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    The Clique 

      

    Note - Everyone engaged in sexual acts in this series is eighteen or over.  

      

    This novel contains: MF, MFF, MFFF, lactation, oral, exhibitionism, and new adult romance. 

      

    For a smart guy, I was kind of oblivious. For example, I didn’t even know I was part of a high school clique until I already graduated. 

    The reason was pretty simple. I got along well with everyone at Honeypot High. The anime kids liked me because I loved a couple of giant robot shows from the 90s. I couldn’t have told you much else about anime but that was enough to put me on good terms with them. They grabbed me occasionally at lunch to show me the robot figurines they were building and I ended up with one as a graduation gift from a couple of them, something I loved and put up in my room. 

    We didn’t really have emo kids at Honeypot but we did have a loose collective you’d probably call the loners or the outcasts. Really, they were much more than that. Some of them were woodshop nerds, some were gearheads, some were readers, some were wallflowers who found a community where they didn’t have to put themselves out there, some were toe-dippers like me from other cliques just hanging around, and some were just there. My best guy friend Benny was part of this group, and so by extension, I hung out a lot with them too.  

    The stoners liked me because I didn’t play sports outside track and didn’t have to worry much about getting kicked off a team for smoking a joint with them. The smart kids liked me because I joined some of their extracurriculars. In the fall of last year, five of us got to travel to Boston for nationals in a business competition. Best trip of my life until the spring when two of the smartest girls in our school and I were chosen to represent our school in a social studies convention in Washington, D.C. I lost my virginity that trip. Good memories. 

    The theater kids liked me because I was really one of them at heart until class and other extracurriculars made it hard for me to do any plays. I still helped them run lines and came to a dress rehearsal, but I always regretted not being able to hang out with them more. If any official group was closest to me, it was them, jazz hands and all. 

    The athletes liked me because of track. I ran a fast mile, not the best in school but enough to help put our school on the winning side of meets more often than not. I discovered in my last couple years of school I really liked working out too. A sibling pair of linebackers, Ron and Warner, became my workout partners and I gained a lot of ropy muscle my junior and senior year. I might not have been into football or basketball, but they respected my hustle and my dedication to getting fit. 

    The athletes blurred across into the popular kids, which also consisted of your usual assortment of cliches. There were a few cheerleaders, the captains of the sports teams, the smart kids also blessed to be counted among the handsome and sexy crowd, all of that. There were a couple that were real assholes, but then again, that was true of any group. To an outsider, my clique probably looked like it belonged here. I would have laughed at the idea of me being popular. Kylie, Lara, and Megan, my three closest female friends? Absolutely. They were the cool ones, the most gorgeous of the gorgeous, the unchallenged queens of the school. Me, I was just their guy friend, you know? I didn’t really consider that I was on that hilltop too. 

    It’s not that I thought I was a barnacle or anything. I wasn’t riding their coattails. I was just oblivious to the fact that I was, apparently, popular too. Or that’s what Megan, Kylie, and Lara told me a couple days before graduation. 

    * * * 

    We were sacked out in Kylie’s basement, our headquarters of sorts. Her mom was a lawyer and her dad a doctor, so you can imagine how killer their house was. The basement was their daughter’s domain. An overstuffed L-shaped leather couch was big enough three of us could lounge on it on our sides. A similarly plush armchair was unofficially my chair, and oh man, I’d miss it come fall when I left for school in Hudwell all the way in Florida. Across the room was a top-of-the-line OLED TV I helped Kylie’s parents pick out a year ago. It was gloriously wasted on trashy reality TV and reruns of Driftwood Sea, Lara and Kylie’s favorite so-bad-it’s-good pirate romance show. It ran for eleven seasons, I think mostly because the producers forgot it existed. You can’t even find it streaming, and DVD sets are out of print.  

    The rest of the basement was pretty spectacular too. I have some great memories of the pool table. Kylie’s older brother and his friends taught us how to play when we were kids. Later in life, when Kylie admitted she had never made out with a boy and was scared of kissing someone the wrong way, Lara and Megan roped me into teaching her as she sat on the edge of the table. I wasn’t exactly a pro myself, but it was sure fun. 

    The walls were decorated with memorabilia of our group’s friendship over the last four years. The members of the group swelled and shrank throughout the years depending mostly on our relationship statuses, but at the core was always the four of us – Lara, Megan, Kylie, and me. The memorabilia reflected that. A movie poster from our first few weeks as friends. Menus from our favorite restaurants. Ticket stubs from concerts. Bumper stickers from trips taken together. Dozens of photos of us. That basement was just as much a home to me as my actual house. 

    Megan rested on her back on the couch, her head on her boyfriend Roano’s lap. At my angle in my chair, I had the world’s best view down her shorts whenever she’d shift her legs. Not much of her pink frilly panties were visible, but it was enough to leave me half-hard and keeping my eye on her. She knew it, too, smirking at me once when she kicked up a foot and looked at an ankle bracelet. The gesture had the added effect of showing off more of her inner thigh. Roano for his part didn’t seem to notice. I was glad. He was an asshole and had a fiery temper to him. 

    I envied him his relationship with her. Megan loved to gossip, with her own life being her favorite topic, and she told us Roano had been her first. I had visions of punching the guy for that. She was petite save for her hard-won fantastic peachy ass, and downhome beautiful with a smile that could melt glaciers. It was the doe eyes that made just about every guy in school fall in love with her. 

    Like she knew I’d been thinking about her ass, Megan shifted her legs again and twisted onto her side, this time giving me a great view of her ass cheek. Fuck, but she loved to tease me. Not that I minded a bit, but she really was playing a dangerous game with Roano. It had always been this way with her, Megan showing just enough to keep me in the hunt. It wasn’t mean-spirited, but meant in fun, and that’s all I took it as. Harmless, sexy fun. Roano sure wouldn’t have seen it that way. 

    I liked Lara’s boyfriend more, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t jealous of him with his arm roped around her shoulders on the far end of the couch. Eli was a gaming nut and a part of the track team. Though handsome and likable, he wasn’t really good with women, and I had the feeling he was a virgin. Then again, Lara was too. 

    She had her laptop on her knees and would swat at his hand now and then when he grazed the side of one of her big breasts. Rumors around school swirled about her having had plastic surgery done, but I knew from years of friendship Lara was mouth-wateringly all natural. All natural breasts, all natural full lips, all natural bite-your-hand juicy ass. And most important, her kindness was all natural. She was genuinely the sweetest person I knew, quiet, gentle as a breeze. The only thing unnatural about her was the slightly darker shade of espresso brunette she was trying out for graduation. 

    Lara and I would be going to the same college together all the way down in Hudwell. It would be great to have a friend there at the most legendary party school in the United States. I just hoped we could stay close to the others, too. Hell, I hoped I could stay close to her. She would be one of the most popular girls on campus, I had no doubt.  

    Kylie sat on the floor between my legs, resting back against the chair. Only days ago we celebrated her eighteenth birthday, the last among the core four to hit the milestone. That knowledge seemed more meteoric to me than our impending graduation. We were adults now, responsible for the directions our lives would take from that point on. It was exhilarating and more than a little scary. Kylie had her parents to fall back on, but that made her all the more determined to be her own person. She fought hard for her grades, making salutatorian. Right now her plan was to become a doctor like her dad. She wanted to work with kids, and given the way she was with her young cousins, it was a smart choice. 

    Where Megan was the devil on all our shoulders and Lara the angel (or as close to, in our circle), Kylie was right down the middle. She was usually the first to agree to Megan’s mad schemes, but also the one to pull us back from the brink if we got too crazy. After I went through a painful breakup my sophomore year, Kylie was the one to stop me from making a move on Lara because she knew I’d be coming at it from a bad place. It took a long time to see she was right, especially when Lara started dating another boy. I was jealous and angry with Kylie but after a few days, she came over to my place, sat in my room, and played video games until I couldn’t ignore her any longer and we finally made up. I knew she was right because Kylie always was, for better or worse. 

    That whole bad timing thing pretty much is the reason why I’ve never dated any of the three girls. One of us would be single, the others would have someone. It ran like that all throughout high school. Now things were different with me being single and Kylie breaking up with her boyfriend a week ago. 

    Kylie and I had fooled around some, mostly petting and kissing. And all the girls felt comfortable teasing me with hints of their bodies, like Megan was doing now. Kylie between my legs gave me all sorts of funny ideas, and I think she knew it from the way she kept errantly brushing my legs. My head swirled with what-ifs about her, but in my heart, I knew there was a time limit on anything we might get up to that summer. She and Megan would go live their lives, and Lara and I would go find our own adventures. It was sad, but it was a distant pain then, something so far off I didn’t worry about it. Plus, my dick wasn’t going to go and let my brain or my heart make decisions for me. 

    There were plenty of other reasons for me to feel a physical charge around her. Kylie’s strawberry blonde hair was just a few shades lighter than Megan’s light auburn. No matter how she styled it I wanted to run my fingers through it, tug it back, see it spill down her breasts while I took her. Her butt was flatter than either of the other girls, but her long legs more than made up for it, and her breasts were nearly as big as Lara’s. Like the other two, Kylie’s face should have been on magazines. She had this sort of natural smirk to her that matched well with her intense blue eyes.  

    In a light, summery tank, her tanned skin looked warm and inviting, so I leaned forward and started massaging her shoulders. Kylie gave a happy “mm,” and settled back against the chair. Lara looked up long enough from her laptop to beam at us before a Bottlegenie notification ding drew her attention right back to it. 

    “Oh hey, we got an invite to a party after graduation,” she said. “At Naveen’s.” 

    That got my interest. Naveen was one of the popular kids, a breakout basketball star with a full ride in the fall. We worked out together from time to time. His girlfriend Daisy was a knockout, a country redhead with huge tits and freckles I wanted to count while she was bouncing on my dick. 

    “That’d be fun,” Megan said. 

    “See if he can hook me up with an invite too,” I said. 

    Everyone looked at me, and I didn’t get why. 

    Megan said, “Well, duh, you’re invited.” 

    “What? I thought by we, you meant you three, Eli, and Roano.” 

    Lara giggled. “’To the Mike Maclin Fan Club,’ he wrote. ‘Please please please make my party twenty times cooler by showing up with your boyfriends and the legend himself.’” 

    “The Mike Maclin Fan Club?” I asked, shaking my head. 

    Kylie leaned her head back, uncomfortably close to my semi-hard cock, and looked up at me. “That’s what Tracy called us too last week. I think it’s a thing now.” 

    “Oh God, I’ve got my own clique,” I said. 

    A chorus of variations on “yes” broke out. Eli said, “Face it, dude, you’re high school famous.” 

    “For what?” I asked. “I’m just a guy.” 

    “The most popular guy in school,” Eli said. 

    “Fuck off,” I said dismissively. 

    “Nobody buys that,” Roano said. “You know you’re hot shit.” 

    “What?” I asked, feeling like I was missing something. There was real acid to Roano’s words. 

    “Don’t be an ass,” Megan said to her boyfriend. Then, to Lara, “We’re in.” 

    Lara looked at Eli, “How about it? Want to go to Naveen’s?” 

    “Yeah, sure,” Eli said. 

    Then to me, Lara said, “You’re in, right?” 

    I pulled out my phone and called Benny. “Hey, what’s up?” he asked. 

    “What are you doing night of graduation? Want to go to a party at Naveen’s?” 

    “You serious?” 

    “Yeah, man. Apparently the Mike Maclin Fan Club got an invite. That’s what Naveen wrote.” 

    He laughed. “Holy shit, did that nickname take off? I only joked about that once.” 

    “Wait,” I said. “You started this?” 

    “I guess I did. All right, yeah, I’m in.” 

    “Cool. Later, Fan Club President.” 

    I hung up and looked around the room. “Apparently Benny’s the one who started the nickname.” 

    “Figures,” Lara said. 

    I resumed Kylie’s massage. “How about it?” I asked her. “Want to be my date?” 

    Megan and Lara gave each other a knowing glance. Kylie ignored them and looked back up at me again. “Mm, probably be lots of beer and stuff there. Might be easy for some super popular guy to get me all good and buzzed and then I’d probably wind up dragging him off to a bedroom and make out with him.” 

    “So… that’s a yes then?” I asked her, trying not to lick my lips thinking about it. 

    “It means it’s a hell yes.” 
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    Fuck You, My Van is Awesome 

      

    “You’ll be careful?” my mom asked. 

    I stopped shoveling cannelloni into my mouth just long enough to swallow and respond. “Of course. I was thinking with the van, I’d DD if people need rides home.” 

    “Aw,” my mom said. “We raised you sort of right.” 

    “I wouldn’t go that far,” my dad said around a bite of crusty bread. 

    Side note here because screw it, I love food. My mom makes the best Italian food. She was raised by her grandmother, who married into an Italian family and cooked very traditional meals. Mom Americanized a few of the recipes, but her cannelloni was old school, stuffed with ragu and coated in bechamel sauce. The one thing Mom did different with this recipe was use premade pasta, which would have made her grandmother whack her butt with a spoon. 

    We ate pasta a lot because my parents weren’t the best off. We weren’t poor, but when my dad lost his job as a welder, they were stuck with a house they could barely afford. With the housing market booming, the payments on the place weren’t all that much higher than rent somewhere else, so they gritted their teeth, picked up extra work where they could, and we ate a lot of cheaper meals. Not that there’s anything wrong with cannelloni, that’s for damn sure. 

    Things got easier the last few years when my brother and sister graduated, even despite the various college costs that cropped up from time to time. When I left, Mom and Dad were going to look into renting out one of the rooms. The house would work well for that, since their bedroom was on one side, and the other two bedrooms were on the far side of the house. They could probably convert one of the bedrooms into a small kitchenette and dining room, or if my cousin Kathy really did decide to take them up on their offer of letting her move in after her divorce was finalized, they wouldn’t need to do much at all. 

    Both my parents were of a similar build when I was a kid, lean and lanky, but over the last five years, my dad started packing on some pounds. He wasn’t ever really made for an office job and sitting at a desk for eight hours a day left him bored and frustrated. He balanced that with incessant snacking, but he was back on the exercise bandwagon after his doctor and my mom held something of an intervention. 

    “You’ll stick around for your party though, right?” It wasn’t really a question at all from my mom. 

    I grinned. “Nah, you got that covered.” 

    She glowered at me, but couldn’t hold the expression long. “You and Kylie. About time.” 

    “Wait,” my dad asked, setting down his fork. “What’s this?” 

    I hadn’t yet told him about my kinda sorta date with Kylie. He came home from his second job at a rideshare driver pretty late and was usually up and moving earlier in the morning than me. I filled him in, and he grinned wide. Both my parents had always loved Kylie. Lara, too. Megan, well, Dad liked her, but Mom always held a grudge after she and I got crazy drunk together at a party that was later busted up by the cops. Not my best moment, but that was also the night I saw my first pair of boobs up close and personal, so I had fonder memories than my mom who had to come drag my pukey ass back home. 

    “About time,” Dad said. “Those three girls have been following you around since you were a kid.” 

    “I think it’s always been the other way around,” I said. 

    Dad picked up his fork again, took another bite, and thought about that. I didn’t think he was going to respond until he finally swallowed and said, “No. I don’t remember a single girl coming around my house as often as those three poke on over here.” 

    “And the way they look at you,” my mom said, reaching out for my hand. “Well, just don’t go breaking hearts before you have to leave for college.” 

    “You’re both insane,” I said. “I love you, but… lunatics. My parents are lunatics.” 

    “You’re just now figuring that out?” my dad asked. 

    Later, when I finished loading up the dishes and turned on the dishwasher, my mom told me to take a seat at the same table we just vacated not too long ago. I did. She pulled out a bottle of her favorite cheap white wine from the rack on the counter, grabbed a glass, then eyed me shrewdly. “If I let you have a glass with me, you’re not going to take advantage of it and I’m suddenly going to be out four or five bottles, am I?” 

    I was shocked. I split a beer once with my dad and older brother when he graduated, but apart from that, I’d never drank with my parents before. “No, Mom. I wouldn’t do that to you.” 

    “Oh?” she asked, grinning. 

    I remembered a party a year or so ago when I snuck a couple bottles of wine and got my ass chewed from here to heaven. “Well… I wouldn’t do it to you now.” 

    She nodded and collected another glass. She came to the table, sat down, and poured. Unlike the beer with my dad, this was much more than just a taste. There were no toasts. We just sipped, and she reached for my hand. 

    “Michael, I know you promised me you’d be careful,” she said. “But I want you to be careful in other ways at this party too. And this summer.” 

    “What do you mean?” I said, but I already was bracing for the condom talk. 

    “Well, condoms, obviously,” she said, squeezing my hand. “But also… your dad’s right. Those girls really do like you.” 

    “Mom, Megan and Lara have boyfriends. And Kylie’s going to be doing her thing in California, and Megan’s going to State…” 

    “That’s exactly it. Their emotions are going to be off the charts this summer. There’s a countdown now, and you are a very handsome, charming boy. That’s not your mom talking here. That’s simply the truth.” 

    “I would never try to hurt them.” 

    “But you will, honey. It’s inevitable. You’re already so close it’s going to hurt no matter what happens.” Mom had me there. I hated the thought of being so far away from Megan and Kylie and I hadn’t quite dealt with it head-on yet. “I guess what I’m saying is… give them enough good memories this summer to buffer against the bad. I know, I’m old, I have no idea what I’m talking about.” 

    I snorted. My mom was only forty. “No, Mom, I appreciate the advice. The truth is, I’m kind of nervous. Kylie’s been my friend for so long. I don’t know if this is a date-date, I don’t know if it’s not. I don’t know what she’s expecting of me, you know?” 

    “Then don’t worry about that,” she said, shrugging. “All you can do is play it moment to moment, honey, at least for now. I mean, have a big picture, always be working towards a goal, but you can’t know something like that until the moment’s right. And then, like your father-” 

    My dad breezed by like he’d been summoned, intent on a beer. “You dance for her in your boxers and your gym socks. That’s the language of love.” 

    I grinned. “Thanks Dad. Solid.” 

    “It’s how I won your mother. Doing the robot in my superhero underwear.” 

    He fished out a beer and stopped by the table to peck Mom on the cheek before disappearing into the house again. I finished my glass of wine and studied the drop or two left in it. Finally I chuckled. “Remember junior high? Remember me going on that date with Amelia?” 

    “Of course. You were adorable.” 

    “I have all the same doubts right now. What should I wear? Am I going to dress up too much? Not enough? Cologne? Aftershave?” 

    “They like you exactly for who you are,” Mom said. “Just be that guy and I think you’re going to have a very fun summer.” 

    “Thanks, Mom,” I said, touched. 

    “And yes, aftershave. No cologne though. This isn’t formal. And wear your good dark gray jeans. And for God’s sakes, get a haircut. You look like a Pomeranian.” 

    “Thanks, Mom,” I repeated, less touched. 

    But I took her advice anyways. 

    * * * 

    I wasn’t really focused on graduation. It was great to see so much family, especially my brother and sister, but my mind was on Kylie, and to a lesser extent, Lara and Megan. 

    Kylie was one of my oldest friends. We were sandwiched together at a table in class when we were in the second grade. I was quiet back then, and painfully shy, so she took it upon herself to share her fruit snacks and doodle me some artwork from time to time. By the end of the first week, we talked our favorite cartoons and I pushed her on the swing set. By the end of our second week, she came over to my house to play. 

    Over the years, I went through waves of attraction to her. I crushed on her hard when I hit puberty, but then again, I crushed on every girl and woman hard when I hit puberty. Things simmered down when I started dating a theater girl and Lara and Megan came into the picture, but my attraction got red hot again right around the time I mentioned earlier about Kylie having never properly kissed a boy. From there, I started to develop feelings for all three. 

    It’s really shitty of me, but I’m sorry to say I never gave anyone I dated a really fair shake. In my head, I was always comparing them to Kylie, Megan, and Lara. No one could live up to them, at least in my opinion, and that was brutally unfair. I dated a few really great girls who deserved better than a guy taking them out and secretly lusting after his three best friends. 

    That night, after graduation and our individual family parties, I was going to meet up with the girl I’d been head over heels for since the second grade, and I was going to do my damnedest to make sure she had a great night, date or not. 

    But goddamn, I hoped it was a date. 

    Benny’s party came a few hours before graduation, so I headed over there. His parents had a small house but a big, unfenced backyard. Almost like a park, and it sometimes got confused for one by dogwalkers and families looking for a picnic spot. The backyard was where they were throwing the party, so I cruised around the house and slowed. Several mothers with small children saw me and called back their kids. My van has a certain lack of… um… curb appeal. It’s this big behemoth of a thing straight out of the eighties, kept in an old man’s garage with under fifteen thousand miles to it. Since it had been sitting so long, the seller assumed it was a hunk of junk and my dad got it for only a couple grand. By the time he was done with it, it sang like… well, a pack-a-day smoker with a cold trying to hit a low note. The black and brown paintjob must have been the result of a color-blind monster, and it sure helped strike terror into the hearts of parents everywhere. 

    But the van fulfilled that most noble purpose in the life of high school ownership - it ran, I fell in love with it, and it became my insane domain. Mine, Benny’s, Megan, Lara, and Kylie’s. It was the party bus. It was shelter when we went camping and someone forgot the tent stakes. It was the Thing Hauler. It was the music cruiser, once my dad and a couple of my uncles figured out how to install a more modern radio in the thing without shorting out the lights. If I could be buried in my van, I’d do it somehow. 

    I hopped out. When the parents saw I wasn’t holding bags of free candy to offer their children, they relaxed – somewhat. Benny stood at the grill with his dad and grandpa, and waved cheerfully at me as I made my way first to his mother. Vivica was a short, mildly overweight woman with a nest full of graying curls and lipstick always applied too generously. She was also one of my very favorite people in the world. 

    “You get your sexy buns over here and give me a kiss!” she cried out at me. 

    I did so, wrapping my arms around Vivica, kissing her cheek, and lifting her up and twirling her around. When I set her down, she laughed so hard she started wheezing, her hand at her leaking eyes. Then I realized the tears weren’t just stemming from the laughs, and this time, I gave her a real hug, holding Vivica to me.  

    “You guys are so, so old now,” she said in between tears. 

    “What does that make you then?” I asked her, and she gasped and pushed me away. 

    “Michael Maclin, you be sweet to your Momma!” 

    Benny cut through the family between the grill and us, and gave me a one-armed hug before taking his mom’s hand. Benny was definitely a momma’s boy, but then again, so was I and half our school. She was our biggest cheerleader, our favorite school function baker, our confidante, our substitute teacher, our occasional ear chewer, and trust me, no one came away from those lectures feeling good about themselves. Momma Vivica was our class mom, always and forever. 

    As for my friend, Benny was like a perfect mirror image of both his father and his mother. He inherited his mom’s shortness and her extra pounds, but if you put Benny’s picture up against his dad’s, you’d swear they were the same person at different ages. Same strong jaws, same dark, soulful eyes, same chubby cheeks. 

    “Hey man!” he said. “You’re early.” 

    “Oh yeah,” I said. “Figured I’d come by and try to seduce your mom one last time before I graduate.” 

    “Mm,” Vivica said, reaching out to pinch my butt. “Don’t tempt me.” 

    That drew a lot of looks, but Benny just rolled with it. “Take her. I’m sure Dad would be thrilled. Hey Dad! You don’t mind if Mike and Mom run off, do you?” 

    “Noooope,” his dad Dick called back. “Want a burger before you do, Mike?” 

    “Love one.” 

    Benny nodded at a trio of folding tables covered in food. I hugged Vivica again and left her to talk to her family. Benny and I grabbed plates, and he said tentatively, “Hey, you sure it’s okay I come tonight?” 

    “Of course it is. Why?” 

    “I heard Naveen’s guest list is pretty limited, that’s all.” 

    I made a farting sound and slapped some deli ham and cheese on my plate. I’d have my own party to go to later but goddamn, Benny had a spread. Besides, I was a growing boy, right? 

    “I’m serious,” Benny said. 

    “You’re worrying too much. Naveen won’t care and even if he does, fu…” I caught the swear, eyeing his family grabbing food too. “Screw him. We’ll go to Sandra’s party instead. But he won’t. So don’t worry about it.” 

    Benny didn’t seem convinced, but whatever he might be about to say was swallowed up when his relatives took hold of him. I grabbed a bun and slathered on some condiments, and headed over to bullshit with Dick. He gave me a monstrosity of a burger and we talked plans for the summer while I ate and he grilled. Vivica came by with a platter of desserts, and how could I say no to a piece of chocolate pudding cake? I couldn’t. I wasn’t a monster. I wasn’t going to deny her the pleasure of seeing me bite into that moist triple chocolate goodness. 

    Right when I was certain I was going to explode from all the food in me, Benny came back to give his mom and dad a hug before we left for the ceremonies ahead of them. Vivica started crying and I think Benny was right on the verge too. We grabbed a couple bottles of lemonade and iced tea, and hurried out of there to get to the school. 

    Our classmates were trickling in when we arrived. Lara, in long khaki shorts and a tank under an open blouse that drew my eyes like a damn arrow to a bullseye, sat on Eli’s tailgate, legs swinging. Her eyes lit up when we pulled in beside them, and she hopped off, the breeze catching errant stray hairs and blowing them across her face. I fought the urge to brush them back and kiss her the way I’d always wanted to. I hugged her instead, taking in the citrusy scent of whatever lotion she was wearing. 

    “You smell good,” she murmured to me. I grinned. I’d taken Mom’s advice about that aftershave, and had even gone for the haircut too. “And your dopey haircut’s gone.” 

    “A, you smell great too, and B, you loved my dopey haircut,” I said. 

    Eli hopped down too. He held out his hand like we were middle-aged businessmen making a deal, and I shook it, trying to keep a straight face. Lara hugged Benny, and we walked around the school grounds until we reached the football field. 

    The stage was built by the woodshop guys and edged in a pastel pink and yellow border with matching streamers. I said I thought it looked like the Easter bunny’s playhouse, and Lara elbowed me. We’d go through a trellis arch as we came up the stairs to get our diploma, and again on the other side when we came off. Even with the pastels, it beat the alternative design the hunting kids wanted, with the whole thing done in camouflage and honest-to-God deer antlers or horns or whatever they were covering the arches. 

    Naveen sat on the edge of the stage, Daisy beside him. She looked good with her red hair pulled back and a tiara on her head. I had a momentary insane flash of her sucking my dick with that thing precariously balanced. Sorry, little buddy, I told myself. That one’s going to have to stay a fantasy. 

    I swooped in ahead of everyone as Naveen hopped off the stage and offered a hand to Daisy. She stepped off lightly too just as I came up on Naveen to give him a one-armed hug. I leaned in to whisper, “Give Benny some shit.” He raised an eyebrow, but didn’t give anything else away as I said, “Hey, man, I invited Benny tonight. That all right?” 

    Naveen sighed. “If he comes, he has to pay the two hundred bucks like everyone else.” 

    Benny’s eyes went huge. “I… I… wait, two hundred, I…” 

    I glanced at him, frowning. “What, didn’t you get some cash for graduation from your family and whoever?” 

    “I… can’t… I…” Benny squinted at me, and threw up his hands. “Ah, screw you guys.” 

    Naveen roared with laughter and grabbed him in a hug. “Of course you can come along. Bring a girl if you want.” 

    “Uh uh,” Daisy said. “Julie’s going to be there and she’ll want Benny to herself.” 

    “Ha ha, okay, okay, you got me again,” Benny grumped. Julie was a little cutie, a fireball of endless energy. 

    Daisy punched his arm playfully. “I’m serious. She’s got a crush on you.” 

    Benny looked to me for help, or maybe a life preserver. I’m not really sure which. I shrugged, grinning. He shook his head and hurried away to talk to a group of his friends. I eyed Daisy. “That true?” 

    “Hundred percent.” 

    “She might have to make the first move. He’s a little, ah, Benny.” To Naveen, “I should have asked.” 

    Naveen slapped my back. “Don’t worry about it. I said the Mike Maclin Fan Club, and that definitely includes him.” 

    More people started to arrive, including my family and our brood. I slipped on my cap and gown, and for the first time, this felt real to me. I was about to move on from Honeypot High to Hudwell Academy. Twelve years of my life at an end. Crazy crazy crazy. 

    There they were, dressed in their caps and gowns. Kylie in the middle, Roano and Megan talking on either side. Lara rushed to meet them, Eli following. I felt a strange stretching sensation in my mind watching her hug them. She caught my eye and smiled, and I wondered what the next four years would hold for us. Would we stay friends to the end as we promised ourselves when we filled out the applications together? Would we drift apart? I mean, mathematically, those were the odds, right? Would we see each other and smile and catch up for a few seconds before moving on to whatever our new lives held for us? 

    My mom’s words echoed in my ears, about our countdown starting. Buffer the bad memories with the good. 

    Despite the butterflies, I smiled. 
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    Seven Minutes of Kylie 

      

    My parents held me hostage at my personal graduation party until my grandparents headed out, then I gave everyone left a hug and snatched up an untouched barrel of cheese balls to bring with me. Before I could escape, my mom tottered out the door with a platter of sausage pinwheels. 

    “Mom, we’re going to have plenty of food,” I said. She gave me the best lip quiver she’s ever pulled off, and I sighed. “But I’m sure Naveen’s mom and dad have tons of fridge space after their own party.” 

    “I knew you’d see it my way,” Mom said. I took the platter from her, loaded it on the floorboard of the van, and turned around to a massive hug. This, I didn’t mind taking from her, and hugged Mom back just as ferociously. She eventually pulled away, dry-faced but obviously fighting it, and patted my shoulder. “Go.” 

    “Love you, Mom.” 

    “I l-l-l…” She stamped her foot and spun away, shaking. “I’m not going to let you see me cry again!” 

    A few minutes later, I picked up Kylie at her house, tossing her sleeping bag and pillow in the back next to mine. Her parents stood out on their porch and waved. I waved back, and hollered through Kylie’s open window, “I swear, I won’t defile her too much.” 

    “Well, thank you for the nightmares tonight,” her dad called back. 

    I liked Kylie’s frilly pink skirt and spaghetti-strapped top, and tried hard not to stare too much at her tanned thighs or the deep valley of cleavage. I told her she looked good, and she leaned across to peck my cheek. She saw the pinwheels in the back and plucked them up as we drove on to pick up Benny. By the time we got there, a third of the tray magically disappeared. 

    “I’m going to have sausage breath tonight,” she mumbled around a bite. At my grin, she smacked my arm. “Oh shut up. Not that kind of sausage.” Then she reconsidered. “Well… maybe that kind of sausage if you play it right.” 

    I reached out and took her hand. “Hey. Just so you know, I’m not expecting anything. I know we have a time limit before we go live our lives. Whatever you want this to be, it’ll be. A date or just as friends.” 

    “You’re cute,” Kylie said. She studied me for a long minute, then finally looked away. “I’ll tell you tomorrow what I want from you. Okay? In the meantime… we’ll have fun.” 

    I didn’t have any clue what that meant, but it left little me happy and the rest of me feeling nice, warm, and dizzy, so I let it go. 

    We both popped in to say hello to Benny’s parents and snap pictures with Vivica. Benny cleaned up nice in a silk button down over a white tee, with baggy jeans that suited his bigger frame. He perked right up when Kylie told him he looked good and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

    “Does that mean you’ll leave this dumbass behind and take off with me at the party?” he asked. 

    Kylie laughed and wrapped an arm around me. “Nah, he’s stuck with me.” 

    Like Kylie, he munched on the sausage pinwheels on the way. I got into it too, and between the three of us, we managed to hoover them all down. Benny was just cracking open the cheeseballs when we arrived at Naveen’s house. 

    His parents bought a sprawl of a single-story home in a section of town slated to go big and which never did. The homes on their cul-de-sac were gorgeous, but felt strangely empty with the endless miles of scrub brush and empty fields behind them. But that very same lonely feel made it perfect for a party, especially given the space between Naveen’s and their neighbors. 

    A dozen of my classmates’ vehicles were parked in a swooping crescent around their property. The house was festively lit with lanterns on shepherd’s crooks and strings of big white lights. Combined with the big pavilion tent out back, it gave the whole place a vibe like my cousin Joyce’s summer wedding. 

    People spilled in and out of the house holding red plastic cups or plates of food. Someone called for Naveen as we walked up the sidewalk. He and his father came out front, Mr. Das laughing about something. The elder held a big plastic bowl, and soon I knew why. It was loaded with keys. 

    You could see a lot of Naveen in his father, particularly their muscular builds and sharp angular facial features. I always liked Mr. Das’s short, well-groomed beard and wished I could grow something that didn’t resemble dog hair glued to my face.   

    Naveen made introductions between his father, Benny, and Kylie. Straightaway, Mr. Das jiggled the bowl, and I deposited my keys. 

    “I don’t plan on drinking tonight in case anyone needs a ride,” I said. 

    He lit up at that. “Good. Thank you, Michael. I’ll hope you don’t take offense if I have you blow into a breathalyzer if you do.” He was in forensics, so I wasn’t surprised at that. 

    Naveen sighed. “Dad, it’s Mike. He’s not going to drive drunk.” 

    I ignored him. “I’d be glad to. Can’t blame you a bit for being careful.” 

    He laid out the rules for all of us. The party was to stay in the back half of the house and the backyard. Beer only, nothing harder, and absolutely no drugs, not even weed. We’d be spending the night inside in the game room and spare bedrooms, thus the sleeping bags. I think Benny started to sweat when Mr. Das mentioned a limit on the number of guests, but Naveen placated him with a hand on his shoulder. 

    “And that’s it,” Mr. Das said. “My friends will be patrolling the area heavily tonight, and they’ll be pulling over anyone who looks the slightest bit intoxicated. If one of you drinks and drives, the party’s over and your parents will be called. Otherwise, my wife and I will be in the living room. Don’t make me regret this, please.” 

    “We won’t, Mr. Das,” Kylie said, and grabbed my arm to head inside. 

    Mrs. Das was a slim, quiet woman who showed us into the kitchen first thing to point out where all the snacks and food were. As I told my mom there would be, they had counters full of leftovers from their family party and a stocked fridge, and that wasn’t even counting the snacks back in the game room. She gave us a much more abbreviated warning than her husband and let us retreat to join everyone else. 

    “I like your parents, Naveen,” Benny said as he followed along. “I sound like such a dork.” 

    Naveen grinned. “Nah. Glad to hear you think so. And stop worrying. Relax. Have fun.” 

    “Thanks.” 

    Kylie bobbed her head off my shoulder. I looked down at her wide, beautiful smile, and just as we came into sight of our classmates and friends, I leaned down and kissed her. I don’t know why. I really don’t. Our lips pressed, and maybe it was my imagination, but for a moment, I thought her eyelids fluttered. Was that a thing people actually did? I did know that she gave me a kiss right back, her slim hand cupping the back of my neck, drawing me in tighter. We stopped, and despite cheers breaking out from our friends, I existed only in that moment for Kylie. 

    “Holy crap you two, already?” Megan asked.  

    Both of us laughed. Kylie’s sounded honest, pure. Mine sounded as shy and nervous as I felt. Memories kept peppering my mind of us as kids, Kylie pushing me playfully, shouting that she was the candy queen at Halloween before upending her bag over her head in a rain of chocolate and candies. Doing cannonballs right in front of each other’s faces in her aunt’s pool. Some memory of a classroom, Kylie not feeling well, her head sideways on her desk, her hair falling across her eyes as she stared at me. 

    That kiss at the graduation party, it brought about a realness to the day that had been lacking. I wanted Kylie, yes, and I was excited it seemed it would happen. But I also knew in that moment how truthful my mom’s words were to me that week. Things had to change soon, and there would never be enough time in the world. 

    * * * 

    The party fluctuated from about fifteen to twenty-five people, all seniors. Well… formerly seniors. Lara and Eli were among the last to arrive. When she heard about the kiss, she was irritated she missed it. Kylie and I were outside, lawn bowling with Naveen and Daisy, when she stormed out and grabbed me by my belt to drag me to Kylie. 

    “I demand a redo,” she said. “And this time, I’m going to watch.” 

    Kylie cocked an eyebrow at me, grinning. I swept in, grabbed her by the ass, and lifted her up. She laughed as I cradled her down to the thick grass, hands still on her ass. She stuck her legs straight up in the air as I planted a wet, sloppy kiss on her. 

    “Ohhh, Mikey!” she cried out. 

    “Ohhhh, Kylie!” 

    “You two are assholes,” Lara said. “Come on. I really want to see you kiss.” 

    Kylie and I both glanced up at her, then back at each other. This time, one of my hands roamed under her back, the grass soft as a bed beneath us. Her legs came down, and I moved the other hand to her bared hip, keeping the knee arched as I leaned n to kiss her with gentle assuredness, my tongue exploring her lips like I was knocking quietly at her door. Her lips parted for me, and the kiss deepened into something hungry. 

    When I finally broke away, Kylie leaned up and whispered in my ear, “Kiss me again like that, and I’m going to come.” 

    I didn’t know if that was an invitation or a warning, but I did know we had an audience now. Raucous cheering broke out, and we grinned sheepishly. I stood up and offered Kylie a hand. I winced. I was rock fucking hard after that kiss and there was no way to hide it. Then again, I guess someone had to get the party really started. 

    Kylie sauntered by Lara and swatted her ass. “Good enough for you, babe?” she asked. 

    Lara, beet red in the cheeks, could only nod and say, “Yuh huh.” 

    Beside her, Eli shoved his hands in his pockets, and I had the damnedest feeling he was upset. I didn’t know what that was about so I said, “Hey man, wanna play?” 

    His expression eased, and he said, “Sure.” 

    “Guys against girls?” Lara said, eyeing the pins down the lane. 

    “Sounds good to me,” I said. Naveen and Daisy excused themselves, heading for a pair of friends trying to figure out how to work the keg. 

    “We need stakes,” Kylie said. “Hm.” 

    “If we win, you two kiss,” I said, not meaning it in the slightest. 

    “Mike!” Lara said and smacked my breast. 

    “No, no, I like it,” Kylie said. She pinched Lara’s ass. “Come on. You’re saying you wouldn’t make out with me a bit?” 

    “Kylie!” Lara said, and this time, smacked our friend’s boob. She looked at both us guys. “No pictures?” 

    “Nope,” I said, and Eli nodded enthusiastically. 

    “Then it’s decided,” Kylie said. “But I really don’t want to see you two kiss if we win.” She took Lara aside and they had a quick, whispered conversation. Lara nodded, and Kylie turned back to us. “Okay. If we win, you two have to moon the whole party. And the two of us get to see dong.” 

    “I don’t know about that,” Eli said uncertainly, but I slapped his back. 

    “Come on, man. It’s just a little skin.” I realized I was doing something I really hated, trying to peer pressure him, and I immediately amended, “But it’s all right if you don’t feel comfortable. I’ll take the hit for the team. And you can… uh…” 

    “Try to fit as many pretzels into your mouth as possible,” Lara said, catching my attempt at placating Eli. 

    “Yeah?” he asked. “I could do that. That’s kind of fun.” 

    “Laaaame,” Kylie said. I glared at her. She sighed, “But okay.” 

    Remembering we were supposed to be playing Naveen, I looked around to ask him if he was in too, but he and Daisy were locked in a conversation with a couple friends. I jogged over and grabbed his ball on the lawn. 

    We started playing, and not two rolls later, Megan wandered through a crowd, red cups full of beer in her arms. She doled them out to everyone but me. We explained what the stakes were and that got her attention. 

    “Want to join in?” I asked. “We’re not even through the first frame.” 

    “Next time,” she said. “I’ll be your pin girl.” 

    “Where’s Roano?” Kylie asked 

     Megan flapped a hand towards the party inside but didn’t offer an explanation. Instead, she said, “Benny and Julie are circling around trying not to be obvious about looking at each other. It’s super cute.” 

    She took up a position at the head of the pins and was immediately swarmed by a couple vultures. Megan flirted right back with them, making a big show of it. Uh oh. Roano wasn’t going to like that. Then again, I think that was sort of the point. Megan loved attention. 

    We sucked at lawn bowling, every one of us. I don’t think Eli and I would have done so poorly if Megan hadn’t gotten bored and started teasing us. She had on these cropped jean shorts that were basically about the same size wise as bikini bottoms and a pink top that said Daddy’s Kitten on it – I told you, she’s kind of the devil – that had to be a full two sizes too small for her. When it was us guys’ turn, she would shimmy her way down like she was working a stripper pole to pick up the pins. One time, when I was going for a spare, she toyed with the hem of her shirt, yawning and lifting it almost to her underboob – and she was most definitely not wearing a bra. 

    My favorite, and the image that stuck with me long after that night, was just before my final frame. She walked in front of the pins, sashaying her hips like she was walking a runway, and turned around, ass to us. She bent over, her calves taut, her tanned thighs on full, delightful display. The shorts clung to her athletic ass and I distinctly heard Eli whisper, “Jesus,” before he turned and stuttered an apology to Lara. 

    A pang of guilt hit me. I shouldn’t be staring at Megan, not now that I was unofficially with Kylie… right? I turned to apologize as well, but both Lara and Kylie paid us no mind. They were staring too. 

     So I went back to looking as Megan straightened, shaking her ass. She glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “Well… pins are ready.” 

    “There’s some kind of a ball joke to make here,” I said, still in shock. “But… uh… all the blood in my head just rushed somewhere else.” 

    “I’ll say,” Kylie breathed. To Megan, she called, “Babe… your butt is insane.” 

    “Awww. Thanks.” Megan gave her cheek a spank. 

    I rolled my ball at the pins. I think the ball wound up in Tulsa. Or Spain. Or the fucking moon. I don’t know. All I could think about was that butt. I lost, but I’d never been so happy to drop my jeans and show off my dong in my life. I didn’t even think about it. I let go, bent over to moon the party to a bunch of cheers, and when I came back up for air, now it was Megan, Kylie, and Lara staring at me. 

    “Holy God, is that thing legal?” Megan breathed. “Did you paint a salami pink?” 

    “That, uh… why am I not dragging you off right now?” Kylie asked. 

    “Holy… crap,” Lara said, and Eli gave her such a pained, whipped-dog look I kind of hated myself for agreeing to the stupid bet. 

    * * * 

    About sixteen or seventeen of us sat in an uneven oval around the game room, most everyone with a beer in front of them. A handful more were outside, and at least a couple found their way into the guest bedrooms to hook up. Fast work, I thought, amused. 

    Like we were thirteen again, we were playing dumb party games, and at the moment, a piece of paper was being passed around between people’s lips. Suck and Blow only really gets fun if there are stakes, and we weren’t quite there yet, but every time the paper made it halfway around the room, we tore it in half, and we were almost down to its last few passes. Best of all, my boy Benny was almost up, and right next to him was Julie. I knew he’d been crushing on her for a while, and I totally got why. She was super tiny in just about every way, but she had a dreamy face, innocent and sweet. That night, though, Julie sure wasn’t dressed so innocently. Her shorts rode high on her thighs – not so high as Megan’s but that was a near impossibility – and her long, off-the-shoulder top kept giving everyone a peek at her strapless bra. 

    We might have all got an eyeful, but it was clear from the moment she picked up a beer who she had her sights set on. Benny was a deer in the headlights, but I think he was pretty damned happy about the fact. 

    The card crept ever closer to them, and was torn again at the halfway mark. Benny kept looking aside at Julie, giving her a grin I’d never seen before from him. Hopeful. Kind of… cocky? Was that what I smiled like when I was flirting with Kylie, Lara, or Megan? 

    Whatever it was, it did it for Julie, big time. Two of our classmates fumbled the card between them and kissed, coming away laughing. Julie stared at Benny, and for the first time any of us could remember, swore. “Ah, fuck it.” 

    She didn’t so much kiss him as tackle him, diving on him with an enthusiasm that would have done us proud as a defensive tackle. Benny squawked and collapsed backwards. In Julie’s frantic attack, she kissed the space between his upper lip and his nose. They got it right the second time, and we cheered. Benny, nearly overwhelmed by the slim beauty, raised a wavering hand and gave all of us a thumbs-up. He dropped the hand down to her back, and in a show of lust-driven superhuman strength, he pulled her over on top of him, and pushed himself upright with Julie in his arms. That got another rousing cheer from all of us, but the two paid us no mind now. 

    “Bedroom, bedroom, bedroom!” Julie gasped, and that would be the last we saw of them for a good half an hour. 

    “True love,” Lara said breathily. Eli leaned his head on her shoulder, and she did a funny thing, something I have thought about a lot since then. She didn’t look at him, but at me. I didn’t know how to interpret that. 

    The game went on a few more minutes but the peak had been reached. A few more people drifted out into the cool night air or went to get snacks. Eventually we whittled the group down to Lara, Megan, Kylie, Daisy, Naveen, Roano, and Eli. Oh, and me, but I’m going to guess you figured that one out based on the narrative perspective, you clever reader, you. 

    “All right, if we’re going to play these kids’ games, we need to ramp up the heat,” Daisy said. “I’m not saying we break out into a wild orgy, but what do you say to some Truth or Dare?” 

    “Truth, Dare, or Seven Minutes with a twist,” Megan said. Roano groaned beside her, but considering her hand rested near his cock the entire night, he wasn’t complaining too much. 

    “What do you have in mind?” Lara asked.  

    “Simple. You can say you want truth, a dare, or seven minutes with someone. But we’re going to play it a bit different,” Megan said, her eyes all lit up with her delightful maniacal glee. 

    “I’m afraid,” Naveen said, covering his eyes. 

    “Probably smart to be,” Eli said, and Roano nodded. 

    “The seven minutes aren’t going to be in a closet or the bathroom or any of that. It’s going to be in a sleeping bag. And it’s going to happen right here, right in front of us.” 

    None of us spoke for a long moment, then Eli said, “Uh…” 

    “I’m in,” Daisy said. “I like it.” 

    “My parents are half a house away.” Naveen said the words ponderously, and I could tell he liked the idea too. Besides, two of our classmates were playing video games between us and the front half of the house, and his parents had a movie going pretty loud. There was no real danger of us attracting any unwanted attention. 

    “I’m game if everyone else is,” Kylie said, and elbowed me. 

    “Sure,” I said, shrugging. 

    “I don’t think…” Eli started. 

    “It sounds fun,” Lara interrupted him, looking at the carpet in front of her. “I’m in.” 

    “Lara?” Eli asked. She took his hand. “All right… fine. Yeah. But we don’t have to, like… have sex right here, do we?” 

    “I guess not, but it’d be really hot if you did,” Megan said. 

    “You can just make out some. Or do nothing,” I said, and though Megan’s look was death, Kylie nodded beside me and put her hand on my hip. She squeezed, and I took it in mine, not realizing how natural the gesture felt until we did it. But Megan and Lara saw, and they lit up. Before they could start in on the two of us, I asked, “Naveen, you’re the man of the night. Start it up, brother.” 

    “Daisy, truth, dare, or seven minutes?” he asked promptly. 

    “Ooh, let’s have some fun. Dare.” 

    “Go give… oh, Megan a kiss.” 

    Daisy swatted his hip. “Nav!” 

    “Hey, you don’t have to if you don’t want to,” Lara said. “No one has to do anything with anyone if they don’t feel comfortable.” 

    “Thank God. I’m not kissing you guys,” Roano said. Eli and I agreed wholeheartedly, and Naveen grinned. 

    “All right, all right. Different dare then?” he asked Daisy. She bit her lip, then hurried across the circle on her knees to plant one on Megan. It was a quick kiss, too fast to be hot, and we all booed. She laughed and twisted to sit down next to Megan. 

    It was her turn, so Daisy looked right at Eli. “Truth, dare, or seven minutes?” 

    “Um. Um. Truth?” 

    “Have you and Lara done it yet?” 

    He blushed. “N-no. Um. No. We’re virgins.” He looked at Lara, and added, “Sorry.” 

    She grinned. “That’s the game, baby. I’m not ashamed.” 

    “Really?” Daisy asked. “Lara, you’ve never…?” 

    “No,” Lara said. “We’ve kissed and we’ve done some, um, other stuff, but no, neither of us ever had sex.” She turned to Eli. “Your turn to pick someone.” 

    He cleared his throat. “Uh. Okay. Um. Naveen. Truth, dare, or seven minutes?” 

    “I’m tempted by seven minutes, but let’s let that simmer for a few more turns. Dare.” 

    Eli thought and grinned, and God bless him, the adorable virginal dork, he came up with a pretty good one. “Mike had to moon everyone earlier. You do too, but there’s a twist. Any of the girls want to, they can come pinch your butt.” 

    “Oh, God, I love you,” Megan said, and shivered theatrically. 

    Lara looked at Eli. “You know I’m getting in on this, right?” 

    He laughed and squeezed her thigh. Naveen stood up, turned around, and dropped his shorts just far enough to bare his ass. Daisy reached up and gave him a firm spank, and shouted, “Bitches, get in on this! Free pinching!” 

    Lara, Megan, and Kylie all shot up to get in there first, but there was a madcap dash and a lot of laughter from other girls at the party too. It took a few minutes for the chaos to wind down, but when it did, Daisy twisted sideways and onto her knees to give Naveen’s cheek a “mwah!” of a kiss and pulled his shorts back up for him. 

    He sat down, grinning. “All, right, Roano, let’s keep the guy thing going.” 

    “Ugh, this is dumb,” Roano moaned. “All right, dare.” 

    “Give the girls a peek at what you’re working with.” 

    “Are you kidding me? No.” 

    Megan put a hand on his thigh and squeezed. “Come on. It’s just a game.” 

    “I said no!” Roano said. 

    She shamelessly dropped a hand to his groin, and leaned over to kiss his neck. “For me?” she asked with her most breathy tone, and I had to admit, if she used that on me, I’d be a giant ball of goo. 

    Roano wasn’t immune either. He glared at her a few seconds more, then finally muttered under his breath, “Fine.” He stood up, unzipped, and dropped his pants. He was average. That’s not bad or good, just unremarkable. Kylie let out a catcall anyways, and Daisy fanned her face, but I had the feeling they were doing it more to appease his temper. I felt sort of bad for him, in all honesty. If I hadn’t shown off earlier, it probably would have had more of an effect. That’s probably vain, right? Yeah, that’s vain. “All right, Maclin, one guy left. Truth, dare, or seven minutes?” 

    “Why stop the dare train now?” 

    “Pour a cup of beer on your crotch.” 

    I tried to figure that one out. “What?” 

    “Yeah, that’d be funny. It’d look like you pissed yourself.” 

    “I’m aware,” I said blandly. “I can’t.” 

    “Seriously? That’s the tamest thing anybody’s asked,” Roano said, giving me a nasty shit-eating grin. Fuck, I wanted to punch him. Everyone in the room looked at him and I could swear they were thinking the same thing, even Megan. 

    “I can’t because I might have to drive,” I said, trying to stay patient. “I don’t want to smell like beer and be pulled out of the van.” 

    “Oh,” Roano said, nonplussed. 

    “I can do it with water, though.” 

    “Yeah. Yeah, do it with water.”  

    “Mike,” Megan started, but I shook my head. 

    “It’s all good. Just a little water on the jeans.” 

    I went to the counter and grabbed one of the red cups, then headed into the bathroom and came back with a glass of water. Roano laughed when I poured it on my crotch, but when no one else joined in, he said, “None of you got a sense of humor? That shit’s funny.” 

    Ignoring him, I glanced at Kylie, grinning. “How about it? Truth, dare, seven minutes?” 

    “Dare.” 

    “My jeans are all wet. How’s about you help me take them off?” 

    Now that got some attention. Daisy smacked her lips, and Lara said, “Nom nom nom.” 

    Kylie pushed herself up on her knees and shifted so she was in front of me, staring up. Holy shit, I did not think this through, because seeing her girl-next-door face, sweet and sexy all at once, looking up at me with her lip between teeth in a theatrical show of lust was going to make me hard in no time. And that was before her hand grazed my cock. Even through two layers of fabric, her fingers felt so damn good. I wanted to change the dare, to tell her to give me a handjob, but this, this was hot too. 

    She worked the button out of its hole, then gripped the zipper with two fingers. She brought it down slowly, still staring up at me, her eyes sultry and dark as she revealed more and more of my boxers. By the time she loosened the jeans enough to tug them down, I was hard enough the bulge was unmistakable, and only getting harder. Her mouth neared it, but she didn’t kiss it. Instead, she pulled the jeans down the rest of the way, her cheeks flaming red. Lara and Daisy had the best view. Daisy whispered, “Jesus, this just got interesting.” 

    As I sat back down, Kylie finally looked away from me. “Uh, who hasn’t gone? Lara? Megan?” They both nodded. “Lara, truth, dare, or seven minutes?” 

    “Dare.” 

    “Sit on Eli’s lap and grind on him until someone gives one of you a dare that breaks it up.” 

    Lara looked at Eli, grinning as close to a wicked grin as I’d ever seen from her. He blushed and stammered, but she gave him no out, and crawled over onto his lap, wrapping an arm around him and kissing his neck as she started rubbing her shapely butt on his cock. 

    “Megan. Dare?” Lara asked. 

    “You know it.” 

    “What are you wearing under the shorts?” 

    “That’s a truth, not a dare.” 

    Lara ground harder against Eli, and he moaned so softly it was almost inaudible. “I’m asking so I know what to dare you to take off. If you’re not wearing panties I won’t ask you to take off the shorts.” 

    “Why?” Megan asked. “I’d show off my pussy.” 

    Naveen, just about to take a sip of beer, froze with the cup in his hand. All of us stared at Megan. She shrugged, stood up, and swayed her hips back and forth as she undid her jean shorts. 

    “Babe,” Roano said. 

    “Oh, relax, it’s a game,” Megan said, exasperated. She dropped her shorts the rest of the way to the ground and kicked them at Eli and Lara. I’m not sure “wispy” is a small enough word for what she wore underneath. There was lace that kinda sorta maybe attempted to cover her pink lips if you were willing to close your eyes. But I wasn’t. I was glued to the swell of her lips around the pink fabric. So was everyone else. 

    “Your turn,” Naveen said faintly. 

    “Daisy, truth, dare, or seven minutes.” 

    “I really have to pee,” Daisy said. “Truth me, but next time, give me a dare, and I’ll do something wild.” 

    “Deal. Who do you have the biggest crush on here besides Naveen?” 

     She looked at her boyfriend, who grinned. “It’s all right. I know who it is and I don’t mind him knowing.” 

    “Mike,” Daisy said shyly. 

    “Fuck, of course it’s Mike,” Roano grumbled. 

    “You and Eli are cute too,” Daisy protested. “Okay, gotta go.” She stood up and hurried for the hallway, calling over her shoulder, “Kylie, dare you to motorboat Lara.” 

    Kylie burst out laughing at that, and stood up. She hurried her shirt up and off, tossing it aside. Lara stopped grinding on Eli long enough to say, “Wait, weren’t you supposed to motorboat me?” 

    And like that, she was lifting her shirt up and off too, and as one, Naveen and Roano said, “Holy shit.” 

    The two still wore bras, but I got it. I really did. Lara and Kylie had boobs to kill for, big and still plenty perky. Lara’s were further pushed up by her bra, presented to all of us. Goddamn, but I wished it was me she was grinding on. It was clear she was ready to fuck that night, and I couldn’t believe Eli was so dense as to not see it. If I was him, I’d be dragging her off right then and there. 

    But I wasn’t. I was with Kylie and she was just as sexy, leaning over to shove her mesh and lace bra-encased tits into Lara’s face. Lara laughed against them and made the requisite engine rumbling noises, then it was Kylie’s turn, and she hesitated just a moment. 

    “You don’t have to,” Lara said shyly. 

    “Oh, I want to,” Kylie said. “I want it so much.” 

    She looked aside at me, blushing at what she’d just admitted, but I think we all always knew. Megan and Lara were definitely bi – Megan dated another girl a year or two ago, and we were the ones Lara came out to first after we were sworn to secrecy. She wasn’t sure how her mom and dad would take it, but after some initial surprise, they were pretty cool about it. Kylie was shyer about her sexuality but I saw her peek at the other two often enough that I figured it was just something she didn’t want to talk about. Turns out I was more or less right. 

    Suddenly, the motorboating, despite its inherent silliness, didn’t seem so funny anymore as Kylie dropped low. She surprised us by stopping and picking up someone’s forgotten cup of beer. I think it had been Eli’s at some point. She held it up and over Lara’s breasts, and Lara stared up at her, her silence a tacit acknowledgement that she should go ahead. Kylie leaned in, dropped her face to Lara’s cleavage, and poured the beer onto our friend’s collar. Most of it trickled across Lara’s big breasts rather than between them and plastered the nylon, leaving her nipples in a stark outline as she gulped down what she could. Before she ran out of beer, Lara took the cup from her and Kylie pulled back, a question in her eyes. Lara gripped Kylie’s flimsy bra and pulled her forward again before upending the beer across her breasts too, and licked and slurped just as her friend had. 

    Eli, who’d been all but forgotten by me at this point, started thrusting uncontrollably under Lara, and he groaned, “Oh, oh God that’s really hot…” 

    Lara twisted in his lap and drove her ass harder down on him. She breathed against his ear, “You like her with her face between my boobs?” 

    “Baby, I’m going to… um, if you keep saying stuff like that… I’m really close…” 

     I think if we were going to stop Lara by that point, we would have to drag her off him. She kept it up, gripping his hands as she now practically bounced on her boyfriend’s lap. I was hard as a fucking board, looking between her and Kylie. My sorta-kinda-girlfriend’s breasts were clearly defined by the beer plastering the bra to her skin, and her nipples begged to be sucked. She dropped down onto my lap, kissing me hungrily, and twisted to watch the last minute of the show, stroking my cock through my boxers. 

    Daisy came out just moments before Eli was about to erupt. He grabbed Lara’s waist and strained upward, squeezing his eyes shut as he grunted, “Hunnnngh!” 

    “Holy shit, what did I miss?” Daisy asked, taking in the scene in front of her.  

    “It got hot,” Megan breathed. Like Kylie, she had a hand on Roano’s cock, and stroked him as she watched Lara twist and kiss her man. 

    “My turn?” Kylie breathed. Without for a response, she said, “Roano.” 

    “Dare,” he said, staring at her breasts. 

    “Finger Megan for a minute.” 

    Our breaths collectively caught. Roano’s concentration boke as the words registered, and he said uncertainly, “There’s a lot of people watching now.” 

    And there were. Everyone crowded in around the edges, watching us. I knew we were getting some looks but I didn’t realize the whole party came to watch. It should have weirded me out but truth was, it kind of turned me on. I liked the idea of people watching Kylie stroke me, as if I was showing off to them that yeah, I could get one of the hottest girls from our class. I was ready for things to move into a higher gear, and I think Megan, Lara, and Kylie were all right there with me. 

    Megan took Roano’s hand. She brought it to her thinly veiled sex, and moving mostly on autopilot, Roano’s fingers slid in. Gasps and murmurs broke out, and I saw out of the corner of my eye someone pulling a phone out. I snapped, “I’ll break that goddamn thing in half if you think about it.” 

    Naveen looked. “Hey. No,” he said. The guy put his phone away. 

    Megan looked in our direction, and spread her legs wider. Roano’s fingers worked into her pussy slowly. Roano might be doing the work but she was clearly watching Kylie’s not so subtle handjob. “Mike.” 

    “It’s my turn,” Roano grumbled, but she ignored him. 

    I took a breath, and before I could speak, Kylie said for me, “Seven minutes.” 

    Again, everything went still. Then Naveen stood. “You have one of those big double ones, right?” I nodded. He went to retrieve it along with a pillow, and I stood to take them from him when he came back. I laid it out on the ground in the middle of the circle, and Kylie came up behind me, tracing my back with her nails. She helped me with my shirt, and I helped her out of her shorts. All we were left in was our underwear, and for the first time that night, she looked nervous. 

    I never thought about backing out. I never thought about the fact that I’d be doing whatever Kylie had in mind right in front of everyone. Instead, I took her in my arms, kissed her, and guided her to the ground. We unzipped the bag and she slid in first. I joined her, and Naveen zipped us up as Kylie’s arms encircled me. 

    I kissed her, thinking back to all the times I’d wanted just that. Her hand moved higher, cupping the back of my neck, her breath hot against my lips. We shifted so we were more comfortable, her legs between mine, me straddling her with my cock in my boxers pressed against her stomach. 

    “You have to tell us what you’re doing,” Daisy said. 

    “Uh uh,” Kylie said, reaching down to give my ass a squeeze. “You have to imagine.” 

    I wanted to slip down into the sleeping bag and suck at her breasts through the bra, but there wasn’t enough room. I did graze them, squeezing them gently and spending a moment finding the nipple. You laugh, but there was a lot of pressure from the people observing us, and through the fabric, even wet, it took some exploration. Plus, I might not have been a virgin, but I wasn’t exactly worldly, either. 

    Regardless, Kylie liked it, and squirmed underneath me. It took me a moment to realize she was trying to grind up against me. I slid further down and trailed my hand down her stomach. My Kylie. I was finally getting to play with one of my three favorite women, all of whom I crushed on for years. I wanted to make it last but I couldn’t. We were on the clock, and we had a show to put on. 

    I brushed against her mound and groaned at the feel of her downy pubic hairs. Those I stopped to stroke until Daisy called, “Six minutes.” Shit, already? We just zipped up the bag it seemed like. I brought my hand lower still, and Kylie moaned, “Yes…” 

    “I think he’s fingering her,” Eli whispered to Lara. I wasn’t, not quite yet, but the conversation was a buzz to me, background noise. 

    “Uh huh,” Lara moaned. Her attention was split between us in the sleeping bag and Roano, who still had his fingers in Megan. Not that he had much choice. She squeezed her thighs together, keeping him right where he was. 

    Daisy and Naveen started making out, or rather, Naveen started making out with Daisy while she kept an eye on us. He gripped one of her big tits, squeezing. Her hand dipped into his waistband, not quite jerking him off yet, but sure finding the right position to give it a good start when she wasn’t so distracted. 

    That wouldn’t be for a while. I kissed Kylie again, and slid my fingers into her panties. Her lips were already wet as I cradled her sex in my palm. I held my hand there for a moment, drinking in the feel of her, but time was running out. I slid my hand back and forth, trying to find a better position until I wound up with two fingers against her length, rubbing her slick folds. 

    “Like that,” Kylie moaned, “just keep doing that.” 

    Her fingers bumped against my wrist, then joined mine. I didn’t realize until later what she was doing, but she was teasing her clit, helping get herself off faster. Her lips fell to my shoulder, soft and warm against me, and the sensation made me rock, my need rising up inside me. I wanted to fuck her right then and there. 

    All around us things got hotter and heavier. Lara straddled Eli’s bent knee, rubbing herself against him. Roano’s hand was no longer in Megan’s panties but that was okay because she was taking care of herself. Daisy’s hand motions matched my own rhythm, her lips parted. Naveen sucked and licked at the side of her neck, her cheek, her jaw. More people around the fringes were getting into it too. I saw Benny, shirtless, his arms wrapped around Julie. Colleen and Hope, two of the sexiest athletes in our class, rocked together, Hope standing behind Colleen, rubbing her cunt through the fabric of her shorts. 

    We were half a step away from this breaking into a full-blown orgy, and I think had the seven minutes lasted longer, we would have. 

    Kylie’s legs spread as wide as the sleeping bag would allow, her knees bending. She whimpered into my ear, “Put them in me, put your fingers in me…” 

    I did. And though I was overeager and a little inexperienced, the train was already leaving the station as far as Kylie was concerned. Her thighs slapped back at my hand and she shoved up onto her elbows. 

    “Oh, ohhh, ohhh! Like that! F-faster! Uh huh!” 

    Faster I went, and acting purely on instinct, I thrust my lips against Kylie’s, muting her next cry as she tried to twist. She twitched beneath me, her pussy walls sort of fluttering and pulsing against my fingers. She didn’t breathe in or out for a long few seconds, then cried out, “Miiii-ike!” 

    Did she come? Holy shit, did I make Kylie come in front of all these people? 

    I didn’t know, and dumbly, I kept going, thinking she’d tell me. Except “dumbly” was the right move. I think that moment was the tipping point of a lot of things to come that summer, some glacially slow, some not so much. Had I stopped, it would have been a fun show, and we might have laughed about it and moved on. But I didn’t. I kept going, and I kept bringing Kylie over the edge. 

    “Ungh, yes,” she gasped, “keep fingering me, keep, mmm, keep going, Mike…” 

    I did, aware again of nothing but the two of us in that sleeping bag. I shifted without thinking about it much, giving me better balance on my knees, and my free hand went to her cheek. Kylie grabbed it and sucked two of my fingers down, matching the pace of my other hand at her pussy. The sensation was incredible, even if it wasn’t my cock. Without meaning to, I started thrusting my fingers in her folds harder, accidentally brushing up against a spongy spot on her inner walls. 

    She let go of my fingers immediately and gasped, “Oh fuck, right there, that’s my spot, mmm, that’s my spot, God, God, keep stroking that, right there… Miiii-iiike!” 

    Lara laughed nervously at that cry, but her eyes were wide as she watched Kylie come again. Megan fingered herself faster and faster, her butt rocking back and forth as she drew close to her own orgasm. 

    “Two minutes left,” Daisy moaned. 

    Kylie’s head rocked back, her back arching. “Nnnngh,” she moaned. “G-good… soooo gooood…” 

    “Is she faking it?” someone whispered. 

    “I don’t think so,” someone else said. 

    “Go Mike!” Benny called out, and Julie whooped. Everyone started cheering me own, and I laughed through it, my cheeks flushed as I kept up the fingering. 

    Did Kylie come again or was it her body still reacting to that powerful second orgasm? I’m not sure. All I know is she kept moving. Sideways. Up and down. Thrusting her butt up. Sucking on her fingers. All of it was hummingbird fast, jerks and twerks of her nerves. At the end, the last minute, her hands came back to my shoulders and she gasped, “Need to… take care of you…” 

    I shook my head, then spent the last minute doing the thing I wanted to most – kissing her as she held my hand still at her pussy, her limit reached. 

    “Time!” Daisy called, and like a gun had been fired, Megan was up and grabbing Roano. She dragged him towards one of the bedrooms, not saying a word. Then Lara too, pulling a much more reluctant Eli, who was trying to cover the wet spot on his crotch with his hand, blushing. 

    Someone unzipped us. Naveen, I think, but I was still kissing Kylie. She eventually started to laugh, a breathless, winded thing, and I pulled away from her to collapse on my back, staring up at the ceiling. 

    “Jesus,” she croaked. “Mike. That was amazing.” 

    “Glad you liked it,” I said. 

    She nestled closer to me. “Loved it.” Daisy brought us our discarded clothes, and I slipped out of the sleeping bag to give Kylie room to redress. Surprising me, she followed me out, still mostly naked. With her clothes under one arm, she took me into the bathroom, and dropped to her knees. 

    “Kylie, you don’t…” I stopped what I was saying the moment her hands touched my cock. 

    “Oh. Don’t want me to?” she asked, grinning. 

    “Changed my mind. Stroke it.” 

    She laughed, and leaned over to spit on my cockhead a few times. I didn’t need much lubrication. My tip glistened with precoma, and all she needed was a couple minutes to get me off. I was too worked up to last. 

    “Wanna come on my boobs?” she asked. 

    “Fuck yes,” I said. 

    She giggled and rid herself of the bra. By that point, it was pretty well ruined anyways between the beer and me tearing it at some point. Staring down at her perky big breasts, I didn’t last much longer, and grunted a warning to Kylie. She aimed my cock at her tits, and I geysered across them with such force it left me dizzy. 

    We cleaned ourselves up, dressed in the clothes we hadn’t ruined, and walked out to cheers and applause. Benny raised a beer, and I grinned at him. “I’m not a virgin anymore!” he shouted, and Julie swatted his butt. 

    Man, that was a good party. 
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    The Day After 

      

    Kylie and I didn’t have sex that night. That waited until the next day. 

    I felt her slip away from me in the sleeping bag sometime well after the sun had come up. I drove home four people the night before, two couples in separate trips who wanted to hook up in more seclusion than the party, and I was bone-tired. But her need to pee made me realize I was about to burst too, and I slipped out of the sleeping bag after her. 

    The bedroom and game room floors were spotted with couples. There was enough room we weren’t tripping over each other. I waited for Kylie to finish in the bathroom, then swapped her spots. When I was done, I took a look at her. 

    Her strawberry blonde hair looked almost as wispy as spider silk, and was blown out of place all over. She scrubbed free her makeup before bed, and the dark shadows under her eyes mirrored my own. But her smile was always going to light me up, and I greeted it with a kiss and a hand on her ass. 

    Kylie murmured into my ear, “I don’t want our first time to be here. My parents are both working today. Do you… still want to?” 

    I swallowed, my throat suddenly as parched as the Sahara. “Yeah. I do.” 

    “Good.” 

    We cleaned up, each of us taking a turn under the spray and scrubbing ourselves down to the delight of the other watching. The house was coming alive and others waited to use the bathroom, so we hurried things along. When we stepped out, dressed, Naveen yawned into his hand and gave us a sleepy grin. 

    “Daisy was… mm… very happy about your show last night.” 

    I grinned back. “Hope you got the brunt of it.” 

    “Oh, I did. Thanks again. And for driving. Were you out late?” 

    “Last ones were about two in the morning, so not too bad.” We stepped out of the way for a classmate to get to the bathroom. “Hope you don’t mind if we take off?” 

    “No, no, you’re good. For being the DD, I officially release you from cleanup duties.” He leaned aside to glance into the game room and shuddered. “That’s going to take a while.” 

    “Thanks again. It was a great party,” Kylie said, and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

    “Meet up sometime for a double date?” he asked, giving her a hug in return. 

    “Absolutely.” 

    We packed our things up, and I found Benny. He was still passed out, but Julie was awake. She was practically pinned by my best friend, but she didn’t look at all upset about it, and gave us a lazy cat’s smile. 

    “Can you drive him back?” I whispered. 

    She nodded and wriggled her butt against Benny. He mumbled something and squeezed her tight. Satisfied my party duties had been taken care of, I walked with Kylie back down the hallway to the front of the house. Mr. and Mrs. Das were both awake and sipping coffee. We begged off a cup, gave them both our thanks, and headed out. 

    In the van, I leaned over and gave Kylie a quick kiss. “That was fun,” I said. 

    “It really was,” she said, her voice thick with sleepiness. I drove, and she leaned back, head against the rest. I thought she was asleep until she finally broke the silence. “Mike?” 

    “Yeah?” 

    “Can we stop and talk before we… um…?” 

    A knot formed deep in my stomach. Didn’t we have fun the night before? Didn’t we have a connection? 

    I was again mystified, but I found a small strip mall and pulled into the parking lot. When I stopped, she took my hand. 

    “I have to say this before we sleep together. Maybe it’s more for me than it is you.” Kylie looked right at me, and gripped my hand harder. “I’m going to California at the end of summer. You’re going to Florida.” 

    “Kylie, I’d-” 

    “Don’t,” she said, lightning fast. “Please. For my sake, don’t make me any promises. We’ll have the summer, and maybe we’ll see each other on breaks, but we’re both going to move on.” 

    I squeezed her hand again, and brought it up to my lips. It was true. I wanted to tell Kylie I loved her, that we could figure out the long-distance thing, even if so many couples couldn’t. 

    Kylie’s words devastated me. I loved her. I would have done anything for her. I regret not telling her that, either that day or eventually. I wonder if it would have saved us from a pain of a very different kind. Or maybe it would have hurt us more in the end. I don’t know. But the choice I made that day was the best I could have done because it was what Kylie wanted. Or at least that’s what I thought, and I’m pretty sure she meant it, that early on. Hearts very rarely listen to our heads, though. 

    “Okay,” I said. “It’s going to suck, it’s going to really hurt, but we’ll have fun. And then we’ll say goodbye.” 

    “I’m sorry.” 

    “I am too,” I said, my voice thick. “But not enough to want to end this before I get a chance to really disappoint you in bed.” 

    Her laugh was nervous and delightful, and I grinned too. 

    “I mean, really. Like you’re a bronco and I’m going to ride you for eight seconds before you kick me off.” 

    Her second laugh was much more genuine. 

    * * * 

    When we got to Kylie’s place, I started in the direction of her bedroom but she had another idea in mind. 

    “Downstairs,” she said. “In our spot. It’s where I realized I first had the biggest crush on you.” 

    “Aw.” 

    We headed down there, and she grabbed some sheets and a pillow from a pantry. I dug out the three condoms I brought with me the night before and dropped them on the end table next to the couch. She eyed them with an arched eyebrow and I shrugged. 

    “Hey, thought I might get lucky with a pretty girl last night.” 

    “Mm. But Daisy’s taken.” 

    I came to her, and kissed her on the nose. “Nope. Only one girl for me and it’s not her.” 

    Kylie looked like she might say something to that, but instead, started in on my clothes. We undressed in a hurry, our worries escaping us for a minute in our eagerness. I don’t know why I felt so shy after the night before and the showers we took that morning, but I did. I even covered myself until Kylie pulled my hands up to her breasts. 

    “I seem to remember you being very fond of these last night,” she said. 

    “Uh. Yep.” 

    All the words in my brain evacuated the premises as I fondled those boobs. I know for certain my mouth hung open, and I wouldn’t be surprised if drool rolled out of the corner of my mouth. I was young, and a pair of breasts were my weakness. And a nice ass. And a sweet smile. And a devilish smile. And great hair. And… you know what? You get the point. 

    Eventually I came to my senses and remembered there were other parts of Kylie I liked too, parts I should probably get to exploring. I thought I’d start with that exquisite mouth of hers, and brought my hands up to cup her cheeks and swoop in for a kiss. The kiss, maybe. Every relationship has at least one of them, the kiss you remember on the good and bad nights, the one that keeps you up, the one that follows you into sleep. Though we were still awkward with each other, that kiss was slow, smooth perfection, our bodies coming together just right, our young need building towards an undeniable apex. 

    I pushed her back towards the couch without realizing I was even doing it. Kylie sat and tossed her strawberry blond hair back as she stared up at me. I meant to kneel, to explore her with my tongue and my mouth, but she had the same idea, and when her hands gripped my cock, I was lost to her. 

    Like me, Kylie wasn’t a virgin. She did things with a talent the likes of which I had never experienced. I may have been only half hard, but she enveloped my tip with her mouth anyways, her eyes locked on my groin as she got me good and wet. 

    “Shit,” I groaned. “I like that.” 

    “Really? Couldn’t tell,” she said, sliding her lips off me. She grinned up at me and gripped me in one hand, stroking my first couple inches until I was hard. “Jesus. I don’t know who the biggest guy in our school is, but you have to be up there.” 

    “Thanks.” 

    “Only question is, do I stroke it, or do I suck it?” Kylie let go of my cock to tap her cheek and think about it. 

    “Why not both?” I asked weakly. 

    “Smart man,” she said, and leaned in to suck me again. 

    Her hand kept to my base, stroking my length as my tip got some oral ministrations. Her eyes met mine and she blushed, but she didn’t stop. I liked the way she twisted her head side to side when she was intent on licking me, like she was twisting off a beer cap with her mouth or something. 

    She came up off me with a slurp. “I want you to come while I do this and then you can eat me out until you’re ready again, okay? That way you can really last.” 

    “Well, sure, I guess,” I said, grinning. She pinched my ass for that, and I added, “I’ll warn you.” 

    “Thanks.” 

    Kylie went back down on me, one of her hands against my pubic hair to push it back so she could suck me deeper. I realized I should probably learn to trim. That way she didn’t have to do shit like that. 

    She sucked and stroked me faster, her eyes more and more focused on mine. “I like it when you look up at me,” I said, and her breathing got heavier. I reached out a trembling hand to stroke errant hairs away from her eyes, and she dipped further, taking me nearly to her tonsils before she had to pull away. 

    “You’re big,” she gasped, and sucked me right down again. 

    I moved my hand to her shoulder, her cheek. She moaned around me, and I stroked Kylie’s temple. There was so much I wanted to tell her in that moment, namely “I love you,” but she was right. That would be brutally unfair to her and to me. But I thought it, and I tried to convey it with my eyes. She took me deep again, held me, breathing hard, her eyes tearing up. That was it for me. 

    I said, “Baby,” and she came off me, jacking me hard now with both hands, aiming me at her face. It was fast, no lie, but I’d been pent up for years with wanting my Kylie, and I finally had her. Of course I was going to be excited about that. I came all over her face from her forehead down to her chin, and she giggled through it. 

    “God, there’s so much of you,” she said, wiping some of it away. “Would you grab me some tissues?” 

    “Oh, shit, yeah,” I said. “I was staring at your face. That’s fucking hot.” 

    I grabbed a box of tissues from an end table and dug a couple out. I cleaned her up and she finally opened her eyes again, beaming. I helped her to her feet and she went into the bathroom to gargle and clean up before rejoining me. I kissed her, and dragged her back to the couch again. 

    My turn. 

    I knelt and spread Kylie’s legs apart, taking in her sex up close and personal for the first time. Her pussy was small, delicate, and I liked it, but I would have liked it any way it looked. She reached down and spread herself wide, looking nervous. I smiled up at her, and leaned in to start kissing her lips. 

    I explored her slowly. Every inch of her I studied with far more enthusiasm than I’d ever shown in class. I paid special attention to what her fingers were doing as she pulled back on the hood of her clit and rubbed her magic button. 

    “Can I try?” I asked her. 

    She nodded, and my finger replaced hers. “Slow, now,” she murmured. “Mm hm. Like that…” 

    Her fingers went to my head, my hair. She twisted it between her fingers as I stroked her clit with one hand. I resumed kissing her pussy lips and we spent long minutes like that, herhips sliding back and forth, a gentle tug and pull of her body. 

    “Now lick me while you play with my, um, my clit.” 

    I did, lapping eagerly at her slick pink folds while my pace intensified at her clit. 

    Kylie laughed throatily. “Slower, Mike. I’m not an ice cream that’s going to melt.” 

    As excited as I was, I listened and slowed. I slid my tongue through the depths of her folds, rubbing her clit the way she seemed to like. Her knees spread wider and she slid back against the cushions, thrusting more of her sex against me. Soft sighs and moans escaped her lips as I kept up the work. I never wanted anyone as much as I wanted her in that moment, not even Ms. Lucy Fox, my hot-as-balls English teacher. Kylie owned me, and I was happy to give her what she wanted. 

    “Lick… lick my clit now. Keep playing with it but lick it too.” 

    I did, still rubbing the little button but bringing my tongue up to play too. Her hips spread wider and her body jerked. 

    “Oh, yes, like that,” she whimpered. “Now use your other h-hand and put a finger in me, I’m close, Mike, I’m really, mm, close…” 

    I did, and when I slid a finger inside her, I curled it to brush the spot I’d found the day before. That set her off, and Kylie bounced on the seat, her lip folded between her teeth, eyes squeezed shut. 

    “F-fuck… oh… oh… yes, yes, nnnngh, yes!” 

    She jerked hard one last time, her breath stuttering as her pleasure washed over her. She twisted her head away from me, her fingers rising to her lips, and then she was coming down, breathing hard and looking back at me. 

    “Get a condom,” she said. 

    I jumped for one on my hands and knees. I fumbled it, jerked it up off the ground, and knee walked back in a hurry as Kylie giggled. She gripped my cock and stroked me back to steel hardness, and I rolled on the condom, cursing it a couple times until I was safely sheathed. She moved back, her head on the pillow, and I chased her, my hand on my cock. 

    Kylie gripped my neck and leaned up to kiss me. “We’re doing this,” she whispered. 

    “We are,” I said. I poked at her hip, her mound, and her lips, and finally reached down to grasp my cock and aim it at her entrance. 

    “Nope, nope, nope,” she said hastily, “higher.” 

    I realized what I’d been aiming at and adjusted, grinning sheepishly. Then I was sliding inside her, and both of us moaned at a lust finally fulfilled. 

    “Slow, slow, Mike, please, you’re almost too big,” she begged. 

    I froze and looked down. What I saw was one of the most erotic moments of my life. I was only maybe an inch or two inside Kylie, and she fucking bulged with me. Her pussy lips spread obscenely wide around my prick. There was still so much of me to go.  

    She looked down and deliriously moaned, “I knew, knew what the girls said about you, but mmmm, oh my fuck, I didn’t understand, I didn’t know it would be…” 

    “Should I stop?” 

    “No!” Kylie shouted, then more hoarsely, “Absolutely not. I’m going to come and you haven’t even started yet.” 

    Still staring at the joining of our bodies, I started in again, much slower this time. One of her legs kicked up, the other, the one closest to the floor, dropped and she spread her thighs wide, instinctually trying to back away from my invading prick. 

    Another inch, and Kylie’s fingernails dug into my neck so hard she drew blood. “Oh my Gaaahhh-aaawd!” she cried out. “Now, now, now, rock back and go that deep, no more, okay?” 

    She was babbling but I understood. I slowly eased back out of her, then in again until I reached about that same depth. Her hands still clutching me, she writhed, the sensations already close to overwhelming her. 

    I kept that slow pace, rocking my cock back and forth inside her. Her hands slid down to my back as our bodies moved together. I didn’t realize she scratched me there or on my neck, but she was tearing at me. I leaned down to kiss her after a thrust and that did it for Kylie. Her hands balled into fists and her foot on the floor kicked. 

    “Mm, God, ohhh, oh, nnmmmm!” she cried out through clenched teeth. Her body jerked and her breaths went fast and hard. Her tongue sought mine out as she shivered through her orgasm. Finally she pulled back, breathless. 

    “That was good, that was so good… are you close?” 

    “No, not really.” I realized how that might come across and hastily added, “Not that I’m not loving this. Just, you know, I came earlier and… 

    Kylie giggled and stroked my cheek. “Can I be on top?” 

    “Sure.” 

    I pulled out of her with a sound kinda like a cork being pulled and she slid off the couch while I sat upright to take her place. She hurried to turn around and crawl on me, kissing my lips feverishly while she gripped my cock and stroked it. 

    “Am I supposed to change condoms?” I asked. “I’ve never changed positions in the middle.” 

    She thought about that. “I think you’re all right so long as it’s just me, you know?” 

    That sounded like good logic to me, so I relaxed and groaned while Kylie gripped my condom-wrapped cock and pointed it upwards. She positioned herself with one foot on the ground again and her knee beside me, and sank down slowly. Again, I couldn’t take my eyes off the way my cock spread her lips wide. 

    “Parting the Pink Seas,” I said. 

    “What?” Kylie asked, lost in pleasure. 

    “Nothing.” 

    On top, she could control the pace, and instead of bobbing up and down, she did this rocking thing. Forward, back, side to side, rhythmic like that. I was entranced both by the movement and the naked breasts in front of me. Hey, I’m a guy. Kylie caught me staring and giggled again. 

    “Touch them. Play with them. I want you to.” 

    I reached up and ran my hands across them, cupping them, squeezing them gently. “Coming on these was one of the hottest things I’ve ever done,” I said. 

    “I’m glad you liked it. You’ll have plenty more opportunities. I don’t really like swallowing so hey, go nuts. Just careful where you aim.” 

    I grinned and kept playing. She dropped one hand down to her clit and I felt inexplicably guilty for playing with her boobs instead of helping her. I dropped a hand to her clit, and she moved it back to her breast. 

    “I mean it, Mike. Touch what you want. Play with what you want. I came already and I’ll do it again soon enough. We teased you so long. You have fun too.” 

    “You know I never minded the teasing.” 

    “I wouldn’t have done it if I thought you did,” Kylie said, her eyes closing as she stroked her clit between two fingers. She wasn’t quite pinching it but making that general motion. Interesting. I’d never seen that before. “Megan and Lara are going to be such jealous bitches about this.” 

    I ran my thumb across one of her nipples while I brought my hand up to her mouth. She sucked my finger down, eyes still closed. “They’ll live.” 

    She let the fingers go but I kept them on her cheek. “Daisy too. She told me she and Naveen are breaking up soon.” 

    “I heard the same thing.” I pinched the nipple like she was pinching her clit, and she moaned around my fingers. “You don’t have anything to worry about. However long we have together, I’m yours, Kylie.” 

    “Mm. Mine.” Her hand dropped to my cheek and she caressed it. “My man’s mouth to lick me and kiss me.” I chuckled, but she was still going, running her hand down my chest. “My man’s muscles.” She went further still, stroking the length of my cock still not inside her before sinking down even further with a pleased moan. “My m-m-man’s dick, to make me so nice and full.” 

    “All yours, Kylie,” I whispered. 

    “Miiine.” 

    With that, she started fucking me. 

    She still wasn’t used to my size – that wasn’t going to happen in a day or even a week – and could only do short little bunny hops on my cock. But God bless Kylie, she was trying. Both my hands went to her ass as she erratically humped back at me, eyes closing again. She dropped towards me so fast I thought she was falling, but instead, she rested one hand on my shoulder and played with her clit with the other, her lips close enough I could kiss them again. 

    I liked that position. I liked her being in control. Maybe not as much as I liked the thought of taking her from behind, but Jesus, letting Kylie take what she wanted was hot as hell. I started to rock with her, not realizing I was doing it until she whimpered with a thrust. I froze again, sure I was hurting her. 

    “Shit, I went deeper,” I gasped. 

    “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” Kylie chanted. 

    We picked back up the pace, me still not going too deep but pushing in further than I had gone before. The hand on my shoulder clutched at my skin and she let loose a cry. “Aaaahhhhhhhhh, Miii-IKE!” 

    She shuddered on top of me. I barely noticed. I was hanging on myself, trying to keep control, trying not to hurt her, but I was going to lose it. I reached down and grasped my cock as she relaxed on top of me, pulling out of her. She glanced down, then back into my eyes and grabbed the condom to yank it off me. She slinked down my body and jacked my cock. Five strokes, and that was all it took. Ropes of my come splashed on my belly, and she laughed breathlessly, watching. 

    When I was spent, she collapsed on top of me, and we shifted around until I had Kylie wrapped in my arms, kissing her as she cuddled into me. The couch made things tight, but that was how we both wanted it right then. 
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    Tube Tops Were Not Made for This Kind of Pressure 

      

    Life that summer didn’t just focus on my relationship with Kylie or my various friendships. I had to earn some money for college if I didn’t want to pick up a part-time job throughout the fall and spring. I got a nice amount of cash from my extended family for graduation, but that wasn’t going to last forever. 

    I had to plan for the trip down there too. Lara and I hadn’t talked about particulars yet, but I thought I’d invite her to ride down with me, seeing as how she didn’t have a car she could take down there. I know her parents would have driven her, but I thought it might make more sense for her to go with me. 

    I called her after I gathered up my gardening equipment. Much as I didn’t mind getting my van dirty, I didn’t want the back end smelling like gas so my dad and I were trading off the mornings I mowed. 

    Lara picked up. “Hey, Mike!” 

    “Hey yourself. How’d the rest of the party go?” 

    “Oh, really good. It was fun. Kylie seems super happy.” 

    I chuckled. “Good. I’m glad.” 

    “I mean, really happy. Like calling us up the minute you left delirious and a little drunk on you happy. You did good.” 

    “You and Eli doing okay?” 

    “Yeah,” she said, but it felt wooden. “I think things got a little crazy for him the other night but he’s all right. We’re all right. So what’s up?” 

    “I’m headed to the Culbertsons to do their yard. I wanted to talk to you about Florida if you have some time.” 

    “Sure! I’ll meet you there in like, fifteen minutes?” 

    “See you soon.” 

    We hung up, and I drove to the Culbertsons. The thirty-something couple lived pretty close to Lara, or otherwise I would have offered to drive her. The houses in that neighborhood, Lara’s included, were small, mass produced when a couple plants came into the area and the city of Honeypot needed housing in a hurry. Like my parents, Lara’s kept afloat, but couldn’t manage to climb much further than that. Of all our parents, save for my own which I’m obviously biased about along with Benny’s, in my estimation I think Lara has the kindest in the world. No joke, if Zack and Kathryn Denman had three sandwiches between them and you came into their house hungry, they’d give you two of them and hold back the third in case you wanted it later. 

    Anyways, all that’s to say they couldn’t really afford to give Lara a car for college. It was why, I thought, she was going to Hudwell. She got a great scholarship there, same as me. 

    Yeah. I was that blind. 

    I had half of one front section of the lawn mowed when I saw Lara biking up on the street. She was wearing a pair of denim shorts and a tube top that emphasized her bust in a way that my eyes wanted to linger on. But I was with Kylie. I had to remember that the flirting had to stop with the others. 

    I waved and pointed at the yard, then held up one finger. One sec. She parked her bike in front of my dad’s truck and looked in the back. In a moment, she was pulling out the pruning shears, knowing my routine. I finished the rest of that small section in five minutes, and she was already laboring over Mrs. Culbertson’s thorny bushes. I’m not sure if they were supposed to be roses or what. I’d never seen anything bloom on them. Personally if I could have landscaped the yard the way I wanted to, I would have yanked out the damn things. I can’t tell you the number of scratches those bushes caused me, even with work gloves on. 

    I stopped the mower and came to Lara. She smiled distractedly at me as she chopped away the excess growth. “Hey,” she said. 

    “Hey yourself.” 

    And for the first time in a good long while with Lara, I had no idea what to say. So much had changed in just days. We couldn’t be the flirtatious friends anymore, and I didn’t know what else to joke about to break the ice. 

    “The party, huh?” she asked. 

    “Yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my head. 

    Lara sniffed, and I realized with a start she was crying. I took the shears from her by the handle and dropped them beside us. 

    “I could really use a hug,” she whispered. 

    I gave her one, wrapping her up tight in my arms. I didn’t think of Kylie. I didn’t think of how close we were or her breasts pressed against me. I only thought to hug my friend and let her cry against my chest, not knowing why it felt like the world was coming apart when so much was coming together. 

    “I think I’m going to break up with Eli.” 

    * * * 

    We sat together on the tailgate, her hand in mine, her legs swinging. She got more sun in the last few days, her skin glowing with a healthy tan. 

    “We’re telling everybody…” Lara licked her lips, then looked at me. “You can’t say a word to anybody.” I nodded, and she took a deep breath before looking down the street again. “We’re telling everybody we lost our virginities to each other. We tried, the morning after, like you and Kylie. But he… got a little excited.” 

    “Oh jeez.” 

    “If it was just that, it would be… maybe not okay, but we could figure it out. But I’m tired of figuring it out with him. I feel like I’m teaching Eli everything about the world, A to Z, and it’s so… exhausting.” 

    I squeezed her hand. 

    “I don’t want that stress this summer,” Lara said. “The moment I thought about breaking up the other day I knew it was what I wanted. I just need to do it. And it’s going to suck, because he’s so sweet and he’s going to make someone really happy someday.” 

    “But that’s not you.” 

    She nodded. “Yeah. Am I a terrible person?” 

    “No. Hey, no,” I said, wrapping her tight again and kissing the top of her head. She pulled back, and I realized what I’d done. I smiled. “I need to get used to not showing you and Megan the same kinds of affection as Kylie. But that’s all it was, I swear.” 

    “I know,” she said, and she sounded so forlorn. She looked up at me. “Talk to me about Florida. Distract me.” 

    “Oh right, I almost forgot. I was thinking, why don’t we drive together in the van down there? I’m not taking much, so there would be plenty of room.” 

    “Oh my gosh, that would be great,” she exclaimed. 

    “Yeah? Your parents wouldn’t mind?” 

    “No, no, I don’t think so. We’re taking a family vacation this summer so they couldn’t take much time off anyways. It was going to be a rush trip for them. Are you sure?” 

    “A road trip with like my tenth or eleventh favorite Lara in the whole world? Pffft. Of course I’m sure.” 

    “I-” 

    The front door opened, and Cherie Culbertson stepped out. She too was dressed in a too-tight tube top. A housewife and a mother of a toddler and an infant, she damn near made me bite my fist every time I saw her. Holy shit, Mrs. Culbertson was stacked. She and Lara had similar curves – big boobs, big butts, tiny waists, nice legs – but where Lara bore a sweet and innocent face, Mrs. Culbertson was severe, at least in appearance. Her hair was done that day in two long messy pigtails, drawing even more emphasis to her breasts.  

    “Are you two all right?” she called. 

    “We’re fine,” I said. “Just needed a few minutes to talk about some things.” 

    “Well, come on in if you like. I have fresh iced tea.” 

    Lara and I looked at each other, and she smiled. To Mrs. Culbertson, she said, “That would be great.” 

    We headed for the porch, and she gave us each a hug. “Congratulations on the graduation,” she said. “I’ve been meaning to send along a card to each of you, so I’m glad you came by, Lara.” 

    “I’m sorry for pulling him away from the yardwork, but I promise I’ll help him get it done nicely.” 

    “Oh, I’m not worried,” Mrs. Culbertson said, shooing us inside. “I know it’ll get done. Mike always takes care of me.” 

    We stepped into the tiny living room. An armchair in a corner was missing, and several lighter spots on the wall marked where several pictures had been hung not all that long ago. I didn’t know much, but I knew that spelled trouble. 

    “Have a seat,” she said. We took up spots on opposite ends of the couch, then Lara scooted over towards me when we realized there was nowhere else for Mrs. Culbertson to sit. She gave me a tight smile and I took her hand again to squeeze it. I didn’t let go. I don’t know why, but I didn’t. 

    There’s a lot to judge me for in this story before it reaches the end. I think that handholding is probably among the worst of it. I knew she was suffering. I rationalized taking Lara’s hand because I thought she needed the contact. I didn’t know what kind of mess I was stirring up inside her, or myself, for that matter. I took her hand because I wanted her too, even if I was in a relationship with Kylie. That sucks. That’s shitty of me. But the way my heart soared when she said she was breaking up with Eli at the same time I felt so terrible for her had to mean something. Good or bad, I told myself I’d be honest in this telling, and taking her hand was a pretty selfish move. 

    When Mrs. Culbertson came back out, she held an iced tea pitcher against her breast, and I noted with great interest the way it tugged the material down over a pink crescent of her areola. I didn’t need to hear the ice rattle in the jar to know it was cold, either. Her big nipple glared out at us through the tube top. 

    Fuck. Me. 

    I stood and took the tea jar from her. She handed over three plastic cups, and I poured. With a cup in hand, Mrs. Culbertson studied the two of us and smiled. 

    “Did you two make it official? I saw you holding hands.” 

    “Oh, no,” Lara said, blushing. “I’ve been having a tough go of it and you know Mike’s a close friend.” 

    “Oh no, is everything all right at home?” 

    “Yes. Great. Just social things is all.” 

    Mrs. Culbertson clicked her tongue and sipped. When she settled her cup on the table, she said, “Well, I hope they improve. How’s your summer going?” 

    “Just getting started, but so far, it’s off to a bang,” I said, thinking about Kylie coming on top of me. “But, Mrs. Culbertson-” 

    “Cherie, please.” 

    “All right, Cherie. Are you okay?” I glanced meaningfully at the corner, then back at her. 

    “Is it a divorce, or just temporary?” Lara asked, dropping a hand to Cherie’s knee. 

    Cherie sighed. “We’re talking divorce.” 

    “Oh man,” I said. “Sorry. He seemed like a great guy.” 

    “He’s a fantastic guy,” Cherie said, and finished the rest of her iced tea in two long gulps. “Fantastic husband, fantastic father. I wasn’t so great a mom and a wife. And I’m sorry, that’s all I’d like to say about that.” 

    “Sure,” I said. 

    “How were the festivities?” she asked. A damp spot on her shirt drew my eye. It took me a minute to realize what I was looking at. Milk. 

    Fucking fuck fuck fuck. 

    “Hot,” Lara said. “Those robes outside for that long, ugh. But Kylie got to say a few things. She was salutatorian.” 

    “Oh, really? That’s terrific,” Mrs. Culbertson said. The drop was now the size of a coaster and I could think of nothing more than leaning in, tugging down that top, and sucking the milk from her tit. 

    I guzzled my iced tea and stood up before I had a bulge. “Um. Should probably get back to it. Thanks, Mrs. Culbertson. Sorry about the… sorry.” 

    “Huh? Oh. Well,” Cherie said, but I was already dropping my cup on the table and running for it. 

    * * * 

    When I got done with work, I unloaded the truck and headed for Benny’s on my bike. We vowed to each other we were going to work out five days a week that summer. It was something of a tradition. We’d say that, Benny would start to drop off by about mid-June, then I’d be jogging and pumping weights with other friends by July. It was his life to live and I wasn’t going to try and make his choices for him. Honestly, I just liked the company those first few weeks. 

    Benny wasn’t home, but his mom Vivica was. She invited me in and of course I said yes, because Vivica has what I’m certain is an honest-to-God tractor beam hidden away somewhere in her muumuus and you can’t say no to her. If you try, she does this cheek and lip twitch thing, and her sweet eyes get all teary, and aw man, it’s punching me in the gut just to write that. If you learn nothing else from these books, don’t say no to Mama Vivica. It’ll break your heart a few dozen times over. 

    Without asking me, she cut up two slices of a peach crisp. I’m sure I left drool puddled on her floor when I saw the mountain of brown sugar atop the peaches. She let me lick the pie server like I was a kid, and we dug in before she started talking. 

    “He’s been so happy,” Vivica said. “This girl, I think she really likes him.” 

    “She sure seemed to at the party,” I said, thinking of Julie tackling Benny to the ground and his war cry later about losing his virginity. Probably best not to bring that up. 

    Vivica whispered theatrically, “I think she even took his… you know… what do you call it these days? V card?” 

    Ah. Well. 

    “Um. Yeah. I think you’re right about that,” I said, studying my crisp very carefully. 

    “Oh good. I hope he’s sweet to her.” 

    “I don’t think Ben could be anything but.” 

    She pointed her fork at me. “You don’t know if he’s using protection, do you?” 

    “Erm. It hasn’t come up, but he’s a smart guy.” 

    “He is, but he gets so excited.” Vivica sighed. “Well, he wouldn’t listen to me about it, but he would listen to you. Tell him to be careful like that, all right? I bought him some boxes of condoms just in case.” 

    I chewed, even though there was nothing in my mouth. It gave me time to try and assimilate that. 

    “Just say, ‘yes, Mama Vivica’ and make me happy.” 

    I grinned. Now that was an easy one. “Yes, Mama Vivica.” 

    “Take them to him when you go. He’s at Julie’s.” 

    I nodded. 

    “And I hear he’s not the only one with a new amore.” 

    “Yeah. Kylie and I… yeah.” 

    “That’s good. You be careful with her. I think she and that Megan sometimes would be some real wild ones if it wasn’t for you and Lara.” She picked up the pie server again. “You’d better have one more slice of crisp. Ben’s trying to diet for her, did you know?” 

    After two more pieces of crisp – look, I’m not a monster, so I’m not going to let it go to waste – I straddled my bike and realized I had no idea where Julie lived. I dialed Benny, all the while looking at the plastic bag full of condoms dangling off my handlebar. 

    He gave me directions, and I’m pretty sure I burned off at least one serving of that peach crisp riding up Stingham Hill, then down the other side and up Little Stingham Hill. I think our city’s founding fathers were drunk on the job that naming day. Julie’s family lived in a doublewide modular home surrounded by gorgeous lilacs. I parked my bike around the side of a covered car port, and headed up to knock on the door. 

    A moment later, Julie opened the door in a bright pink tank and shorts. “Mike!” she cried out, and charged me with a hug. I laughed and hugged her back. 

    “Hey Julie. Treating my boy toy okay?” 

    “Oh he’s miserable. Having sex, learning I can beat his ass in video games, you know.” 

    “Sounds rough,” I said sagely. 

    “Come on in. I know you two were going to work out, but there’s a community swimming pool down on the corner. You have shorts on, Benjamin has some here, you want to go?” 

    Benjamin? I don’t think I’d ever heard even his mom or dad call him Benjamin. “Absolutely. Sounds great.” 

    “What’s in the bag?” 

    “Oh, a gift from his mom to him.” I winked. “You’ll enjoy this.” 

    She laughed. “Come on in. We’ll get changed and go.” 

    Benny came out of a backroom, grinning as I came in. He repeated what she just said about swimming, and I told him the same as I told her. Then, quizzically, he asked, “What’s in the bag?” 

    “Oh. Your mom said you probably wouldn’t listen to her about it.” I opened up the bag and tossed him box after box of condoms. He caught them before he looked at what they were. “Remember, Little Benjamin’s happiest when he’s all warm and cozy inside his latex sleeping bag.” 

    Julie cackled madly at that, and Benny groaned. “Aw, man, I… aw man! Did she really put you up to this?” 

    “I swear.” 

    “Aw man!” 

    We swam for the better part of an hour. Benny was pretty decent at swimming but tried too hard to match me lap for lap. He burned out, fast, and sat on the edge while Julie and I finished up. As they rubbed each other down with suntan lotion, Benny filled me in. 

    “It’s been really fun. Once we got over how shy we were, we found out we had… well, absolutely nothing in common except video games.” 

    “He wouldn’t be interesting if we liked everything together,” Julie said, rubbing his back in big concentric circles. “We’ve been pretty much inseparable.” 

    “That’s great,” I said. “I expect to be asked to be the best man.” 

    “Dude, we’re not… that’s not…” 

    I grinned at Julie, and she grinned back. “Is he always this gullible?” she asked me. 

    “Oh, totally. He’s terrified of frogs, so when he slept over at my house, I told him we had a frog loose inside the house somewhere. I’d hook up a chunk of wet wadded paper to some string and flick at him in the middle of the night.” 

    “It would about make me pee myself,” Benny grumbled. Then, brighter, he added, “My mom talk to you about the Stampede?” 

    The Stampede was a music festival going on the next weekend about forty miles away. It was a big summer deal, kind of the official kickoff to the state’s big events. I didn’t generally like country music but I went twice and it was a blast.  

    “Nope. What’s up?” 

    “They won two tickets from our grocery store, some drawing or something. They don’t want to be out in the sun all weekend and Julie and I both have to work. You want me to ask my mom and see if she hasn’t given them away?” 

    I chewed on that. I kept to a schedule with my lawns but it was loose, and if I did up everybody’s weekend work on Friday, it was definitely doable. Even if Kylie didn’t want to go I was sure I could find someone. “Yeah, sounds fun.” 

    He hurried for his phone, tucked away in a blue and white beach towel, and called his mom. He talked to her a minute, told her yes, I gave him the condoms, and shook his head. When he came back, he gave me a thumbs-up. 

    “You’re all good. Go by their place again on the way home. She says she’s giving you the rest of the crisp, you jerk.” 

    My stomach did happy jumping jacks about that. “I’d better do more laps.” 
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    The Beast of Honeypot High 

      

    “So he leaves me with Mrs. Culbertson as he runs for the hills,” Lara said to everyone at the booth. The core four of us, Eli, and Roano sat around a demolished twofer platter of chips, queso, and Benedictine dip. Eli had an arm around Lara’s shoulders, grinning like a loon. I guess they didn’t have that talk yet, even if it was a few days after she told me she was breaking up with him. 

    “I didn’t know what to say or do,” I admitted. “Completely panicked.” 

    “My hero,” Kylie said, snuggling in tighter to me. 

    “So what’d you do?” Megan asked Lara around another mouthful of dip. Ostensibly there was a chip in there too, but the dip outweighed it by a metric ton. 

    “Scooted away and told her she had tea on her shirt. She had to know I knew what it really was, but she took the assist.” 

    “Smart cover-up,” I said. 

    “As opposed to ‘erp, well, gotta run, byeeee?’” Lara asked, and stuck her tongue out at me. 

    Eli’s smile slipped at that, and I changed directions on the conversation. “Hey, what are you all doing this weekend?” I asked the group at large. “I’ve got two tickets to the Stampede. Thought we could have some fun.” I eyed Kylie, and added, “Wanna get away for a weekend?” 

    “Definitely.” 

    “Sounds fun to me,” Megan said. She nudged Roano. “How about it?” 

    “Listening to a bunch of redneck assholes hoot and holler about beer and trucks for eight hours in a crowd of drunk cowboys? Pass.” 

    “A no would have worked,” Megan said, and there was real ice to her words. 

    “Yeah, well, who cares?” 

    “I do,” Megan said. “It would be fun. I’m in.” 

    “We can go up to my parents’ cabin,” Roano said. “Go camping, hiking. We don’t have to be sweaty and miserable all day and pay twenty bucks for a fuckin’ BLT.” 

    “Nope,” Megan said. “But I want to. I said I’m in and I’m in.” 

    “Okay. You know what?” Roano said, reaching out and grabbing his Pepsi. “I think I’m going to get going.” 

    “Roano,” Eli started. 

    “Don’t tell me you want to hang around either,” Roano said. “You look miserable with King Douchebag over there stealing glances at your girl every couple minutes.” 

    The table went real quiet, and I said, “If you and I have a problem, why don’t we talk about it outside? Okay? Not in front of them and the whole restaurant.” 

    He glared at me, chugged down his Pepsi, then shrugged. “Let me out.” 

    “Don’t,” Megan warned. 

    “Yeah, no fighting,” Lara said. 

    “We won’t fight,” I said. “We’ll just talk. Like adults.” 

    We slid out so Roano could stand up and yawn. He dug out his wallet, fished around, and said, “Damn. Forgot to grab some cash.” 

    “Why don’t I get your part this time?” I said, smiling tightly. 

    “Yeah. Why don’t you?” Roano said, then headed for the door, a strut in his step. 

    Kylie caught my arm and shook her head. I nodded, laid out a twenty for our share of the food and drinks, then followed Roano out into the sunshine. We headed for his car, and when we were out of sight of the restaurant, he whirled on me. 

    “Stay the hell away from our girls.” 

    “They’re not property, Ro.” 

    He jammed a meaty fist into my chest. Not a punch, and not quite a poke, either. It was like he was trying to show me he’d go for it. “You think I don’t see the way Megan flashes you now and then? Touches you? And the way her and Lara eye-fuck you all the time? She’s mine. So when we’re around, you’re not.” 

    “They can decide-” 

    He did it. The son of a bitch actually took a swing at me. I don’t think Roano had ever actually hit anyone, or else he might have done some serious damage, given the size of him. As it was, he looped a fist against my jaw. My head twisted with it but it was a bad angle and the punch only mashed some skin against my teeth. I tasted blood, but no more than if I’d bit my tongue. 

    “You think punching me is going to help your case, asshole?” I asked. 

    He punched me again, in the gut, and this time he got all of his considerable muscle behind it. While it hurt a lot more, I was ready for it and softened it by moving into the punch, dancing into his fist, not away. 

    “Hey. Hey!” Eli shouted, running towards us.  

    “I’m not going to fight you,” I said, holding my gut as Roano put up his fists like he’d seen MMA fighters do. “We’re not kids.” 

    “She’s not yours!” Roano shouted. He was so close to my face he sprayed me down with a fine mist of spittle. Gross. 

    Then Eli was there, getting between us, and Roano punched him too, a nasty right hook to the poor guy’s temple. Eli staggered. He might have stayed on his feet if he didn’t hit the lip of the curb, twisting and falling. 

    Now I was pissed. I might think Eli was kind of a goober now and then but he was a friend. I grabbed Roano by the shoulder. “Hey. This is between you and me. Leave him out of it.” 

    Roano spun on me. “Or else what?” 

    “Or else I start punching back,” I said, feeling weirdly serene. I was sure my body was going to hit its fight or flight reflex soon, but for the moment, I was as chill as an ice cube. Go me, I thought, amused. I offered a hand to Eli, and he took it, standing up and rubbing a nasty scrape on his arm. “Megan’s her own woman. You don’t own her. Neither do I. You and I know she’d never fool around on you.” 

    “She does it up here,” he said, tapping his temple. “You think I don’t know it’s you she’s thinking about when we’re sleeping together?” 

    “Yeah,” Megan said quietly, somewhere behind us. “I do. Because Mike’s a thousand times the man you are.” 

    We both turned. Megan, usually so devilish and happy-go-lucky, was crying. Kylie and Lara stood behind her, silent. Roano started towards her, and I grabbed his arm. 

    “You feel the need to get punchy again, you take it out on me,” I snapped. “Not her. Never her.” 

    Something passed over Roano’s face then. Weariness, and maybe a little amusement. “Christ, Maclin, I’m not a monster.” 

    He turned back to a slap that rocked his face. I mean, nearly knocked him on his ass, Megan hit him so hard with her palm. “That’s for hitting Mike,” she said, and slapped him again. He flinched and she only partially caught his jaw, but it still had to sting. “And that’s for hitting Eli, you, you… dickhead. Get away. Go. I never want to talk to you again.” 

    “Meg-” 

    “Go!” she shouted, and stamped her foot like a child. 

    Roano rubbed the side of his face and grimaced. To Kylie, he said, “Enjoy watching him slobber all over them this summer.” 

    Kylie said nothing. He looked around at all of us once more, and walked away. 

    * * * 

    Megan, Kylie, and I sat on one length of the couch, in that order, Lara and Eli on the other length. Megan rested her head on Kylie’s shoulder, her tears and sniffles gone. 

    “I don’t know why I’m crying,” Meg said. “We were going to break up anyways. College and all. But I thought we had a while longer.” 

    “I didn’t mean to set him off,” I said. 

    “He would have found an excuse anyways,” Meg said. She pulled away from Kylie’s shoulder. “And now I’m even more determined to go to the Stampede and have fun.” 

    “You all right, Eli?” I asked. 

    He held up his arm and glanced at the band-aid covering his scrape. Lara, a former babysitter, cleaned it and put antiseptic on it. “Yeah. Head’s all right. Arm stings,” he said. He hadn’t talked much since we left the restaurant, and when he did, it was in short, tight sentences like that. 

    “Ro has always been jealous,” Megan said. “I thought at first he could get over it, but…” 

    “Meg…” Eli said, then sighed. 

    Lara glanced at him. “What?” 

    “Nothing.” 

    “No,” Megan said. “Say it. What?” 

    “I don’t want to start any more drama,” Eli said. 

    “No no,” Megan said, folding her arms across her breasts. “What? What do you have to say about me?” 

    “Shit,” Eli said, rubbing his cheeks. “All right. Roano had every right to be jealous.” 

    Everyone went quiet, and we all stared at him. Megan smiled tightly. “About what?” 

    “Think about all the times you… you know, you and Lara and Kylie, you flash Mike your bra or your panties or you bump up against him when you pass by.” Eli blushed, not looking at Lara. “It makes it hard to… not be a little angry.” 

    Lara said, deadly quiet, “Mike’s been our friend forever.” 

    “We never did anything with him when we were with anyone else,” Kylie added, just as quiet. 

    “But you did, though, didn’t you?” Eli asked. “Megan, back before graduation, you were on that couch showing off your panties to Mike. That’s not… it’s not ‘just friends’ stuff. That’s not how friends do things.” 

    Lara stood up, and headed for the bathroom. “Unbelievable,” she muttered under her breath. 

    Eli started to stand too, but Megan said, “Uh uh. You started this, you’re going to stay and finish it. You think I would have cheated on Roano with Mike?” 

    “No. Maybe not actually sleep together. But you know all three of you were giving us the impression you would. No one can come into your inner circle because you’re all so… so weird for him.” 

    “Weird for him?” Kylie asked. 

    “At the party, Meg, you and Lara wanted to show off. And who was it for?” Eli asked. I had to admit, the guy kind of had a point. It sure wasn’t for him or Roano. Lara came back out, staring at him with as cold a look as I’d ever seen from her. He turned, his shoulders slumped. “You can tell them the truth, if you want.” 

    “Eli…” she said, exasperated. 

    “We never slept together,” he said, not looking at the rest of us. “I… I knew I couldn’t live up to what she wanted. That’s never been me. You three can fight over him. I’m done.” 

    He headed for the stairs. Lara looked at me, lips parted, and after a minute, went after him, wordless. Megan stood too, and Kylie caught her hand. 

    “Don’t,” Megan said listlessly. “He’s right. We’ve all had a crush on Mike forever.” She looked at me. “Be good to her, okay?” 

    She left. Kylie and I listened to the front door open and close. She sighed, I sighed, and we looked at each other. I leaned over to kiss her, and she brought a hand up to my face. I don’t know what set us off, but that kiss, innocent as it may have begun, burned, and I kissed her harder, hungrier. I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her to her feet. 

    “My bedroom,” she said, “now.” 

    I nodded and we hurried up there. I dug out a condom on the way, gripping it between my fingers and tossing it on Kylie’s bed. We tore at each other’s clothes, yanking everything off in between hard, almost angry kisses. She threw aside her blue comforter and crawled up on the bed, her pussy enticing me to chase after her. I stopped her just like that, on her hands and knees, and dropped to lick at her pussy. 

    “Don’t tease me long. When I’m wet, I want you,” she moaned. 

    I squeezed her ass in acknowledgment and kept going. We only had sex a few other times since we first hooked up. Kylie was still not used to my size and sex left her with a lot of sore muscles and bruising, so we kept it to oral when she wasn’t up for it. I was quickly learning her favorite tricks and reached around now to softly pinch and stroke her clit as I stuffed my tongue into her sweet walls. 

    When Kylie was ready, I guided her onto her back. She spread her legs for me and brought her knees up, and I slid slowly inside her. Closing her eyes, she breathed into my ear, “Do you want them, Mike?” 

    “You know I’m yours.” I said, pushing further in and getting my hands around her butt. 

    Her eyes fluttered open. “But only for a while.” 

    “Kylie…” 

    “Do you like Megan’s ass?” 

    I shivered helplessly, thinking about it. “Yes.,” I said, seeing no way around it. 

    “Do you like Lara’s big tits?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Do you want them?” she asked as I began to build up a rhythm. 

    “Whatever time we have-” 

    “Don’t. I’m serious. I want the truth. Do you want them?” 

    I sighed. “Of course I do. I love all of you.” 

    Kylie whimpered, “Go with Megan this weekend, the two of you. To the festival.” 

    “Kylie…” 

    “No, I mean it. Go with her. And if something ha…” She arched her back, her thighs spreading even wider. “…happens, I want you to enjoy it.” 

    I fucked her faster. I couldn’t help it. I thought of Megan riding me in reverse, that big ass slapping down on me. 

    “I love them too. And I want to share you with them. Let them find out h-how good it can… can… be…” 

    Kylie could speak no more, not for a long while. I was practically panting above her, going deeper than we had our other times.  She bent her knees nearly to her breasts, her hand at her mouth balled up into a fist as she looked away from me. Within minutes, she exploded on my cock, her whole body bouncing hard as Kylie came. 

    I wasn’t long after. I was too worked up, too ready. I filled my condom, my release roaring out of me with a savage grunt, and I fell beside her, chest rising and falling. I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to say. Kylie stripped the condom off me, dropped it into a wastebasket, and cuddled up next to me again. 

    She said slowly, evenly, “I mean it with all my heart. I want you to be with them too.” 

    “Talk to them, then. I don’t want to come across like a scumbag if they don’t know you gave us your blessing.” I kissed the side of her head. “This just made the summer really complicated.” 

    “It does. You’re going to be one sore guy.” 

    “I’ll manage.” 
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    Giddy Up, Cowboy 

      

    “I wish I could go,” Kylie said, “but jeez, these allergies.” 

    “Funny,” Megan said. “I don’t remember you having them before.” 

    “Oh, yeah, something terrible,” Kylie said. “Hayseed and… uh… grass… cats… all that.” 

    “Grass cats?” Megan asked. 

    “Hell on my lungs.” 

    Lara listened to all this with a faint half-smile on her face. Her sadness hadn’t left her eyes since her relationship with Eli imploded, even if it was what she wanted. I wanted to wrap her up in my arms and tell her everything was going to work out okay. Then I realized I had absolutely no reason not to do exactly that, so I hopped off the bench I was sitting on and came to her. 

    She nestled against me so naturally. I felt a stab of guilt, not just because I still had it in my head I was somehow betraying Kylie, but because I was glad it was Lara going to college with me. I know she didn’t need protecting, but there was still some part of me that wanted to forever keep her in my arms like this, to have her tuck her head under my chin, to feel the rise and fall of her chest against me. 

    “I wish I could go with,” Lara said. 

    “Hey, you’re going to have fun with your family.” 

    They were going on their first family vacation in years and years, since Lara was too young to remember. A friend owned a place in Wisconsin with a guest house, and they would be using it as their base of operations while they went on a cheese tasting tour. Nope, I’m not kidding you, and yes, I was kind of insanely jealous. 

    “Mm hm,” Lara said, and I could actually feel her still in my arms. Christ, I was in love with all of them, and badly. 

    “And when you get back, we’ll do something. The two of us,” I said. “Maybe take a drive and spend a couple days at your grandma’s.” 

    She pulled back, eyes sparkling. “Oh, Kylie would never get you back then. Grandma loves you.” 

    Lara’s grandmother lived a couple hours away in a small home in the middle of nowhere. It’s the sort of place where you could forget the rest of humankind exists. There’s not much out there apart from some willows, tall grass, and fields and fields of corn. It spooked me when I was much younger, but I came to really like it the last couple times we were out there. 

    “Is that a yes?” I asked. 

    Lara grinned, and nodded. “Absolutely.” 

    Megan, in a creamy skirt and a black tank, pushed off my van and hugged Kylie. “Thanks. For… you know.” 

    Kylie nodded. “It’s going to be a good summer,” she said, pointedly looking in my direction. 

    “Yeah,” Megan said, and pinched my butt. “It is.” 

    I gave Kylie a kiss and whispered into her ear, “It’s not too late.” 

    “I want this as much as you do. You’re not just my boyfriend this summer. You’re our boyfriend,” she breathed into mine, and nipped my earlobe. “So ride her hard, cowboy.” 

    I tipped my big dorky straw cowboy hat at her. I bought us all one the last time we went to the Stampede. Megan had hers in the van. 

    I started for the van, but Kylie tugged at my arm one more time, and I turned to her kissing me so hard our teeth clacked together. Megan, a photography nerd, lifted her camera and caught a picture of us with our arms roped around each other, my hat knocked askance.  

    “Go. Have fun,” Kylie said, pulling back and brushing at her eyes. “I want details later.” 

    “Oh yes,” Megan said. 

    The most daring of the four of us, she did something none of us expected. She came to Kylie, and kissed her. I’m not talking a friendly peck. I mean a kiss. Her hands went to Kylie’s cheeks and they locked lips for a solid few seconds, Kylie making a surprised, pleased sound in her throat. Megan pulled away, beaming, then went to Lara and kissed her too. 

    When those two finally separated, Lara looking as shocked and pleased as Kylie, Megan said, “This is going to be the best summer ever.” 

    You know what? She was absolutely right. 

    * * * 

    I was way too late to grab us a hotel room by the time I knew about the tickets to the Stampede, but Naveen came through again like a champ. Not with a room, but a campsite. It was half an hour away from the music festival, but that was actually a good thing. We wouldn’t be paying the insanely trumped-up prices for the local food. It would be the four of us in one big tent, a nice big campfire, melty marshmallows, and only the finest in beef hot dogs. Well… maybe not the finest. Maybe whatever was on sale. 

    To get to the campsite, we had a seventy mile drive ahead of us. Megan settled into the passenger’s side, looking awfully pleased with herself. The girls had kissed before. I’d even seen Megan and Lara make out once when they both got a little too drunk. Then of course there was the fun at the graduation party. But Megan, Lara, and Kylie’s kissing that day carried a different charge to it, a promise to be fulfilled soon.  

    “Tell me you didn’t enjoy that,” she said. 

    “Oh, definitely,” I said. 

    “Good.” 

    “You?” 

    “Ohhhh, definitely.” 

    “Hey, you doing okay? With Roano and everything?” 

    She blew out a breath. “I’m fine. I guess. I don’t feel bad about the breakup but I do wish I’d kicked Ro in the balls instead of slapping him.” 

    I laughed, and reached out to squeeze her knee. “I don’t know. You really slapped the shit out of him.” 

    “Oh yeah. My hand stung I hit him so hard. You don’t screw with my friends. And you don’t wear clogs. But mostly you don’t screw with my friends.” She peered at me. “So. Kylie and you just became you and us. You asked me, so I’ll ask you. You okay?” 

    “Never better,” I said. “It’s going to be weird, but a good weird, I think.” 

    Megan shrugged. “We were always already kind of a thing. Now we’re just adding sex to the mix.” 

    “You’re not wrong.” 

    As I headed for the highway, she twisted in her seat and searched through her stuff in the back. Not that I minded the view of her butt wiggling beside me in the short skirt, but I had no idea what she was after. 

    “Want me to pull over?” 

    “Got it,” she said, and brought up a towel. She unfolded it and lifted her butt up off the chair to slide it underneath. I raised an eyebrow.  

    “What are you up to?” 

    “Well, seventy miles, and then we have about eight hours of music, right?” 

    Mystified, I said, “Yeah.” 

    She hefted her purse and rummaged through it. “I don’t have anything to do on the drive, and I’m going to want to take the edge off not being able to ride your cock until tonight, so I figured…” Megan pulled out a slim, cherry-red rod about as big as my finger. “…why not see how many times I can make myself come on the trip there?” 

    I nearly drove into oncoming traffic looking over at her, but corrected our path and breathed, “Holy crap.” 

    “Any bets?” she asked cheerfully. “I’ll say… mmm, four. I come pretty easy though. You might want to go higher.” 

    I thought about Kylie and how sensitive she was. “Six,” I said faintly. “Uh… yeah. Six.” She flicked on the finger-length toy, and I glanced over again. “Is that a vibrator?” 

    She lifted her butt and pulled down a pair of bikini briefs. “Uh huh,” she said. “Finger vibe.” 

    “Don’t think I’ve ever actually seen one of any kind.” 

    “Oh, this is my best traveling companion. I mean…” She reached over and gave my hardening cock a squeeze. “…he’ll do nicely too, but this little baby’s got my number.” 

    Right up until the point when Megan hiked up her skirt and started playing with herself, I thought she was putting me on, but no, we went from zero to sixty about two blocks from her house. It was the only time in my life I wished for red lights, because I desperately wanted to look over and see what she was doing. 

    I got a few opportunities before hitting the turn for the interstate. Megan slouched down some, staring at her legs with a look of deep concentration, her tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth. I thought that was a show for me, but no, that was how she genuinely looked when she was taking care of herself. She rolled the tip of the vibe from her clit to the topmost vee of her folds, a short jaunt before sinking about a knuckle deep into her folds and then back again. 

    “I want to do this on a plane sometime,” she said, her voice dreamy. “I think I’m going to try to fly down to see you and Lara and do that.” 

    “Yeah, that would be… uh…” I lost my train of thought watching the vibe slip back inside her, then forced myself to focus on the road. 

    “Lara’s… going to break your dick off…” she moaned. “Gotta make it good for her, her first time…” 

    “I will,” I said. 

    “Kylie said, mm, you’re almost too big for her.” 

    I grinned sheepishly. “Um. I guess so. Yeah.” 

    “Mmmm. I came so hard after you fingered her at the party.” 

    “Seeing you play with yourself turned me on too.” 

    “I know,” Megan said, a naughty grin on her face. “That’s why I wanted to, mm, do this.” 

    Getting on the interstate didn’t mean I could get away with looking more often. Keeping my eyes on the road took an effort I don’t think I could have matched twice. Megan twisted until she had her back in the corner, her legs spread wide. On occasion she’d glance back over her shoulder to see if cars were passing to the left, then if there weren’t any, she would lift her left foot up onto my lap and spread herself even wider as she rubbed my cock through my shorts with her foot. 

    “Kylie told us how h-hard you make her come, Mike,” she breathed, the vibrator buzzing away happily at her clit. “Lara and I want to know if it’s… mmm… if it’s true. Can you show me? Can you make me come like… like…” She threw her head back hard enough to bump it on the glass, and whispered, “…oh, oh God…” 

    “I’ll show you,” I croaked. “All summer, it’s yours any time. Yours and Lara’s and Kylie’s.” 

    “Mmm… mmm…” I couldn’t see it, but Megan kicked at the floorboard and gasped out, “one. You might haaaa-have to keep count. I… I think we’re both going to be… way… way under…” 

    “I’ve wanted all of you for so long,” I said. 

    “We knew. And we wanted you too. Just never the right… time.” She took a deep shuddering breath and started pushing the vibrator inside herself rhythmically, stopping only now and then to press the tail end against her clit. “Say what you will about this van, but the death rattle makes it feel extra good.” 

    “Death rattle?” I growled. “You know you can walk, right?” 

    “You’d give up this show?” 

    “For the van, I’d give up anything.” 

    She rolled her eyes, but smiled. “So many memories here. Kylie told me… mm… Kylie told me you two did it first on her couch because she wanted it to be somewhere important to us.” 

    “Yeah.” 

    “Mike?” 

    “Hm?” 

    “Sometime let’s do it here.” 

    “In the van?” I asked. 

    “Oh yeah,” she said, and the vibrator flicked off. She sat up straight and placed a hand on my thigh. “You remember that night we were cruising around and I fell asleep? You didn’t want to wake me up so you kept driving and driving?” 

    “You were cute, all cuddled up in your corner with my sweater over you.” 

    Megan studied me. “That was a good night.” 

    “It was.” 

    Usually her smile was mad and full of barely contained adorable insanity, but that moment, it was small, shy. I glanced over and returned it, and she settled back into the corner again to get herself off. 

    Five times, by the way, split perfectly between our guesses of four and six. When we got to the campsite, she was one exhausted, happy woman. 

    * * * 

    I have an odd story to tell you about Megan and what she means to me. 

    I’ve told you she has always been the devil on our shoulders. But that spark, that ferocious energy, it matters. When I was first getting to know her and she started hanging around all of us, there was this new teacher, Mrs. Ellis. She was a delicate woman, quiet and self-conscious. She stood absolutely no chance against us students and we steamrolled her. 

    Day in, day out, kids in one of my classes with her were loud. They didn’t listen. They didn’t learn. Mrs. Ellis fought back tears on a nearly daily basis and while I might not have joined in with the brash kids, I didn’t try to stop them either. I hate remembering that now, but I’d like to think I learned and that’s thanks to Megan. 

    Mrs. Ellis had these posters on the wall. You know the kind - motivational words, postcard-worthy landscapes or silly cats. A guy got up right in the middle of a lecture and started drawing on one of Mrs. Ellis’s cat pictures. Mrs. Ellis stopped the lecture entirely, took off her glasses, and dropped her head into her hands. She wasn’t crying. By that point, I think she was all out of tears for us. 

    Megan said, “Enough.” 

    The words should not have cut through the laughter and chatter among the students. But it did. Here was tiny Megan – and back then, she really was a tiny thing, far smaller than even that summer after graduation. She had this look in her eyes, something between anger and pain, and she was focusing that look on me. Right at me, like I was the one up there marking on the poster. I’ve never before or since felt so guilty, not even when it came to my mom. 

    Everyone, to a student, shut up. 

    “We all have let this go way too far,” she said, still staring at me. Mrs. Ellis finally looked up from her hands, still silent. “Mrs. Ellis doesn’t deserve this. We’re all embarrassing ourselves acting like… like children.” She turned to our teacher. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 

    A lump in my throat about the size of a baseball made me croak the words too. “Yeah. I’m… I’m sorry, Mrs. Ellis. We’ll all help pay for new posters.” 

    One by one the rest of the students apologized too. Mrs. Ellis looked at all of us, and like nothing had happened, continued her lecture in her mousy, quiet tone. 

    That afternoon, when classes were all done, I walked by Mrs. Ellis’s room. She and Megan were hugging. Mrs. Ellis’s cheeks were still dry, but Megan’s? Megan’s gleamed with tears. 

    Mrs. Ellis left the next spring. If Megan hadn’t stood up for her like that, I don’t think she would have lasted another week. I truly don’t. 

    Megan might be the one to goad us all into some really, really crazy things, but when it counts, there’s no one who cares more in this world, who is so fiercely ready to stand up for the people who need it. That’s only one slice of why I loved her.  

    * * * 

    Naveen and Daisy told everyone after graduation they’d be breaking up, but if they had, it sure didn’t seem like it. In a tank and open button down, he held Daisy from behind, rocking with her to the music, her arms sky high.  

    I held Megan like that too, her ass against me. She changed at the campsite and freshened up with some bottled water, and now wore a white frilled skirt, long for her, short for anyone else. Her matching white tank bared a lot of her stomach and cleavage, and my hands roamed her belly. She grinned as I kissed her neck and gave her a tiny thrust of my cock through my shorts.  

    The day couldn’t have been better for the Stampede. It was hot, maybe in the mid-eighties, enough to make us work up a fine sheen of sweat dancing to the music. A breeze kicked up now and then to cool things off, and thankfully, that’s all it stayed, just a breeze. Things would get crazier that night with the headlining acts, but even that early, thousands of people sprawled out over the fields, most of us standing, some on blankets and camp chairs. Sweat and earth and sweetgrass blended for one of the best scents on this Earth – or I would have thought that way, if I didn’t have my divine Megan wrapped in my arms, her apple lotion driving me almost as mad as her body. 

    She knew how she had me in that moment, and ohhh, my Megan loved to tease. She flexed her ass against my hardening cock, and I gripped her tighter, my breath hot against her skin. She swayed with me, but put more and more pressure back up against me, grinding with the subtlest of motions. Naveen and Daisy saw, and Daisy grinned at our play. I grinned back and kissed Megan’s shoulder. 

    She pulled forward, and for a moment, I thought she’d reached the limit of what she wanted to do out there. Instead, with just the barest of space between us, Megan hiked her skirt up so my cock in my shorts would be resting against her panties and the cleft of her ass. Then it was back to that slow, maddening grind, as her hands went up, wild, free. Her hair blew back in my face with the breeze and I ran my hand through it, tugging it aside to kiss her neck, her ear. 

    I had an amazing summer. A lot of the days would be filled with sex and fun, and I’d experience a lifetime of love and happiness in just a couple months. But that day… that day was special. I don’t want to qualify it by saying it was the best, because there were a ton I’d cycle through in my mind as that. Graduation night, for instance. But dancing with my Megan, drinking beer Daisy snuck into the festival with three of my closest friends, and everything that came that day, that night, it was perfect. People say you don’t get many of those. I did, and I’m so goddamn grateful for it. 

    We listened to two more acts, the first a rip-roaring group covering rock and country classics with a fast, immensely danceable pace, the second more of a bluegrass folksy trio who knew they were playing cleanup to a highlight of the show and did their best. When the bluegrass ended, Megan turned in my arms and said, “I need to run back to the van. Come with me?” 

    I cocked my head but nodded. She took my hand and we walked there, her looking serene, me realizing slowly what was about to happen. Before we got to the van, I stopped her, and turned Megan to face me. She had that grin on her face, the “fuck it all” grin as Kylie called it sometimes. Her hands shot to my face as mine went to hers, and we brought our lips together. Someone cheered us on nearby, but we didn’t pay any attention. 

    I thought about all the times this devil had teased me. Finally, I could have her, touch her, taste her. I dropped my hands where they’d always wanted to be – her ass – and she moaned as I pulled her tighter to me. 

    “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I breathed against her lips, guiding her back towards the van. My hands were under the fabric now, squeezing her firm cheeks. 

    “I know,” she breathed back. 

    We made it the last few yards to the van, and I thought about just taking her there, right out in the open. Just flip that skirt up, tug down her panties, and fuck her right up against the side of the van. Had we been as secluded as the campsite, I would have. No doubt in my mind. But there were a ton of people around, and security to deal with, so instead, I fumbled out the keys and a condom, and we threw open the rear doors. 

    The back row of seats was missing when my parents bought the thing and we never got it replaced. It made for a great spot to rest or sleep when need be, and I was grateful for it now. I grabbed a blanket from the front, laid it out for Megan, and pulled the doors shut behind us after we crawled in. It was going to be tight, but we would make it work. The windows had blackout curtains courtesy of some redneck modifications done by Benny and myself, and we drew them now for some privacy. 

    I wanted to tell Megan she deserved better than that van, that our first time together should be in a real bed, but watching her excitement as she wiggled down her panties, I realized that wasn’t my Megan. I was wrong about that, sweetly, naively wrong. The crazy was only half her persona. But that day, it was the crazy she craved, the silly, the fun, the hot. And the truth is, I was young, and eager, and I was going to make mistakes. This one was a harmless one, as far as those went, but I do regret that Megan and I didn’t first sleep together somewhere she deserved. 

    That isn’t to say we hated the experience. Oh no. We had a blast. 

    There’s only so much room, even in my beast of a van, so when I got her panties off her, I dropped to my knees. She couldn’t easily spread out, so we looked at each other a long minute, trying to figure out the specifics. 

    “I could open the back doors,” I said. 

    “Uh. No. Hang on. I have an idea. Hold my leg up. The other one.” 

    I did, and she lifted her butt off the ground, resting on her shoulders. 

    “Now move that foot up and over your head.” I did, and she wound up with her knees on my shoulders. “Give me a minute to get myself ready-” 

    But I had other ideas. I leaned down. Her butt was still off the ground, all her weight on her upper back. It was awkward, but I had her in position to lick her pussy for the first time, and I took full advantage of it. 

    Her eyes rolled up and she moaned, “Oh, yes, that’s… that’s a good idea too.” 

    I’m going to go ahead and guess we must have drawn some strange looks when I started slurping on Megan. I’m not sure it could be called anything else. We were frantic for each other from the first moment. My knees hurt, her shoulders and her neck had to hurt, we were going to be cramping soon, and I banged my elbow on the rear doors at least twice. 

    And you know what? It was great. It was a silly, fun time. We were young and stupid and careless. As I licked her, she started kicking a beat against my back to the music, and I started laughing, which set her off. We were hot and sweating in minutes, and still… still, I was with my Megan. 

    “Mike,” she said, my tongue at her clit. “I want you.” 

    I let her down carefully and grabbed up the condom. I leaned over her and rolled it on, kissing my lithe, beautiful girlfriend. Her eyes danced with good humor, and I kissed her again and again as I readied myself. She gripped my ass as I eased into her. Megan could take so much more of me than Kylie, and I thrilled to it. 

    “Megan,” I breathed against her lips. 

    “Wanted this… so long…” She closed her eyes and rocked with me. “I wish it had been you. Not Roano.” 

    “We’re together now.” 

    I slid my hands down her back to her ass, pulling her tighter against me as I rocked harder and harder into her. The van shook with my thrusts, and Megan’s quiet whimpers and moans soon cranked up the volume. 

    “Yesss, Mike, just that speed, just like that, fuck, so deep…” 

    Sweat glistened on her tanned skin. I kissed a bead of it away from her forehead, then moved to her cheeks, then I was nuzzling her neck, her shoulders. She opened her mouth to gasp and nothing came out but a squeak. Her knees jerked upwards and she quivered beneath me, lips opening and closing, her hands gripping my ass as I gripped hers. 

    “Oh my God, I’ve come so much today,” she stuttered out finally, and I laughed helplessly against her skin. 

    She wanted up off her back, which was fine by me. She rode me, her face just inches from mine, rocking her hips. The van’s shocks protested mightily at that, and we attracted a crowd of laughing onlookers. Megan grinned and shook her head. I squeezed her ass for the dozenth time. 

    “I love this ass,” I moaned. 

    “Mm, I know… loved showing it off to you. Used to make…” She shuddered and leaned back, her mouth wide open for a moment. I don’t know if she came, but obviously she was feeling something good. “Made Roano so jealous. I didn’t care. I liked you looking. I always liked y-you looking.” 

    “I love watching.” I slapped her ass lightly, playfully. “You can take so much of me.” 

    “M-more than Kylie?” 

    “More than Kylie.” 

    “That slut will be so j-jealous…” 

    She grabbed my hand and brought it to her mouth. Megan sucked down three of my fingers, watching me with half-lidded eyes as she started rocking faster and faster. 

    “M-Mike… I’m… I’m…” 

    “Do it,” I breathed. 

    She nodded, bouncing her hips harder, our flesh smacking together. Her head twisted in a slow circle and she tossed it back at the last. “Ohhh… oh!” 

    She came again. I don’t know how she had it in her, I really don’t. She collapsed forward, her whole body shaking with exhaustion, and I wrapped her in my arms. Had I not been so close, I might have faked my orgasm for her sake. Megan had nothing left in the tank. 

    I rocked up into her with hard, short thrusts. She gurgled my name on loop against my chest. “Mike… Mike… Mike…” 

    I ground up into her, gritting my teeth, and as I released, I exhaled out a simple, “Megan…” 

    We couldn’t stay like that long. It wasn’t so much the cramped space – though we would hurt, both of us – but the heat. The van was broiling and we barely noticed. I crawled up and over the seats to grab some bottled water from a cooler and a fistful of tissues. I nearly fell on top of Megan on the way back to her, and together, we got ourselves cleaned up as best we could. Before we opened up the back doors, she kissed me, a slow, passionate thing that ended with her head against my chest again. 

    “You all right?” I asked. 

    “Lara will get to have you in college,” she said faintly. “But I got to have you today.” 
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    A Not-So-Delicate Flower 

      

    Megan sat on my lap in front of the fire, an arm around my shoulder. She held a stick with a flaming chunk at the end that had once been a marshmallow. 

    “You know,” Daisy said, “we could have just bought charcoal briquettes and let you eat those instead.” 

    Megan brought the stick out of the fire, blew out the carbon that had once been a treat, and said, “Perfect.” She hopped off my lap and headed for the concrete picnic table where we had all the food laid out. Naveen made room for her and came back with a handful of uncooked marshmallows, half a chocolate bar, and a stack of graham crackers. 

    “I like the way you think,” I said, raising my bottled water. We had more beer, but after being out in the sun all day, all I could think about was water. 

    “Less time spent walking, more time spent eating,” he said. To Daisy, he asked, “You ever tried cooking one with the chocolate in the middle?” 

    “Well, that sounds dirty,” she said. 

    Naveen laughed and sat on a camping chair next to her. He bore into the guts of the marshmallow and stuck a piece of chocolate in there, then speared the marshmallow beside the chocolate. He held the marshmallow to the fire, and when it was golden brown, he pulled it out, let it cook a moment more, and smashed it down with two graham crackers. This, he fed to Daisy, and she closed her eyes and moaned. 

    “You’re my mad genius,” she said around a mouthful of s’mores. 

    Naveen gave as best a seated bow as he could, and prepared his own. Megan came back to me and plopped down right back on my half-hard prick before grinding and wiggling her way to my hip again. I groaned good-naturedly, and wrapped my arms around her again. 

    “So… like…” Daisy said, then hesitated. “I shouldn’t ask.” 

    About to take a drink, I lowered the water instead. “What?” 

    “You and Kylie already broke up?” 

    “Oh. No,” I said. 

    “Are you…” Daisy lowered her voice like there might be someone there who would care if they overheard. “…cheating on her?” 

    “We’re sharing him this summer,” Megan said pleasantly, then took an enormous bite of gooey mess. 

    “You and Kylie?” Naveen asked. “Dude.” 

    “And Lara,” Megan said. “But she hasn’t slept with him yet. I got him first. Well… Kylie did, but between Lara and me, I got dibs.” 

    “What happened with Eli?” Daisy asked. “And you and Roano?” 

    “Daisy,” Naveen said. 

    Megan shrugged. “It’s not a secret.” She filled them in on the loose details. I noticed she didn’t bring up anything about Eli and Lara not actually sleeping together and I approved. Eli wasn’t really a bad guy, not at all. He got caught in a weird situation and in his shoes I’d be hurt too. 

    “You lucky son of a…” Naveen breathed when she finished. 

    Without missing a beat, Daisy added, “You lucky bitches.” 

    Megan kissed my cheek. “We are.” 

    “I am,” I said, and pinched her ass. 

    There was friendly silence for a while as we made more s’mores. When we had our fill, Megan and I cleaned up and stored everything in our cooler, then loaded that in the van. Before we returned to the campsite, I grabbed everyone a fresh beer, the last of them. Megan sat with Daisy and they talked in low murmurs. 

    “So you and Lara, Hudwell in the fall,” Naveen said. 

    “Yeah,” I said. “It’s going to be a good time.” 

    He grinned. “That’s what the school is known for.” 

    “My cousin knows someone who goes there,” Daisy said. “She said it’s wild. They expect hard work but that it’s a real party school. She even said some of the professors hook up with the students.” 

    “That has to be a rumor, right?” Naveen asked. 

    “I don’t know, but I’ve heard the same thing,” I said. “I’ve talked to two professors from there and I’ve seen their pictures. They’re both crazy hot. That doesn’t mean anything, but I’m sure curious.” 

    “Why do you think he applied there?” Megan asked, standing up to come rejoin me. 

    I pretended offense, even if she was absolutely right. “Their job placement is off the charts.” 

    “Uh huh,” “sure,” and “yep” greeted me on that one. I laughed and pulled Megan back on my lap. Naveen grabbed his guitar and played a few soulful songs. The rest of us listened, half-smiles on our faces. Megan hopped off me, twisted, and held out her hand. I took it, and rose to my feet to dance with her again, a slow, rhythmic swaying of our hips, our hands all over each other. For a long time, we were lost to one another and the music. 

    A crunch of twigs. Daisy approached us, and Megan let go of me with one arm to bring her in. I looked over at Naveen. His eyes glinted in the firelight with good humor, and he dipped his head in acknowledgement. I returned the gesture, and his focus slid to his guitar again as he kept playing on into the night. 

    Daisy guided one of my hands to her lower back. My fingers brushed against Megan’s, and one third of my girlfriends took them in hers for a moment before we made a close triangle. Daisy swayed with us, hands up and over her head, her hair spilling down across her eyes. The dancing drew well into the dying light. Naveen finally strummed the last string, and set the guitar beside him. 

    Megan and I studied each other, and I said, “If we’re going to do this, we need to call Kylie and Lara first. We owe that to them.” 

    Megan said, “Wait one second.” She went to the van, pulled out her phone, and brought it to me. She thumbed through her messages and brought one up for my attention. 

      

    Megan: wat if things get hot? Btween 4 of us? 

      

    Lara: U think they will??? 

      

    Kylie: Camping, fire, sharing a tent. O yea. 

      

    Megan: haha 

      

    Kylie: Im ok with it. 

      

    Lara: yeah. It’s nav and daisy. I am ok with it. 

      

    Megan: He is a good guy. Will probly want to get permission. Say hi for whn he reads this 

      

    Lara: haha. Hi mike! Wish I was there!!! 

      

    Megan: U wsh he wld bust yo cherry. 

      

    Lara: omg 

      

    Megan: its true bitch! 

      

    Lara: Shut up!!! Have fun u 4. 

      

    Kylie: hawwwwwwwt. 

      

    I handed the phone back. “How did you know?” I asked. 

    “Daisy told me she and Naveen were breaking up after this weekend,” Megan said. “I knew she had a crush on you from the party. If they were going to do something this would be the time.” 

    “You’re like a sex detective,” Naveen said. “I’m impressed.” 

    “Me too,” I agreed. 

    Daisy came to the two of us and trailed a hand down my shoulder and along my arm. “It’s a one-time fling,” she said. “No attachments. Just some fun. The four of us.” 

    I turned to look at Naveen. He was already going for the lanterns on the table. I turned back to Daisy and Megan, and pressed a hand to the small of their backs. They came to me, and I first leaned down to kiss Megan. The devilish gleam to her eye returned for the first time in hours, and she reached over to palm Daisy’s ass. Daisy shivered and laughed nervously. 

    “I’m sorry, Meg, I…” she breathed.   

    “It’s nothing to be sorry about,” Meg said, and pecked her cheek instead. “I had to try.” 

    I lifted a hand to Daisy’s chin and turned her face to me. She stared up at me, and I kissed her too. 

    Megan crossed the campsite to Naveen. He met her a few steps from the fire, the orange and yellow light flickering across their skin. He kissed her hard, his hands going down to her ass, and she moaned against him. Daisy caught my eye again, and she murmured, “We should put the fire out.” 

    I nodded. Megan and Naveen headed for the tent with the lanterns in tow. Daisy and I fetched the water we brought with us and set about extinguishing the fire. There was still steam rising from it so we went for the water pump at the entrance. It wasn’t a far walk, but we took our time, especially when I backed Daisy up against the pump and slipped a hand up her plaid blouse, cupping one of her big tits and moaning into her mouth. 

    “Mike Maclin, mine for a night,” she breathed, smiling. 

    By the time we got back to the campsite and put the fire out for good, we heard a distinct wet smacking sound and a noisy, “Gurk, gurk, gurk.” Daisy hurried to undo her blouse’s buttons as we headed for the tent, and I stopped her one more time for another kiss. In another lifetime, Daisy might have stuck around that summer and been a part of the magic. But she didn’t. Daisy would leave in another week to work in New Bainbridge for the summer, staying with an aunt and an uncle. We would drift apart, and that was okay, because we had that one night together. That one strange, wonderful night. 

    We stepped out of our shoes and into the open tent flap to a hell of a sight. Naveen rested on his back, nude, and Megan was on her belly, feet kicking against her butt as she sucked Naveen like a lollipop. 

    “Oh… oh wow,” Daisy breathed. She watched them, cheeks flaming, and jumped when I touched her. She turned to me, and instead of the uncertainty I thought I might see, there was hunger. “I think I want a treat too.” 

    “Could go get some more marshmallows,” I said, and Naveen barked out a laugh. 

    “Not the kind of treat I was thinking about,” Daisy said, sliding her hands into the hem of my shirt and lifting. “And I definitely don’t want to roast this weenie.” 

    Now it was Megan’s turn to laugh around Naveen’s cock. He stroked the back of her head, watching his sorta-kinda girlfriend and me. Daisy got me out of my shirt and I helped her with hers. Her breasts were as plump and tantalizing as Kylie’s. I reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, tossing it aside as we both stared down at her breasts. 

    “I don’t know, I just don’t think they’re big enough,” Daisy said, cupping them. 

    “I think I need a closer inspection to make sure,” I said, and leaned down to pry her hands away and suck one of her big, thick nipples into my mouth. She moaned, and stroked the back of my head. I didn’t stay like that long, and made a slurping, popping noise when I pulled back. “I think they’re pretty damn perfect.” 

    “Good. Now let’s get a look at that treat.” 

    She slinked down to her knees on my sleeping bag and unzipped me. My shorts fell to the ground and she tugged down my boxers, nearly getting a faceful of my meaty surprise. 

    “Oh. Oh yes, that’ll definitely fill me right up,” Daisy whispered. 

    “The jokes,” Naveen groaned. 

    Megan didn’t say much. She was too busy bobbing her head up and down Naveen’s length, those delicate feet still kicking at her own butt. I didn’t pay her much attention, not when I had a gorgeous, busty redhead about to swallow my cock down. 

    Daisy was goddamn incredible. 

    A good blowjob’s about skill, but a great blowjob’s all about the reactions and the faces a girl makes when she’s giving it. Daisy, like I’ve mentioned, has that sort of sweet, innocent country girl look to her, big round cheeks, freckles, dimples, the works. She’s a downhome kind of beautiful, and seeing her big smile when she had my huge cock stuffed down to her tonsils was an immense turn-on. 

    But oh Lord, she was skilled too. God, was she ever. Her petite tongue stroked the bottom of my length, keeping it good and wet. She went handless at first, tugging down her shorts just far enough to give me a great view of her thong disappearing into the swells of her cheeks as she rested on her calves. 

    It was weird having Naveen watch us, but I was so focused on Megan and Daisy I barely noticed him in the background. He was a prop. Daisy stuffed herself with every inch of me she could take, consistently hitting the back of her mouth. 

    “Mmf,” she breathed around me, staring up at me with those sweet eyes. “Mmmf, mmmf, mmmff.” 

    On one rock forward, Daisy slid her shorts down further and dropped one hand to her panties. The other she used to grip the base of my cock and jerked. I was incensed, and started rocking my hips as she swallowed me down over and over again. 

    The sight was too much for Naveen. He groaned, “Megan, I’m close.” 

    “On me,” Megan gasped around him, and pulled off his cock, gripping it and jerking him fast. He groaned again, lifted his hips, and sprayed down her chest and stomach with a few hard shots of come. She grabbed a tissue and wiped herself off before crawling over on her hands and knees to Daisy. 

    The redhead pulled off my dick with an audible pop and offered my cock to my girlfriend shyly. Megan swallowed me down a few times, eyes wide and staring up at me, but it wasn’t long before she said, “I need this thing back inside my pussy and you have to have him eat you out.” 

    “Mm, yesss,” Daisy moaned. 

    I ended up on my back. I wanted to see Megan ride my cock with her ass to me. It would forever be my favorite position with her, with doggystyle a hell of a close second. I grabbed one of the last of my condoms from my shorts and gave it to her. Naveen watched with naked hunger as she rolled on the condom and dropped that juicy ass down on my thighs, taking my length deep inside her cunt. She had to be sore from earlier, but if she was, she didn’t show it. 

    Daisy stripped out of her shorts and panties in a hurry. She wanted to watch too, so she straddled my face looking at Megan riding me reverse cowgirl, and dropped slowly on top of me. I grabbed her big juicy ass in my hands. Her pussy was already messy and wet with need, and she moaned breathlessly as I began to lick her. 

    With Megan’s ass slapping against me and Daisy’s peach of a pussy getting bathed by my tongue, I was in heaven. The girls took what they wanted and they took it fast and hard. Daisy ground on my face, no hesitation. Megan took me with a frantic rhythm now that we had the space to play. I couldn’t see it but in recollecting the story later, she told us she was playing with her clit fast and hard, going for what would very likely be her last orgasm of the day. How she didn’t wind up in the hospital for dehydration was a mystery. 

    Naveen eventually made it to his feet and fed Daisy his cock. She sucked and slurped on him with uneven bobs of her head, too focused on her own pleasure to really give him his. Megan’s bouncing became more and more erratic, and eventually she turned around, watching them. 

    “Suck his cock, slut, suck him all the way down,” she said. 

    “Ut!” Daisy confirmed, swallowing down her man’s cock. 

    “When you, ungh, when Mike makes you come, let’s get on our hands and knees, let them take us together…” 

    “Esss,” Daisy hissed. 

    She wasn’t long, either. Maybe two, three minutes later Daisy’s hips started flexing against my head and she had to let Naveen’s cock go. “I want to watch you fuck her,” she gasped to Naveen, riding my face harder and harder. “I want to be right beside her when you take her.” 

    “And Mike’s going to fuck you good,” Naveen said. “Just like you’ve wanted.” 

    “Yesss, mm, Mike, fuck me, fuck me when I come for youuuuuu,” she cried out, and her pussy drove downward, her hips twitching. She gasped and laughed, and Megan pulled off me in a hurry, getting onto her hands and knees while Naveen shot for a condom.  

    We lined the girls up side by side. That kiss at the party aside, Daisy was straight, and they kept their play to looks and blushes. At one point I think they might have held hands, but that’s as raunchy as the girl-on-girl stuff got that night. Naveen and I barely noticed and we certainly didn’t care. He took Megan from behind with a satisfied grunt, and I did the same with Daisy a moment later, my big cock making her hiss.  

    I stopped. “Too much?” 

    “Fuck no. Cram that thing in me. Fast and hard.” 

    She took it, too. I plunged into her, building up a brutal rhythm right off the bat. I don’t know why it gave me such savage pride that Megan could take more of me than Daisy, except it felt like affirmation on who my girlfriends were and what they were capable of. 

    Megan bounced backwards against Naveen, eyes forward, a big silly grin on her face. Daisy looked at the ground, more lost in her pleasure, her lips almost drawn back in a grimace as I bounced her back and forth. 

    Naveen couldn’t keep up with me or give Megan what she needed. Despite having come earlier, he was already close and I could see it in the tension in his limbs, the flexing, the releasing. Thankfully, Daisy wasn’t far from her second orgasm, her whimpering growing more and more steady. 

    “Naveen,” she moaned, “it’s good, he’s so good.” 

    “Everything you wanted?” he asked, staring at his girlfriend’s ass as it slapped back against me. 

    “Uh huh.” 

    “Going to come for him again?” 

    “Yuh huhhh, big, so big, filling me up, oh my God…” 

    “Fuck,” Naveen groaned. “I can’t… sorry, Meg…” 

    “It’s okay, it’s okay,” Megan gasped. “Do it, come, it’s okay…” 

    He released into his condom, his face scrunched up tight in nirvana. I wondered with faint amusement how ridiculous I looked when I came, then focused again on Daisy. Naveen pulled out of Megan and she looked back at me over her shoulder, pleading with her eyes. 

    Hang on, those eyes told me. Please. 

    With Naveen out of the way in a corner watching us, I slipped a hand over to Megan’s pussy and slid three fingers inside. She hissed and dropped her head. Her own hand went between her legs, strumming her clit, and Daisy watched with sightless eyes, rocking harder and harder back against me. 

    “Mi-Mike,” she gasped. “I’m going to… I’m right there…” 

    I reached my other hand underneath Daisy, cupped her mound, rubbed her clit with the palm of my hand. That was enough. She arched her back and bounced once, twice, three times back against me. Then she was crying out, hoarse, exhausted, and I jerked out of her while she was still coming, going for my unsatisfied girlfriend. 

    She flipped around, dropping onto her ass and spreading her legs wide for me. I took Megan face to face, our hips slamming against each other. She gurgled out, “Always… wanted you…” 

    “I know,” I said. “It was a long road. But we’re together now. You, me, Kylie, and Lara. All of us.” 

    “Yesss,” she cried out. “Together. Together.” 

    Megan wrapped her arms around me and her hips jumped up at me, taking me as deep as she could. She cried out, “Mike!” and came, a bare rumble of her body in comparison to all the orgasms of the day. She twisted her head to the side, her breath coming in wheezes like soft laughs, and I wasn’t long after her, taking her with short, hard pumps, my cock ready to explode. I came with a harsh grunt, and Megan’s eyes refocused on me as she smiled that devil’s smile, our wickedness for the day done. 

    My Megan. I miss you. 
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    Twilight in the Heart Grass 

      

    All right, look, let’s get this out of the way and talk about motivation for a second. 

    My scholarship to Hudwell Academy was only part of the reason I was going there. The truth is, Hudwell Academy isn’t just the party college of the United States. They’re the place you hear a lot of whispers about. The ones about professors and students hooking up. Even in a couple cases, some of them getting married. I know that one’s true for a fact. I did some homework on the place back when I was applying for colleges. The dean of their English department actually married one of her former students back when the college was a lot smaller. 

    It tapped into one of my not-so-secret fetishes, one Kylie, Megan, and Lara knew about. I fucking love the idea of seducing a professor. It’s my high school’s fault, kind of. Honeypot High has a lot of crazy attractive teachers. I don’t know how many hours I spent dreaming about Ms. Fox’s insanely big boobs or the faint buzzing you’d sometimes hear walking past Ms. Sparks’s classroom after school. I don’t have any proof it was a vibrator but she was panting like crazy and I think I heard her come. I swear to you, one time I walked by her room, I heard her whispering and moaning the name of one of my eighteen-year-old classmates. 

    So yeah, I applied to Hudwell for the basest of reasons. I wanted a chance at fulfilling one of my deepest held fantasies. The college has an insanely good hiring rate after college too, but I’m ashamed to admit that was distant second in my reasons for going there. 

    The odds of getting into the school are astronomical. You had to stand out, but that was only part of it. You had to be over eighteen too. It used to be nineteen, but they figured that was an arbitrary rule and changed it this last year, which allowed Lara and I to apply.  As it was a private school, the rest of their recruiting standards were a strictly kept secret. 

    When we applied, we had to send in along with our applications four letters of reference from teachers. A recruiter then came out to our school and a bunch in the area. Four of us applied down there, but only Lara and I made it through the round with the recruiter. We then had to do another interview, this time over the phone or by video conference. Mine was with the stunning Dr. Hitomi Apple, who would be my advisor when I went down there, assuming I made it in. We had a pleasant fifteen-minute chat about what my goals were and what I thought I wanted with my future – I was leaning towards theater, but I certainly wasn’t set in stone – and then she told me she’d be in touch soon. 

    “Soon” turned out to be two weeks later. I got a letter in the mail on the same day as Lara. She rode to my place on her bike, the first person she told, and now that I think about it, she was the first person I told too. We laughed and she cried, and we hugged the sort of hug people on the cusp of their lives changing give to one another. 

    It didn’t ever cross my mind how odd it was in all this that our friends, our families, her boyfriend, and my girlfriend were an afterthought. Lara and I would get to be close another four years, and that was all that consumed us for a while. 

    * * * 

    Kylie caught me peeking at her tiny bikini bottoms as she sunbathed. Her hand slipped down and pushed aside the fabric, baring her pussy to me. She exaggerated licking her lips, then pulled the bottoms back into place. 

    She and Megan rested on their backs, glistening with the suntan lotion I’d been so generous in helping them apply. I was on a sexual edge. Lara would be back home soon, if she wasn’t already, and we would be going on to her grandmother’s that night. Neither Kylie or Megan gave me so much as a handjob in the last forty-eight hours, and I was under strict orders not to jack off. They wanted me ready for Lara, and grudgingly, I followed their rules. 

    Of course they had their fun teasing me. 

    “You know the most disappointing thing about that weekend with Daisy and Naveen?” Megan asked, turning over onto her hands and knees and making sure her butt was on great display. 

    “What’s that?” Kylie asked, watching our girlfriend. 

    “I never once hooked up with Daisy. I want someone pretty to look at while they’re licking my pussy.” 

    “Jesus,” I moaned, my tented shorts growing even tent-ier. 

    “Hm, now that is a problem,” Kylie said, tapping a manicured nail against her lip. “Well… what if… nah, it’s crazy.” 

    “I like crazy,” Megan said, settling down onto her stomach and doing the same exact “adjustment” Kylie pulled off a minute ago. Whether it was coordinated or not, I have no idea. I was concentrating on not drooling, a particularly difficult task at that moment. 

    “Well, what if… I helped you out with your pussy licking problem?” 

    “My PLP,” Megan said. 

    Kylie grinned. “Exactly.” 

    “Hm. Now that is a veeeeery interesting idea.” Megan looked over her shoulder. “Mike? What do you think? Is it time for our Kylie girl to get her first taste?” 

    “Hell yes.” I stood up and started in on my shorts, but Kylie sat upright.  

    “Oh no you don’t. Your no touching rule is still in effect. Even for yourself.” 

    “This is brutal,” I grumbled. Kylie’s first time licking a pussy and I couldn’t even stroke myself to it. Still, I had to admit, I did want to save everything I had for Lara.  

    Kylie stood up and took off her square sunglasses and tossed them on the small metal end table between the two. Megan started to push herself upright, but Kylie reached out and stopped her with a hand on Megan’s ass. 

    “Stop right there,” she murmured. “I want to start with you like that. You have the sexiest butt.” 

    Kylie untied the string on Megan’s black and blue bikini bottoms and pulled them away. I repositioned my chair so I had a sidelong view of the pair of them. Both girls looked over at me, Kylie blushing, Megan giving me a patented grin. 

    Megan scooted backwards, still on her hands and knees, until her feet dangled off the edge of the chair. Kylie dropped a folded towel for her knees and settled onto it. 

    “Oh wow. We’re really doing this,” she murmured, staring right at Megan’s sex. “I’m really doing this. This is…” 

    “Wild,” Megan breathed. 

    Kylie nodded, and leaned in for her first taste of pussy. 

    She went slow, exploring Megan’s folds shyly, delicately. Her tongue flicked out, sliding along Megan’s inner walls, making my other girlfriend moan. Kylie glanced around like we might get caught, then continued, her fingers reaching up and grasping Megan’s firm butt while she licked her way down. 

    “See?” Megan breathed. “A natural. How do I taste, baby?” 

    “So good,” Kylie said. 

    A car pulled into the driveway out front, and Kylie hastily pulled back. I jogged over to the gate looking out front, and called back, “It’s Lara.” 

    “Oh thank God,” Megan said. “Get back to licking me, slut.” 

    Kylie giggled and did just that. 

    Lara waved to me from the car and I slipped out the gate to greet her, my hardon not wavering one bit. She stared, and I could see her laughing even if I couldn’t hear it. 

    “Are you that excited to see me?” she asked when she stepped out of the car. Maybe my dick didn’t start off hard for her, not at first, but she wore this brand-new summery red dress with tiny white dots on it, short as short could be and I kid you not, she stopped me completely. I gaped at her, and she blushed under my scrutiny. 

    “It wasn’t, but now it is. Jesus Lara, you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” 

    She was. She really was. Her caramel hair caressed the tops of her breasts in playful waves, and she’d done her makeup like a glamour model, drawing all my attention when I wasn’t staring at her legs to her sweet eyes and full lips. That this woman was my girlfriend, that we would be going on our first real date… I was floored. 

    I finally regained my ability to move, and darted to her. I didn’t know up until that point what the cool thing to do would be when I saw her again. Kiss her? Hug her? If I did kiss her, should it be a peck. A full-bodied thing? Somewhere in between? 

    Well, as it turned out, my body knew the right response. I took her in my arms, no hesitation anymore, no anything, and I said, “I’m going to kiss you now, Lara. The way I’ve always dreamed of.” 

    And I did. It was long, and passionate, and full of so much of the need that beat in my heart for her. My hands roamed all over her, my mind completely lost, all of me hers to take. Lara’s lips parted, her breath filling me. My tongue flicked against her lips, and her own joined mine to play. Her foot came around my leg, rubbed the back of my calf, her shoe gone to… somewhere. I backed her up against her parents’ car, my hardness pressing against her, and I whispered her name. 

    “Lara…” 

    “I missed you,” she whispered back. 

    I nodded, my gut twisting. “I missed you too.” I heard a yip, and chuckled. “There’s something you should see. It’s… interesting.” 

    “Oh?” she asked, grinning. She retrieved her shoe and grabbed a bag out of the back of her parents’ car. We headed into the backyard, where Megan now sat square on Kylie’s face, rocking her hips back and forth in our direction. 

    “Oh hiiii!” she said breathlessly. 

    “Oh. My God,” Lara said. “Holy crap. Holy crap! Is this Kylie’s first time? Or did you… when I was on vacation…?” 

    “No, it’s her first,” I said, guiding her to the chair I’d been occupying. I grabbed another and sat beside her. “I’m on strict no-touch orders. I can’t join in and I can’t touch myself.” 

    “Same for you, girly,” Megan said, one hand behind her head, thrusting her tiny boobs out at us. “Unngh, you two need to save each other… save yourselves for… oh, whatever, you two aren’t touching us until you’ve done it.” 

    Lara turned to me. “Could sneak inside and get it out of the way.” 

    I had the distinct, strange feeling she wasn’t joking. I took her hand and squeezed. “No. You deserve better than that.” 

    Lara stared at me a while longer, then we both returned our attention to Megan, who watched us both with an unreadable expression on her face. Her attention drifted back down to Kylie, and she said, “Now I need to taste you. Stay just like that.” 

    She stood up and turned around so she was facing Kylie’s pussy. Lara and I both moaned audibly when Megan leaned down to lap at Kylie’s core. Kylie kept up her fevered tempo on Megan, surprisingly into it. Lara’s hand kept drifting towards the hem of her dress and pulling back, her eyes locked on the pair. 

    The pair of them licked and slurped, and though Kylie had a hell of a head start and Megan was so damned sensitive, Megan’s experienced tongue knew just how to drive Kylie crazy. With hard flicks against her clit and two fingers inside my other girlfriend, it wasn’t long before Kylie’s legs started rising and falling, her climax approaching her fast.  

    Surprising me, it wasn’t Kylie who came first, but Megan. Kylie learned quickly, and when Megan slipped her fingers inside her, Kylie imitated her. Her technique was rough, her pace all over the place, but Megan didn’t need much, just that extra amount of stimulating. Her head came up off Kylie’s pussy and she moaned, “Oh shit, ohhh, oh, Kylie, that’s good, that’s so…” 

    She arched her back and Lara moaned again, her hand shooting for mine. She squeezed it in time with the flexing of Megan’s thighs, as though she could feel our girlfriend’s orgasm herself. With her orgasm out of the way, Megan zeroed in on Kylie’s pleasure, not only fingering her but playing with her pussy lips as she flicked our other girlfriend’s clit. Kylie came fast, tongue still working frantically against Megan’s pussy. 

    Megan gestured at Lara. “Come taste her fingers. I want you to know what you’re having when you two come back.” 

    Lara shot out of her chair and grabbed Kylie’s hand as Megan came around the chair and sank down to Kylie’s side. She drove three of her fingers into Kylie’s slit as Lara sucked down Kylie’s digits, looking at me and blushing.  

    How the holy everloving fuck was I going to make it to that night? 

    * * * 

    I drove behind Lara to her parents’ house, eying the small meat and cheese set she bought for each of us out in Wisconsin. I had already eaten, but come on, I’m human. Put meat and cheese in front of me, it’s disappearing about as fast as I can cut it up. 

    Her mom and dad were sitting out front in plastic lawn chairs. Her mother’s eyes lit up when she saw us, but her dad looked more reserved. Zack Denman was a small, bookish man with huge glasses, a huge nose, and usually the widest smile you’ve ever seen. Not that day. He looked grim, and it didn’t take a whole lot of brain cells to figure out why. 

    Kathryn, on the other hand, was nearly as beautiful as Lara. She had the same sort of innocent good looks as her daughter, framed by a heart-shaped girlish face that got her carded everywhere. She was in her forties but kept herself in great shape. She and Zack were avid joggers and bikers, and had passed that love on to their daughter. 

    How they met is a lovely story and an inspiration to guys everywhere. Back then, Zack was working at a bookstore. He split his duties between stocking and arranging the stacks, manning the tills, and slinging cups of heaven at the store’s coffee shop. Kathryn worked at a restaurant across the street and would come in occasionally for her break, browsing the stacks or grabbing a coffee and getting off her feet for a while. She and Zack struck up a friendly back-and-forth when she came in, Zack thinking he didn’t stand a chance, Kathryn absorbed in her own life but not so much that she was unaware of the employee who developed a cute harmless crush on her. 

    One day, after a particularly bad shift, Kathryn came in, ordered something cold to drink, sat, and cried into her hands for a few minutes. She never heard Zack approach, never heard him settle the iced coffee down, never heard the plate touch the table. When she opened her eyes, there was a piece of cheesecake with the coffee, along with a simple folded note with a smiley face on it. 

    They didn’t fall right into a relationship, but it was the start of something wonderful. Over the next few weeks, she came by more often to talk to Zack and sit with him for a few minutes. Their jobs changed, but their friendship remained solid, and in a few months, when Zack started at an office and Kathryn moved into management for another restaurant, their coffee dates transformed into real dates. In another month, they moved in together. Less than a week after that, they stood together in the courthouse, madly in love, and came out as husband and wife. 

    There was a world of difference between them physically, and they got a lot of sneering bullshit about it hurled their way. But Zack never undervalued himself and he never felt owed by Kathryn in any way for his friendship. Theirs was an honest, open love based on a rock-solid bedrock of kindness for the sake of kindness itself, and I’ve always deeply loved that story. No one is owed a romance for being friends with the opposite sex, but sometimes, the universe comes together and makes it happen and it’s always the most beautiful thing. 

    But right at that moment, I wasn’t thinking about Kathryn and Zack’s love story. I was wincing at the fury of my girlfriend’s father, who might have been forty pounds lighter than me but was no less intimidating than any other father in his shoes. He glowered at me as Lara stepped out of their car. I pulled in and stopped just in time to hear Kathryn say, “Let’s go get your things and let them talk, okay?” 

    Lara walked to her father and hugged him. “Don’t kill him, Daddy.” 

    “Mm hm,” Mr. Denman said, folding his arms. 

    We watched Lara and Kathryn disappear inside. I turned to Mr. Denman and said, “Sir-” 

    “Don’t pretend to have any respect for this family by calling me sir.” 

    “I have nothing but respect for your family,” I said. 

    “You certainly don’t for my daughter.” 

    I felt like I’d been punched. Zack – Mr. Denman – had always been more like a friend to me than the parental figure, and that coming from him hurt. “How do you mean?” 

    “She had a good thing with Eli. A safe, comfortable relationship. And, and now… now she has to compete with those other two in some sort of…” He couldn’t say the words. His hands did the speaking for him, splaying outwards. 

    I took a long breath, let it out, and chose my words carefully. “I’m not forcing Lara into anything. When Kylie and I started dating, I assumed it would just be the two of us this summer. I never would have done a thing with Lara. But Roano and Eli made a choice. They couldn’t handle my friendship with Lara and Megan, even if that was all it was ever supposed to be.” 

    “And now?” 

    “We were close. As close as friends can be, sir, without being in a relationship. I know you know what that’s like. Megan and Kylie, they’re going to move on, do their own thing and live their lives. But this summer, we decided as a group that we would have the kind of closeness we all wanted. I’m not trying to run a harem or hurt anyone here. I care for your daughter so very much. But I also care for Megan and Kylie too.” 

    “And this fall, what about this fall?” 

    “I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Lara and I haven’t talked about it.” I thought about it, thought about the words I’d kept to myself for the whole summer. Saying it out loud would admit something to myself, something I didn’t want to consciously acknowledge – that it had always been Lara I wanted most. That was painful, because I didn’t want to think I was capable of playing favorites among the three girls – no, women – I loved so much. But Mr. Denman needed to hear it, and maybe I needed to say it to someone. “I’m going to tell you something, something I’ve never told anyone. Not even Lara, and I guess I’d ask you keep it to yourself for now.” 

    “What?” 

    I sighed. “The truth is, I’m glad it’s Lara going with me to Florida, sir. She and I… the friendship I’ve had with all of them has been great, but Lara’s always been…” I tried to find the right words and failed spectacularly. “Special’s not a big enough word. I don’t know what is. She’s always been the one I hoped I would end up with.” 

    “Then be with her, son,” Zack pleaded. “Don’t drag her into this… this strangeness.” 

    “But I care for all of them. All three of them deserve to be happy this summer, and maybe it’s vain, but I think that’s with me. Does Lara seem unhappy?” I asked, genuinely curious.  

    “I’ve never seen her happier,” Zack admitted. “But that’s why I’m worried about seeing her fall.” 

    “I am too,” I said. “My mom told me around graduation I was going to hurt them, no matter what, but that I should pad the hurt with the good. That’s all I’m trying to do. I care about Lara. I will always care about her. If I thought this wasn’t what she or Kylie or Megan wanted, I would talk to them about ending it. But this is just as much their decision as mine. We deserve a chance at this kind of happiness, even if it’s only for a couple months.” 

    Zack looked away towards the house. Lara was standing there at the screen door. I don’t know how much she heard, but she looked at us both, and stepped outside, rolling a small suitcase behind her. I went to her to take it, and she embraced me before leaning up to kiss the corner of my lips. She went to her dad and hugged him too. 

    “This is really what you want?” he asked her. 

    Lara looked at me with one of the most unforgettable smiles of my lifetime. “Yes.” 

    Zack let her go, and rubbed his face. I stowed away the luggage in my van and returned to them. He still hadn’t said anything, even when his wife rejoined them with a small overnight bag in hand. She passed that off to me too, and only when I returned the second time did Zack begin speaking again. 

    “I don’t understand it. I don’t like it. But my daughter has loved you for a long time now-” 

    “Dad!” Lara said. 

    “-and this is what she wants.” He stepped closer to me, and finally delivered a threat, though not the one I expected. “If you hurt her, you won’t just be letting her down, but all of us. Not just Lara, but Kat and I and all the other parents that like you, Mike. Don’t do that.” 

    I reached a hand out. He shook it, and turned to his daughter. Kathryn stepped up to me, gave me a hug, and whispered in my ear, “And on top of that, I’ll cut your balls off.” 

    Ah. There it was. 

    * * * 

    Lara and I spent the bulk of the two hours to her grandmother’s exchanging vacation stories. 

    “The whole drive down there?” Lara asked. 

    “And once on the way back,” I said. “But by that point Megan was pretty worn out.” 

    “I’m impressed,” she said, blinking. “Might have to try that on the way to Florida.” 

    “You do it and I’m wrecking the van.” I thought about that. “Probably worth it.” 

    “I’m so glad this old beast will be there with us. A little piece of home smogging up the place.” 

    I caressed the steering wheel. “Don’t worry, baby, I’m offended for you.” 

    “So then what did you get up to?” 

    I filled her in on the music and what came throughout the day – and who. Lara squirmed her way through the story, and at one point, I saw her palm her thighs. 

    “If I didn’t think Grandma would smell the sex on me…” she said, sighing. “Mike, if we can’t find a quiet moment tonight…” 

    “Hey. It’s okay. I’m happy spending time with you.” 

    “I know. I just think it’d be perfect out here, you know?” 

    “It would be perfect with you anywhere, but if here is where you want and it feels right, I’m with you.” 

    “Well, you, and the eight bodybuilders I asked to join in tonight too.” 

    My daughter’s loved you forever. 

    I opened my mouth. Closed it. Lara didn’t notice. She was rummaging around for some red licorice, and offered me a twist. I took it. 

    “So how was Wisconsin?” I asked. 

    “You know, I kinda thought I’d be bored and anxious to get back here, and I was, to get back to you and the others. But I wound up having a lot of fun. Dad was way into it, seeing all those creameries. And Mom and Samantha got me out antiquing, which I really didn’t think I’d like, but it was great.” 

    “How’s your sister doing?” 

    Samantha was Lara’s older sister. She lived up in Maine but spent her time working cruise lines, which put her out at sea most the year. She liked the work, but the brutal schedules meant she didn’t come home often. 

    “Really great. She just got a promotion, so now she does shore excursions. Still doing some hosting too but she’s really happy about it. She wants to become an officer someday.” 

    “I’m sure she can do it. Sam’s smart as hell.” 

    “They make port in Miami sometimes. One of these summers I want to save up and go on one of her cruises. If just to annoy her.” 

    I grinned. “That’d be fun. So tell me more about Wisconsin. How much cheese did you eat?” 

    “Oh my God. Let’s just say I’m not stepping on a scale for a couple weeks. And the chocolate… oh wow. I’ve got some dark chocolate for my grandma. You need to try a piece.” 

    We carried on like that until Kimbrough, a tiny town just a few miles from Grandma Margo’s place. Lara called her up, and asked if she needed any groceries or anything before we came out to the small farm. She told us to stop for milk and the fixings for potato salad, which neither of us knew how to make. We sat in the parking lot of the tiny local grocery store looking it up, and ended up just buying a premade tub of it along with a six-pack of orange soda, Margo’s favorite. 

    I call Margo’s place “the farm,” but that’s not entirely accurate. It is on farm land, yes, and it’s surrounded on all sides by corn and potato growers. But Margo’s place itself hasn’t seen any farming since they bought it. The previous owner, a family farmer, was looking to sell off a few unworkable acres after some medical bills came in. Margo’s husband worked for him, and made the owner a modest offer, not expecting him to take them up on it. But he did, and they had enough money left to have a house built. 

    That was fifty some-odd years ago, and Margo’s husband was gone quite some time. That’s a polite, roundabout way of saying the house had some issues. I came out one summer to help paint, a job that netted me a hundred bucks from Zack and Kathryn and all the orange soda I could drink from Margo, but that was about the extent of our handywork. The doors and frames didn’t quite jive. The front porch’s steps needed to be replaced. Some of the windows opened and shut with rusty screeches. The appliances were outdated, though were at least charming in their garish reds. If someone bought the place, they would need to update the electrical and the lighting to modern standards. 

    It was a heap of problems, but there was an undeniable charm to its country stylings. It was, at its heart, a single-story home with a second story addition added on to the back when Lara’s mom and aunt came into the picture. The pair of bedrooms up there were tiny but serviceable, and it would be there we’d be staying. 

    I felt a twinge of sadness when we approached the property and turned down the short dirt lane. Margo took pride in gardening, and used to keep the grounds in tip-top shape. Now it was overgrown and spotted in weeds. Along one edge of the property grew a strange red-tipped underbrush, the leaves thick. I’d never seen anything like it. 

    “Grandma,” Lara whispered, looking out at the lawn too. I knew she was thinking what I was, that just a year or two ago, the yard would have looked gorgeous. 

    I took her hand in mine before we rolled to a slow, bumpy stop in front of Margo’s house. Lara looked over at me and leaned in for a kiss. “Thank you,” she murmured. “This was the perfect idea for our date.” 

    “I’d have come out here with you even if we weren’t together. You know that. Any time, Lara.” 

    We gathered up the groceries and Lara’s gifts for her grandma from Wisconsin, and we headed up the rickety steps to the front door. Lara knocked and let herself in. The rich smell of chicken frying made my mouth water. Margo poked her head out of the kitchen and asked, “Did you get lost at the store?” 

    Lara grinned. “Hey, Grandma.” 

    Margo was something of a dichotomy. Sun and hard work left her skin well-seasoned, but her eyes still held a gentle sweetness to them that reminded me of children, of all things. Her smile dazzled, even well into her seventies or early eighties, and so infected, I returned it. She still dyed her hair, an autumn brown not all that far off Lara’s natural lighter shade. 

    We hurried into the kitchen. Lara hugged her long and hard, both of them sniffing and pretending they didn’t notice the other one on the verge of tears. I hugged Margo next, aware of the cane by her side. That too was new, and it hurt like she was my own grandmother. 

    “Where are the potatoes? The onion? The eggs?” 

    I laughed and pulled away to give her a smack of my lips on her forehead. “We ended up buying a store-made tub of it.” 

    “Oh, that’s no good, no,” Margo said, shuffling away to the chicken sizzling in a pan.  

    “Grandma, have you tried it?” 

    “Well, no, but it can’t beat homemade.” 

    “Maybe not,” Lara said, “but we can add some seasonings and mustard and we’ll give it a shot.” 

    Margo eyed us, then shook her head. “You’re lucky he’s cute and I’ll allow it.” 

    “I’m cute,” I told Lara, and she poked me. 

    We fixed up the potato salad and I peeled carrots and sliced up some celery. Lara told her grandmother about her trip to Wisconsin as they finished up the fried chicken, and we sat down to eat. It was early yet, but we were both used to that at her house. The chicken was delicious, with enough pepper in the coating to clear my sinuses, just the way I liked it. Margo grudgingly admitted the potato salad was okay, and it must have been, because she helped herself to seconds. 

    “So…” Margo said, reaching for a napkin. “Where’s Eli?” 

    “Not in the picture anymore,” Lara said. 

    “Are you two…?” 

    “Yes,” Lara said, reaching out and squeezing my knee.  

    “About time. The way you two would look at each other, I was worried we’d have to have a shotgun wedding.” 

    “A shotgun wedding?” I asked. 

    “If you put a baby in her, we’d have to hold a shotgun on you until you said I do.” 

    I laughed, and Lara poked Margo. “Grandma!” 

    Margo ignored her. “Well, good. Just in time for college too. You two being careful? A baby and schoolwork, that wouldn’t be easy.” 

    “This is our first date,” Lara said. “Our first real one, anyways.” 

    Margo blinked at her, then looked at me, then back to her granddaughter. “Here? You picked here?” 

    “It was Mike’s idea, actually.” 

    “It was,” I agreed. “Lara and I both love coming out here. I thought it would make for a nice way to have some time together.” 

    Margo stared at me again, her lips pursed. I couldn’t figure out if she was upset with me or what, but then finally she said “Isn’t he a keeper?” 

    “He is,” Lara said. “What do you have going on tonight?” 

    “Hearts at the Willow,” Margo said, referring to the Willow Diner, the local gathering spot for the older folks in the community. “What do you two have going?” 

    Lara hesitated and glanced at me. I grinned. “It’s a coincidence. Hearts at the Willow.” 

    That lit up Lara. Margo said, “Oh, you two probably want some time alone. No need to entertain me.” 

    “What time do we go down there?” 

    “Six forty-five, but the games don’t really start till seven, sometime later.” 

    I checked the time on my phone, and asked, “Do you still keep the weed-eater in the shed out back?” 

    * * * 

    I used the time we had before the games to cut down the weeds on most the property around the house, about where Margo used to do it herself. I was hesitant about weeding that reddish leaf stuff and left it for the morning after I looked it up. I didn’t want to cut it down if it meant it would just come back in force. 

    While I worked, Margo and Lara sat outside in the shade, sipping iced tea and watching me. They talked, though I couldn’t hear a word they said over the weed-eater. As I was nearly finished, Lara rose up and entered the corner of my vision. She made a driving motion with both hands, and I cut the power to the weed-eater. They left me with enough time to grab a shower in the house’s old, cranky upstairs bathroom, and when I came back down, they were both wearing sunhats. I had to get a picture of that. 

    Playing cards was fun, but both Lara and I were distracted. We were asked a thousand questions about our relationship by our fellow players, and Lara was told at least a dozen times by various older gentlemen that she should run away with them. We eyed each other the whole time, the vibrations between us palpable. I wouldn’t have been able to hold off much longer without dragging Lara back to the house if the card games hadn’t ended when they did. 

    As she collected her sunhat and her massive purse, Margo gave the two of us a look, and called over to an older gentleman with a ring of frizzy white hair. “Larry?” 

    Larry turned, smiling pleasantly. He was maybe a decade younger than Margo, but walked over and took her arm like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Hello again, Lara. Um…” he said, looking at me. 

    “Mike. Maclin,” I said, holding out my hand to shake. “Nice to meet you, sir.” 

    “Maclin, Maclin… did your mother work at the sporting goods store in Honeypot?” 

    “She did. Does, still, when they need the help,” I said, surprised. 

    He clapped his hands. “She sold me my luckiest rod. Won’t remember me from Adam, but you tell your mother her biggest fan said hello and I came this close to busting the state record for trout.” 

    “I’ll definitely do that. She’ll be thrilled.” She would, too. My mom and dad loved fishing. 

    Margo watched all this with faint amusement. “Larry has been telling me about this movie he wants me to see.” 

    “I have?” Larry asked. 

    “He has,” Margo confirmed. “Over at his place. Quite a long one, too. Two, two and a half hours.” 

    “It is?” Larry asked. 

    “So forgetful in our old age,” Margo whispered theatrically. Larry opened his mouth, then shut it again at her beautiful smile. “What do you say, Larry? Keep me company for a couple hours while these two young ones take some time together?” 

    Realization finally dawned on him, and he said hastily, “Oh, sure, sure, that movie. Yes, of course.” 

    “Grandma, don’t change up your evening for us.” 

    “Agreed,” I said. “We’d be happy to keep you company.” 

    “Now that’s a sweet lie,” Margo said. 

    “No lie at all,” I said, tapping my heart. 

    Lara gave me a warm smile that nearly melted me to my toes and took my hand. Margo shook her head. “You two are young. Enjoy it. Be good to each other.” She looked down her nose at Lara. “And be careful. I want greats, but maybe once you’ve finished college, hm?” 

    Lara blushed at that, but nodded. She kissed her grandmother’s cheek. “We’ll see you later tonight?” 

    Margo nudged Larry. “Maybe. And maybe I’ll get lucky too.” 

    “Ah,” Larry said brightly. “Well… this night just got better.” 

    We walked them to his old beater of a truck, and I helped Margo up into her seat. They pulled out of there in a plume of dust, and Lara came to me. She looked up into my eyes, and I saw with some shock she was trembling. I cupped her cheek in my hand, marveling at how warm she was, and leaned in to kiss her. Some of our card-playing compatriots were still shuffling out and cheered at that. We turned to wave, then I returned my focus to her. 

    Lara whispered, “I’m glad it’s going to be you.” 

    Any thoughts I had about telling her we didn’t need to do this if she was too anxious died on my lips. I kissed her again, and we hurried for my van. 

    * * * 

    Nude, I opened up the window to the bedroom. Cricket song filled the evening, and I looked out over the red plants again, lost in the thought of what was to come. I would be sleeping with the last of my closest friends, the one I secretly cared for most, as guilty as that made me feel. The most beautiful woman I’d ever known, and probably would know. Certainly the kindest.  

    I had condoms ready by the bedside, along with a small bottle of lube in case she wasn’t ready enough. That was thanks to Megan, who gave me the advice to have it on hand. I also brought in another lamp for the other side of the bed to cast as much soft light as I could over Lara. They were on, despite the still-early hour. 

    The bathroom door squeaked open. Lara’s footfalls were light as a cat’s, and she came into the bedroom, a robe on. She studied me, smiling faintly, and untied the sash without saying a word. The robe dropped to the floor, leaving my Lara in a blue camisole and matching panties. 

    “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” I said, my voice low, throaty. 

    She blushed, and her eyes dipped down to my hardening cock. “Oh,” she whispered. 

    I came to her, my Lara, and took her in my arms again. She stared up at me, her eyes so sweet and trusting, and I kissed her jaw. She breathed in sharply as my lips moved to her neck, brushing her tanned skin. I drank in the soft feminine scent of her, something flowery and subdued. My hands filled with the silky material of her camisole. They rose to her long, lustrous hair as I kissed her good and properly, our lips coming together as though they’d always belonged. 

    We kissed, and as a cool breeze ruffled the lacy white curtains, I began to pull Lara’s camisole up and over her head. I leaned down and kissed what was bared to me. Her soft stomach. Her cute belly button. Her ribs. The bottoms of her breasts. Her nipples. The hollow at the base of her neck, then her shoulders. When I got to her lips again, I paused, the camisole covering her eyes, and I whispered against her, “I’m glad it’s me too, Lara.” 

    Then she was free, and on me, hands behind my neck, pushing me back towards the bed. Her lips, her tongue, they were everywhere, exploring me, tasting me. She got me on my back, then she was straddling me, my cock sliding against her mound through her panties. She mewled her need and sank down lower, climbing off the bed, kissing me again, my chest, my abs, my stomach. She tossed back her caramel hair and eyed my cock, standing so ready for her. 

    “Hello. I’ve been waiting for you,” she whispered, and kissed my tip. 

    I wanted this to be about her, but she wanted this to be about us and wouldn’t be denied. She was the least experienced of the trio at this, and could only take a few inches of me into her mouth, but it was enough. Beyond the pleasure of what her tongue and her mouth were doing to me, it was those eyes that spurred me on, those dark, sweet eyes so obviously full of trepidation and excitement in equal measure. I wanted to tell her a thousand things, not to worry, that I’d make it good for her, that I’d care for her forever, but words escaped me. All thought did too when she started stroking my shaft with one hesitant hand. 

    “Like that,” I groaned, and she laughed softly around my tip. She gave it another kiss and licked the base all the way down to her hand. There, she spent an extravagant amount of time, licking me and making it easier for her hand to slid up and down. When I was ready, she moved back to my tip, flicking her tongue against it, then swallowing me back down again, twisting her head just like Megan. I’m guessing our girlfriend gave her some tips that way, and she did some divine work teaching Lara. 

    All too soon, I was ready to uncork. “Lara,” I breathed. “I’m close and I don’t want to come until I’m inside you.” 

    She smiled and slid up off my length. “Was that okay?” 

    “It was…” I searched for the right word. “…even better than I hoped for, and I hoped for a lot.” 

    She laughed softly and slinked up my body, kissing me as she had on the way down. I got ahold of her butt in my hands and twisted with her until she was on her back. Then it was my turn. I slid her panties down with two fingers on each hand as I kissed her hungrily, trying not to devour her. She returned them just as frantically, and when I slid two fingers against her wet lips, then again through her folds, she spread her legs for me. She was ready, but I wasn’t, not until I had a taste of her. 

    I dropped down to my knees before her, taking in the uneven perfection of her lips before I kissed them. Lara pushed herself up onto her elbows, watching me nervously. I reached out and took her hand as I began to lick, and that made her smile. 

    “Mike,” she murmured. 

    “Tell me what you like and I’ll do it,” I told her. 

    She nodded. I focused in on her pink glistening folds. No need to worry about that lube. She was ready, so very much so. I enjoyed her, taking my time, sliding my tongue gently through her depths. Her free hand came down to my head, stroking my hair. I paid it little mind as I came to her clit, greeting it first with a kiss and then a circling of my tongue. 

    “Oooh,” she breathed, her head rolling back. 

    Lara didn’t need much stimulation there, liking it soft that first time together. I teased it with gentle brushes, first with my tongue, then my fingers as I brought my mouth back down again. Her hand joined the one at my clit, just feeling me, not trying to influence anything. She began to quiver, her thighs closing in against my ears. So warm, so beautifully wet for me. Not long, and she was breathing my name again, her eyes half-lidded, dreamy. 

    “Mike… Mike… I’m close…” 

    Words had never excited me so much as those. I slid my tongue faster through her depths, not much so, but I couldn’t help myself. Her feet came up, her breaths shortening. I brought my lips up to her clit again and as I licked and brushed her nubbin with my thumb, she cried out. 

    “Ohh, oh, that’s… that’s it… mm!” 

    She came with a bounce of her hips and a catch in her throat. I was up and to her lips in a shot, kissing her, massaging her side with one of my hands, roaming from her hip to the lower slope of one of her breasts and back down again. Her hand flailed out, and I didn’t understand why at first. 

    “C-condom,” she whispered, “do it now, please, Mike, I need you so much, I’ve needed you so long…” 

    I grabbed at them, finding one and bringing it to us. I rolled it on as I kept kissing her, my other hand between her legs, not quite sliding into her but through her, keeping her good and ready for me, excited as I was. 

    And then my cockhead was against Lara’s virginal entrance. I breathed against her lips, “Lara.” 

    “Do it,” she whispered, and with that, I slid inside her and through the thin tissue of her virginity. She cried out, kissing my shoulder, frantic with need as her legs roped around me. I was worried it might be painful for her, but if there was pain, the pleasure seemed to outweigh it by far. 

    I didn’t expect to glove so well inside her, but Lara took nearly every inch of me, more than the other two could. My shock turned immediately to pleasure, and I lost myself in her for a long minute, just enjoying the experience. She held me tight, her nails against my back, her lips exploring every inch of my shoulder and the side of my neck. 

    I refocused, and pulled back far enough to kiss her and look her in the eyes. “Good?” 

    “God yes,” she breathed. “Slow this first time?” 

    “However you want it, always.” 

    She smiled at that. “Such a dork.” 

    “Mm hm.” 

    “But I love it.” 

    I pulled back to her entrance, then slid in again slowly, as she asked. The breeze kicked up again, cooling sweat on me I hadn’t even noticed until that moment. I stroked her cheek as I made love to her, and Lara touched everything she wanted to, but her hands always seemed to come back up to my hair and the back of my head with a rhythm whenever I reached her depths. 

    It didn’t take long for her body to respond, greeting me with short sways every time I slid into her. She reached down and grabbed my ass, pulling me even deeper inside her. It wasn’t long before her eyes had that half-lidded dazed look to them again, and her mouth fell open. 

    “God, Mike, it’s good, it’s so good…” 

    “Come for me, baby,” I murmured. 

    “Going to… going to come…” 

    I kissed the corner of her lips as her fingers clamped onto my ass. She gasped and rocked, squeezing her eyes shut. The second orgasm was even more powerful than the first. Lara’s breath came out of her in a whine, and she twisted with me. 

    “On… on our sides, okay? I’ve fantasized about it…” 

    “You have to show me,” I said, confused. I’d never heard of spooning before. 

    She nodded frantically and pulled away from me. She twisted around and rested on her side, pressing her sexy ass against my groin. At first, I thought that was what she wanted me to take, and I knew she wasn’t ready for that. But instead, she reached behind her and guided me between her hips, and soon I got it. It was awkward for me that first time, but it must have been amazing for her. 

    “Yesss,” she whimpered, “Oh, that’s hitting my spot just right, Mike…” 

    Well, awkward as the position might be for me, that made me feel like a superhero, so I rocked with her as she pushed back against me. Her hand came to one of mine and brought it around her waist. I got the idea and slipped the other one underneath her. Now that was far less awkward, and I finally got the appeal, especially when she brought that hand to one of her big breasts. We were so close together like that, her warmth, mine. 

    “Mm, Mike, play with my nipple…” 

    I was more than happy to oblige there, and added my lips to the fun, kissing her neck. She rocked with that. We spent the bulk of the time we had that night in that position. The hand not at her breast went down to her pussy and I stroked her mound, her clit. Lara really liked that, and twisted almost to the point where she was on her stomach, her body on sensory overload. I brought her back, keeping her against me, our bodies joined together at every inch we could manage. She came again, nothing but a soft whimper leaving her exquisite lips, and I wasn’t going to be long either. 

    “Lara, I’m close…” 

    “Let me see your face again,” she whispered. 

    I guided her onto her back and kissed her as I slid back into her. Lara took me with her hips spread wide. One of her feet vined behind my leg, scratching my calf, and I filled my lungs with her breath. At the last, as I rocked into her with a harder rhythm, Lara looked into my eyes, and I knew then and forever I was in some serious trouble. 

    “Lara,” I breathed, and she smiled up at me, caressing my face. 

    * * * 

    There wasn’t enough room in the upstairs shower for both of us, so I took a quick one downstairs while Lara manned the upstairs one. I was out first, so I dressed and poured myself an ice water. The night was still too warm to sleep, so I stepped outside, looking out over the fields. 

    Someone had installed some solar lanterns in some of the trees and smaller lights in the flower gardens. I stepped off the porch and used the dim light to navigate to the reddish-tipped plants I saw earlier. I didn’t know if they were poisonous or not, but I had the damnedest urge to pluck some of it up. 

    “Grandma calls it heart grass,” Lara said. I turned, and she was on the porch, wrapped in a big fluffy towel but otherwise nude. “It’s not even grass, but some kind of bush that never grew right and spread all over the place. Something like that.” 

    “Heart grass,” I said, looking back down at it. 

    She came down the porch and joined me, her toes digging in the earth just as mine were doing. “I think it’s beautiful. Grandma does too. Grandpa hated it, said it was the biggest mistake planting any of it. But whenever he’d do the gardening, he knew Grandma loved it so he kept a patch of it.” 

    “Is it poisonous?” 

    “No.” 

    I leaned down and came up with a handful of the leaves. I looked at Lara and put a sprig in her hair. She darted forward and kissed me, light as a bird. I kissed her back, and held her as she cried softly against my shoulder. 

    “Hey. Hey,” I whispered. 

    “It all has to change someday, doesn’t it?” she whispered back. “Mathematically, I mean… we have to drift apart someday. You and me.” 

    “I’m not going anywhere. Well, except Florida. With you.” 

    “Mike, I know why you’re going down there. It’s the party capital.” 

    “Lara…” 

    “It’s okay,” she said, and kissed me again. Her eyes searched mine. 

    “And why are you going down there?” 

    Her breath caught and she avoided my eyes. “We’ve both never seen the ocean before, right?” 

    “Right,” I said, confused. 

    “I want us to see it together the first time. Is that silly?” 

    “No,” I said, swallowing. I wasn’t going to get an answer out of her, but in a way, that was telling me everything I needed to know. 

    Lara took my hand, and we headed back inside, and up to bed. 
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    Big Bangs 

      

    The 4th of July found me hacking away again at Cherie Culbertson’s backyard. We hadn’t talked since the, ah, spilled milk incident, but thinking about it had me half-hard the whole time I was working. However awkward I felt, Mrs. Culbertson must have felt it twice as much. She didn’t so much as peek at me or say hello. I knew she was home. Her car was in the driveway and I heard her tap run a couple times through the open window. I wasn’t sure how to approach her, but I did need to get paid after the work was done that day. 

    I was feeling good and chill after hooking up with Lara. I liked waking up next to her at her grandmother’s. That feeling of her beside me, her butt tucked up against my nip, her hair spilling across her pillow… that was a special moment to me. I still had the heart grass I collected back home. I even replanted some of it in a spare pot of Margo’s. I thought maybe I’d take it to college with me, as silly as that sounded. But with Lara, I felt silly. Hell, with all of them, I guess I did. 

    Lara wasn’t the only one I’d been with since. Kylie and I had dinner with her parents one night and headed downstairs where we snuck in a quickie as quietly as we could manage. We did it again the next morning when her parents left but we both had to get to work and again had to make it last. She made me promise we’d actually sleep together at some point, the way Lara and I had. I think she was more jealous of that than the actual sex. 

    Megan had some family reunion stuff to deal with, but I had a yard to take care of near her place one day, and she hurried over early in the morning. I fucked her hard and fast against a wall in a tool shed, my hand over her mouth so the neighbors on the other side of the fence couldn’t hear us. I think the rhythmic thump of her ass hitting the wall every time I drove my cock deep inside her probably gave it away. Megan slapping my ass afterwards out in the backyard and saying, “Thanks, cowboy,” probably didn’t help much either. 

    Oh yeah, she called me cowboy after our day at the country music festival. You’d think I would hate it, but I thought it was cute. I wished I could think of a clever nickname for her other than multi-orgasmic machine, but nope, nothing doing. 

    The day was a scorcher so I stopped frequently for sips of water from Mrs. Culbertson’s hose. Normally I wouldn’t have been shy about asking her for a glass of water inside, especially back when Mr. Culbertson was still in the picture. Now, I wasn’t sure if that was the best idea, and besides, the hose water felt damned good on my cooking skin. 

    One time when I stopped for a drink, I shut the hose water off and texted my girlfriends. I grinned when I thought of them like that. 

      

    Me: Guy in need of srs help here 

      

    Lara: whats up??? 

      

    Megan: of the penis variety? 

      

    Kylie: slut 

      

    Me: at mrs. Culbertsons. Need to talk to her about pay. Shes here but hiding away. 

      

    Kylie: u try knocking? 

      

    Me: No. Things might be weird after last time u know? 

      

    Megan: want us to be ur pass blokers? 

      

    Lara: I don’t know what that is 

      

    Kylie: she means blockers. Like football 

      

    Lara: Nope. Still dumb. 

      

    Me: yes. Come help. I just hosed off so nice and wet 4 u. 

      

    Megan: yum 

      

    Kylie: yum 

      

    Megan: JINX 

     

    Lara: O we r going to talk to her 4 him. Got it. 

      

    Kylie: LOL I can’t make it but u 3 have fun. Maybe mrs. C needs rebound 

      

    I got back to work, grinning to myself. I didn’t actually think anything would happen so I started in on a flower bed, After I weeded that one and started in on another, Lara called out, “Mike? Okay if I come back?” 

    “I think so,” I said. 

    She walked back, and despite that earlier stop for a drink, my throat dried out immediately. Her tennis skirt didn’t leave much to the imagination, and her sleeveless blouse plunged deliciously far.  But it was that smile, always that smile, that started me up. 

    “I don’t want to get your outfit smudged up,” I said, “but I am going to kiss you.” 

    She grinned and accepted one from me, relatively modest since Mrs. Culbertson was potentially watching. “Megan will be a minute. I’m going to…” She gestured at the house. 

    “Thanks. If she’s feeling too awkward about all this, I know a few people who could do her yard instead.” 

    “Just… let me handle it.” Lara headed towards the house. She glanced over her shoulder as she mounted the stairs to the rear deck, paused, and hitched up the back of her skirt just the tiniest bit to show off a thong disappearing between her cheeks. 

    “Fuck me,” I breathed. She giggled, knocked, and called out to Mrs. Culbertson. A minute later, the French door opened. Mrs. Culbertson looked out, blushing. Lara spoke a few quiet words with her, and they headed inside. 

    As I started to finish up for the day, I could her the burble of conversation within, but not the specifics. At one point, I thought I heard Mrs. Culbertson laugh. That had to be a good sign. I really didn’t want to lose the yardwork. I had more houses than any summer previously, but every dollar I made counted, especially now that Lara and I were a thing. I knew from watching her with Eli and a previous boyfriend she didn’t expect diamonds and caviar, but that didn’t mean I wanted to coast when it came to her.  

    For the first time, I began to wonder what Hudwell was like beyond just the college. The city was on the coast, I knew that. Walks on the beach would be a definite date but what did the rest of the city have to offer? 

    Neither of us were all that familiar with Florida. I had family in Georgia, pretty close to the Florida line, but Hudwell would be across the state from there, closer to Miami. I thought people liked to dance in Miami, but I wasn’t sure. Oh God, I should learn to dance, shouldn’t I? The thought made me shudder. 

    Grinning at my own idiocy, I almost missed the sound of a car pulling into the driveway out front. I poked my head around the corner. Megan spotted me and grinned, and I wanted to take her right there. Her crop top tank was more like lingerie, her nipples poking against the fabric. Her shorts were, of course, as short as shorts could be. I’d expect nothing less from her and wondered if she even owned a pair that were longer than a bikini bottom. Evidence seemed to suggest no. 

    “Are you about done?” she asked. 

    “Just cleaning up.” 

    “Good. Come on inside when you’re done.” She eyed me up and down. “Wash yourself off but don’t lose all the sweat.” 

    I raised an eyebrow but she was already going for the door. When she was inside, a hushed conversation started up, then faded deeper into the house. 

    I swept the sidewalk clean of grass and weeds, filled up an industrial garbage bag full of what the mower’s bag had missed, and tossed it into the back of the truck. I wasn’t sure how long I’d be and I didn’t want to leave my tools in the truck bed, so I gathered them up and left them by the back porch. When I cleaned off the grass and dirt on my bared skin, I headed up to the back door to knock. 

    “It’s open,” Cherie called, and Lara laughed her sweet laugh. Megan hushed her and already my cock was rising, knowing what my conscious mind hadn’t caught up to yet. 

    I entered. They were not in the living room or the kitchen. Lara, Megan, and Cherie were in the bedroom. 

    Very specifically, they were on the bed. Naked. Waiting for me. 

    Fuck. Me. 

    “Mowed your yard,” I said, completely gobsmacked and lifting up my shirt. 

    “Uh huh,” Cherie breathed as Megan, watching me, cupped one of Cherie’s big breasts and brought her mouth to the nipple. The very milky nipple. 

    “And trimmed the bushes,” I said, tossing aside the shirt. 

    “Mm,” Cherie said, caressing Megan’s head. Lara leaned in too and took the other nipple into her mouth. She blushed when I stared, but kept right on sucking. 

    “Weeded too,” I said, kicking off my shoes as I undid the button on my shorts. 

    Cherie stared when my shorts and boxers hit the ground and moaned. “Check’s on the, mm, counter.” 

    I climbed up on the bed, stroking my cock as I watched two of my girlfriends suck the milk out of the hot MILF’s tits. “How does she taste?” 

    Megan stopped sucking long enough to pull away. Droplets of milk beaded on Cherie’s nipple. “Yummy. Try it yourself.” 

    “How did you know I was into this?” I asked her. 

    “They didn’t,” Cherie said. “But you running out of my house with a nice big bulge gave me a good clue.” 

    I grinned sheepishly and came closer, running my hands up her calves. “I suppose it would.” 

    “This is a one-time thing,” Megan said. “We decided you can have some other treats now and then so long as Lara, Kylie, and I approve. And we definitely approve of Mrs. Culbertson.” 

    “Cherie, please.” 

    Megan leaned down and kissed her for that. As Cherie’s hands went to Lara’s ass and Megan’s head, I took Cherie’s breast in my hands. Lara pulled away long enough to whisper, “Try it. It tastes like sweet almond milk.” 

    We looked at each other, and as one, our lips went to Cherie’s nipples as Megan made out with the hot MILF. I sucked, and milk trickled into my mouth. Lara was right. It did taste nutty like almonds. Different, but sweet and delicious. Instinctually I started grinding on Cherie’s leg as I sucked, ready to fuck the housewife I’d wanted for so many summers. 

    “Oh, he likes that,” Megan said. 

    “Mm, he does. I think they both do. But confession time. I’ve been bad,” Cherie said, sounding anything but guilty about it. She stroked Lara’s hair and rested a hand on the back of my head as I sucked and humped her leg. 

    “How so?” Megan asked, strumming her pussy. 

    “Mm, all this summer I’ve watched him work outside,” Cherie said. “Watching his nice, hard muscles. Seeing him sweat.” 

    “Did you touch yourself to him?” Megan asked. 

    I sucked harder, my hands cupping the breast. I was going to come like a cannon when I was ready. 

    “Yessss,” Cherie moaned. “I’d slip my hands into my shorts and my panties and I’d finger myself until I came so hard I wanted to scream. So young. So handsome…” 

    Lara popped free, gasping. Her mouth was slick with milk and I shot to her, kissing her hard. We shared our treat, and then I was dropping, licking Cherie’s trimmed mound before sliding my mouth down further, down to her wonderfully thick folds, her wet cunt. 

    Cherie was my first older woman, and I was wild for her. I don’t think I’d ever quite attacked a pussy like that with my tongue and lips. I tried to keep control, tried to remember everything I’d learned, but I’d look up at her kissing Megan or Lara, or see a tiny droplet of milk on her breast, or the sexy slight pooch of her belly and I’d feel almost dizzy with my need to plunge my cock inside her. I might have, if Lara didn’t slide down and join me. 

    She licked my earlobe and breathed, “Let me have a taste, cowboy,” and nudged me sideways. I pulled away, my lips and chin gleaming with wetness, and Lara kissed me, her fingers trailing my abs and reaching lower to stroke my cock. “Save enough for all of us,” she said, then returned her attention to Cherie. 

    Where I went crazy, Lara was cool skill. Her tongue slid and curled through the MILF’s warm folds, her eyes flicking up to gauge the other woman’s reaction. Cherie loved it, her thighs spreading wide, her knees bending. I took one of her legs in my hand and brought it up so I could kiss her calves. 

    “Yes,” she moaned, “you’re both so good.” 

    Megan’s hand was between her thighs, playing with herself as she started in again on Cherie’s breasts. Not her nipples this time – we’d given those some pretty thorough attention – but the whole of her breasts, teasing the sensitive flesh like she was emulating Lara between the woman’s legs. 

    I stroked Lara’s ass and moved down to the base of the bed, sliding off so I could dive between her thighs and lick her pussy from behind. “Oooh, let’s finish this chain,” Cherie said to Megan. “Sit on my face, honey. And don’t be shy. I’ll pinch you if you’re riding me too hard.” She winked. “There’s never been a too hard yet.” 

    Megan hopped right to it, and I’d never seen such a look of dazed lust in her eyes. She was glued to what Lara and I were doing, her chest rising and falling as she settled over Cherie’s face. Her hips dropped down and Cherie moaned into her pussy. With the basic chain set up, all of us went to work. Megan massaged her clit and ran her other hand up and down Cherie’s breasts and tummy. Cherie gripped Megan’s thighs and ate her with audible licks and slurps. Lara was much quieter but no less efficient, her lithe tongue dancing through Cherie’s pussy. And me, I was just hanging on, lost in a fugue of lust, licking Lara’s pussy, my nose rubbing against her ass. I wished Kylie was there, but I planned on telling her the details that night, hopefully while buried deep inside her too. 

    Threesomes are tricky business because someone’s always unintentionally getting the short end of the stick. With three skilled lovers or people who genuinely cared enough about each other to not let jealousy get in the way, that can be alleviated. But foursomes are great because pairings naturally happen and everyone can be taken care of, given enough skill and time. All of us were content that day to do our own thing together, to find our pleasure in what we wanted to do to the others. We didn’t really think about counting orgasms or making things square for everyone. This was about sampling, taking, and enjoying and it was one of the best afternoons of my young life. 

    “Mmm,” Cherie purred against Megan’s slit. “Fuck, Lara, just like that, honey…” 

    “Come for her,” Megan panted, bouncing at the last word. “Come for her, come for Lara…” 

    “Yessss, nnngh, such young sluts, I love it…” 

    I didn’t like hearing my girlfriends called sluts and raised an eyebrow at Megan. She bounced harder, and staring at me, said, “Yes, your sluts, we’re your hot young eighteen-year-old sluts. Lick my slutty pussy, bitch.” 

    Jesus, who was this girl? Wait. No, that was totally on brand for Megan, come to think of it. She shrugged and grinned and I grinned back. 

    “Oh, oh, Lara, right there, right there, li-like that, uh huh… fuck!” 

    Cherie must have come. Her fingers clawed at Megan and her words trailed away for a few seconds. Lara licked a few more times, then glanced over her shoulder at me. “Fuck her, Mike. I want to see you fuck her,” she begged. 

    I went for the condoms. Lara pulled away from Cherie’s pussy and gripped my half-hard cock in her hands, stroking me to help me get ready. She stared up at me and sucked half my length into her mouth. Megan moaned and rocked harder at the sight. I wouldn’t have minded blowing a load in Lara’s mouth but what she wanted I wanted, so when I was hard, I pulled out of her. She stared up at me, stuck her tongue out, and ran it all along my tip as if she sensed my desire. 

    “Fuck,” I groaned. “Roll on the condom for me, baby.” 

    Lara kissed my tip and did just that. When it was on, she hurried out of the way for me, watching on the edge of the bed on her knees as I knelt between Cherie’s legs. I liked the fullness of her body, the motherliness of it. She kept herself fit, but there was a softness inherent to her, something different and warm and imminently fuckable. I guided my cock to her thick folds, grinding against her length before guiding the tip down, ready to enter her. 

    Lara was there, by my side, her breath heavy in my ear. She rubbed my back, her eyes locked on my cock on the verge of fucking Cherie. She gave me such a look of pure lust I couldn’t help clutching the back of her head and kissing her. Against my lips, she growled, “Fuck her hard, baby.” 

    Up to that point, Lara and I’s relationship had been one of sweet, slow-burning easiness. In that moment, I saw the other half of her, the devilish part of her that had been locked away fro so long, and I liked it. I returned her savage smile, and I thrust my cock to the balls into Cherie Culbertson, the hottest MILF I knew in a city full of them. 

    “Ohhh, God, this is so hot,” Megan said. 

    I didn’t spend a single second inside Cherie where I wasn’t on the edge of losing control. Her pussy accepted every inch of me I gave her. There was no need to hold back, no tightness there to worry about, no tomorrow to think of. She wanted to be used and I wanted to use her. We both got what we wanted. 

    I grabbed her hips, using them for leverage to drive back and forth into her pussy. Lara’s hands on me moved to my shoulders, my ass, my back. She whispered in my ear for me to go harder, faster. I obeyed her every wish. Megan watched me with half-lidded eyes, grinding down hard on Cherie’s face, hands on her ass. She began to pump her hips back and forth, her pleasure right on the edge. 

    “Lara, help Megan,” I said, “then I want to flip Cherie over and take her from behind while she eats you out.”  

    “Fuuuck,” Cherie whimpered underneath Megan. 

    Lara rushed to Megan and kissed her, hard. She moved around behind our girlfriend and cupped her breasts while staring at me over Megan’s shoulder. I was already fucking Cherie hard, but the sight made me even more mad with lust, hammering into the MILF’s pussy as hard as I could, my balls slapping against her skin. 

    Megan didn’t last long when Lara’s hand dipped down to her cunt, teasing her clit and her mound. “Wanted to do this to you for so long,” Lara breathed in Megan’s ear. “I’m going to eat your pussy too before today’s done. And then you’re going to eat mine. Little slut.” 

    “Unnnngh, Lara!” Megan wailed. 

    She came with gritted teeth, her hands coming around to find her balance by leaning on Cherie’s bobbing tits. She looked over her shoulder and her lips parted. Lara kissed her, their tongues dancing. 

    Then we all moved, Lara kneeling on one side of the bed, Megan hopping off entirely. Cherie flipped over onto her hands and knees and curled a finger at Lara. “I want to taste all three of you,” she said. 

    Lara positioned herself on her back in front of Cherie, her legs spread wide. “Fuck it, I’m going for round two,” Megan panted, and shot back on the bed and angled over Lara’s face. That set Lara to giggling until Megan dropped down on her mouth, her ass to me and Cherie. 

    I was back up to speed in no time in Cherie’s pussy, fucking into her so hard she shouldn’t have been able to give Lara much pleasure. But she had a good grip around Lara’s legs and managed to keep her tongue planted right near Lara’s clit. I was a mindless, snorting bull, gripping Cherie’s waist so hard I’d leave small bruises. I thought about drinking her milk with Lara and nearly lost it. I looked at Megan’s ass bobbing on Lara’s face and nearly lost it. I imagined Kylie in the corner watching us, and – you guessed it – I nearly lost it. 

    Cherie’s big milky tits bounced hard with every thrust, and I reached under her to grip them, squeeze them. She moaned and started slapping her ass back at me, that big, juicy rippling ass. I was too physically close to fuck her with the same seesawing motion I had before so now I drove into her with short, grinding thrusts that must have done it for her even harder than my previous efforts. Cherie nearly collapsed, gasping, “Oh, oh fuck, that’s it, that’s it, right there, Mike…” 

    At the same time, Lara started clutching at Cherie’s head, gripping her hair tight and thrusting her hips up. “Mmm hmmm, lick me, lick me…”  

    Megan looked over her shoulder at me with one of her mad grins, and smacked her ass. I knew who I was going to take next and like that, the need in me hit a dam of my willpower. I kept fucking Cherie but my imminent urge to come passed, at least until I could stuff my cock into my lithe Megan. 

    Cherie pushed herself back upright at the last. “Deep! So deep!” she screamed – and I mean screamed. She came like a banshee, her words trailing off into a screech. I stopped fucking her entirely, sure I’d broken something inside her, hurt her somehow. She shivered and dropped her head back down, laughing shakily against Lara’s pussy. 

    Lara was doing something with her hand, fingering herself or playing with her clit, I couldn’t see. With Cherie lapping at her folds, she wasn’t far behind the MILF. Her hips and her stomach jumped up like she was keeping time to a song only she could hear and she yelped, “Oh! Oh Cherie! I’m coming!” 

    I jerked out of Cherie and ripped off the condom – literally ripped it. I went for another, staring at Megan’s pleased, dazed face. “Get on the edge of the bed, ass up for me,” I said, and she collapsed sideways and twisted around, thrusting that delightfully taut butt in my direction. I rolled on another condom and hilted myself as far into her as I could. Megan thrust back at me immediately, hands reaching out on the bedspread, her fingers curling.  

    Cherie crawled towards us. She glanced at Lara and asked, “Scoot to the other side?” 

    Lara, completely and totally wiped out by that point, nodded and inched her way to the other side of the bed to make room for Cherie. The MILF twisted until she was on her back and slid under Megan as I fucked my girlfriend. A warm, wet tongue flicked across my balls, then moved and Megan moaned. My eyes bulged.  

    To Lara, I said, “She’s licking both of us.” 

    “So hot,” Lara moaned, her hand at her pussy again. 

    I couldn’t take Megan with the same frenetic pace as Mrs. Culbertson. Not many women in my life would ever take it as hard as that. But I was still plenty fast, and with Cherie licking her pussy, it wasn’t long before we had Megan letting out a constant stream of gibberish interspersed with a whole lot of swearing. 

    “Ohhh, ngh, fuck, take… ngh, li… li… ungh, ungh, it’s good, shit, shit, puss… stuffed… fuck, fuck…” 

    Lara got back in the game, coming around the side of the bed and standing beside me to stroke and massage Megan’s back. “I love your ass, Megan,” she moaned.  

    “Yuh huh… ass… ass… oh, oh… my… damn…” 

    “I think we melted her brains,” Lara breathed in my ear. “Think you can do the same to me later?” 

    “I think when she comes, you’d better be ass up right beside her so I can do the same thing to you,” I breathed back, and gripped her ass with a hard squeeze. I focused on Megan again, and Lara dipped down to kiss one of Megan’s cheeks as my cock thrust into her. 

    I glistened with sweat but I wasn’t alone. When Megan turned her head to give me a look of happy lust, her hair matted to her scalp. We were wild that Fourth of July, carefree and animalistic in fulfilling our every desire. She winked, and I winked back. Lara saw it and moved around the bed to drop and kiss Megan face-to-face, finally cutting Megan’s string of nonsense syllables short. They must have done something to Cherie too, because our older lover panted, “Oh, girls, yessss…” 

    Megan wasn’t long once Lara joined her. She began to shimmy her ass back against me, willing my cock to go that little extra bit deeper. If I wasn’t so ready to finish, I’d have worried about hurting her, but Megan knew what she wanted, always, and took it. Four, five more hard thrusts into her, and she reared back, moaning, “Oh, oh, God, Mike, Mike… Cherie… going… to… mmm!” 

    She came with a quiet – for her – gasp and dropped her face against Cherie’s thigh. She waved a hand back at me, and Lara said quickly, “She can’t take anymore.” 

    I hurriedly pulled out. Cherie stopped too, grinning up at me from under Megan’s pussy. I leaned down and kissed Megan’s asscheeks before grabbing one last condom for the foursome. Lara was there again, helping me, stroking my chest, spurring me on. 

    “Take me hard, take me as hard as you can,” she breathed, and I was on her, grabbing her ass and shoving her back on the bed, forgetting completely my plan to fuck her from behind like Megan. She gasped and stared up at me, cheeks flushed. I grabbed her legs and lifted her knees nearly to her breasts as she fell back. Cherie crawled over and fingered her pussy as I lined up my cock at Lara’s entrance. With Cherie spreading her wide, I plunged into Lara, still gripping her legs, still practically bending her in half. I fucked her just like that, hard, fast, good.  Megan, exhausted and flushed, joined us, her hand joining Cherie’s at Lara’s cunt, stroking her clit and her lips spread so wide by me. 

    “You two together is the hottest fucking thing ever,” Megan breathed. “Fuck her, Mike. Fuck her hard.” 

    Cherie didn’t say anything. As she rubbed Lara’s clit, she offered a breast to her again, and Lara sucked at it greedily. Watching that, I knew I was done. My body roared for release, my need overwhelming my will to hang on. I jackhammered into Lara, no control, my inner animal let loose. I was fucking her too hard for her to keep her lips against Cherie’s breast, so she finally broke away. I lifted her as I fucked her, driving her upper back into the mattress, her legs kicking, her knees nearly brushing her tits. 

    “God, oh Mike, ohhhh!” Lara cried out. She came hard and fast. Her whole body gave one big jump, but I still kept going, forgetting her words to come on all of them, my blood roaring in my ears. I dropped her finally, and yanked out of her, but I wasn’t done, not yet. I flipped my Lara on her stomach, pounding into her again before I could even realize I was doing it. I drove her into that mattress as Cherie and Megan came to me, both of them grabbing my ass, breasts against me, hooking my chin and taking turns shoving their tongues down my throat. I heard Lara cry out again, another orgasm on her so fucking fast, and my need was nearly too much. 

    I finally remembered Lara’s order to me, and I pulled out one last time, roaring, “On your knees, all of you.” 

    Megan helped Lara up. She looked drunk, the way she had to cling to Megan. All three of them lined up on the edge of the bed while I fisted my cock, aiming first at Cherie’s big tits, milk trickling out of the nipple Lara had sucked. I came with a grunt, shooting across her, then Lara in the middle, gasping and nearly falling over, then Megan, who looked just as tired as Lara, but with a grin on her face I’d remember forever. 

    We all fell apart, Lara backwards onto her back, Megan on her side beside her, Cherie slipping off the bed to sit against it on her bare ass. I stumbled backwards, hit something reasonably solid, and leaned my bare ass against it, gasping for air and wiping at my face. “Holy shit,” I breathed. 

    “Holy shit,” Cherie agreed. 

    “Shit was holy,” Megan said, stroking Lara’s belly. 

    Lara didn’t answer. I blinked and pushed off the bed. “Lara? Baby? Oh fuck.” 

    “The holiest of shits,” Lara mumbled, and in less than a minute, she was out like a light. 

    * * * 

    Cherie and I were the only ones awake. I’d nearly driven Lara into a coma and I worried I’d gone way too far with her. She told me to fuck her hard but if I hurt her, I’d never forgive myself. Cherie guided me in washing her and Megan carefully with warm water and rags, and my girlfriends were now cuddled together in bed. 

    Cherie took a shower and we both dressed again. I joined her in the kitchen as she rummaged through the fridge and the pantry. “Would you like a bite?” she asked. “Good sex always makes me hungry. And right now, I’m starved.” 

    I chuckled. “I’d love something. But can I cook for you?” 

    “Oh honey, we’re not doing anything more complicated than tuna salad sandwiches, if that works for you.” 

    “Perfect.” 

    I looked towards the bedroom, my smile easing away. I wondered, again, if I’d gone too hard on Lara. Cherie reached for a can opener in a swiveling utensil holder and gave me a glance. “You all right? Things got crazy.” 

    “They did,” I said. “I’m worried I may have gone too hard on Lara. We’ve only ever made love, and that… that wasn’t it.” 

    “Mm, she seemed to enjoy it.” 

    “I suppose,” I said. 

    She opened up the can of tuna, still looking at me sidelong. “Everything you did in that bedroom, someone wanted. Lara asked you to fuck her hard. I heard that. When Megan couldn’t take anymore, you were quick as you could pulling away from her. You listened, and trust me, Michael, that’s ninety percent of how you make a woman happy in bed.” 

    “But Lara… I don’t know.” 

    “You care for her a lot, don’t you?” 

    “I do.” 

    “I think you see the sweet side of her but you haven’t yet let yourself really see the salty side. Women aren’t just sugar and spice and everything nice. We have some grit to us too, and Lara’s trusting you in showing you hers. Who do you think came up with the idea for them to suck my milk when you walked in?” 

    “That was Lara?” I asked, genuinely shocked. 

    “When I told them I thought you might have been, mm, uncomfortable the last time because you were attracted by my milk, Lara said it would be hot if they could drink from me while you watched. Was she right?” 

    “She was. That was pretty hot.” 

    Cherie moved to the fridge, opened it up, and pulled out an onion from a drawer. She waved it at me, then followed it up with mayo, cottage cheese, mustard, and celery. “No tomato,” she said, frowning. 

    “Hey Cherie.” 

    “Hm?” 

    I hugged her. “Thanks.” 

    She hugged me back and kissed the corner of my lips. “You are so welcome. And you can give me a proper thank you by helping me chop that onion and the celery.” 

    I obliged. “But what about you? The divorce and everything, you going to be okay?” 

    Cherie didn’t quite look at me. “I will be. I haven’t made it official yet, so don’t let the word get out, but I’ll be leaving town in a few weeks.” 

    “Oh my God, I’m sorry.” 

    “Don’t be. Too many good memories here.” She looked around, biting her lip. “And some bad ones, ones I brought on myself. He wants the house and the kids. I’m going to…” Her voice caught, and she stared into her mixing bowl. “I’m going to give him everything. He deserves to be happy. They deserve him.” 

    “They deserve the both of you.” 

    “No, Michael. Sometimes that’s not true. And please, if you are my friend, and I’d like to think we are, don’t argue with me on this. I have the same conversation with my mother and my friends nearly every day and I’m so tired of it.” 

    “Then I won’t say a word. Except… how chopped do you mean when you say chop the onions and the celery? Because I think I pulverized this onion.” 

    She laughed, a tinge of desperation and hurt in the sound, but I ignored it for her. I didn’t believe she was right. I thought she could mend fences, be with her children and her husband. I didn’t realize love was sometimes a Pyrrhic war from which we can ever recover. 
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    Little Booms 

      

    “Come have a seat with us, Lara,” Julie said, patting the camp chair next to her. 

    “Oh, really, I’m good,” Lara said. “It’s not you. Just… ah… a little sore. Been on my butt too much today.” 

    “And on her back, and on her knees…” Megan said. 

    “Megan!” Lara said, blushing. 

    We were crashed out in back of Benny’s house. His big backyard gave us a terrific view of the Honeypot city fireworks display. Between Benny, Julie, and Megan, we had enough fireworks between us to put on our own display, and we were crowded up close to the street, where Benny was loading a mortar shell into a tube. He lit it and hurried away, looking over his shoulder. The shell ka-thumped, and bright green burst high in the sky. 

    “Yeah,” he said despondently. “Too light yet. I wasted it.” 

    “Told you,” I said. 

    “Don’t listen to him,” Kylie said. “Mike doesn’t know everything.” 

    “Says you,” I said. “Ask me what the capital of Andorra is.” 

    “What’s the capital of Andorra?” Julie asked me. 

    “Andorra la Vella.” 

    Benny knelt next to a cooler and dug out a can of lemonade. “He saw that in the trivia book in my bathroom,” he said. 

    “Yeah, but I remembered it. That’s gotta be worth something.” He grinned and chucked me the lemonade. I cracked it and winked at him. 

    “The two of them are the cutest couple in Honeypot,” Julie told Megan, and Megan nodded emphatically. 

    “Oh hey, speaking of, you going to be my date for Viperman on Saturday?” I asked Benny. 

    “Hell yes,” Benny said. 

    At that moment, Kylie stood up so fast she knocked her chair over. Her soda, nestled in a cupholder, gurgled all over the yard and she dropped to snatch it up. “Shit,” she muttered. I stood up to come to her. She accepted my hand, stood upright, and said, “I’m going to get some chips. Bring anybody anything on the way out?” 

    “I’ll come with you,” I said, not knowing what she was pissed about, but knowing the warning signs well. 

    “I’d take one of Vivica’s sandwiches,” Julie said. “I’ll come too.” 

    “Don’t,” I said at the same time Kylie said, “We have it.” We looked at each other, and started towards the house. When I glanced back near the back doors, all four of them were staring after us. 

    Inside, Kylie rushed ahead of me to the kitchen. I watched as she dug around in the plastic bags for the barbeque chips. I sighed and went to the fridge to pull out the sandwiches Vivica left for all of us, wrapped up in cellophane. Vivica had an uncanny memory for our favorites and had marked each sandwich with our names and what the meat, cheeses, and condiments were. Have I mentioned Momma Vivica’s the best? Only a dozen times? She and Dick were a block away attending a friend’s party. They would be back soon for the big show. 

     “You want to talk about it?” I asked. 

    “Nothing to talk about,” she said. 

    “Okay,” I said, and started for the back doors. 

    “God, you’re awful at this,” she snapped. “You know that? You’re supposed to tell me you noticed I’m upset, and we go back and forth for a few minutes before I shout that we haven’t even gone on a real date yet but Benny gets to go to a movie with you.” 

    I stopped, amused. “That’s what you’re upset about? Benny’s my best friend. Us dating doesn’t change that.” 

    “It’s not Benny. You took Lara for a romantic weekend. You took Megan to listen to country music. Me, though, I get fucked on my basement couch.” 

    “That was your choice,” I said. “That was where you wanted it the first time. And about half a dozen times since.” 

    “I want us to sleep together. Like you did with Lara. I want a moment like they had,” she said. “I want the tiniest slice of your heart, Mike.” 

    That wiped away my amusement in one hard slash. I put the sandwiches on the table, and came to her. “Hey. You have more than a slice. You have to know that.” 

    “There hasn’t been a day this summer you showed it to me,” she said. 

    “It’s been on display for you every goddamn day for years,” I said quietly. “You, Megan, Lara. You’ve all had me for forever.” 

    Tears slipped down Kylie’s face, hard tears, fat ones. Her breathing went jagged and harsh, the noise haunting. I wrapped her in my arms. She shivered against me, and I cradled her head. 

    “It all has to end,” she whispered. 

    “Not today. You want a date? I’ll give you a date. Saturday. I’m going to date you so hard your heart will be ruined for all other men.” 

    “It already is.” She hesitated.  “I… need to tell you…” 

    “What?” 

    The first big boom started, the city’s way of telling folks the show was about to begin. We both jumped, and Kylie pulled away from me, laughing and sniffing. I reached for a paper towel dispenser and helped her wipe away the tears. She kissed me then, long, hard, her chest rising and falling. Her hands rose to my pecs like she was going to shove me away, and then she reached around me for the chips and darted away, grinning. 

    “Saturday,” she said. “You’d better wow the shit out of me.” 

    “I plan on it.” 
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    Wowing the Shit Out of Kylie 

      

     When I think about Kylie, there are generally two images that spring to mind. One was when we were just kids, before the Mike Maclin Fan Club, back before life got complicated and weird. She used to play soccer, but because of an injury, she had to sit out almost the whole season. Regardless, Kylie came to every game, sitting on the bleachers, cheering on her friends. I came along too, mostly because I had nothing else to do and I liked hanging out with Kylie. She was spirited, happy, energetic. I felt like I drew something from her, something that made me all those things too. 

    The perfect moment of time with Kylie came when Benny and I were sitting on the bleachers below her and one of her friends. It was a lazy game, both sides too awful at offense to really get anything going, and I was half-dozing. Everything was just… right, you know? Classes were good, the game was pleasantly boring, Benny was talking about some book or movie or something. It was a good day to be young and carefree, one of the very last I could remember. 

    I glanced back over my shoulder at Kylie. She had her hair short, but playful. It suited her so well, and I thought to myself, “This is the most beautiful girl in the world.” 

    Like she read my thoughts, Kylie looked at me, closed her eyes, stuck out her chin, and gave me this huge close-lipped smile, unduplicable beaming, like she was a sunflower blooming in the light. 

    I’ll love her forever for just that smile. 

    The second image was that night, almost a week after the Fourth, when I knocked and walked into her house. Kylie was in the kitchen with her mother, leaning against the countertop, and despite their hellos, I couldn’t respond. Saying she was beautiful that night was the world’s greatest understatement. Her two-piece floral dress showed off a great deal of skin, especially around her midriff, but it was classier than it was sexy. Her hair looked even silkier than normal, trimmed just a few days before and worn now spilling down her back with a long braid in the middle. 

    Kylie said something, said something again. A name. My name. Her mother laughed lightly and said, “I think you hooked him.” 

    “Yuh,” I said, trying to find the meaning of words again. “What? Yeah. Hi. Hello.” I crossed the room to Kylie and couldn’t help myself. With one hand at her back, I kissed her. Her lips tasted like cinnamon and I could have gladly explored them the entire night. Kylie’s eyes flicked to her mom, then she gently returned my kiss before pushing me back an inch. “You’re beautiful.” 

    “I’d give a lot of money to have your father look at me like that again,” her mother said with a happy sigh. “I’m so glad you two wound up together.” 

    “Mom, it’s not forever,” Kylie said, blushing. 

    “I know, I know. Still.” Her mom sniffed. “All right. I want a picture of you two like it’s prom.” 

    We went out to the backyard and stood on the porch together. I took Kylie in one arm and she molded herself to me, head resting against my breast. Then I took her to the corner of the porch, hoisted her up, arms spread wide, and her mom took another picture, laughing. 

    In the van, Kylie asked me, “What’s the plan, mister?” 

    “Four surprises.” 

    “Am I dressed all right? Do I need different shoes?” 

    “You’ll be fine.” 

    Our first stop was one of the first and best places we ever hung out. The owners and the name had changed a lot, but the arcade stayed much the same. Neon-painted flooring. Dark lighting, with a trippy neon theme. Windows covered in blue film and cutouts of video game figures.  

    Kylie laughed when we walked in. We were just kids the last time we were there. She’d never been to an arcade and it was the only one left in Honeypot. Our parents gave us five dollars each, which lasted all of about as many minutes. But it was a slow night and the manager at that time was bored, so he gave us a bunch of tokens and we played for a solid hour, bouncing between machines. 

    Now we were adults, and I took her hand as we walked through the short aisles of noisy cabinets and games vying for our money. The place didn’t run on tokens anymore, but play cards you bought at the counter. 

    “This all right for the first stop?” I asked. 

    Kylie nodded, grinning, her eyes just a little liquid. “I can’t believe you remembered it.” 

    “I couldn’t believe the place is still here.” 

    We got our game cards, and Kylie leaned up to kiss my cheek. “Win me a prize, and you might get one later.” 

    We shared the place with a bunch of kids celebrating a birthday, and had to navigate the stream of prepubescents with as much grace as we could. I managed to get Kylie to the skeeball and basketball machines. Side by side, we rolled and shot, ribbing each other about our misses. I schooled her at both games and she stuck out her tongue at me. We played some other games, especially the golf machine, a childhood favorite of ours. All too soon, a timer on my phone went off, and we headed for the counter to hand in our tickets. 

    “Let’s get each other something. You can’t look,” Kylie told me, and I agreed. 

    I watched the kids while she picked. Someday they’d have to grow up and make impossible decisions about how to give the pieces of their hearts away, but that day, they were young and wild and happy, and I envied them. When it was my turn, I turned away from the children, my stomach twisting. I didn’t want to say goodbye to Kylie or Megan. In that moment, I was as lost and desperate and pained as I’d ever been. 

    I didn’t want to us to split apart. 

    Kylie danced away from me, hiding my present against her breast, and told me she’d meet me out in the van. For my present to her, the pick was obvious. They had these neon water balls with dolphins inside. Kylie loved dolphins and whales. I didn’t have enough tickets but you could pay real cash too and it was only a few bucks so I split the difference.  

    In the van, I held out my ball to Kylie. “So you have something to keep you company in California,” I said. 

    “Aw, I saw that and hoped that’s what you were going to pick out. It’s perfect.”  

    “What’d you get me, what’d you get me, what’d you get me?” I asked. 

    Kylie held out a pair of miniature basketball keychains. “Both of us will have one,” she said, her smile pained. “We can think about each other when we dig out our keys.” 

    I took mine, a lump growing in my throat. “Kylie…” 

    She leaned over and kissed me, a brief thing with as much love and heart in it as one of our longer, more passionate kisses. I took her hand and kissed that too before I slid the basketball on my own keychain. 

    I still have that thing. It’s survived multiple washings, my dog Chipper’s confusion over it being a chew toy or a treat, and once when I lost my keys on a camping trip, only to find them months later when I dug out the tent again and the keys were bundled into a corner. To this day, I’ll sometimes glance at the basketball and think of Kylie, my first great love. 

    * * * 

    Dinner was next. I was doing good making money that summer but I couldn’t afford the nicest places in Honeypot. That still left me with some affordable options, and with Megan and Lara’s input, I settled on a small brewery on the edge of town. It was one of Kylie’s favorites. She recommended the place’s skillet meals, which were basically meats and sides tossed together like a stir-fry. I settled on a Hawaiian, she went with a blue-cheese and jalapeno monstrosity. We talked some more and listened to music blasting from the brewery’s digital jukebox before moving on to dessert. 

    That saw me running into one of the local grocery stores for another one of Kylie’s favorites – strawberries, whipped cream, and pound cake. For this surprise, I drove to one of the city parks, and we sat on a bench as we ate, a trio of gulls keeping us company and hoping for some snacks of their own. 

    To cap off the date, we drove only half a block, where they were setting up a projector and speakers to play a rom-com. I had everything in the back of my van ready for an evening in the park. Camp chairs, a big rugged blanket, even a sweater for Kylie in case she got cold. 

    “I’m keeping this,” she told me as she drew the sweater around her, snuggling into it. 

    “How’d I do?” I asked. 

    “Ten out of ten,” Kylie told me. 

    We didn’t make it half an hour into the movie before Kylie asked me, “Where can we go?” 

    “My parents are visiting my brother this weekend,” I said. 

    She nodded. “Take me home?” 

    I lifted her hand, kissed it, and stood up. We cleaned up, the couple on the screen arguing good-naturedly about something I hadn’t paid any attention to. My mind that night was entirely on Kylie. 

    * * * 

    I held the fabric at the back of Kylie’s top, and murmured in her ear, “I have you.” 

    She shivered, and I guided the dress’s top off her, followed soon by the skirt. I hung the outfit in my closet, and when I turned, Kylie was sliding down her panties. She caught me staring and blew me a kiss. I came to her again and unhooked her wispy strapless bra before leaning down to kiss her. 

    Kylie wrapped her arms around my shoulders and studied me. “My Mike.” 

    We spent a good long while like that, standing together, exploring each other’s lips. She cried a little and I didn’t know what to say or how to deal with that. Only a month left. Jesus, the summer was already more than half over. The thought hit me like a brick to the brain and I pulled her tighter to me, wrapping her up in my arms as her crying turned jagged and ugly. She let something out I couldn’t help feel reflected in my own soul. 

    The storm between us had to pass eventually, and when it did, Kylie’s slight fingers started in on my shirt and my belt. I pulled back to study her as she undressed me, committing to memory every inch of her. Her tanned skin, the freshly shaven mound, the smattering of freckles, the toenails she painted like ocean waves. Other things too, ephemeral things, things like the way she tucked strands of hair behind her ears whether they were wild or not when she got nervous. The way she bopped to music with her pinkies sometimes. The way she would run, like a loping antelope gearing up to go full speed. That smile. Those tears. 

    All of it I vowed to always remember, no matter what. 

    Kylie knelt and slid my briefs and slacks down with her. She stayed like that, staring up at me, the tears still drying on her cheeks, and took me in her hands. “Kylie, tonight’s about you,” I murmured. 

    “And this is what I want.” 

    She stroked me slowly, gently, her nails massaging my sensitive skin along the sides. I hardened to her, fast. Kylie brought her lips down, brushing my tip, then licking it with slow, long curls of her tongue. I reached down to brush her cheek with my thumbs. She sighed against my cock, a pleased noise, and enveloped me. 

    Her blowjob was slow, not so much teasing me as savoring me. I moved my hands to her hair, stroking it, moaning her name as she slid further down my length, taking as much of me as she ever had. She pulled back just as slow and dipped down again. Her fingers encircled the base of my cock and began to stroke me for real this time. 

    “You’re amazing, baby,” I moaned. 

    Kylie smiled around me and slid off, nuzzling my tip with her lips. “I want you to come on me, Mike. Because I need to kiss you again.” 

    “And then I’m going to make love to you with my tongue.” 

    “Mm.” 

    Her hands never stopped jerking me, and now this time her lips slid down to them, taking more and more of me every time she thrust her lips down on my cock. She had to take deep breaths through her nose before plunging down the last inch she could take, her mouth always pausing for a moment. 

    It excited me, and I wasn’t going to last long. I tapped the top of her head. “Kylie, you’ve got me all worked up,” I said. 

    She pulled away from me and ran her tongue along my base with long licks. Her fingers jerked me harder and harder. I tightened, and she pulled away from me at the very last, pointing my cock towards her tits as I started to come. It was fast, so fast, and I was almost embarrassed about it, but I was too ready to give Kylie her pleasure to think much about it. I offered her a hand and she took it. I kissed her again, my flagging cock pressed against her messy belly. She fell back onto the bed, scooted her butt back and twisted so she was resting on my pillows. 

    “You’ve come a long way since robot sheets,” she said as I crawled after her and spread her legs wide. 

    “Still have them in the closet if you want me to break them out,” I said, and leaned down to give her sweet pussy a lap. 

    Matching Kylie’s easygoing pace was my intent, but it wasn’t long before she urged me to lick her clit. I did, and slid two fingers into her pussy while my lips and tongue focused on her button. I tried to take away her pain in those long minutes, infusing every lick, every motion with as much love as I could pour from my soul. I don’t know that it ever could have been enough. Some part of me was already Lara’s. I knew I would miss Kylie with a bone-deep sorrow but she didn’t own me so completely as Lara and I think that’s the night I finally started to let her go. 

    I was always going to arrive at this moment, when I hurt Kylie beyond what I could fix. I would with Megan too. And in all likelihood, someday, Lara too. Everyone would move on and it hurt, but you don’t get to love without pain. That’s the price of admittance. You don’t get to know you’ll have a happy ending. You’ll only know that there will, eventually, be an ending.  

    And that’s okay, because you get the moments. You get to make love to your girlfriend with your tongue, whispering against her skin between licks how much you adore her, how much you’ll miss her. You’ll eventually feel her shiver against your touch, her orgasm a slow, beautiful thing, something you’ll take with you into the cold nights, the lonely waking moments when the people you think should be right there beside you turn ephemeral again and you realize it was all just a sweet dream of days long gone. 

    Exquisite beauty always comes with a jagged edge. 

    I slid up Kylie’s body, kissing her as I reached for the bedside table, going for a condom. Once I had it on, she clung to me, begged me to enter her, and I did, slow, loving. She whispered words to me, frantic words, words I couldn’t reciprocate. 

    “I love you, Mike. I love you so much.” 

    She knew I couldn’t say it back. Knew our ways were going to split in two. She kissed me before I could think of a response, cutting my words off before they formed. And in moments, she was pushing me on my back, riding me, jerking her body up hard before sliding back down, her fingers raking my chest. She left blood, like she had our first time together, and I think this time it was intentional and I wanted it too. I deserved it. I loved Kylie but I loved someone else more, and I deserved it for breaking her heart. 

    * * * 

    We woke late in the morning to a meadowlark’s song. I had Kylie sort of pinned, drifting too far in my sleep as we spooned. I pulled away from her and kissed her shoulder before I slid off the bed and headed for the bathroom. When I came back, she was sitting upright, smiling up at me. The smile broke, and she whispered, “This… this was supposed to be an easy relationship. Just some fun before college.” 

    “No attachments,” I said, feeling it too. 

    “No drama,” Kylie said. She shivered. “Shit.” 

    I knelt next to her and took her hand. My soul felt like it had been chained to a boulder and I was being rolled into the ocean. “I’m sorry.” 

    She nodded, her eyes distant, dull. “Come with me.” 

    “What?” 

    “To California. Come with me. I… I… I can’t do this, not without you.” 

    “You can, Kylie. We have to.” 

    “Then I’ll come to Florida,” she babbled, “I’ll finish my first semester and I’ll transfer-” 

    “Stop,” I said, my eyes hurting from the tears that wanted to be freed. “This is what you wanted. What we both wanted when we hooked up. You have an amazing life ahead of you, Kylie. I do too. We can’t… we can’t take that away from ourselves.” 

    “It’s not fair! I finally get you, I finally work up the nerve to tell you I love you and I have to, to give you up! I’m going to do it. I’m going to… to… to call up the college and I’ll find a job down there and-” 

    “That’s not what I want.” 

    “That’s not what you want, or not who you want?” 

    There it was. The ugliest truth of my entire life. I loved Kylie. I love Kylie. In another life I would have been forever happy with her. But that other life wouldn’t have had Lara in it, or Hudwell. It would have been an amazing life, but in this one, it would be dishonest. 

    I watched Kylie shatter. 

    “You want her.” 

    I nodded, my throat working. “Yeah.” 

    “Of course you do,” Kylie said, and sniffed with a halfhearted smile. “She’s… amazing. And she’s loved you nearly as long as I have.” 

    “We still have the month…” I started, and downstairs, I heard the front door open and close. Neither of us noticed my parents pulling into the driveway. 

    “Mike?” my mom called. “Are you home?” 

    “I am,” I called back. “Down in a minute.” I turned back to Kylie. 

    “I did something…” she started, then shut up and pushed upright, fast. She darted to my closet, yanking her dress out. 

    “Kylie, we knew this was temporary.” 

    “I don’t need a lecture,” she snapped. “Like you said. I’m the one who wanted this to have a time limit.” 

    “I’m sorry. Let’s take showers, go to breakfast.” 

    She dressed without responding to that. I grabbed a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, dressed too, and followed her down the stairs. My mom and dad were standing in the living room, digging through their overnight bags. Both stood upright as Kylie thundered by them, ignoring their hellos and racing out of the house as fast as she could. She didn’t even have her shoes on. I ran back upstairs, grabbed them and my keys, and chased after her. She already made it two houses down by that point, walking on the grass. I pulled the van up beside her, and she finally acknowledge me. 

    “Let me give you a ride, at least,” I said, my throat thick. 

    Kylie stopped, looked down at her feet, then up at my staring neighbors, and without a word, hurried around to the side of the van. I leaned across and unlocked it, and she got in. I reached a hand out to hers, and surprising me, she let me take it. I kissed her fingers, let her go, and drove her home. 

    When I came back, my mom was in the kitchen, my dad taking a shower. Mom hurried out into the living room, a look of worry plastered on her face. I couldn’t hang on any longer. When she hugged me, I clung to her, my tears finally let loose. She whispered comforting words to me, the kind of sweet nonsense moms are particularly good at. 

    I don’t think I ever told her the specifics of what Kylie and I said to each other. But Mom always knew anyways. 
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    Skin in the Dark 

      

    I expected that to be the end of Kylie and me. I was wrong. We still had a month left before we all started to go our separate ways, and despite the drama, we were still a four-sided die.  

    A few days after our night together, she called me up to ask me where I’d been. I blinked, unsure what to say to that. 

    “I didn’t think you wanted much to do with me,” I said, stopping the massage I was currently giving Megan. She pouted at me, and my hand returned to her very naked lower back. 

    “We’re still together, Michael,” Kylie said. I winced. She only ever called me Michael when she was annoyed with me. “For as long as we can have. Unless you…” 

    “No,” I said firmly. “I still very much want an us for the last few weeks. Megan and I were going to go to the fair. We’re meeting up with Lara once she gets off work. Want to join us?” 

    “I’d love that,” she said. We talked when I should pick her up, and said tentative, stilted goodbyes to each other. 

    Megan eyed me like a sleepy cat. “Glad you two bozos are talking again.” 

    “Did she tell you what happened?” 

    “No, but I can guess. She finally let it slip how much she loves you?” 

    “Yeah,” I said. “I don’t feel comfortable saying more than that without her around, but… yeah.” 

    “Mm.” 

    “Megan?” I asked, stroking her back with both hands again. 

    “Hm?” 

    “Are you and I okay?” 

    She hesitated, and said slowly, “Yes. No. I’m going to be wrecked when everyone leaves. But I’m excited too, I guess. Not about us breaking up but… moving forward.” 

    “I get that,” I said, rubbing my thumbs in lazy circles. 

    “I don’t think I was ever supposed to love just one person. I learned that this summer and it has me wondering who else is out there I’ll love. It doesn’t mean I love you or Kylie or Lara any less, but… yeah, I’ll be all right.” She reached out and stroked my half-hard cock. “Wanna come on my butt before we go?” 

    “Yuuuup.” 

    * * * 

    I love a fair. Straight-up, big old kid-like grin on my face, from the entrance to the dirt-track motorcycle and car races. Benny loved them too. He and Julie waved to us under the shade of a huge old tree when we bought our way in, and Megan and I headed in their direction. 

    “We already hit the Bug Zapper,” Benny said. “Oh, dude, it nearly made me puke and I haven’t even had anything to eat yet.” 

    Julie said immediately, “We sure haven’t!” 

    I looked at them both, raising an eyebrow. “Benny?” 

    “What? We haven’t. I always wait for you. Fair food brothers to the end!” 

    “Benny.” 

    “It’s the truth.” 

    “Ben.” 

    He laughed uncomfortably, looking at Julie for help. 

    “Benjamin.” 

    “Cheesecake on a stick,” Benny blurted, “and it was amazing. I regret nothing.” 

    “You warned me eight times not to tell him!” Julie said, smacking his butt, now housed in jeans at least two sizes smaller than his old ones at the start of summer. I was really proud of him. We kept up the workouts all summer and Benny dropped at least twenty or thirty pounds. He had some real muscle starting to build, too. 

    “He’s like a, a, an interrogator!” Benny said. “I had to crack. I didn’t have any other choice.” 

    I poked him in the chest. “My ride-or-die buddy. My copilot in all things disgusting and wonderful and so sugary we’ll probably have to see a dentist on Monday.” 

    “I’m sorry. I’ll make it up to you by buying you a barbeque ball.” 

    “Instantly forgiven,” I said, and threw my arms wide. “Come here, you.” 

    “God, they really are the cutest couple,” Megan said. 

    “Wait,” Julie said as Benny came in for some lovin’. “It’s not a real, like, ball, is it? Like…” She pointed at Benny’s groin. 

    I elbowed her. “Have a taste and find out.” At her expression I laughed. “No, no, it’s fried beef in a ball shape.” 

    “And then dipped in sauce,” Benny said. 

    “And fried again,” I moaned. “Better than sex.” 

    “Really?” Megan asked. 

    “Yes, really?” Julie repeated, grinning at Benny. 

    Both of us looked at each other and said yes. Our girlfriends did not look thrilled at that, but oh, they’d learn. Deep fat fried meats are not to be trifled with. 

    We made our way first to the kids’ center, where Julie and Megan both had relatives showing off animals and crafts they made for one of the local organizations. I knew Megan’s cousin but not Julie’s cute little button of a distant something, and made some inroads when I told her the spoon and bamboo catapult she made could probably be used to send kittens in parachutes all over town. The little girl, in kitten-adorned shoes was so pleased with that idea she told her mom they were going to adopt a thousand kitties. I’m not so sure the mom was that enthused with me, but I got a hug out of the kid, so it was worth it. 

    Rides were next before we ate, and Benny was right, the Bug Zapper whipped us around with G-forces hard enough to threaten to send us into the stratosphere. Megan loved it as much as I did. Julie waited patiently for the three of us and steadied her man as he wavered off the ride, holding a hand to his gut. 

    And of course came the Thrombosis, the ride that sent six people to the hospital the year before for whiplash. Plastered to its walls by centrifugal force, Megan and I held hands, and in her mad grin, I saw the same joy on mine and Benny’s faces. 

    Julie joined us for a few saner rides, then I left them at the midway while I jogged back with Megan to greet Kylie at the same entrance where we came in. Like Megan, she opted for shorts and a breezy sleeveless top, and the two of them joked about being twins before Kylie looked up at me, her smile faltering. Megan watched us both, but there were no fireworks to be had, not right then. I gave Kylie a loving kiss and a squeeze of her ass. 

    “Benny and Julie are on the midway. Play you a game of hoops?” 

    “Think you can take me?” Kylie asked. 

    “Shit,” I said, and roped my arms around her and Megan. 

    We rejoined Benny and Julie, and I did indeed beat Kylie at the basketball games. I didn’t shoot well enough to win any decent prizes there or at the squirt gun target range, but we had fun getting ripped off. Food was next. The girls sated themselves on the corn must-haves – on the cob and dogs, while Benny and I… well, we went a little nuts, the same way we did every year. The barbeque balls were our perennial favorite, and he was right, the cheesecake on a stick was fantastic. Megan, Kylie, and Julie turned into our secret food weapons, as the fried chiles and cookie cup vendors both offered us freebies if the girls posed with the food and posted pics on social media. By that point, Benny and I were filling up, but if you think our fun ended there, oh, you naïve fool, you. The fair only comes once a year and it was our baby, our wild week, our great friendship love. 

    Sometime later, with both of us listing like ships, we rejoined our wayward girlfriends near the amateur live music bandstand. 

    “We were thinking we’d hit the Bug Zapper again,” Kylie said brightly, and Benny and I both groaned and waved her off. 

    We walked around for a while, checking out exhibits, listening to a kids’ comedian on one of the stages, The weather was supposed to be clear, but storm clouds on the horizon threatened a downpour. 

    “Someday, if we have kids,” Julie said to Benny, “you and Mike will have to make this a tradition.” 

    I shot her a wide, surprised look. They were already talking about kids? But Benny didn’t seem fazed by the comment in the slightest. Instead, he lit up. “Hey, yeah. We could go to a different state or two every year until we hit all of them.” 

    “I love it,” I said. “Kids? You’re already talking kids?” 

    Benny and Julie looked at each other, and he took her hand. “I… I guess,” he said, grinning sheepishly. “Like maybe after college. Not anytime soon, but you know… someday. We know that we each want them.” 

    “You’d be amazing parents,” Megan said. 

    “The best,” Kylie agreed, but her voice was hollow, and she didn’t look at anyone. 

    Lara joined us earlier than we expected, and somewhere along the way found the Indian taco stand. She was munching on a big monstrosity as she strolled up. Benny and I looked at each other, both said, “Dude,” at the same time, and right at that moment, the first rumble of thunder hit. 

    “Aw hell,” Benny groaned. “We better not miss out on the concert.” 

    But we would. The weather didn’t want to play fair and the gray skies opened fire. We ran for it, along with everyone else, as hail pelted our heads. I was wearing two shirts and whipped one off to hold it above Lara and Kylie’s heads. “Sorry,” I shouted at Megan, who was the furthest from me. She grinned and whooped. 

    We made it to the safety of a tree but it wasn’t much protection, especially with a hundred other people jostling for positions. “Hang on,” Benny shouted. He ran and Julie shouted for him. His hands went to the top of his head, trying to shield himself. The vendor at the fish and chips stand saw him coming, and for a crazy moment, I thought Benny was still hungry enough to risk the hail. Instead, he shouted something to the vendor, and the guy nodded frantically before disappearing. A moment later, the door on the side of the truck opened, and the vendor hauled out a huge stack of newspapers bound by string. The guy had been selling the fish and chips rolled up in the things. Benny grabbed the stack, the vendor hauled out another, and they started back towards us as fast as they could. I ran for them, feeling Kylie tug at my shirt. I shouted for the guy to give me his papers so he could get back inside. The hail stung like pellets, and Benny’s face was already bruising. We sprinted back to the girls and the people under the cover of the tree. 

    Someone had a pocket knife and whipped it out. A minute later, we were passing out newspapers as fast as we could, and people held them over their heads like makeshift umbrellas. Julie rose a shaking hand to the welts on Benny’s face, and he assured her he was okay. A peal of lightning struck close enough the thunder was almost instantaneous and we could smell the ozone in the air. People started running for it, shoving in a surge towards the main entrance. Kylie started that way but I grabbed her arm and pointed instead towards the animal and craft fair building, closer and safer, given the mass of bodies. 

    We shot in that direction, trailed by a dozen more people smart enough to figure out what we were doing. The buildings were huge and easily contained all of us. We took up spots by a pair of disinterested cows, and Julie clutched at Benny’s face again. 

    “I’m okay, Julie, I’m really okay,” he said. 

    “That was smart thinking,” I told him. 

    “That was the dumbest thing I’ve ever seen,” Julie said, her voice nearly a shout. “And… and the bravest and you are so getting laid tonight.” 

    “Then it was worth it,” Benny said. 

    The power flickered and went out. The open doors were big enough we could still see the light. We found out there was a side exit to the fairgrounds that would bleed out close to the parking lot close to where our vehicles were parked. The hail subsided to a hard rain, and Benny shouted he would be right back again. We couldn’t convince him to stay and he sprinted out into the fairgrounds again. A few minutes later, he trotted back inside, a newspaper over his head, holding a pair of stacked plates – Indian tacos, one for him, one for me. 

    “And we’re back to it being the dumbest move again,” Julie grumbled. 

    “Hey, it was going to go to waste. The guy saw me run for the newspapers and gave me a good deal. A buck each.” 

    I laughed and hugged him, hard. 

    * * * 

    With the power still out, Kylie, Megan, Lara, and I wound up back at Kylie’s house. With some emergency battery fed lights and candles, we made the basement homey, and listened to the rain. I had Lara on my lap, kissing her lazily while Kylie and Megan set up some music on Kylie’s phone, a nice, atmospheric acoustic guitar mix perfect for the storm that didn’t want to quit. 

    The light was dim, but occasionally it would catch in Lara’s eyes and gleam like a smoldering fire. I traced her cheeks with my thumbs, then trailed my hands down her back to her terrifically curvy ass. Weight settled beside us, two warm bodies pressing in. There was no buildup. We all wanted one another, and for the first time, all of us were together. The four of us. The core. 

    I kissed Lara again, then turned in the dim light and gripped Kylie’s neck to bring her to me. I crushed my lips against hers, hungrily seeking out her tongue before I twisted and did the same to Megan as Lara and Kylie kissed. Lara laughed softly, and that set Megan off. 

    I leaned back, my hands roaming my three beauties. For the first time since my blow-up with Kylie, I felt content. This was right. This was how things should be. This was what I’d dreamed of for so long, and it was better than I ever imagined. 

    “Listen, all of you… you’ve made me the luckiest man alive,” I said, my hands resting on Megan and Kylie’s asses. “I want you all to know…” I couldn’t finish that sentence. The words hit my throat and stopped there. I shook my head, and brought my lips first to Kylie’s. She was crying again and I moved my lips to her cheek, willing the tears away, wishing her nothing but happiness and strength. I shifted towards Megan, my hand rising up to find her cheek damp too. 

    “I know, Mike,” she whispered, and kissed me hard, her breath hot and fast. 

    “Lara,” I said, and she brought her forehead to mine. Like our girlfriends, her tears flowed easily. I kissed her softly, then with more hunger, and soon we were moving as one, pulling apart just long enough to rid ourselves of damp shirts, jeans, shorts, underwear. Nothing between us now but our warm skin, and I feasted. Kylie brought her breasts to my lips, the nipples hard with the chill, and I sucked one into my mouth, my hand brushing her ass, squeezing, kneading. Then I turned to Megan again, and she was there, her nipple pressed to my cheek before we got it right. And Lara, gorgeous Lara, I buried my face between her breasts, shook my head, and growled, “Brummmmm brum brum!” like we were back at the graduation party again. She laughed, and that made everything okay for a while. 

    I sucked at Kylie’s breast again, and moved up to kiss her, our tongues darting together. Someone’s hand traced my pecs. Another hand went lower, the fingers dancing on my groin. A third circled my swelling cock, and slowly started to jerk me. I tried to get an angle where I could play with Kylie and Megan’s pussies, but in that position I’d need to be a contortionist. I directed them to get on their hands and knees on either side of me, and that gave me better access.  

    I stroked their lips. Amazing what a lack of sight does for your concentration. I noticed how sensitive they were, how Kylie jumped when I slid my thumb across the delicate skin between her asshole and her pussy, how Megan’s breath quickened as I teased a finger up to the digit along her length.  

    Two hands joined mine, one at each woman. Lara. Her smile was barely visible in the dim light but I saw it and returned it. “Together?” I breathed, meaning far more than just getting our friends off, but we had yet to have that big conversation of what would come at college, about what we were and what we wanted. 

    But in that glorious moment, I dared to hope Lara meant her response to hold as much meaning as my question. Her smile widened, and she murmured back to me, “Together.” 

    Our work was sloppy in the dark, but in a way, that felt strangely right. We were like fumbling teenagers, because that was exactly what we were at the start of all this. Lara made Megan yelp when she tried to press in at the wrong hole. We both tried to finger our girlfriends at the same time, brushed hands, crossed paths. But soon we had a system. Lara rubbed their clits while I slid two fingers into each of them. 

    Megan and Kylie kissed as we fingered them. Their relationship to me wasn’t the only one ending that summer and there was nearly as much emotion in that joining of their souls as with me. Hands fell away from my cock and they explored each other in the dark, their cheeks, their hair, their bodies. Even though I could only catch glimpses in the dim light, it was enough to make me hungry with need. 

    “Love you so much,” Kylie whispered against Megan’s neck. 

    “Love y-you too, Ky. Best friends forever.” 

    Lara kissed Kylie’s shoulder, then Megan’s. “Best friends forever.” 

    “Yesss,” Kylie moaned, rocking back against our fingers. 

    Breaths came quicker and quicker. Megan joined Kylie in bobbing against hour fingers, both of them getting close. Thunder rattled the house but that wasn’t why Kylie was shuddering. She nuzzled Megan, whimpering. Her hips twitched, jumped, and she cried out, a wordless, piercing thing that left her breathless. Without a break, she dropped her head to lick at Megan’s breasts, hands coming up to cup them. Megan thrust against our fingers faster and faster. It couldn’t have been more than a minute before she bucked. 

    “Oh fuck oh fuck fuck fuck fuck,” she chanted and shuddered too, gasping and laughing as she came. “We were so, mm, close to lining those up.” 

    “I know,” Kylie said. 

    “Sit on the couch, all of you,” I said. “Side by side.” 

    We moved around until I stood away from the couch. Lara sat in the middle, with Kylie and Megan both cozy up against her, kissing her neck, her cheeks, occasionally twisting her head to brush their lips against hers. I knelt between Lara’s legs and kissed her pussy, but I had other plans for my fingers. I found both my other girlfriends’ pussies again, and slid my fingers back home. Lara’s hands joined mine again, taking care of our girls’ clits while they took care of her more loving needs, keeping her warm and on the edge with kisses and moans in her ear. 

    I knew Lara’s body well by that point, taking her clit in my mouth and alternating between the slow teasing that drove her wild and long bursts of more forceful lashes. So excited already, she couldn’t sit still, sliding up and down on the couch, trying to match my movements. Megan shifted around too until she was mostly on her side, giving her good access to lean down and suck Lara’s nipple into her mouth. Kylie’s lips followed a trail of Lara’s other erogenous zones, spending a lot of time on her neck. The three of us drove her wild in record time. 

    “Mmm, yesss, that feels so good,” Lara cried out. She rocked harder, clutching the girls’ heads to her. Now I could see that ring of reflected firelight in her eyes clearly, and I lost myself to it, licking her fervently, pouring my heart into her pleasure. She crested with a cute stamp of her feet, her pussy thrusting up, her head falling back. Megan and Kylie pulled away but kept stroking her mound and her pussy lips. 

    “I want you taking care of our girl in Florida,” Megan said to me. “Her pussy needs so much attention.” 

    “Always,” I said, pulling back to sit on my calves. 

    Kylie turned Lara’s face towards her. “And I want you taking care of our man,” she said, her voice hoarse and thick. “His balls need to be drained at least once a day, don’t you think, Megan?” 

    “Oh, at least.” 

    “As long as he’ll have me,” Lara said, looking back down at me. 

    “Now, how are we going to take care of you, Michael?” Kylie asked. 

    “Triple blowjob?” I suggested. 

    “I have an idea,” Megan said. “Girls, with me. Mike, get back on the couch and keep yourself hard.” 

    “Like that’s a problem with you three around,” I said. 

    Megan grabbed up a candle and they crept towards the bathroom, hands out in front of them in case they bumped into anything. I heard them whispering but couldn’t make out what they were talking about. A minute later, Kylie poked her head out. 

    “Mike, move the coffee table so it’s against the wall to the side of the couch, would you?” 

    “Sure.” 

    I did, and got a few more orders, mostly to grab the end pillows and put them on the floor beside me. I grinned down at my cock as it bobbed its approval at a blowjob to come. Megan darted out then, and walked a line first to the pool table, then back towards me. “Okay, it’s clear,” she said to the others. To me, she said, “Rules. Sit back on the couch. You can’t touch unless we move your hands somewhere.” 

    “Okay,” I said, amused. 

    “When you guess who it is doing whatever it is they want to you, we have to switch.” 

    The other two came out and joined her at the pool table. Megan set about snuffing out the candles and turning off the emergency lights. It left the basement in near total darkness. My cock lurched in anticipation. 

    Someone came to me. I couldn’t see them, but I could just barely hear them breathing. Whoever it was felt carefully for me in the darkness, brushed my knee, found the other one, and sank down carefully between my legs. Small fingers traced up my thighs, leaving me shivering. They encircled my cock, and my pleasure-dazed mind tried to remember details about each girls’ fingers. None of them could reach all the way around me with one hand so using two gave nothing away. They jerked me slowly, their breath hot against my tip. Further away I could hear kissing from the other two. 

    “Fuck,” I groaned. “I like this.” 

    The breath at my tip turned solid, warm as lips brushed me, then sucked me. The way I was stretching the lips of whoever it was gave it away. Both Lara and Kylie could take more of me in their mouths. 

    “Megan, I love your small lips around me like that.” 

    She chuckled and pulled away. “I guess that’s pretty obvious.” 

    “Don’t stop.” 

    “Oh, but that’s the game. Once you know, do you say it and the fun stops for a minute? Or do you stay quiet and we keep going?” 

    “Fuuuuck,” I grunted., stroking my cock. 

    Silence, then another set of footfalls. Someone bumped into my knees, and Lara giggled. Kylie groaned, “Lara.” 

    “Sorry, sorry. Let’s try that again.” 

    “Feel for his knees with your hand,” Megan encouraged. 

    Silence again, and someone else drew up. Like Megan, a hand brushed my knee, then whoever it was gripped my cock. Instead of kneeling on the ground, they rested one knee on the couch beside me, and found my head with the other hand. She traced my chin, my jaw, then moved to the back of my head and pulled me towards an ample breast. Lara again. Kylie had big breasts but not quite so big as Lara’s. I found her nipple and sucked, and yes, that was definitely my Lara. 

    I moaned as she slid her hand down further, across my shaven balls. After my first experience with Kylie, I sought out a friend on the swim team and got his advice about trimming. He recommended just shaving entirely or else the itching was going to drive me crazy. 

    I’d never had my balls played with until that moment. I don’t think Lara meant to touch them like that. I think she was just getting a lay of the land. But when I moaned, she gave them a delicate squeeze. 

    “Lara,” I breathed against her breast, not meaning to drop her name either. I would have happily come in her hand. 

    She giggled again and pulled away. Someone approached me, and gripped my knees when they found me. Like Megan had, they knelt in front of me and gripped my cock. Only this time, instead of sucking me, a tongue traced all around my cockhead. I moaned again, wishing whoever it was would blow me, but they kept up the tease, driving me wild just those butterfly brushes against my sensitive flesh. 

    “Love that,” I moaned. “Goddamn.” 

    Whoever it was kept it a secret the best out of all their attempts. There was no way I could tell by just their tongue. I thought Megan pulled a sneaky move and jumped ahead of Kylie, who had yet to come to me in the dark. I almost guessed her name, but then whoever it was moved and enveloped my cock in between their breasts. Not so big as Lara’s, but definitely bigger than Megan’s. I grinned, savoring the titjob. 

    “God, yes, your tits feel so good around me.” 

    “Fuck,” I heard Megan whisper across the room. “Sorry.” 

    Kylie stopped the titjob long enough to swallow the tip of my cock, her breasts still pressed tight together around my base. I could imagine her sultry eyes staring up at me, maybe wiggling her head side to side. 

    “Fuuuck, Kylie, you do that much longer I’m going to blow.” 

    She pulled away with a breathy, “Can’t have that, not yet.” 

    Silence, then a girl joined me on the couch, crawling up beside me and feeling me out with her hands. Whoever it was didn’t sit down or rest on their knees, but pushed my head back and stood over me, one foot on each side. A moment later, warm, slick flesh brushed my chin, shifted forward, and I heard Megan audibly sigh happily. I grabbed her ass, not really caring about the rules anymore, and pulled her tighter to my mouth and my tongue. She rode me like that, grinding her pussy against me. Fuck, I wanted to take her. I wanted to take all of them. I wanted them on their knees on the couch, asses up, going between each of them in turn and plunging my cock in. 

    We lost track of time, and more weight joined us on the couch, Lara and Kylie coming to rest beside me. Hands found my cock and stroked it. Megan moaned above me, and I ate her harder, faster, my eyes squeezed shut. 

    “Megan,” I moaned, “I love the taste of you.” 

    She dropped, but didn’t get off me. Instead, she grabbed my cock too, and all three girls as one aimed me upward. Megan sank down on me, driving her small pussy as far down my length as she could take in one solitary, hard drop. 

    “Fuck,” she whimpered, “you fill me up so much.” 

    Velvet friction. I grabbed her ass and fucked up at her as hard as she was fucking down at me, barely hanging onto my control so I didn’t hurt her. I leaned forward and sucked at her breasts. 

    “Uhhh huh, suck my tits, Mike, suck them…” 

    Hands brushed us, touching us everywhere. Mine squeezed that magnificent ass. I was gone to my Megan and if anybody had tried to switch us out, I wouldn’t have let them. I wanted her to come and I wanted it now. So did she. 

    She gripped the back of my neck, our skin squelching in the darkness. I heard other smacks too, kisses against Megan’s flesh. 

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she gasped, bouncing on me each time she swore. “Oh, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh!” 

    She writhed on top of me, undulating like a dancer. Her climax held her in its grip for long seconds until she finally jerked up off me. Hands encircled me and Kylie breathed, “I need to taste her on him.” 

    “Do it,” Lara said, and Kylie did, Lara found her head in the dark and stroked her hair, pushing her down on me at the same time. I don’t think she meant to but Kylie moaned and Lara kept it up, making our girlfriend face-fuck me.  

    “Ride him facing me,” Megan said. She was on her knees in front of me somewhere. 

    Kylie pulled off me and mounted me, dropping her ass against my groin as she did as Megan told her. Our diminutive girlfriend found Kylie’s thighs, spread them wide, and guided her tongue to my cock and Kylie’s pussy. 

    Kylie’s very tight, wet pussy. On my very naked cock. 

    “Oh fuck,” I grunted, realizing what that meant. And I had already fucked Megan. Oh shit. “Condom, condom, condom…” 

    “We’re okay, we’re all okay,” Lara told me, finding my face in the darkness and stroking my cheek. “We all got tested and we’re on the pill. Right girls?” 

    “Take that cock out of me and I’ll cut it off,” Kylie gasped. 

    Megan said, “We’re safe, Mike, it’s okay this time.” 

    The words made my already aching cock throb, and Kylie felt it. She giggled and rocked down at me. “His cock just throbbed inside me.” 

    I cupped her tits in the darkness and tweaked her nipples. She bounced harder and harder on me, a staccato of “fucks” firing from her each time. Lara brushed my cheek with something soft. Her breast again, and I turned to it, sucking on her nipple as I thrust up harder and harder into Kylie. I might have come like that if the power didn’t flicker on, but the distraction of suddenly being able to see as well as devices beeping to life kept me from coasting over the edge.  

    Kylie gripped my hips under her and slammed down harder and harder, staring down at Megan. “Lick my pussy, lick us, slut, your tongue and his c-cock feel so gooood…” 

    Lara started playing with herself as she fed me her nipple, her fingers driving deep already. I wanted to help her out but I had my hands full of Kylie’s tits and I was too lost to think. All of us were, really, given over completely to lust. 

    Kylie bounced up off me completely and shot down again, her tight pussy making a wet sound around me as she stuttered out, “M-m-ike, unnnngh, my pussy, my pussy, mmmmgawd, c-coming!” 

    Her body quivered and her hands lost their grip. I grabbed her around the waist and held her to me as she twisted her head, mouth agape. Her eyes fluttered, her breath stopped, and then she gasped out again, “Oh, oh fuck!” 

    Megan pulled her off me and Lara took Kylie’s place, dropping hard into my lap and clutching my shoulders. She rode me as fiercely as Kylie had, her breasts bouncing so goddamn hypnotically I couldn’t stop staring at them. Neither could Kylie or Megan on either side of us.  

    Megan gave her a spank. “Babe, you have the most rocking body. Oh my God, you’re like pure sex.” 

    Lara gazed at her, her cheeks flushed. “You… you’re sexy t-too… you and Kylie.” She looked at our other girlfriend and stopped bouncing to grind on me and pull Kylie in for a kiss. Kylie’s hand roamed Lara’s ass and made her shiver. I think she might have fingered her asshole but it was brief and teasing. 

    “When she comes,” I said, closer to a snarl, “I want all of you on your hands and knees on the couch. I want to fuck you each one more time before I paint those asses.” 

    “I love when he gets dominant,” Megan moaned. “When he fucked me in the van, oh my God, he had me on my upper back…” 

    “Same with me in Cherie’s bed,” Lara agreed fervently. “I came so hard.” 

    “I love when he takes me from behind,” Kylie whimpered. “And I used to hate doggystyle but he hits my spot so good.” 

    I fucked up into Lara harder and harder. She ground on me more than she bounced, hitting her g-spot good. Kylie and Megan cupped her tits, pinched them, told her to come for me, that her pussy looked so hot spread around my cock. At least that’s what I assume they said. I think I was drooling with pleasure by that point, staring up at my Lara riding me, hair wild, her hands gripping me tight. I don’t think she heard much either. The smile she gave me dazzled me to the core of my soul, and I had to lean up and kiss her as she ground that amazing ass on me. 

    She came with my lips against hers, still smiling, completely silent. In every threesome or foursome that summer, she was always the one I wanted last, my main event, always, and I never even realized it. Lara did and I’m glad. She knew she was special to me. So long we’d been doing this dance and now, finally, both Kylie and Megan were with us, and it was amazing, but always at the center was my Lara. 

    She looked at Megan and Kylie. “All right, girls,” she said, “on our knees?” 

    “Oh yes,” Megan said, and Kylie nodded. They helped Lara off me and I rose, stroking my slick cock as I stared at three of the finest asses in the world lined up side by side. I took Megan first, pumping her hard a few times, but I was seriously at the brink of exploding and couldn’t do much more than that. Lara next, and she gave a pleased sigh as I buried myself to the balls in her. 

    “You can take so much of him,” Megan moaned. 

    Finally, Kylie, my sweet Kylie. I was going to see how much she hurt, and soon, but not yet. We had a few weeks left of days like this. All four of us, together, sometimes in a frenetic orgy like this, sometimes in twos or threes with the odd ones watching. Amazing days, the kind of thing you live through and can’t believe it afterwards, like it happened to someone else. Those were days of impossible joy, when I began to think maybe we’d endure past college, when we could all reunite and live our best lives together. 

    I was naïve, but I don’t regret that hope for a minute. I loved them. I still love them, no matter what happened. My Megan, my Kylie, my Lara. 
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    Fuck 

      

    I don’t want to write this next chapter. Pretend the book ended. Pretend we got our happily ever after. 
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    All Our Innocence, Lost 

      

    Lara and I faced a week of goodbyes before we actually set off on our journey to Florida. First was Benny’s. Mama Vivica made dinner for all of us – Benny, Julie, Lara, Kylie, Megan, and me. We sat out in the backyard, swatting mosquitoes and eating pulled chicken and homemade mac and cheese, my favorites of her many, many amazing dishes. 

    “So I have some news,” Benny said as his father cut up slices of a cheery cheesecake. His mom cried, but she was beaming too.. Vivica was seated right next to me, so I took her hand and she gave me a grateful look. “I was planning on staying in Honeypot, but Julie and I really want to try to make this work. So I’m going to move up there with her in a couple weeks, get a place to stay and a job while she goes to college.” 

    “Hey!” I shouted, grinning ear to ear. “That’s awesome!” 

    I let go of Mama Vivica’s hands and shot up to join my best friend and hug his girlfriend. A chorus of congratulations broke out from the others. Lara gave me a tiny, special smile as I sat back down, and I winked at her. 

    “So here’s to our two boys, finally breaking up and moving on,” Dick said, and was greeted with another chorus of cheers. 

    That day was a good one. I was happy Benny and Julie were going to keep at it. Benny was a smart guy and could have done well in college but he didn’t really get any strong scholarship offers. His plan was always to get a job and see where life took him. I didn’t know if he and Julie would last, but I had a strong suspicion they’d give it one hell of a try and I was there for them, even if Kylie’s words about me moving to California or her moving to Florida rang in my ears. 

    That was one of the few nights that last month when I didn’t sleep with one of my girlfriends. Instead, I crashed at Benny’s. We played games and ate junk food and talked way too late into the night. For a while, we were like kids again, and though we both knew our lives were going to start to drift apart, he asked me one thing sometime just before dawn. 

    “Hey Mike?” 

    “Hm?” I was nearly asleep on his couch, and he lounged in his dad’s chair, the legs kicked out. 

    “What you said this summer, about wanting to be my best man. I’m not trying to get my hopes up about me and Julie someday… you know… getting married, but when I do, if it’s to her or whoever else, you’ll be there, won’t you?” 

    I pushed myself up just far enough to stare at him blearily. “Yeah. Duh. Who else is going to get blitzed at your reception and try to make out with your wife? Of course we’re going to be in each other’s weddings.” 

    “Cool.” 

    “Cool.” 

    He was silent a long while, but now I couldn’t find that Zen again and stared at the window. I thought he was asleep, so when I whispered, “Getting older kinda sucks,” I was surprised when I heard Benny sniff and say, “Yeah. It really does.” 

    * * * 

    Megan’s family took the four of us to dinner at her favorite restaurant, a Korean barbeque. Megan would be the last of the core four to leave Honeypot, as State’s semester didn’t get started until well into September. At one time she talked about riding down with us to Florida but as the summer progressed she didn’t mention it again. I knew why. Kylie wasn’t the only one hurt by Lara’s closeness to me, but Megan bore it with a grace I wasn’t expecting from our fiery lover.  

    We sat together and fed each other bits of food. Megan’s hand only brushed my cock about a half-dozen times throughout the meal. That was chaste by her standard. When dinner was over, our girlfriends gave us the night together and Megan and I went for a drive, same as we had when she fell in love with me so long ago. We didn’t talk much, but somewhere out there, in the vast fields and under a blanket of stars, I tried to kiss Megan and she held me back. 

    “Would you do me one favor?” she asked me, her voice tight, her eyes glistening. “Just this once, would you take me somewhere and make love to me like you did them?” 

    “Yes. Yes, of course.” 

    So I did. I took her home, and we snuck up to her room, and we made love, Megan on her back, her arms and legs wrapped around me. I brought her to a string of orgasms, her face contorted as she tried to hold back her pleasure, and in the end, she asked me to spill inside her, to feel my warmth in her this one time too. I obliged, and she cried when she felt it, and I had no idea what to say or do except hold her and love her as best as I could. 

    We fell asleep sometime after that, neither of us waking until her parents left in the morning. Together, we sat on the couch, her with her head on my shoulder. 

    “I loved last night. I know I’ve never seemed like the type to want it like that,” she said, her voice thick and pained. “But I always did.” 

    “I wish I’d known. I’m sorry, Megan.” 

    “It’s okay. If we did that often enough, I’d be as broken up about this as Kylie. But I got to feel you inside me. I got to have that before any of them. That’s selfish, I know. But it’s mine and I get to have that.” 

    I turned and kissed the top of her head. “I’m going to miss you so much.” 

    “Y-yeah,” she gasped, and started sobbing. I held her I don’t know how long. Half an hour, maybe, just the two of us, her tears coming and going, me silent. I wish I had the right words. I wish I could have taken her pain from her, but I felt it too, and sometimes, it’s okay to hurt. Sometimes it’s for the best reasons, because you’ve loved, and you can always hold onto that. I loved Megan, and she loved me, and the pain at the end was so very much worth it. 

    Finally, she pulled away from me, sniffing and smiling. “Mike Maclin. Would you do me the honor of breaking up with me here and now so we can exit this thing with some kind of dignity intact?” 

    “I will,” I said, my smile just as broken as hers. “Megan. We need to break up. But I will… I’ll always…” 

    I couldn’t speak. She nodded and understood, and we held each other again. 

    * * * 

    Dinner with my family was a madcap affair. My siblings made it back, we ordered pizza that never arrived, and my sister insisted on karaoke after my family made a dash for fast food. I wanted more time with Megan, Kylie, and Lara, but we ended up downtown instead, singing badly and dancing. The pain in Megan’s eyes had given way to a sort of amused acceptance mirrored in my own soul, and we had a lot of fun. But it seemed like Kylie took on her pain, and along with her own, the pot was about to boil over. 

    Lara’s parents threw us a party two days before we were set to move, with the last day being ours, the four of us. Zack and Kathryn Denman’s party might have been my favorite out of the bunch. They invited all the other parents and families and we played digital bowling while talking about high school and the days to come. 

    Zack got me outside, wavering with a cocktail in hand. It was one of the few times I’d ever seen him drink, but it was definitely warranted that evening. 

    “I may have been harsh with you this summer,” he said. “But my daughter’s been nothing but happy this entire time. I had you pegged wrong, and I’m sorry.” 

    “Hey, no, you were looking out for her.” 

    “And now…” Zack drew in a deep breath. “Now that’s going to be your job. Not that she’ll need it. Lara’s a bright girl. Just… just… protect her. Be there. Okay?” 

    “I will be,” I said. 

    “I have something, my wife and I… we’ve been saving for this…” He patted his pocket with his free hand, shifted his drink to that one when he couldn’t come up with it, then searched again on the other side, finally digging out his wallet. “For your trip down-” 

    “No sir,” I said quietly, laying a hand on his shoulder. “I got this. I’ve been saving too.” 

    He still tried to press a couple hundred-dollar bills into my hand, but I wouldn’t take it. He hugged me then, and I hugged him back. Zack pulled away and squeezed my shoulder. “She loves you so much,” he said. 

    I glanced at the house, then back at him. “I’ll tell you this, sir. I love her too. With all my heart.” 

    * * * 

    The last night together, the four of us. 

    Due to Kylie’s parents’ odd schedules, we had to have a late lunch instead of an early dinner with her mom and dad. It took place at a quiet, upscale restaurant, one of Kylie’s favorites, but she barely ate. Lara and Megan did, but I was right there in spirit with Kylie. Her parents gave me a parting gift, a gas card, and they gave Lara a beautiful bracelet. Then we were splitting up, them to their jobs, the four of us back to Kylie’s. We planned on one last debaucherous day full of lovemaking and straight up crazy four-way sex. Then the next day at noon we’d meet back up at Lara’s house, where we would say goodbye to our lovers and her family and take off for Florida. 

    Except that’s not what happened. 

    We pulled into Kylie’s driveway, and I just put it into park when a car pulled up behind us. A familiar car. Roano’s car. 

    “What’s he doing here?” 

    Kylie stared and froze. “Everybody go inside. I’ll… I’ll be in.” 

    “What is it?” Megan asked, then turned and saw her ex-boyfriend. “Oh, Roano, come on, no drama today. We’re having a bad enough time as it is.” 

    “Go inside,” Kylie hissed. “Please.” 

    “Kylie?” Lara asked. “What’s the matter? What’s going on?” 

    All of us, Roano included, got out. He grinned at us like a lazy dog on a hot summer day. “Heya, Mike.” 

    “Roano,” I said cautiously. 

    “Hear the big trip’s tomorrow.” 

    “Yup,” I said, positioning myself between him and the girls none too subtly in case he wanted to get violent again. “Something I can do for you?” 

    “I’m here to see my girlfriend.” 

    “We broke up,” Megan said flatly. “Don’t be weird about it.” 

    “I didn’t mean you,” Roano said. 

    “Don’t,” Kylie whispered. All of us turned and stared at her. She brought her hands up to her face. “Oh God.” 

    “Kylie?” Megan asked. 

    I did something. 

    “What did you do?” I asked her, far too late. “You told me… when we made love that day… what did you do, Kylie?” 

    “Kylie?” Megan asked again, sounding so goddamn broken.  

    “What do you think we did, Maclin?” Roano asked. “We fucked.” 

    The world plummeted, my heart twisting as I realized the words were true even as I didn’t want to believe them. 

    “You’re lying,” Lara said. 

    “Came to me Fourth of July and begged for it,” Roano said, his grin growing wider and wider. 

    Kylie sobbed, and shot for the house. Megan stared after her, then looked back at Roano. “You bastard,” she whispered, more stunned than angry. “We… you hated me that much?” 

    “No. Not you,” Roano said, and his voice was almost kind, gentle. “Him.” 

    Megan licked her lips. “It’s not true. It isn’t.” She broke away, staring over her shoulder at us as she went inside the house, following Kylie. Lara came to me, her arm roping under mine as I stepped forward, clenching my other fist. 

    “I got nasty with her, Mikey,” Roano said. “She did everything I wanted her to. Good little slut.” 

    “Fuck you,” I snarled. 

    “I got creative with a cucumber. She loved that. Oh, one sweet thing you should probably know. Every time I made her come, it was your name she screamed.” 

    “Fuck you!” I shouted louder, pulling myself away from Lara. My fist came up, my heart burning with a need to beat him into the ground and never stop swinging. 

    “Take a swing,” Roano said. “You don’t have a thing I want but I’ll take it all if you punch me.” He juked towards me. I might have done it. Might have actually beat him down, Lara trying to pull me away or not. But somewhere behind me came a wail that carried up through the basement and outside. Megan. 

    Lara spit on Roano’s cheek, and he wiped it away. He winked, and said, “Have a nice life.” 

    When he sped away, Megan stumbled out into the sunshine, her cheeks ashen, her eyes wild. Her lungs rose and fell so fast I thought she was choking. Lara said, “She’s hyperventilating. Help me. She needs to sit down.” 

    Megan nearly collapsed before we reached her. We got her under the arms and sat her down on one of the steps to the porch. Lara talked her into resting her hands behind her head and catching her breath. I held her, utterly destroyed inside, too far gone to feel anything. Lara stared at the both of us, horrified. 

    “She cheated on us,” Megan whispered. “Him I can take being an asshole. But Ky… Kylie…” 

    “Oh, baby,” Lara said, and came down to hug her too. We held her, together, and Megan sobbed and sobbed. The door opened behind us, and Lara looked back, venom in her eyes. “Don’t you dare say a word.” 

    “I-” 

    Megan lurched upwards and towards the van. “I need to go, I need to go, I need to go,” she babbled, and I dug in my pockets for the keys. I gave them to Lara, and she stared at me, chest rising and falling. I took her in my arms and kissed her. 

    “Get her home. I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said. Lara looked back at Kylie, shook her head, and then they were going. 

    I didn’t know what I was going to say. The door behind me was still open, Kylie somewhere inside. I knew where she would be. Our place. 

    * * * 

    Of all the ways I expected to react when I saw her tears, I didn’t think I’d do something so simple as sit down beside Kylie and hug her. Neither of us said anything for a long time, just staring at the blank TV screen in front of us. 

    “I fell in love with you at a soccer game,” I finally said tonelessly. “You were injured. We were watching the game, and I was sitting with Benny, and you were with a friend, and you gave me this goofy smile.” 

    “I wish I remembered it,” Kylie said. 

    “I won’t ever forget it,” I said, still feeling so completely, utterly cored out. “Why?” 

    She sniffed. “Because you loved her more than you would ever love me.” 

    “It would have only been you this summer. That’s what I said. You wanted me to be with them.” 

    “Oh my God, stop with the lectures all the time,” Kylie finally snapped. “Yes, I wanted you to be with them. Yes, I’m the one who said we should treat this like a temporary thing. But guess what, you asshole? People change. And by the time I realized… I saw you with her and that was everything I wanted. So if I had to hurt this badly, so did you. You’ll go off with Lara. Perfect Lara. Lara, who you’ve always been in love with.” 

    “I was in love with all of you,” I shouted. 

    “Bullshit!” she shouted right back, shoving upright. “It has always been her. Do you know why Megan and I talked you out of trying to date her when we were still in school? Because we were jealous. That’ s it. It wasn’t some moral thing. We told each other if you two dated that would be it. Neither of us would have a shot. And then we wound up all screwing anyways and it got so goddamn weird and I don’t know what happened.” 

    “So you decided to twist the knife in,” I said, stunned. 

    “Yes,” Kylie said, the anger slowly draining out of her. 

    “You told me… to move with you… after you slept with him.” 

    “Yes,” she said again, and sat back down beside me. 

    I laughed. It was bitter, humorless and came from a part of my soul I don’t care to ever revisit again. “If we talked about this at the beginning of summer, oh man, the things I would have done for you. I would have moved for you in a heartbeat.” 

    “Don’t say that.” 

    “It’s the truth. I really do love all of you.” I roped an arm around her and pulled her in, my throat dry, my guts writhing. I kissed the top of Kylie’s head, and I whispered, “I would have done anything for you. I would have said yes.” 

    I stood up, and walked out as her sobs ripped through her. 

    Kylie hurt me, yeah. But in the end, I hurt her far worse than she ever could have done to me, because every word I said was true.  
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    Go Time 

      

    Lara came by early in the morning with my van. My parents made breakfast and sat with us as Lara took my hand. Uncaring what my parents heard, I said quietly, “Megan?” 

    “She’s hurt,” Lara said. “Kylie?” 

    “Hurt.” 

    Lara nodded and sniffed. “I hate that this is how we had to say goodbye.” 

    “I know. Me too.” 

    My dad looked at my mom. “We should give them some time.” 

    She nodded, and they took their plates into their bedroom. I dropped my fork to the plate and held Lara to me while I told her what happened with Kylie. She told me she and Megan slept together the night before – not in any sexual way, just actual sleeping and cuddling – and she didn’t know if she was going to make our goodbye at Lara’s house. 

    We ate, and with my dad’s help, we loaded up my things. My parents hugged Lara tight, and told her to take care of me and keep me out of trouble. She gave me a pat on the back, and told me she’d wait in the van. 

    For the first time in my life, I was really saying goodbye to my parents. It was under such odd circumstances, but despite the drama with Kylie, it still hurt. My mom’s tears were the worst, the absolute worst, and I hugged her long and hard, rocking with her. 

    “Not going to try to hide them away like at graduation?” I asked. 

    She grinned up at me. “Nope.” 

    “You were right about everything. About all of us being hurt in the end.” 

    “I’m sorry.” 

    “You know what?” I asked. “I’m not. I had a lot of fun with Megan. I get to be with Lara. My heart’s in a million pieces right now, but… I still get to love one of them. That’s amazing.” 

    Mom pecked my cheek. “Such a romantic.” 

    I hugged my dad next. “You get down there, you get a picture of the beach for us,” he said, choked up. “We come, it’s not going to be to visit you. It’ll be to see some girls in bikinis, so you’d better know all the hotspots.” 

    I laughed, and hugged him again. “I’ll see you guys at Christmas,” I promised them. 

    “You bet,” my dad said. 

    They came with me to the van and Lara tried to smile for them. My mom opened her door. Lara stepped out one more time to hug her. Mom whispered something in her ear. Lara looked back at me, beaming, and then at my mom again. She whispered something back, and to this day, I don’t know what they said, except I’m pretty sure my mom was telling Lara the single greatest truth of my life – that I loved her. 

    When we were loaded up and ready, I put the van in reverse, then remembered something. I dropped it back into park, and leaned over to kiss Lara’s cheek. “Forgot something important. Be right back.” 

    I ran inside and to my room. The heart grass had done well in its small pot in my windowsill, and I snatched it up. “Sorry, buddy, I know you like the sunshine, but you’re going to get lots more of it where we’re going.” 

    I raced back out, and Lara held a hand to her breast when she saw what I was holding. I gave my parents one more hug. In the van, Lara took the plant and gave the pot a kiss.  

    “I wanted a reminder of one of the best days of my life,” I said. 

    A drive to Mama Vivica’s house later, and I was saying goodbye to Benny while a cooler full of snacks and drinks was foisted upon Lara by Dick. Then came Lara’s family, a long, extended goodbye that saw us waiting forty-five minutes for her wayward cousins to show up. I didn’t mind.  

    I got a text from Megan there. She asked if we left town yet, and I told her no, we hadn’t. She asked if we were going to swing by, and I said only if it wasn’t going to be too painful. She wrote two words back. 

    Please come. 

    * * * 

    She was beautiful in the midmorning light, one tanned foot kicking lazily in the grass, the other leg raised and her hands wrapped around her knee. She grinned at us as we pulled in, and hopped to her feet. I got out, and rushed to her, our Megan. 

    “I love you,” I whispered into her ear. 

    “I love you too, Mike,” she whispered back. “No more tears for us, okay?” 

    “Can you promise me the same thing?” 

    “Not a chance,” Megan said, grinning like the mad devil she was. 

    Lara embraced her next, and they kissed, and made promises to meet up over Christmas break. We took a few obligatory selfies, my favorite of Lara and I kissing Megan’s cheeks. 

    “I want you two to be amazing together,” Megan said. “I want us to talk all the time. I want to see pics of you on the beach and surfing on sharks and burning it up in Miami.” 

    “Surfing on sharks?” Lara asked. “Well… I’ll try.” 

    “That’s the spirit,” Megan said. 

    “And you be amazing at State,” I said, coming to her and holding her tight. “Find an amazing guy. Or an amazing girl. Take amazing classes. Have… amazing trips back home to do amazing laundry.” 

    Megan laughed and a flash flood turned the sound into sobs. We held her, rocked with her, kissed her again and again. And slowly, ever so slowly, Megan pushed us backwards, towards the van, towards Hudwell, towards our future. 

    * * * 

    We drove in long stretches of silence, broken up largely only by the radio and the occasional instructions from Lara’s phone on the best route to get to Hudwell. It was a long drive, nearly ten hours, and had we not stopped, we would have gotten in sometime just before midnight. 

    But five hours in, Lara looked at me and said, “Mike?” 

    “Hm?” 

    “I know you want to go to Hudwell because it’s a party school and because there are going to be hot teachers and other girls and… all that. I… I wanted you to know, if you wanted to break up, I’d get it. I would. After this summer, all the drama, everything… I’d get it.” 

    “Hm,” I said. “Is that what you want?” 

    “No. Uh uh.” 

    I didn’t say anything. We were coming up on an exit, so I pulled off the Interstate to find a spot to park and look up a hotel. No way I was going to last much longer, not when I needed to make love to the beautiful soul beside me. 

    “Do you know what I want? I want to make this work. I want to give a middle finger to the idea high school sweethearts can’t last.” 

    “Wha-?” 

    “You and me. That’s what I want.” I shrugged. “Yeah, it’s a party school, and I did want to hook up with professors and have wild orgies at sorority houses and all that. But that was what I wanted then. You’re what I want now. Because I’m crazy, stupidly in love with you, Lara Denman.” 

    “I love you too,” she gasped. “Yes. Us. Yes.” 

    “You have to put up with my van.” 

    “I love your van.” 

    “Good. Because we’re a package deal.” 

    She laughed, and we both scrambled to unhook our seatbelts and kiss.  

    * * * 

    I woke her from her nap in the van thirty miles out from the beach. So far, not a sign of the ocean yet, but I didn’t want to see it, not without her.  

    “Almost there,” I said quietly. 

    Lara stretched and smiled. We made love most the night in a cheap hotel. Exhausted, she slept the morning through. 

    We both saw it as one, the impossible stretch of water. It was breathtaking, the kind of thing you can never really relate to someone until they’ve seen it too and you can share in the beauty. Then south, and soon, we saw it, the city we would call home the next four years. 

    Hudwell. 

    We drove along the coast until we found somewhere to park, a public beach full of people. We didn’t care. We were both out of the van in a rush, coming together to hold hands and race to the sands. We laughed. Lara cried. 

    As beautiful as it was, and it was stunning, the ocean was a dull background compared to the woman beside me. My girlfriend. My great love. 

    My Lara. 

      

    * * * * * 

      

    Join Mike and Lara again soon as they navigate the waters at Hudwell Academy in Stormy Weather,, Book #2 of the Hudwell Heat series! 

      

    Find me on Twitter at Twitter.com/IanSnowWriter 
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