said. “Can you guys leave the room so I can get dressed?”

I nodded wordlessly and started to pull the sheet back so I could get up. Before I could, though, Trevor spoke up.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “We can still make this happen for you.”

“Trevor…” I started to say.

“What do you mean?” Elizabeth asked, choking back tears.

“If he can’t do it,” Trevor said, “I’d be more than willing to try.”

My cock stiffened even as my heart sank.

“You’d do that for me?” Elizabeth asked.

I laughed. “For you? He’d do it for himself.”

“Dude,” Trevor said. “That’s a shitty thing to say.”

“Seriously,” Elizabeth said. “Maybe I made the wrong choice.”

Trevor tugged at his towel and let it drop. Elizabeth gasped at his cock, which didn’t appear to be fully erect but which was bigger than mine at full mast. Speaking of which, it appeared mine was ready and willing now that it was too late.

“So?” Trevor said.

“Come here,” Elizabeth said.

Trevor pulled the sheet completely off of Elizabeth and me. I expected Elizabeth to protest, but she just laughed. I was frozen, remaining there next to Elizabeth as Trevor climbed on top of her.

“Not on my bed,” I whispered, but they didn’t seem to hear me.

I should have gotten up, left the room. Left the apartment. Instead, my eyes were drawn to the spectacle next to me. Drawn first to Elizabeth’s breasts, small and perfect with hard nipples surrounded by tiny bump-lined areolas. Try as I might, I couldn’t remain focused on her breasts and instead moved my gaze down lower.

Elizabeth had her legs spread wide, much wider than she had with me. Trevor was much bigger than me (in more ways than one), so she had to accommodate his size. Her right knee pressed against my left thigh.

“Are you sure about this?” Trevor asked, his voice surprisingly soft.

No, I tried to say.

“Oh, yes,” Elizabeth said, her hands around his neck.

Trevor held himself up with one hand and used the other to guide the monster between his legs toward Elizabeth’s waiting pussy. He rubbed his member up and down the length of her wetness, creating a quite unnecessary pleasure that she didn’t seem to mind at all. She closed her eyes, leaned her head back into the pillow (my pillow), and moaned.

After Trevor had done this for a while, Elizabeth said, “Fuck me.”

“What?” both Trevor and I said.

“Uh, I mean… soak me,” Elizabeth said.

Trevor’s face completely changed at that moment. He had had a look of concern and patience, but now he smirked. His eyes actually looked different, colder, as he stopped moving his cock up and down and centered it on Elizabeth’s opening.

And then he lowered himself into her.

A strangled gasp that seemed to signal pain erupted from Elizabeth’s mouth, and her right hand flew to my left one. I grasped her hand, and she squeezed so hard it hurt.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Oh fuck, it hurts!”

Trevor stopped his downward movement. “You want me to stop?”

I wanted him to stop, or at least I thought I did. My cock, leaking precum and twitching wildly, felt otherwise.

“Don’t you dare,” Elizabeth said.

Trevor continued. Elizabeth squeezed my hand even harder.

“Oh, Aaron,” she said, looking me right in the eye. “I never knew it’d be like this.”

I choked back a sob. I didn’t even notice my free hand went down to my own cock and started slowly stroking it.

“Are you okay?” Trevor asked.

Elizabeth didn’t take her eyes off of me. “I’m so full.”

“How long should we…” Trevor started to ask.

“I don’t know,” Elizabeth said, finally turning her head to look up at him. “I just wish we could…”

“But you can’t,” I said, still stroking my cock.

“Yeah, well, you probably shouldn’t be jacking off right now, either,” Trevor said. “And yet, here we are.”

My face flushed, but I didn’t stop what I was doing.

“You know, as long as I don’t make myself move, it doesn’t count,” Trevor said.

“What?” Elizabeth said.

“If the bed was shaking, it’d move me inside you, but it wouldn’t be me doing it,” Trevor said. “So it wouldn’t count.”

Elizabeth laughed. “Why would the bed shake?”

Trevor looked at me. “Hey, bro, wanna do us a solid?”

I slowed down my stroking, not stopping completely. “What are you talking about?”

“It’s called jump-humping,” he said. “You stand up on the bed and, well, jump, so the bed shakes.”

Elizabeth laughed again. “You’re such an expert at all of this.”

Trevor shrugged. “I saw it on TikTok.”

Using TikTok was a no-no for us, of course, but considering the situation we’d all found ourselves in, it seemed like a minor concern.

“I’m not going to do that,” I said.

Elizabeth turned back to me and squeezed my hand again. “Please, Aaron. For me?”

Fuck.

I stood up and almost immediately fell on top of the two of them. I placed one hand against the wall behind the bed’s headboard to steady myself.

And then I started slowly jumping while continuing to stroke myself as I watched my mission partner bouncing on top of my dream girl.

“That’s nice,” Elizabeth said, her speech slurred. “Faster, Aaron.”

I tried to jump faster. It was challenging to brace myself against the wall with one hand while stroking my cock with the other. I suppose I could have stopped stroking, but the idea didn’t occur to me.

“That feels so good,” Elizabeth said. “But I need more.”

“Are you sure?” Trevor asked. “You want me to…”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Wait, what’s going on ?” I asked as if I didn’t know.

“Just keep jumping,” Trevor said.

I did, even though I could tell what I was doing was having a minimal effect on things compared to what Trevor began doing.

Trevor jerked his hips, pushing down into Elizabeth so hard he made the bed bounce more than I was. I almost lost my balance again due to the force of his thrusts.

Trevor slammed into Elizabeth.

“Holy shit!” Elizabeth said.

And again.

“I’m going to…” Elizabeth said.

And again.

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” I said as if I had any chance of stopping the inevitable. As if I wasn’t getting close to the inevitable myself.

“Almost… don’t stop,” Elizabeth said.

“Come for me, Liz,” Trevor said.

“You were just supposed to soak,” I said stupidly.

Elizabeth squealed out in pleasure as the inevitable arrived. As her orgasm overtook her, she clawed at Trevor’s back, her nails digging into his bare flesh.

He kept pounding into her as her squeals turned into soft moaning and her arms fell away from him. She lay there, spent, as he continued to thrust in and out of her.

“I’m close,” he said.

My heart pounded as she came to life, wrapping her long, lean legs around him and pulling him even closer to her. The words she’d said in her dorm room ran through my mind.

Someone I can trust not to come inside me.

Why was she not telling him to stop? She needed to tell him to stop.

I’m obviously not on birth control.

“Trevor, you need to stop,” I said, not bothering to pretend to be jumping anymore.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” Elizabeth said. She was probably talking to Trevor but she looked up at me when she said it. Was she talking to both of us? Telling us both it was okay to finish what we’d started?

I felt like crying as I watched Trevor. As I watched Elizabeth–Liz–continue to hold him in place with her legs. As my hand picked up its pace on my own pathetic and needy cock.

Trevor suddenly growled and shoved into Elizabeth with one last thrust. He held himself in place for several seconds as both Elizabeth and I gasped at what he was doing.

“It’s so… warm,” Elizabeth said, giggling.

“Fuck,” I whispered, feeling my own pleasure build to an unstoppable level.

Elizabeth looked up at me and gently shoved Trevor’s upper body away from hers. He held himself up away from her with both hands as he started to pull his cock out of her.

And I exploded.

My legs immediately felt like jelly as thick ropes of cum found their way onto Elizabeth, splashing onto her face and into that bright blond hair. Some of it went into her eyes, forcing her to shut them even as she opened her mouth to catch some of my spunk. I felt like I might pass out when she licked her lips before swallowing what she’d captured.

Who the hell was this lustful creature?

I fell to the bed, my hand sliding down the wall and then the headboard in an attempt to make sure I didn’t fall onto Elizabeth and Trevor or, worse, back the other way and onto the floor. Trevor disengaged from Elizabeth and sat on the other side of her, on the edge of the bed.

We all remained like that for a few moments, stunned into silence.

“I’m sorry,” Trevor said.

Elizabeth laughed. “For what?”

“It was just supposed to be soaking.”

I watched in awe as Elizabeth scooped some of my cum off of her cheek with her right hand as her left hand went between her legs. She shoved my cum into her mouth as she played with what was dribbling out of her down below.

“Well,” she said, raising her hand from between her legs and looking at the string of Trevor’s cum that now connected the hand to her pussy, “I for one feel good and soaked right now.”

—
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