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Prologue


I listen as the crunch of the car’s tires on gravel fades away before lifting my head. I can see eyes gleaming in the faint moonlight and I smile brokenly. “Not as bad as I expected,” I lie to Tiffany, softly gasping, as shock and pain keep me reeling. It was actually much worse. My new special friend had discovered the internet, so it would seem, and taught the rest of the cool kids. “I think it’s time for you and me to get out of here,” I tell her wisely and rock forward to get to my feet awkwardly.


She frisks a little at seeing me moving and I wonder if she’s been watching the whole time. “Ah, if only you understood what I was saying,” I tell her wistfully. “I could just ask you to nibble on these ropes and we could be on our way. But that’s okay. Don’t feel bad. Sometimes I’m difficult to understand,” I confide to her. “Things that first week back to school confused me a lot, if I’m being honest.”


The chair seems a little more rickety tonight, probably from them hitting me hard enough to knock me over a few times. I’ll have to thank them for that if there’s time.


I bend my knees as we talk, me telling Tiffany all about my life and what led me here. She dutifully squeaks at all the right places, when I pause. I’m hoping that they’ve wrecked the chair enough that I can pop one of the front legs out, but they don’t seem to want to budge. I don’t remember if there’s a stretcher connecting them to the back legs or not. That worries me. I normally remember everything. I hope it’s just the concussion making me hazy, but who knows. They could have injected me with something while I was distracted.


The evening had certainly been distracting. I flexed my chest muscles, feeling the burn marks. If I had hopes of salvaging this shirt before, they’re gone now. I’m also certain that they have a plan to make sure my body is never found. Otherwise, branding their names into my chest with a soldering iron would be the dumbest confession ever written. I know one of them is stupid in the extreme, but that’s only one out of three. I know the others can’t be that mentally impaired.


“That means fire or acid,” I tell Tiffany. “They need some way to break down the body when they’re done. I’m guessing acid. They’ve probably seen Breaking Bad. They know it’ll do the job.”


I don’t seem to be getting anywhere with the chair legs this way, so I try the other direction, bending over and straightening my knees to try to pull the legs that way. I think I feel a little give, but not enough to be sure. I frown and try bending my knees again to flex the legs the other way. I think I can feel that give again and I start working it back and forth until I’m sure the leg is starting to wiggle for me. I pull it forward some and then I shift so all my weight is on that leg and try to put the chair leg down on an angle.


I finally feel it give with a satisfying crunch of old wood and my leg is free. I smile through split lips and look at Tiffany. “I think we’re in business,” I tell her lightly. “Once I have both legs under me, I can deal with the chair completely and then we’ll have a look around.” I settle myself and start working on the other leg, forward and back, wiggling it until it feels loose enough to try to break it free.


I finally have it where I want it and I shift my weight, snapping it off. Finally, my legs are free. I wiggle my feet a little to try to dislodge the broken stumps still tied to my ankles, but give it up when they won’t move. Instead, I start backing up into the open area they’ve been using to work me over the past ... HOW long has it been? I frown and try to focus on that. “Well, assuming I haven’t lost any days so far,” I mumble quietly, grasping for an answer. “This is day ... two? Let’s see. I woke up here and then the one full day. So, we’re just ending day two. Time flies, right, Tiffany?” I ask. She approaches a little bit and sniffs the air, seeming to take a keen interest in what I’m doing, now that the others are gone.


I’m suddenly reminded of the old Tom Hanks movie with the volleyball. ‘Is Tiffany my Wilson?’ I wonder and hope I don’t have to leave her behind when I leave here, unless I end up leaving in a plastic tub full of acid.


I’m stalling. I know what I have to do. If there’s any broken bones that I haven’t noticed, this is gonna hurt like Hell. It’s probably going to make my head feel like a basketball either way. All I can do is get it over with and hope I can recover enough to get away before they’re back.


I take a deep breath and then another one. “Well, Scarlett,” I mutter. “This one’s for you.” I coil my legs under me as much as I can and perform a forward flip, landing on my back with a crunch, hoping the chair will come apart. I can feel the impact shuddering up my spine and I just lay here, gasping for breath and staring at the roof, my eyes bulging at the pain. “Thank ... God ... they never ... thought about this!” I wheeze, not trying to move just yet. Scarlett and I are going to have words about this. Yes, we are. I’m more sure I’m on my way to getting out of here now. I roll over onto my stomach with a pained groan and I hear some of the chair falling away, broken. It’s a start. Now to decide if I’m going to try to escape or turn the tables on my new friends.
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Chapter 1


I held Beck in my arms and stroked her hair gently. She seemed deeply troubled by her talk with Roberta. Whether that was because she had bad news to break to me or because she’d had to give her some, I didn’t know.


“You talked to Roberta,” I said softly, getting things started. I was deathly afraid she was going to ask for her key, but she needed me to coax her out right now and support her. “What did she tell you?”


She shrugged. “You know already,” she mumbled and pointed to the note on her desk. It was the one I’d written and given to Roberta.


I nodded. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you directly,” I said quietly. “That secret wasn’t mine to tell though. It had to come from her.”


She nodded. “I know. I’m not mad. It just ... It took me by surprise.”


“So how do you feel about her?” I asked, my chest constricting in fear of what she might say. God, I hated panic attacks. I knew she loved me, but did she love HER too? I couldn’t say in that moment.


“I feel ... mostly sad for her,” Beck said, and I felt some hope that she’d chosen us. “She’s been chasing this crush forever. If she’d told me...”


“Things might have been different?” I asked delicately.


She shrugged. “I guess we’ll never know,” she said. “If she’d told me last summer, before all this happened, it might have been her and me or she might have joined us and all of us would have been together. Now, though?” She shook her head. “She hurt you, she hurt me, and she hasn’t done anything to help either of us. She keeps hurting you and that makes me want to hit her.”


I hugged her tight and she held me just as tightly. “Does that mean you DO have feelings for her?” I asked her softly.


“Not really,” she said. “Last summer, if she’d asked me before you sent Lana to talk sense to me, I might have said yes. I might even have been happy. I belong to you, though. She thought she could pull me away. Why did you write that note?” she wanted to know.


“Because I trusted that your heart would lead you back here,” I told her. “But if I was wrong and your heart led you to her, I didn’t want to hold you back from being happy. Even Bad Matt wouldn’t have held you back. He might have wanted to chase you for half a block with a paddle, but he’d still want you to be where you were happy.”


She laughed at that and squeezed me harder. “You really wrote that because you wanted me to be the happiest?” she asked, a little surprised.


“Lana wanted to skip practice and come looking for you to stop you,” I told her. “I told her that we needed to trust you.”


“I love you,” she said happily.


“I love you too,” I told her, and I could feel that panic attack start to loosen its grip on my chest. We stayed like that for a while, just holding each other quietly. “Did she ask you to tell her about what’s happened?”


She nodded. “That’s what we talked about first,” she said. “I didn’t tell her anything about Miranda, but I told her about Dr. Collins and about Dr. Spencer and the study. I told her about the divorce and Dr. Saddler’s cancer, about the rumor ... I told her about the party. She knows I was drugged and raped and sold. I told her about everything you’d been through with school; your fight with your mother; Lilly making things worse; about watching out for all of us; about how you lost Zoe; getting shot by Vance; having to do physical therapy for your arm and paying for the cheerleading team. I told her a lot of it. Pretty much anything that’s common knowledge, I told her about. I told her you were in a lot of pain and had a full-time therapist because of everything you’ve been through.”


“Did you tell her about Cheryl?” I asked. It was the one major tragedy in my life that she hadn’t mentioned.


She nodded. “I didn’t tell her she’d been at the party, but that you’d agreed to be the father of her baby even though you weren’t. I told her about how Cheryl freaked out and left us and how much you were looking forward to being a dad. I told her how people keep hurting you and coming back looking for you to clean up their problems like Zoe did and we did and like Cheryl’s going to.”


That surprised me. She expected Cheryl to be back and to want my help with her problems. I wondered about that and couldn’t honestly say how I might react when that day came. I didn’t really think she was wrong about it, but now I needed to consider how to handle it. “Well, hopefully Roberta gets the message and stops pushing my anxiety,” I said and kissed her forehead. “Thanks for doing all that. I know it’s not easy for you to talk about, but I couldn’t. She keeps saying she wants to get to know the new me and understand what I’ve been through, so she can make things right somehow.”


“Are you going to let her?” she asked. “I told her about the list I had of things to do to make it right.”


“I don’t see that turning out the way she wants,” I shrugged. “What’s your suggestion?” I asked. “You know her better than I do. Do you think she’s going to march into the dungeon, ask for Bad Matt and take that kind of punishment?”


She shrugged. “I think she’d do just about anything to get what she wants,” she admitted.


“She wants you,” I told her. “No matter what she promises me, that’s not on the table. That’s not mine to give.”


“Isn’t it?” she asked, looking up at me. She touched her collar softly.


“I would never compel you to have sex with anyone, collar or not. If you want her, tell me and I’ll make it happen for you somehow. If you’re not interested in her that way, then that’s the end of it.”


“What if she wanted to join the Sorority?” she asked.


“Did she ask about that?” I deflected the question. Somewhere, I knew Victoria was smiling.


“She asked a lot of questions. Did you really tell her you were dating all the cheerleaders?” she asked, grinning.


“I told her that, as far as guys like the two jocks at lunch were concerned, I was, and that I was dating a lot of other girls in the school too if goons like that were trying to find party girls,” I clarified.


She nodded. “Yeah. I told her that’s the kind of thing you do all the time. You look out for people.”


I nodded. “You still didn’t tell me if she asked about joining, just that she’d wanted to know about it,” I prompted her.


“She wanted to know about the other girls. I told her that some of them had been hurt at that party, but that I wasn’t naming names. She asked how many of us there were. I told her that there were eight now, but that there had been two members who left. She wanted to know how we managed not to kill each other and stupid shit mostly. I don’t think she understands how it works, but I probably didn’t explain it well.”


“You probably did fine. Not everyone understands. Remember Manda?” I asked.


She giggled. “Of course. I wonder what happened to her.”


“Collie said she stopped partying,” I told her. “She’s doing better in school, keeping herself out of trouble and she’s asking about us every so often.”


“We should pick her up some weekend,” she grinned impishly and just that quick, the mood in the room was better. We both laughed and she kissed me. “Thanks for believing in me,” she said sweetly.


“Always,” I told her simply. The truth was, I’d believed in her to do what made her happiest. I felt strongly that we were what was best for Beck, but until she agreed, nothing had been certain. “Just one more question about today and then I’ll leave it alone.”


She nodded. “You could ask me a million questions if you need to. But, go ahead.”


“If she asked to join the Sorority, what would your vote be?” I wondered.


She looked surprised by that. “I’d have thought your vote would be ‘no’ and that would be the end of it,” she said.


“I vote last,” I told her. “That way no one feels bad about voting their conscience. I may present the case for or against someone, but my vote doesn’t matter if someone votes ‘no’. I usually start with the person that knows the girl best. When it came to Manda, Collie didn’t want her, so the vote stopped there. This time, you know her best.”


“I’d have to talk to her more,” she bit her lip, “but if she were to ask tomorrow, I’d vote ‘no’.”


“You think she’d view the Sorority as a necessary evil to get what she wanted: you,” I challenged.


She nodded. “Not just that. I don’t think she’s interested in guys at all. So, any sex that she had, would either be with the girls or would be something she wouldn’t want to do.”


I nodded. “I didn’t get into the details of her orientation when she confessed her feelings to me. I’d just finished calling Dr. Spencer because I’d been sorely tempted to kill her in the cafeteria, so I really wasn’t in as much control of the situation as I normally am.”


She nodded. “Well, that’s my vote. I bet it matches yours,” she said lightly.


I hesitated, but then nodded. “Just between us, what she did to you, specifically, was the single thing that hurt me the most. I didn’t tell you that before, but I think you knew. I think a lot of people would vote against her joining. If I had to guess, Tricia would vote against it unless she had to go three full days with Bad Matt as her initiation. Lana would vote against her and Gina’s probably none too happy with her, either. Even if all the other girls voted to give her a chance, your vote makes all the rest of the voting moot. Remember our policy. It only takes one ‘no’ vote to keep someone out.”


She nodded and kissed me softly on the lips. “So, your arm’s back to normal, huh?” she asked, deliberately changing topics.


I shrugged. “Not exactly normal, but I can start strength training again and return to Kung Fu this weekend, except for sparring. Diego’s amazed that I’m doing so well.”


“Good, then I can expect Bad Matt not to go easy on me next week when it’s my turn,” she grinned. “Let’s go back downstairs. I’m starving.”


I had to laugh. “Me too. I actually worked out today. It was good.”


We went downstairs and dinner was already underway. “Everything okay?” Patty asked tentatively.


“You’ve been told what’s going on?” I asked lightly.


“Lana’s been rather frantic,” Dan said. “She said you had trouble at lunch again today and that you and Beck were talking about it.”


“I told Lana that we had to trust Beck with this,” I told them. “She and I were going over what she was able to find out after school.”


“And?” Lana prompted, practically bouncing in her seat. “Spill it!”


“Beck feels that Roberta may ask about joining the Sorority at some point. She said that she asked a lot of questions about how it worked.” I summarized.


I was about to say more when I was suddenly cut off. “I vote ‘no’!” Gina said immediately. “I saw the look on your face after she talked to you. She’s on the list. Twice.”


Lana nodded. “I vote ‘no’ too,” she said. “I know what she did to hurt you. The only way she’s getting into the Sorority is over my dead body.”


“Agreed,” Tabby said. “If she’s this bad, she’s not getting in.”


I wisely shut my mouth and let the rest of the girls chime in, each of them refusing to allow it. Emma waited it out, giving me a small smile. “What was your vote, Slugger?” she asked.


I shrugged. “Beck and I both agreed that she didn’t have a place with us. Could that change in the future? Maybe. She only just found out about everything that’s happened since last summer. She may find a way to mend some of the wounds that she’s helped create, and we may feel far more welcoming down the road. Right now, though, if she asked, our answer was the same as all of yours.”


I noticed the parents had stayed out of it. We had Miguel, Louisa and Hector. Frank was absent, but Mom, Dan and Patty just sat back and watched while we solved it.


We chatted normally after that and I excused myself after eating. “I need to make a phone call and I need to do it before Emma wins a bet we have,” I explained, letting myself out and crossing the yard to get Dawn and take her for her evening walk. She was overwhelmed with glee at the sight of me and we took off at a walk while I talked to Mark. I had a plan for poor Emma.


“Hi, Mark,” I said when he answered. “I needed to call you as soon as possible. Emma’s really on the hunt for what my costume is.”


“Don’t worry,” he laughed. “All the plans are locked in my safe and Gina’s been good about staying out of the design room.”


“Awesome. I want to take it a step farther though. I want to start another costume to throw them off the trail.”


“What sort of costume?” he asked.


“You suggested a Batman outfit when we first met. What about the armor from the new movie? It would explain everything that she’s been able to gather from the conversations I’ve had with her father. He and I were talking about the weight of the suit. If you had Gina make a cape for that costume, she’d be able to run that information back to Emma.”


“That’s pretty devious,” he admitted.


“Yeah. Let me know costs and we’ll build the whole suit. I’ll need a costume for next year anyway, right?”


He laughed. “You’re gonna be the death of that poor girl,” he said. “The helmet design is going well, by the way. I’m actually on a slow spell, so I’ve got some CAD work done for it. It’s going to be pretty impressive.”


“Were you able to get the titanium for it?” I asked, wanting to make sure we had the materials nailed down.


“No,” he admitted grumpily. “That’s the other thing I’m trying to take care of. The supplier I use for materials is getting testy about what he gives us that’s out of the norm. I don’t know whether he caught a kick in the ass for the shield or if he’s just trying to get me to give him a kickback of some kind, but he’s grumbling about it being on back order.”


“If you can send me the exact specifications on the armor plating in the shield, I think I can get what we need,” I said, thinking about how I could get the materials. I couldn’t believe it didn’t occur to me before.


“How?” he asked, surprised. “It’s military grade armor.”


“I go to Harvard,” I said simply. “I can put in a request for it for experiments and testing.”


“You’re taking a metallurgy course?” he asked, surprised.


“Not this semester, but the professors all seem to like me. I’m sure that if I ask, and tell them what I’m building, they’d be willing to order it for me. If they can’t, then they can definitely get me titanium. That shouldn’t be hard,” I explained.


“That’s true. You might want to consult with a few of their robotics professors too. They might be able to give you credit for the project toward some of your courses.”


I laughed. “Because if someone needs extra credit, it’s this guy,” I said dryly.


“Smart-ass,” he laughed with me. “Alright, I’ll start work on a suit of Batman armor that should throw the girls off the scent. I’ll start leaving little clues around the shop for her to find. Nothing too obvious though. You don’t want Emma to get suspicious that they’re a plant.”


“Alright,” I said. “Thanks, Mark. I’m serious about the costs on the Batman suit. Send me a bill with Gina and I’ll get you the money.”


“Alright,” he said. “I think what you already gave us is more than enough for that, though.”


We said goodbye and then I put my phone away so that I could concentrate on Dawn. We ran for a bit until we were both ready for a rest and headed home. I was feeling like I was on top of the world when I got home. My leg was recovered, my shoulder still felt good, my scars were about to become a thing of the past. I was out with my dog and we were both having a good time.


When we got home, I took her to the back yard to do her business and then let her in to have a drink and settle down with one of her bones. She’d adjusted remarkably well to not having me around during the day and I was glad. By the time we’d gotten back from our walk, the girls were set up at the dining room table, working on something.


“What’s up?” I asked lightly.


“We’re making sure everyone knows about the party this weekend,” Lana said, tapping away at her laptop diligently.


“I sent Lilo and Stitch to warn everyone on late lunch. They even talked to Cheryl,” I told them, not thinking about what I’d just said.


“Lilo and Stitch?” Gina repeated with a laugh. “When did you start calling Janice ‘Stitch’?” she wanted to know.


“Just now,” I admitted. “It’s better than calling them ‘Night and Day’. Besides, her last name is Link. A stitch is just a specific kind of link, right?”


“Can I tell them that’s their new nicknames?” she asked, still giggling.


I shrugged. “Sure. Why not? Just make sure they know it wasn’t meant to be mean.”


“I will,” she assured me, as I kissed the top of her head.


“You guys ready for the assembly tomorrow?” I asked.


Lana nodded. “The three of us are gonna run the cameras so there’s a pan of the crowd, a close-up on you and a wider angle of the stage. Emma’s charging the cameras and dumping the stuff on them to the hard drive so we can wipe them clean before bed.”


I nodded and gave all three of the girls a deep kiss before I went downstairs to see Emma, Tabby and Collie.


Emma was seated at the desk, watching the video of Lana, Beck and my first time together on all three of the computer screens. Tabby and Collie were still putting things away, but stopped to watch for a few minutes at a time. Tabby grinned at me when I came in and winked. I felt immensely better about last night, having her treat me like that and I grinned back, coming over to give her a hug and a kiss.


“How’re you feeling today, Tabby-Cat?” I asked her softly.


“Good,” she said. “I mean, a little sore, but I feel good about what we did. You’re not one of them. You couldn’t be if you tried,” she assured me with a grin and returned to her unpacking.


Collie came and gave me a quick peck on the lips before she returned to settling her clothes into drawers and onto hangers and I grinned at her before joining Emma. “Viewing it strictly for the cinematography value?” I asked lightly.


“It’s actually pretty hot,” she admitted. “If you three were 18 and Beck and Lana weren’t sisters, this would make for a really popular porn tape.”


“If my other plans for fame and fortune don’t pan out, then I’ll consider some porn down the road. I’ve got other ideas, though.”


“You’re already rich and famous,” she pointed out.


“Yeah, but I meant more famous. Late night talk shows, Celebrity Apprentice, Hollywood Squares. Is that still a thing? We should make it a thing again. HUGE!” I enthused. “It’ll be bigger than Survivor.”


“Well someone’s in a good mood tonight!” she laughed and kissed me sweetly. “What sparked the new attitude?”


“I was able to work out tonight,” I told her. “I was doing tumbling, walking on my hands and my shoulder felt fine the whole time. Watch.”


I got out of the chair and turned a handstand, walking carefully around the room to show how much better my arm felt. I hand-walked over to my chin-up bar and turned upright again. I hopped up and grabbed the bar lightly, doing a half-dozen chin-ups with some difficulty before doing another short set of military presses. I dropped off the bar and rolled my shoulders easily.


“It feels GOOD!” I said. “I have a lot of strength training to do, but my only problem now is that it’s weak, not injured. I’m recovered! Even Diego said today that he can’t believe I was walking on my hands like that.” I could feel myself getting a little emotional about it, my relief making my eyes tear up a little.


They were all excited for me and I could tell that this had been a source of anxiety for them, as much as for me. “I can’t wait to show Hanna! I wish she was here. Two weeks seems like a long time before we see her again.”


“Why don’t you ask her to come home early?” Emma asked lightly.


I shrugged. “I don’t want to take time from her folks. They’re a little far away for a casual weekend visit.”


She shrugged, turned back to the computer, stopped the video of our first marathon session, logged into Skype, and looked for Hanna.


She picked up her phone to send her a text. A few minutes later, she appeared on the screen, flanked by her sister. “What’s up guys?” Hanna asked lightly.


“Not much,” Emma said with a grin. “I just wanted to let you know someone is missing you. He’s wishing you were here to talk about his recovery. How’s Stamford?”


“Oh, it’s okay,” she said with a shrug. “A couple of my old friends are asking more questions about him, but so far, they’re satisfied with generic answers. He’s not running into any problems with his recovery, is he?” her tone changing from casual to concerned.


“Diego’s told him that he’s made most of the progress that he’s going to make,” she said. “His gains are mostly going to be minor from here on out.”


Hanna looked upset about that. “I’ll be there in three hours,” she said and signed out.


“Fuck!” I said and picked up my phone, dialing her number. “Hey,” I said when she answered. “Get back on Skype for me. I don’t want you charging back here like that.”


“You need me there,” she said. “I SHOULD have been working with you all along.”


“Just get back on Skype and talk to me about it,” I said. “You didn’t give Emma a chance to explain.”


“What’s there to explain?” she asked. “I saw the x-rays. You should be able to get back to a hundred percent on your shoulder. You clearly need me to take over your physio. I’ll be there soon. Don’t worry.”


“Hanna!” I snapped authoritatively. “Back on Skype. Now!”


She was still holding the phone when she popped back up. I walked over to the camera. “You are NOT to cut your vacation short to come running back here in a panic,” I told her. “In your state of mind, you’re not safe behind the wheel. I’m okay. I’m not in any pain, discomfort, distress or depression.” Okay, that was a lie. Things still hurt, but nothing beyond normal for surgery. “Diego warned me that my recovery might not be a straight line. I’ve already had periods where I made way more progress than he expected. Now he expects less. He warned me about this weeks ago.”


She looked like she wanted to argue, but she looked down and nodded. I couldn’t leave her like that.


“Is Chloe still there with you?” I asked gently. She shook her head. That was good. “What’s wrong? You look like you want to cry.”


She nodded and looked up at me. “I’m so sorry!” she said. “If I’d just worked with you, you might be whole again. I’m sorry! I wish I’d just...” she was on the verge of breaking down and I couldn’t let her feel like this was her fault.


“Hanna, baby,” I said gently. “Emma was in the middle of trying to surprise you. Diego says my gains are going to be small because he thinks I’m nearly done. He’s cutting back on my sessions and we’re mostly going to be doing strength training to get me up to what I was doing before. This is the best possible news. My recovery is so perfect, he asked me what I was taking, promised not to put it in my file and just wanted to know what it was so he could look into recommending it to other patients.”


She sagged with relief and I realized that this had been preying on her. Her tough exterior sometimes made it difficult to tell, but I could see it now that she was letting go of it. “I’d intended it to be a surprise for when you got back, but I’m back to normal. I’m off the cane, I’m back to running with Dawn, I was turning handstands at cheer practice tonight and I did a set on the chin-up bar just before we called you.” I listed off the improvements. “Diego started me back on my stretching and Naomi’s doing some too. I’m not quite perfect, but I’m getting there. You need to stop beating yourself up for not doing my physical therapy with me. You want to do sports medicine, not traumatic rehabilitation. I didn’t want you to do that because it would have made you uncomfortable. I’d rather wear a sling for the rest of my life than put you through that.”


She nodded and looked a little better. “You’re really back to normal?” she asked hopefully.


Instead of answering, I backed up and turned a handstand, walked on my hands for a few steps and then lifted my left hand, balancing on my right for a few seconds before turning upright again. I flexed the shoulder and showed her the full range of motion in it. “Convinced?” I asked.


She smiled a little. “That could all be done with wires and camera tricks. Emma’s family works in Hollywood,” she accused, but she looked better.


“I do miss you, but when you come back to us, I want you to drive safely and relaxed and arrive alive,” I told her. “Besides, we’re still going to need as much recon on Chloe as you can get us.”


She shrugged about that. “I have her list,” she said. “If you’re back to doing your stretching, you’ll be flexible in no time. Once I get home, you’ll have about three weeks to get ready for her. Then it’s all going to be a matter of whether you can make her beg for mercy.”


“Made you scream ‘sissyboy’ didn’t I?” I pointed out.


“I was probably drunk,” she countered. “The sun was in my eyes. I wasn’t ready.” She was smiling and feeling better.


“You asking me for a rematch?” I asked, amused. “It seems like everyone wants a dose of Bad Matt lately.”


“Oh?” she wanted to know more about that. “Who’s been asking for the rough stuff?”


I turned to look at Tabby. “You feel like showing off?” I asked her and she came over, pulling off her shirt as she came.


She finished stripping down and turned so that Hanna could see the bruises and welts all over her.


“That’s hot,” she admitted.


“She got more than that, but that pounding doesn’t leave a mark.”


Her eyes got a little wider. “What did you do to her?”


Tabby turned toward the camera again, answering for me. “Anal, no lube. Just what I could do to wet him down with my mouth. He made me suck it straight out of my ass when it wasn’t wet enough any more.”


Hanna grinned as Tabby kissed my cheek and got redressed to continue putting things away. “Gonna make Chloe do that?” she asked eagerly.


“Maybe after her collar goes on,” I shrugged. “For starters, I think I’m gonna need three hours on the clock.”


“You think you can make it that far?” she asked uncertainly.


“I think I made an hour last night with Emma and then unleashed Bad Matt on Tabby after a shower and a snack,” I said. “A few weeks of training, I should be able to ride her into the sunset.”


“And how do you intend to train for that?” she asked, amused.


“I believe the term is ‘pull the train’,” I said evenly. “I think we’re gonna see if I can engage all the girls sometime this weekend to work on the problem. I may put myself back in the hospital, though.”


“Should I come home for that?” she asked


“Which part?” I laughed. “The girls gang-banging me back into a hospital bed or me getting out once they’ve treated me for muscle strain and dehydration?”


“You think you can take all of them?” she asked dryly.


“Honestly, no,” I confirmed. “But I can gauge my progress by how many of them it takes to subdue me.”


“You’re a monster!” she laughed. “Record it. I want to see some of that. Maybe not the whole thing, but we can fast-forward through the middle part of the marathon.”


“You’re a filthy pervert, asking kids to record themselves having sex,” I accused her and grinned. “I love you.”


She laughed. “I love you, too. I’m so glad you’re better.”


“I’m not quite there yet. I’ve had to take it easy for the past couple of months, so I’ll need my trainer to help me get back into shape. Remember, Evans needs to look old, fat, slow and weak.”


“I’ll get you there,” she promised and then we signed off.


I breathed a sigh of relief and gave Emma a look that conveyed my personal disappointment, but didn’t say anything. I kissed her instead and patted her shoulder before I went upstairs to get something to drink and find out how the girls were doing.


“We’re good,” Lana told me. “A lot of them know. The girls from late lunch spread the word. You really think it’s the same kind of setup?” she asked.


“I don’t know,” I admitted. “But when the football team are out recruiting and promising something harder than beer, I consider any party where the parents are out of town for the weekend to be too sketchy to trust.”


“No kidding!” Gina muttered in agreement while she peered at her laptop screen. “Lilo just got an email from one of the jocks about the party, trying to get her to go again. She shared it with everyone. It should be in your inbox,” she told us.


I came around the table and she leaned back so I could read the party’s details. It said to show up around 7 for pre-party drinks and get the tour of the house before the party started at 9.


“That’s an awfully long time to take up for a tour of the house, isn’t it?” I asked no one in particular. “Is that pretty similar to the details you guys got for Marlene’s?” I asked quietly.


“Yep,” Lana said sourly.


I nodded. “All our girls know, right?” I asked for confirmation. “I’ll describe this in the seminar tomorrow. Several people might at least recognize those details. That should cut their attendance even more than we already have.”


“Is that all we can do?” Beck asked helplessly.


“Unless we want to forward this email to the police and make sure they know that there’s underage drinking and possibly drugs at the party, all we can do is warn people that the party feels wrong,” I told them. “It’s supposed to start tomorrow night. The email says that his parents are away the whole weekend. We can only do so much.”


They nodded and looked miserable about it, but I wasn’t about to take my girls anywhere near that place to try to police the party. The thought of trying to keep them all safe was a nightmare I didn’t need.


“Someone I love very much told me that we can’t save everyone,” I told them. “All we can do is tell them that parties like this are dangerous. We can’t call the cops every time we find out about a party with drinking. We’re teenagers. Teenagers drink. All we can do is hope that it’s a genuine party and not like what Marlene put together.”


They all nodded and we put that topic to bed. I kissed each of my girls and they went back to their homework while I took the opportunity to call Jill and make the arrangements for Saturday.


“Hello, Grandmother,” I said to her with a smile when she picked up the phone.


She grunted a laugh. “You’re not so old that I can’t put you over my knee,” she returned. “Are you calling to set something up for the weekend?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, and we chatted about the reservation. “If you have any plus-ones, let me know and I can see if we can get a bigger dining room.”


“How many are you bringing?” she asked warily.


“I’ve got eight, plus me,” I told her. “You and Dad will make eleven and the room is rated for twelve. Don’t feel like you need to come alone if you have a pack to feed.”


She chuckled. “I have someone I can bring. Hopefully you feel like she’s a decent enough aunt.”


“Have you prepared her for meeting the Sorority?” I asked.


“The Sorority?” she asked dryly.


“That’s what they’ve named themselves. They’re all sisters, after all, it’s an appropriate metaphor.”


“And you have them all under collar?” she asked, astounded.


“No,” I said lightly. “Five are. The rest haven’t expressed an interest in that. One of my girls under collar is still out of town for the holidays, so I’ve asked a close friend to join us. She’s aware of the situation, though, so all the awkward questions are already answered.”


“Alright. Sounds like we’re settled, then,” she agreed. “I’ll see you at the restaurant at 6:30.”


“Perfect. See you then. We’re looking forward to it.”


I hung up and made one more phone call, this time to the limo company. “Hi, I was wondering if you had a car available for Saturday, suitable for a party of ten,” I told the person on the other end of the phone.


“Sure. We actually have one a little larger than that. It’s a twelve to fourteen person car. Would that be acceptable?”


“That’s fine,” I said. “I do have one request though. My driver last time was Darnell. He was good to me and I’d like to have him as my driver again this time.”


She paused, looking over the schedule. “Okay,” she told me. “He has a booking that night, but I can swap it out with another driver. How would you like to pay for that?”


I gave her my credit card number and the booking times, keeping the limo from 5:30 until 1:30 just to make sure we weren’t rushed.


I went back downstairs and started an attempt at my pre-shooting, normal workout routine. I wasn’t able to do as many sets or as many reps, but it felt good to be mostly back to normal. Collie came to watch me while I exercised. By the time I was done, all three of them were keeping an eye on me as they did other things.


“Enjoying the show?” I asked, amused.


“Not as much as you’re enjoying giving it,” Emma said. “Tonight’s been pretty good to you, hasn’t it?”


“Yeah,” I admitted. With the exception of learning about the party, it had been a nearly perfect night.


The three of them came and gave me hugs and kisses before I went to get a shower. When I got back, Lana and Beck had come down to say goodnight and they’d see us at breakfast. We all hugged and kissed and then they went home to sleep. I hoped that this time next week, they’d be comfortable spending more time here. Collie had taken Dawn out for her late-night trip to the backyard and we all settled down in a heap. Gina claimed one side of me, Collie took up the other, and Emma cuddled with Tabby. I wondered if she was developing a thing for redheads, but kept that thought to myself with an amused smile as I drifted off to sleep.
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Chapter 2


We all woke to the alarm early on Friday. I’d set it a little earlier than normal, since we had equipment to load in the car and Gina and I were picking up Tricia on our way. Everyone seemed excited or nervous about today’s seminar, and we were planning on spending some time tonight watching the tape. I was also sending the girls shopping after school for dresses. Most of them said they didn’t need one, but Gina did, and I knew she’d be more comfortable if she wasn’t the only one going.


We chatted casually over breakfast and then we were off to school. We loaded cameras into Lana’s trunk and each of us carried our school books. Tricia was waiting for us and came out right away, pausing to lock the front door before we drove to school to meet Lana and Beck in the student parking lot.


We all hugged and went into school together. When we got to my locker, I glanced at Tricia. “It’s okay to sit with Cheryl today,” I told her gently. “I think, if Roberta comes to talk to me today, it will be a very different conversation than she and I have been having so far this week.”


“Are you sure?” she asked.


I nodded. “I’ll tell you more about what upset me yesterday when we go shopping after school,” I promised.


She nodded and kissed me before we all separated for our morning classes. Beck waited until everyone was gone before voicing her opinion. “I don’t think she’ll want to talk to you,” she said quietly.


“You’re probably right, but she might decide to come talk to me about your conversation yesterday either to tell me I was right or to ask if I could change your mind.”


“You really think she’ll try that?” she asked skeptically.


“We’re going to dinner tomorrow night so I can sell my father into slavery,” I said dryly. “That seems normal, but Roberta trying to beg me to change your mind is beyond belief?”


She laughed. “You’re not selling him, though,” she pointed out. “It’s more like you’re posting an ad for a free puppy.”


We both laughed at that and went to our seats as class started. The morning was blessedly normal. I was prepared for the seminar. I knew what I wanted to say, and I knew how I was going to say it. Most people have a certain amount of anxiety surrounding public speaking, but for once, mine seemed to be asleep at the switch. I guess most of that anxiety was caused by the desire for acceptance by the audience and fear that they’d fail to get it. I had the unwavering support of my girls. No fumbling on that stage was going to change that. The rest of the school either despised me, feared me or just ostracized me. There was nothing I could do that would make that worse and I didn’t care about making it better.


When I got to first lunch, the girls were a bundle of nerves. “Calm down,” I said lightly. “You’ll be fine,” I assured them. “All you need to do is keep the cameras pointed at me and auto-focus will do all the work.”


“We just want you to be great up there,” Lana told me.


“I’m talking to the students about rape, not performing Shakespeare,” I reminded her gently. “I’ll do it as well as I can. Our girls will still support me, and the rest of the school already avoids me anyway. Short of dropping my pants and pissing on the front row, most of them aren’t going to hate me more.”


That made her laugh at the thought and we all settled down to a normal lunch. The three of them were going to the school auditorium from here and I’d follow when it got a little closer to the time of the assembly. Mr. Peterson had announced it this morning, but it hadn’t exactly been a secret at that point. All the students knew it was happening.


When the bell rang, they all got up and I was treated to a lot of extra hugs, kisses and whispered words of encouragement. Some days life was good. I took a moment to call Diego and cancel today’s session since I was shopping with the girls. It was the first appointment I’d cancelled, and I didn’t feel bad about it since I’d worked so hard to get here.


“All right, but you better not hurt yourself before Monday. I’ll stop by the gym and see how you’re doing,” he promised.


“You’re just sniffing around the cheerleaders since I won’t hook you up with Ingrid,” I teased him.


“I don’t need your white-boy abuse,” he laughed. “I can get way better abuse from my mama.”


“I’m not even gonna tease you about that,” I conceded. “If I made a joke, you’d tell on me. Latina women are fierce, so I’m told. I want no part of running for my life.”


He laughed and told me he’d see me on Monday, and we hung up.


I settled myself back down into my seat with my bottle of water and waited for the late lunch crowd to start filling the cafeteria. It seemed like this was my class for having interesting things happen this semester.


Roberta came right over to me. ‘Here we go,’ I thought to myself as I watched her take the seat across from me.


“You knew?” she asked. I could see she’d been crying.


“I know that Beck loves me,” I told her. “I had no idea how she felt about you. It’s not really surprising to me that she doesn’t feel strongly enough about you to turn her back on me though. How’re you handling it?”


She laughed hopelessly. “Really?” she blurted, on the verge of tears. “How do YOU think I’m handling it?!”


I looked back at her calmly and saw that we were getting a little attention as other people started taking their seats. “I’ve been where you are,” I reminded her quietly. “It’s a lot of despair and hopelessness and wishing someone would walk up to you and beat you to a pulp so you’d be distracted from the constant, gnawing pain in your chest. After that, it’s a lot of being numb all the time and wishing someone would walk up to you and beat you bloody just so you’d feel something, anything. Then there’s a lot of days that you wake up and feel a vague sort of disappointment that you didn’t die in your sleep and a dull hope that maybe tonight you’ll get your wish.”


She looked at me in a stark horror that I sympathized with. “How do you deal with that?!” she begged me to tell her.


“You keep moving,” I told her gently. “Find something that takes your mind off it. For me, it was working out. I could put my mind in neutral while I was doing sets. It didn’t stop the pain, but it kept it at bay and distracted me from wanting to die for as long as I was pushing myself. Then you find something that genuinely soothes the hurt, even if it’s just a little bit. Make that your passion for a while. I had the study. I threw myself into it and it helped me until the pain wasn’t quite so bad any more. After that, I had a body that looked like a monument, I had my courses and I stopped being in pain all the time. I could feel proud of how I looked, proud of the work I was doing toward my degrees. You just have to weather the storm. Once you get through it, you’ll be different, but you’ll be stronger. Take up training for baseball in the spring. Start reading the classics. Try the theater. Push the pain aside by pretending to be someone else for a few hours of rehearsals. So long as you pick something constructive, you’ll walk out the other side with some new skills and a head-start on being a new woman.”


She looked at me like I was out of my mind. “Your advice is to take up a hobby?”


I shrugged. “I took twenty university courses, worked out religiously, took dance classes and started Kung Fu lessons. So, I picked up three hobbies and four degrees. My situation was a little different from yours, though. You still have family at home that loves you. At the time, I didn’t. I’d also suggest a dog if you don’t have one. One of my girls got me a dog for Christmas and she’s been a Godsend. A good dog is sensitive to its owner’s moods. Dawn comes and lays her head in my lap and whines when she knows I’m hurt or upset or suffering. Dogs also love their owners unconditionally. Dawn’s a gentle dog, but she’d fight a bear for me if I was in danger. Having someone like that is a powerful draw to keep moving, even if she walks on all fours. Dawn needs me. She depends on me for food and shelter and affection and in return, I’m her everything. Just don’t name your dog ‘Beck’,” I requested. “That would be weird.”


She laughed a little at that and wiped her eyes. “You think it’s just that simple?” she asked, her voice sounding dull, as she stared out at nothing.


“There’s nothing simple about any of this,” I said gently. “What you’re going through is about the worst pain that a person can feel. There’s no drug that can kill that pain. The only thing that does make it go away is time and perspective. These are healthy things you can do to keep yourself alive and involved in life until something comes along that soothes you and makes that wound scar over. Maybe you meet someone in the Theater group that you start to fall in love with. Maybe you get that dog and run into another dog owner that makes you forget about it. Maybe you decide to hit the gym and find a workout partner that lights your soul on fire. Or maybe you don’t meet anyone right away and your hobbies become your passions for a little while.”


She still didn’t seem convinced and I shrugged. “It might not work for you,” I admitted. “But it’s what got me through those days. I had one person that stuck with me through all of that. She cared for me when no one else did. That helped me a lot.”


“So, you weren’t completely alone,” she said.


“Emma was my friend,” I told her. “We’d meet up once a week and hang out for a bit. She knew I was drowning in pain, so she went out of her way to give me something to laugh about as often as she could manage it. Three or four hours a week. Between her classes, that’s what she had to spare, and she gave it without hesitation. She saved my life more times than she’ll ever know. The day I asked Lana to kill me, she talked me into telling her where I was, came and got me, warmed me up, and promised me that she wouldn’t tell anyone where I was, so that I could have a chance to calm down and get it under control.”


She nodded. “Becky mentioned how miserable you were,” she admitted. “I really am sorry that I was such a shitty friend to you last year.”


I shrugged. “I don’t hold many grudges,” I said, casually.


“She told me about her list too,” she said hesitantly.


I nodded. “I asked her to make that, after she realized what she’d done. I wanted her to see how much harm was done to our relationship. Or are you referring more to her list of how to make it right?”


She nodded. “She’d really let you...” She trailed off, unable to voice what she’d been told.


I nodded. “She still wants it,” I told her. “I burned that list and declared it fulfilled. She’s still insistent that she wants me to do some of it with her.”


“That’s what it takes to make things right?” she asked. She was trembling a little, whether in fear of what I might require from her for my forgiveness or from a reaction to the thought of Beck putting herself through them, I couldn’t say.


“That’s what Beck thought of when I asked her what she could accept from someone else as a suitable apology. She thought it was fitting for me to punish her for what she’d done,” I said carefully. I wasn’t about to ‘out’ Beck’s desires to this girl who lusted after her.


“Is that what you want from me?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper. “To punish me?”


“If I’d wanted to punish you, I wouldn’t have given you that note,” I told her. “You still believe that you can fix this, and we can all be friends?”


She shrugged. “You’re right. What I did to you was the worst thing I’ve ever done. I’m so sorry that I did that to you. I can’t say I’m sorry I got to be with her, even if it was just once, but it was never about hurting you. I want to make that right.”


“I don’t know that there’s a way back for you and me, Roberta,” I told her honestly. “I won’t stand in the way of you being friends with Beck if she’s okay with that, but I’ve had too many people who turned their backs on me come back and ask my help in getting me to forgive them. Beck doesn’t even know all of it, really. She said she told you a lot of it. It never ceases to amaze me, how people think I have an endless capacity to forgive. But none of them seemed to have an ounce for me when they thought I’d done something wrong.”


“So that’s it?” she asked, becoming agitated. “Just slam the door and goodbye?”


I looked at her critically. “What do you REALLY want, Roberta?” I demanded, starting to get bothered by her attitude. “You want me to forgive you? Be your friend? Help you through your shitty day? What’s your endgame, here?”


“I don’t know!” she wailed loudly. Suddenly, I was unpleasantly reminded of the day I’d screamed those same words to Tabby as we sat on the bleachers at the ball field where I’d searched for this girl’s baseball glove when we were seven. “Everything’s a mess! You hate me! SHE hates me! Nothing is the way it should be!”


I ignored the stares I knew we were drawing from the rest of the cafeteria and took her hand. No matter what she’d done, she was still a human being in pain. My compassion wouldn’t let me sit there and let her go to pieces. I picked up my backpack and hers. I slung them both over my shoulder and drew her to her feet, leading her out of the cafeteria so we could find a more discreet place for her to cry herself back to calm.


We found ourselves in the boys’ washroom again and I let her cry on my shoulder for a while until she was quiet. I waited for her to wash her face and then I spoke again.


“I don’t hate you, Roberta,” I told her. “Beck doesn’t hate you either. I asked her how she felt about you last night and there was nothing in her tone or words about hate or even anger. For the most part, we’re both sad about how fucked-up our friendships are because of this. We’re all damaged by it. Beck’s having problems forgiving herself for it. You’re clearly having problems with it. And my doctor believes that I’m suppressing too much pain and she’s not letting me avoid the topic anymore. I would suggest you look for a counselor of your own. Beck and I both see doctors for our issues. This has caused you a lot of pain. Don’t let it eat you alive.”


She nodded, but didn’t lift her head. She was still hunched over the sink, her fingers gripping the edges in a pose similar to how I’d stared into the drain when we’d been standing here Tuesday.


“If I...” she started and faltered before finding her voice. “If I do one of those lists, will it help?”


“I don’t know,” I told her truthfully. “I’ve treated you with a lot of compassion today. I think you might have shattered if I hadn’t. I don’t want that to happen to you. Do I want you back as a friend?” I thought about that for a moment. “I think you and I have a long way to go before I can even answer that. At some point, I stopped being your friend. You started to think of me as an obstacle to Beck. That eroded our friendship, even before the rumor reached you. Once the rumor got to you and Beck approached you ... Well, I wasn’t lying when I said you crawled over my dead body to get her.”


“Yeah, she said that you’d been pretty low,” she said.


“There’s parts we don’t normally talk about outside the family. I lost a whole weekend, locked in my own head. I was completely catatonic. No one could get through to me. My mother and I got into screaming matches because she refused to believe I wasn’t at fault and then because I didn’t forgive as quickly as she liked. I lost more than I can ever really calculate. Today’s not really about me, though. Are you feeling a little better?”


“I dunno,” she admitted. “A little, I guess. You want me to do one of those lists?”


“That’s not for me to decide,” I told her gently. “I think it’s a good idea, though. Even if I never see it, do it for yourself,” I encouraged her. “Be honest about what’s happened and go back as far as you think you need to. Tally it all up and see how you feel about it once you can see how much there is. Do another list if you feel you did things you need Beck’s forgiveness for. If you show us, that’s your choice. If you don’t, then you’ll have to shoulder it alone. If you talk about it, you can get a different perspective on what happened. The only thing I want you to promise is not to hurt yourself.”


She looked up, shocked. “You think I’d...” she whispered, horrified.


“I wanted to ... when I was at that point,” I told her. “Some days the only thing that held me back was a promise I made to my girls not to. They were deliberately hurting me every day, but I kept that promise in my heart. I knew that even if they hated me, I couldn’t put my death on them like that. I couldn’t hurt them that much. Neither of us hates you and neither of us is interested in hurting you, so hopefully that makes it a little easier to cope with.”


She nodded. “I ... I won’t hurt myself,” she said, quietly.


She sounded shaken by the prospect and I sincerely hoped that was the end of it. “Good,” I said. “Look, I have to go help set up for the assembly. I’ll see you around. Feel better.”


I put her backpack down next to her and took mine to my locker to stow it before going to the auditorium. Lana, Beck and Gina were standing on stage, talking to Mr. Peterson and a couple of officers that I didn’t know. I came up and introduced myself and they went over their part of the lectures before asking me what I was planning on saying.


“I dunno,” I shrugged. “I was thinking of leading with ‘Don’t rape or I’ll fucking kill you.’ That seems like an attention grabber.”


“You don’t have a speech prepared?” one of them asked.


“I never have a plan,” I laughed. “I do some of my best work when I don’t have a plan.”


Mr. Peterson seemed less than enthusiastic about that and I patted him on the shoulder. “Trust me,” I said to him. “Remember our first meeting? I think on my feet. I’m a professional.”


We were interrupted by the bell and students started filing into the auditorium, taking seats and chatting in groups with their friends. The girls went to the cameras and we agreed that the cops were going to start, talk about statistics, and then I’d talk on behalf of the victims of assault that I’d known.


Mr. Peterson introduced us and then the officers launched into a very polished presentation on the facts and figures. It was obvious that they had this down to a science. When they were done, there was polite applause at the end and then they introduced me.


“Good afternoon,” I said. “Most of you know who I am, but for those who don’t, my name is Matt Russell. I’ve been asked to talk to you on a more direct level than our officers can. Before I start, I want you all to take a look around the room at your fellow students.” I paused and saw them look around at each other.


“You just looked into the eyes of a sexual assault victim,” I told them all. “Some of them don’t even know it yet. Being pressured on a date, getting drunk at a party, agreeing because your partner coerces you with promises of their love and devotion. Those are all categories of sexual assault. If a girl is drunk, she’s in no condition to give consent. If you have to lie to her or threaten to kick her out of the car miles from home, then it’s sexual assault.”


Some people looked uncomfortable about that and I hoped I’d given them something to think about.


“Those are some of the most common forms of sexual assault you’ll encounter as students here. We all know that when a girl says ‘no’, the answer is supposed to be ‘no’. Not stopping is rape. Some of the other situations are a little less clear, though. The one that we need to address is drinking and sex. Earlier this week, we all saw the arrests that happened. I want to tell you a little bit more about why those happened.”


I paused again and took the mic off the stand on the podium, so I could walk around a bit. I was a little restless so I wandered out to the front of the stage slowly, knowing that the girls would have to do some work to keep me in frame.


“Let me tell you about a party that happened in September,” I said and took a deep breath. “Just after school started, three people, who are no longer in the school here, organized a party. The girls were invited to show up early and have drinks, see the house and chill before the actual party started. The host’s parents were out of town for the weekend, so there was no reason for anyone to worry about getting busted by them coming home early. I wasn’t there, but I was told by people who were that there were drugs given to the girls. Some of them were willing, some were pressured, and I’m sure there was some degree of force with others. I don’t know if the drinks were spiked, too, but I assume they were. That pre-party gave them a chance to disable the girls before the main party started. They stripped them while the girls couldn’t understand what was going on, raped them and then, when the party started, they were the entertainment instead of the guests. Worse, they charged people money for the chance to rape those girls. They betrayed their friends and then sold them to pay for the drugs they used to incapacitate them.”


I stopped and looked around the room. Some of the girls from that weekend were visibly shaken. Others who hadn’t been there were silently horrified.


“I think it’s important for you to know about those details for two reasons,” I told them. “First, some of those girls are still suffering scorn and harassment in this building. Someone spread word about that party, but they didn’t mention the drugs and how the girls were only half-conscious. The talk was that they’d fuck anything and anyone, that there were naked girls everywhere, like it was someone’s personal amusement park. Since then, those girls have been called a lot of names. Slut, whore, skank and probably even worse names. Some people harass them because they think they’re easy. Others shower them in condemnation because of their religious views about premarital sex. Even other girls avoid them because they think less of them for being at that party. Now you know the truth. I was completely disgusted when I found out and I’ve done everything I can to help them put their lives back together. Sometimes, I’ve succeeded and helped them find some peace. Other times, I’ve failed in the most heart-wrenching manner possible and they’re lost to me.” I paused to let that sink in for a moment before I got back on topic.


“The other reason I think it’s important for us to talk about that party is because you need to be able to protect yourselves. If a party sounds like it could get out of control like that, take measures to protect yourself. Don’t drink anything you don’t trust. If it’s open, it could have a date-rape drug in it. If you’re going to drink at all, stick to coolers and beer and open them yourself. Don’t leave them unattended to go to the restroom or dance. If your drink’s out of your sight, someone could slip something into it. Get a fresh one. Also, make sure someone can find you. I know, it sucks having parents want to yank you home if you’re having a good time. Instead, set up a wellness check with your parents. Every couple of hours, have them call you or you call them. If they can’t reach you, or you don’t sound right, they can act. Or, tell a friend where you’re going and have them check on you. Stick together and watch out for each other. If a girl is obviously too drunk, get her out of the party. Call her parents for her. Get them to pick her up. Better she’s mad at you and grounded for a couple of weeks than for her to call you the next day after being raped.” I saw a few people nod and I felt good about what we were doing.


“I know you’re all thinking about those arrests I mentioned and wondering how they fit in. They were boys that paid to be at the party. They’re not monsters in dark alleys. They’re not strangers. They were boys you knew from school. They came from decent homes. They weren’t all trouble-makers. That’s the danger of thinking of rape like that. It can wear any face. They can be charming to gain your trust, witty to overcome your objections and popular with others to suppress your accusations afterwards.


“Sexual assault happens to people in this school. The victims are your classmates and friends. They’re not sluts or whores, they’re not cheap or easy, they’re not dirty or damaged. They’re victims and they’re suffering and in pain. I’m asking you to stop treating them poorly. If you can’t bring yourselves to befriend them, then at least have the compassion to treat them with dignity and respect. I know I try to, every single day.”


The next part was going to be dicey for me. I wondered how it would go, but I needed it to anchor the impact of what I’d said already. I returned to the podium and took a drink from my bottle of water before turning to face them again.


“You must be wondering why I’m up here talking to you about this and not one of the victims themselves. I asked for this assembly to help educate everyone on what sexual assault in our school looked like. Since it was my request and because I’ve done what I can to help the victims of that party, I wanted to speak for them rather than expose them to more public scrutiny. I also agreed to speak ... because I’ve recently been a victim of a sexual assault.” You could have heard a pin drop. No one expected that.


“The circumstances of my experience are vastly different than those of the girls that I described. I gave my consent to the girl under conditions that turned out not to be true. Afterwards, I felt used and filthy and betrayed and unclean even after showering. It wasn’t something she’d done consciously and I don’t hold any sort of blame for her because of the circumstances, but she still hurt me and compounded it later by trying to turn it back on me. Victim blaming and shaming are the biggest problems with reporting sexual assault. Victims are scrutinized on how they acted, what they were wearing or what situation they were in. They can face cold indifference from friends, medical practitioners, law enforcement and the community in general. All that pales, though, in comparison to the struggle to maintain their dignity in court as defense lawyers attempt to blunt the impact of their testimony by attacking their character, motivations and the level of consent.”


There was a slight murmur of conversation passing through the crowd at that revelation that I’d been assaulted. Someone broke the ice and shouted out. “How can you be assaulted? You’re a guy!”


I nodded. “My consent can still be violated, just like yours or anyone else’s,” I answered. “In this case, the girl told me that she loved me deeply and was ready to take the next natural step in our relationship. Afterwards, she couldn’t handle it. Her previous experiences tainting what we’d done together. I’d only asked that she be sure she was ready and she promised me that she was. When it was over, she recanted her assurances and became increasingly distant, cold and hostile. I want to repeat, I don’t hold any blame for her. She was one of the girls that was hurt at that party and decided that she was ready to put it in the past. She asked me to help her with her recovery and we were both tragically wrong in how far along she was.”


“So, she didn’t RAPE you then,” someone else called out.


I shook my head. “No, what happened between us wasn’t rape. I never categorized it that way. It WAS a form of sexual assault called Intimate Partner Sexual Violence. That’s a broad category for any sort of sexual misconduct between close partners. It can range from outright rape at one end to coercing a partner to have sex when they don’t want to. In this case, I agreed to make love to her because of things she told me that set my mind at ease that she was ready. To be honest, I’m not happy with the word ‘Violence’ in that term. I don’t even like calling it an assault.”


“What WOULD you call it?” someone from the floor asked.


“I think the best term for it would be ‘violation’,” I said honestly. “It wasn’t violent. I didn’t feel like I’d been assaulted. ‘Violated’ is probably the best word for how I felt afterwards. It’s been a difficult week because I still see her every day and she’s still holding a lot of hostility toward me, but the thing that helps me the most is my girls. The victims of that party came to school every day last semester and faced their attackers every day. Having done the same this week, it’s given me a new admiration for the strength, courage and dignity they all showed in enduring the worst of last semester. I’m still learning to take their example. I can’t begin to tell you how much I respect and admire them for what they’ve been able to overcome. They’ve shown me strength that makes me feel inadequate.”


That sort of got the ball rolling and a lot of people wanted to ask questions. I answered them honestly and it turned into more of a dialogue than a lecture. I gave out the information on the testing process for sexually transmitted diseases and told them where the clinic was. I told them that it was important to get tested as soon as possible, but an HIV antibody screening took ninety days. We talked about the ‘Morning After’ pill for preventing pregnancy after an attack and about what the options were if a pregnancy DID happen and the importance of having control of that choice in the wake of having that control taken from them.


“Timing is important with the tests, but in addition, if you’ve been sexually assaulted, it’s important to preserve evidence. If there’s semen on your body or your clothes, it’s vitally important that you NOT wash it off. Believe me, I KNOW how overpowering the urge to shower is when you feel violated. Losing that evidence, though, can make it almost impossible to make a sexual assault case against your attacker. If you aren’t sure you want to press charges, shower, but don’t wash those clothes. Keep them and that way, the DNA can at least be gathered from them even years later. Take pictures of any injuries you suffered in the assault, too. That can be a very personal thing to ask, but your injuries should be cataloged so that they can be proven in court later.”


“Are YOU going to press charges?” someone asked. I shook my head immediately.


“Absolutely not. Not out of shame or fear, but because I know that she never meant to hurt me. She was traumatized and lashed out at me in a way that injured me far more than she probably intended. I only want her to be well and continue getting help, even if it’s not from me.


“I want to add something else though, on that note. If there’s anyone in the school that’s been a victim of an assault like this or any other kind of assault, I want you to know that you can come forward. If you’re not comfortable pressing charges, that’s fine. The most important thing for you after an assault like this is to be in charge of your choices. I want you to still come forward. Talk to people. I have both early and late lunch this semester. If you’re more comfortable with someone closer to your own age, come talk to me. I’m sympathetic and I understand some of what you’re going through. Whether you were raped, a victim of incest or any other type of sexual violation, I’ll listen, help you get tested for anything your attacker might have infected you with, hold your hand while you figure out what you want to do and generally try to help you put the pieces back together. If any of you are assaulted in the future, please know that you can talk to me. If your attacker threatens you with violence or even murder to keep you silent, those threats won’t work on me.”


I paused and pulled my shirt off. I was still revolted by my scars, but I knew Dr. Rivers would take care of it, so I was less overwhelmed at the thought of showing them. “One of the people that helped organize that party came to my house with a gun, looking for the girls or looking to get revenge on me for protecting them. He’s dead now. I don’t react well to threats and I’m not shy about offering my help when it’s needed. I’ve bled, sweated and cried for the victims of that party. If any of you are assaulted in the future, you can count on me to listen to you, help you through it and support your decisions.” I put my shirt back on and decided I’d been long-winded enough.


“I’m going to wrap it up, but I just want to put the point on the discussion we’ve been having.


“If you find yourself in a situation that makes you uncomfortable, get out of there. If you’re on a date and your boyfriend is threatening to leave you miles from home, call your parents. Better to get them out on the road at night than to have sex under the threat of being stranded. If you’re invited to a party and the details make you suspicious, don’t go, or arrange for someone to know where you are and check on you often. Don’t do it by text, either. It’s easy for a rapist to send a text from your phone if you’re subdued. It’s a lot harder for them to imitate your voice. Arrange for wellness checks regularly. I can almost guarantee your parents will be thrilled at the idea of you checking in. Suggesting it might get your curfew extended a little bit if they have confidence that you’ll tell them where you are and check in regularly.


“If you see another girl in over her head, look out for her. Take her to the rest room to check on her. Help her call for a ride. Keep an eye on her. The more of you that take it to heart, the safer you’ll all be. Guys, do the same. If there’s a girl that’s unsteady on her feet, ask her if she’s good. Help her call her parents if she’s not. The biggest ally a party rapist can have is the indifference of people who notice that his targets are vulnerable. Keep them in public, get them some water and look out for them. A lot of us have sisters. Treat her like you’d hope someone would treat your sister.” I glanced toward the side of the stage and Mr. Peterson was there with the two officers. “If you have any questions, concerns or want to talk about anything related to the topic afterwards, I’ll be hanging around for a bit. Stay and talk to me. Talk to the officers.” I called them and Mr. Peterson back out to the stage and thanked them for their help and support and then turned the mic over to Mr. Peterson to dismiss the students for the afternoon.
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Chapter 3


A lot of people stayed and wanted to talk about specific points from the lecture. A couple of girls wanted to talk about things that they said had happened to them, but had been timid because of the number of people around. I gave them my phone number and told them to call me Saturday afternoon or Sunday morning and I’d make some time for them or to come see me at lunch the following week.


There were a few guys that were asking about how to help people at parties if they saw them. Those, I answered candidly. “If they’re with someone and you’re not sure they’re helping her or helping themselves, I think my strategy would be to talk to the nearest girl or group of girls and go approach her as a group. Talk to her to see whether she’s good or if she’s mostly passed out on her feet. If she’s out of it, take her to call her folks. If she’s good, she’ll be quick to let you know. Bringing a girl to check on her helps keep it from looking like you’re trying to break in on someone else when they’re trying to make time with a girl, though. Get suspicious if you think someone’s mixing the drinks differently for the girls and generally keep an eye out for them. If they seem like they’re starting to get a lot drunker a lot faster, get suspicious and don’t hesitate to call police if you know something’s not right.”


They nodded, but didn’t look happy about calling the police so I decided to throw them a lifeline. “No one’s expecting you to avoid parties and at our age, that means drinking. Everyone gets a little drunk at those parties. If you see a girl go from sober to drunk in a short period of time or if the party seems to be organized to take advantage of that, then your instincts will tell you that it’s time for the party to come to a stop. Trust those instincts. No one’s asking you to be a hero. Just keep your eyes open and do what you can.”


I spent the rest of the afternoon talking to people about the topic and even a few of our girls had stayed to ask why I came forward like I had.


I was chatting with Liz and Janice about it and shrugged. “It needed a face to go with the topic. I wasn’t about to ask someone else to come up and take on that task. My experience wasn’t overly painful or scarring, just unpleasant and unfortunate and I was up there anyway.”


They nodded and the topic turned toward lunch. “We haven’t really been doing a stellar job of keeping you covered, have we?” Janice asked, glumly. “That girl was sitting with you again today when we came in. Did she upset you again?”


“Not really,” I said. “She’s far more distraught than I am right now. From now on, start thinking of it as ‘our’ table. If someone wants to talk to me, then they can talk with you there or they can ask you for a few minutes alone with me. There were a couple of girls that wanted to talk, but with this many people around, they didn’t feel comfortable.”


They nodded and I got hugs and apologies from them. “We’ll do better, we promise,” Liz told me.


“You’re doing fine, Lilo,” I told her and she laughed a little. “Really. The thing with the jocks yesterday wasn’t your fault and I didn’t have a problem talking to her today. I think that’s resolved, for the most part. She might come to talk to me, but you don’t have to stay away if you see me with someone. I sit with the cheer team on early lunch. I’ll sit with the cheer team on late lunch too.”


They felt better after that and broke off. I talked with everyone I could, including the girls and then I realized that we were mostly alone in the room. Mr. Peterson and the two cops were talking on the stage, the girls were packing up the cameras and there were a couple of stragglers that I’d already talked to.


I climbed back up onstage and joined Mr. Peterson and the officers. I paused to thank them both for being with us. They’d brought some materials and had passed out rape whistles to the crowd. I plucked one out of the box and looked at it with a shake of my head.


“Not a fan?” Officer Chen, the female officer, observed knowingly.


I shook my head. “I’m not. These whistles are worse than useless. They give a false sense of security. The truth is, screaming ‘fire’ is far more effective than screaming ‘rape’. I tried to get pepper-spray for the girls after that party and failed, tried to get them tasers and failed, tried to get them batons, knives, machetes, ANYTHING they could use to protect themselves and the shop owner was embarrassed that these are the best protection the state of Massachusetts allows girls.” I jiggled the whistle by its cheap lanyard. “Blowing this is the same as ringing the dinner bell for any more scumbags in the area.”


“You have a better alternative?” she asked, interested in my perspective.


“Harsher penalties for sexual assault,” I said. “It’s a crime that never really stops happening to the victim. They can be whole again afterwards with a lot of determination and help, but they’re never the same. Their innocence is fundamentally damaged by it.”


“And what sentence would you suggest for first time offenders?” she wanted to know.


“Minimum sentence of ten years,” I said, “and not ten years of living a cushy lifestyle. We spend too much on the prison system. Make them work to earn their keep.”


“What about a second offense?” her male partner wanted to know.


“Death,” I told him bluntly without hesitation. “If they rape a second time, they haven’t learned to be remorseful of what they did the first time and they haven’t learned to fear the consequences.”


“You really believe that?” he asked, shocked at the cold-blooded response.


“I believe that Vance Waterman had no remorse for his part in the party I described. I also believe that after Thanksgiving, he’s never going to hurt another girl again. If he was still alive, I think the certainty would be that it was only a matter of time.”


He nodded. “I’m not disagreeing with you, but that seems kind of harsh for a crime where no one dies.”


I shrugged. “It’s a matter of perspective. From my point of view, victims are hurt so badly that they become different people after their assault, even in recovery. That means that the people they were before are dead. Do rapists deserve better than their victims?”


He nodded, deep in thought and his partner jumped back in. “So, you really took care of those girls?”


“He paid over five thousand dollars for us all to get tested,” Gina said. I hadn’t heard her approach, but she slipped up to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “You did good up here,” she told me before looking at the cops.


“He organized us all and made sure we had everyone’s contact information, including his. When Vance went after one of us, he made sure we knew we were in danger and got us to come to his house, so he could make sure we were safe. He stood there and let Vance shoot him so that we could get away. He took care of us like he’d lay down and die if one of us got hurt again.”


Officer Chen glanced over at me and then back at Gina with a slight nod and a knowing smile. Gina had her arm around me, and I had one protectively around her, so it was an easy assumption to make. “So, he’s helped you with your recovery?” she asked gently.


“And she’s helped me with mine,” I supplied, giving her a squeeze. “I watch out for all my girls and they watch out for me.”


“You said there were sixty of them,” she said uncertainly. “Are you this protective of all of them?”


“Without a doubt,” I said. “They feel the same about me. When they know I need a hand, they rally around me. They all know I’d take a bullet for them. I know they’d do the same.”


She smiled thinly. “That’s not what I meant,” she said.


“You were asking how many of them I was romantic with,” I nodded. “Right now, three. The one that I talked about hurting me in my speech was the fourth. I get the feeling that a lot of the girls would like me to be more directly involved in their recovery, but very few of them have asked so far.”


“And if they did?” she asked.


I looked her in the eyes. “If one of my girls came to me and needed my help, I’d help her. I have a request from one of them once we can arrange a night that works for us.”


“So, your prescription for sexual assault is more sex?” she said skeptically.


Lana laughed from behind her. “Sex with Matt is different,” she said lightly and then came to kiss me deeply. “The cameras are all packed up,” she told me sweetly. She slipped her arm around me from the other side. She liked to show off some, especially in front of adults who thought they were more worldly. “Matt’s good at a lot of stuff, but despite what Dr. Saddler and Dr. Spencer say, his real genius is sex. I’ve seen him fuck girls until they beg someone else to take their place. He’s done it to me. I can’t wait to hear what happens with Jessie.”


The cop arched her eyebrow. “BOTH of you?” she asked, surprised.


“Matt’s got eight girlfriends, another two females that might look for a little affection once in a while and probably forty of the girls that would do anything he wanted any time he asked. He just has to crook his finger and there would be a girl riding on the end of it,” Gina said with a laugh. “I don’t think there’s a member of the cheer team that would turn you down. Speaking of which, now that they know you’re healed, your hazing is going to be legendary,” she told me and kissed my cheek again.


I had the good grace to blush at the way they were talking about how good I was. “You girls are just as good to me as I am to you,” I told them. “You all closed ranks when I needed your help.”


They both kissed my cheeks and smiled. “You’re cute when you blush,” Lana told me. “You’re also the best lover at least at three colleges and this particular high school.” She put a finger on my lips. “Don’t argue. We all know it’s true.”


The cops and Mr. Peterson looked amused at how Lana seemed to handle me with just a few words and a casual touch. I reached up and hooked a finger under her collar, looking at her dryly as if to ask which of us was supposed to be in charge. She looked at me sweetly and then replaced her finger with her lips. Oh well. Who needs to be in charge anyway, right?


I smiled back at her and plotted my revenge that included her passing out and being carried to the shower.


“Is Jessie coming with us to the mall?” I asked lightly, trying to steer the conversation away from our bedroom antics. Not that I minded bragging, but some subjects aren’t for police ears.


“Yeah,” Gina said. “She’s helping Beck and Tricia put the cameras in Lana’s car. She’s looking forward to tomorrow night. She hasn’t stopped talking about this weekend since you invited her.”


We excused ourselves from the adults and I started to breathe a sigh of relief when I heard one of them call out and follow us as we headed towards the exit of the auditorium. Inwardly, I groaned, but the three of us stopped for her to catch up and she asked for a word alone with me.


They glanced at me, but slipped their arms from around my waist and told me they’d wait at the cars. I watched them go and then turned to face the questions I expected.


“Would you be willing to do this presentation at some of the other schools in the area?” she asked seriously.


I blinked. That wasn’t at all what I’d been expecting. “Um, what?” I said intelligently. “You want me to do this again? I wasn’t that good.”


She gave me a funny look. “What makes you say that?” she asked. “You looked fine up there. You were relaxed and comfortable, said what you wanted to say, and you had their attention. That’s the big one. You had them talking about it and asking questions. They usually sit there in silence until we’re done and then politely clap.”


I shrugged uncomfortably. “I dunno,” I admitted. “I did this one because my girls were hurt at that party. We all saw the creeps that were there paraded out of here in handcuffs. I wanted to make sure that the message stayed focused on what they’d done wrong.”


“Well, you did,” she told me. “You’re really protective of those girls, huh?” she asked and I knew we were getting to the part I didn’t want to talk to cops about.


I nodded. “I am. People I love were hurt. Some were people I loved before the party started, others were girls I’ve come to love since, but even the ones that don’t have a claim on me are just as important to me.”


She nodded. “I work with a lot of survivors,” she told me. “If those two girls were at that party, then you’re doing well to keep them from thinking they’re damaged.”


I nodded. “One of my girls called us ‘Winchester’s Broken Toys’ when we had to talk about what had happened to me,” I told her. “I told her none of us are broken.”


“What DID happen to you?” she asked, getting to the heart of her interest, I thought.


“One of the girls told me she loved me and asked me to help her feel good again, swearing to me that she was ready. Ever since that night, her version of what happened gets a little closer to her calling me a rapist. The comparison gets a little more direct with each time she retells it in her head. She’s ... she’s pretty traumatized. I hope she can find peace, but she’s burned her bridges with me.”


She shrugged. “Recovery can be like that for some victims,” she said apologetically. “It’s a paradox. They can’t know they aren’t ready until after they convince themselves that they are and find out the hard way that they were wrong.”


“I understand that,” I told her. “That’s why I have no intention of pressing charges for it and I’ve asked the people that had to know about it to not treat her badly if they can’t bring themselves to be her friend after this.”


“That’s a very generous attitude for someone that was hurt by her,” she said, surprised.


“I view it as no different than if she’d lashed out and hit me in a panic. It still hurts, but I know she didn’t do it out of malice. It’s just a landmine. We stepped on it and now we’re too wounded to be together.”


“You think you’ll forgive her?”


“I already have. I won’t take her back, though. The girls have said ‘no’.”


“They decide that?” she asked, interested.


“They often protect me from people who would hurt me,” I told her. “You want to know how things work between us, though. That’s why you’re asking, isn’t it?”


“You’re dating eight girls, juggling two others and have forty more willing to take the plunge if you say the word. It’s certainly a situation that begs to know how you manage.”


“Transparency,” I told her. “I despise secrets and lies. My girls know that. Everything’s out in the open. When someone comes looking for that kind of help, we sit down and decide together. If someone says they aren’t comfortable with it, then the answer is ‘no’. We’re unanimous or we refuse.”


“How often do you vote?” she asked.


“Whenever someone asks to join one or all of us,” I told her. “We had a vote this week and the answer was ‘no’. It depends on the person, what they want and why they’re asking.”


She nodded and handed me a card. “I hope you’ll consider working with us to get word out to some of the other schools,” she said. “It would really help get the message across.”


“Ma’am, I’m pretty busy most days. I take all my courses here, I take twenty university courses, I’m enrolled in Kung Fu and dance classes, I run my own cheer team, hold together support for those girls, keep eight girlfriends happy, tutor high school and university students and I’m training for a fund-raiser to support the children’s cancer wing of the hospital this spring. I’m JUST finishing up my physical therapy from getting shot over Thanksgiving. I don’t even remember what free time even IS.” I laughed a little, but took her card.


“Yeah, that all sounds exhausting just to hear it,” she admitted. I could tell there were more questions in her head now than there were before. The last thing I wanted was her to be curious about my activities. I thought about Hanna and how she could be hurt by scrutiny from someone in uniform.


“Once I perfect cloning technology, I can take up a hobby,” I joked, and she smiled a little.


“Just don’t spread yourself too thin,” she advised me. “Victims like your girls can need a lot more care than you can give in a few minutes at a time.”


I nodded. “That’s why I’ve had them relying on each other, too,” I admitted. “One person alone is vulnerable, but they’re more than sixty strong and so long as they stand together, they draw strength from each other. If they all relied on me, I wouldn’t be able to hold them together.”


She nodded. “It’s easy to get drawn in too far and lose yourself,” she reminded me. “You told the school up there that you’re a victim too. What do you do for support?”


“I have eight wonderful girlfriends, a therapy dog, a psychiatrist, supportive family and sixty girls in the school that won’t hesitate to come running if they hear I have a problem. I have a ton of support and it’s enough to keep me from feeling overwhelmed most of the time. If it starts to get to be too much, sex and exercise are my therapies.”


She laughed at that, but nodded and pointed to the card. “Think about it and call me to let me know either way,” she urged me. “I’d like to get a copy of the video from today, too.”


“That’s not a problem,” I said. “I’ll probably post it to my YouTube channel. DA Forbes can give you the information on the channel if you don’t already have it. My Captain America videos are widely shared across the department, so I’m told.”


“Yeah,” she admitted. “That was really you, huh?”


“You saw me take off my shirt. The scars don’t lie.”


“No, they don’t, I suppose. I’ve never been shot before, but it does happen from time to time. How’d you get over it so quickly, if you don’t mind me asking?”


“I don’t mind,” I told her. “My physical therapist wanted to know if it was some supplement that wasn’t exactly legal, but it was nothing like that. I just have ridiculous amounts of sex. I eat right, follow orders and, as one of my doctors jokingly put it, I batter vaginas. My suspicion is that I’m just genetically predisposed toward healing quicker and stronger than normal, but until that’s proven, I’ll credit my success to higher than average amounts of sex in my life.”


She chuckled and shook her head. “I’m not telling that to the department,” she said ruefully.


“It DOES suggest a number of jokes about ‘beat cops’,” I pointed out with a smirk.


She gave me a dirty look, but she was smiling a little bit. “It’s not wise to make fun of a girl that owns handcuffs,” she informed me.


I dug around in my pocket and fished out my keys. “Are you hitting on me?” I deadpanned. “Because suggesting handcuffs to someone that carries one of these is definitely flirting.” I held up the small key that I kept with me at all times. She recognized a handcuff key when she saw one.


“Why do you have one of those?” she wanted to know.


“Because I’m a professional deviant,” I told her. “Don’t try this at home.”


“If not at home, where WOULD I try it?” she countered. I wasn’t sure if she was flirting with me or if years of being a cop had made her adept at this kind of banter.


“My place,” I told her. “Monday around 7:30?”


“Very slick,” she admitted with a laugh. “If you weren’t criminally young, it might be tempting.”


“Tell DA Forbes I made the offer and ask him what he has to say about me and statutory matters,” I suggested. “He and I have talked some.”


She arched an eyebrow questioningly.


“I’ve lost a girlfriend because she was old enough to charge,” I told her. “She told me to look her up when I was 16.”


She winced at that. “I take it you’re pissed about that?” She said gently.


I shrugged. “Sure,” I told her. “She didn’t leave because she didn’t care. She left because someone that doesn’t know either of us says that it’s wrong. Nothing I can do about it, though, except buy an island, make it a country of its own, and make my own laws.”


“Well, if you ever DO manage to do that, Mr. President, let me know what the laws are before you invite me to your inaugural ball.”


I nodded. “Well, for starters, you know those clothing-optional resorts?” I waited for her to nod. “It’ll be nothing like that. Clothing is NOT an option.”


She laughed and told me to go pick on girls my own age. She did remind me to call her, though. I left the auditorium and got my things out of my locker on my way out to the cars.


When I got there, I expected that it would be my girls and Jessie. Instead, everyone was there. I blinked. All the girls from that weekend were standing around, waiting for me.


“Hi,” I said, brightly, as I approached. “What’s going on?”


They didn’t answer me with words. They silently came and hugged me one at a time, the look on their faces one of solemn gratitude. They each held me for a long hug before making way for the next girl, one after another, like they’d organized it.


I hugged them each, catching their mood and holding the silence while they each came forward. I wasn’t sure if it had been my remarks about their strength and courage, or if it was my willingness to speak for them again today, or their sympathy at how hard it was to come forward and admit what happened in front of the whole school, but they were all here and all behind me. I could lead them to the Gates of Hell and they’d follow, but each of them knew I’d rather make the journey alone than risk them. We hugged in silence for close to an hour as we stood there in the cold, each of them expressing her solidarity with me. I returned that pledge reverently to each of them.


When we were done, I looked around at them. “I love you all,” I told them softly. “I meant what I said up there on stage, but I meant it for so much more than what happened with Cheryl. My doctor talked about pulling me out of school. I’m suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder from everything that happened at school last semester. You know it overwhelmed me on Tuesday. When Dr. Spencer suggested that she take me out of the school, I refused. I told her that you all faced your attackers last term. I could draw strength from your example to do the same this term so I could be here with you, the people that are important to me.”


That broke the floodgates and several of them wept. We all hugged it out in a large group huddle. When we were all feeling a little more steady, we started to break up a little.


The officers were just coming out of the school with the box of rape whistles that were left over from the lecture. They stopped to say hello on their way by. “The rest of your girls?” my new friend asked me.


I nodded. “After what I said up there, they wanted to show me how they felt about what I had to say.”


“You were very well-spoken up there,” her partner told me. “You should consider coming around to the other schools with us.”


“Yeah. Officer Chen was trying to get me to join up for a two-year hitch, I think. I guess it depends on the recruitment bonus.”


“It’s not the Marines,” he said with a laugh, missing the meaning. Officer Chen though gave me a very wry look. “We don’t give out recruitment bonuses, but we can arrange for a precinct tour for you and some of your friends, I’m sure.”


“Please,” I scoffed. “If I showed up in my uniform, they’d let me play in the property room unsupervised.”


“Uniform?” he asked, looking up from where he was putting a box of pamphlets in the trunk of their cruiser.


“You don’t know who I am?” I asked. “After everything that got said in there, you didn’t piece it together?” He shook his head, bewildered. “I’m Captain America. The guy from the Halloween video that ran around the department for months. The guy from the Thanksgiving video that’s probably still running around the precinct.”


“Really?” he said. “You’re THAT guy? Huh. I thought you’d be taller.”


I shrugged. “Chris Evans is probably going to think the same thing when he gets back to town for the charity thing in April.”


“You’re still doing that after getting shot?” he asked, surprised.


I shrugged. “I’ve got a clean bill of health to resume training,” I said lightly. “In a couple of weeks, I should be pretty close to what I was like before the shooting. That’s top secret though. I’m not broadcasting my condition just yet.”


“Why?” Officer Chen asked, surprised. “I figured you’d be proud of your recovery.”


“Oh, I am,” I assured them both. “But I want it to be a bit of a reveal just before the competition. You should come down to see it on April 2nd if you’re not tied up. I’m assured that it’ll be a good time.”


“We’ll see,” she said casually. “In the meantime, think about the offer and call me when you decide.” With that, each of them shook my hand and got in the cruiser.


“What was that all about?” Gina asked, coming to stand beside me.


“They want me to speak at other schools,” I said.


“You should. It’s not like missing an afternoon of classes is going to hurt your grades, right?” she pointed out. “It’s a chance to get the word out. You can save a lot of people from being attacked if you do it.”


The others all voiced their support and I finally nodded, caving to the pressure. “Alright, I’ll call her and let her know that I’ll do it. She also wants a copy of the video from the assembly.”


We chatted for a few more minutes and then we really did have to go. Jessie was meeting us at the mall and I called home to find out if Tabby, Collie and Emma were interested in joining us and having dinner there while everyone shopped.


“Why don’t you take Jessie to a nice hotel tonight and do what she wanted you to do?” Emma suggested instead, when I asked about dinner.


“That’s a little sudden, don’t you think?” I asked, surprised at the suggestion.


“Not so sudden,” she said sweetly. “We decided that she was cleared for landing earlier this week.


“We’re not sure her parents will approve of that kind of affection,” I pointed out.


“Ask her. They know about the party and what she went through. I was here when you told the whole story to the parents. Just ask her. If her parents aren’t cool or it’s a bad time for her, then no harm, but next weekend is Lana and Beck for sure, so this weekend is the time to do it.”


Gina and Tricia were both looking at me with interest as this conversation unfolded. “How many of the Sorority already know about this?” I asked, suddenly suspicious.


“We may have discussed it in general terms Tuesday night,” she said casually.


“Is the reservation in my name?” I asked dryly.


“What reservation?” she asked innocently.


“You mean to tell me that you HAVEN’T prepared all the details down to what hotel we’re going to, exactly what suite we’ll be staying in and what time we’re meeting everyone for breakfast tomorrow?”


“Now why would you think that?” she asked, all shock, no denial.


“Because if you hadn’t done that, you’d have told me instead of answering a question with a question. I’ve been seeing Victoria for six months. You have much to learn, Padawan.”


“I thought you didn’t LIKE those prequels,” she said quickly.


“You’re deflecting,” I told her. “Victoria would be thrilled to know she’s not the only one who has difficulty keeping me distracted, but I’ll have to tell her some other time. Is my overnight bag in Lana’s trunk or did it get moved to Jessie’s when they were packing the cameras?”


“You’re a miserable shit when you want to ruin a surprise,” she told me with a laugh. “Enjoy your shopping and go with Jessie when you’re done. The suite’s paid for, you’re checked in for two nights, she has the room key. Enjoy.”


“Two nights?” I asked, amused. “You have plans for after dinner tomorrow night or am I expected to go back and recheck my work before turning in my exam?”


“We’ll decide that tomorrow,” she said sweetly.


“Someone’s going to have to pick us up from the hotel tomorrow,” I told her. “The limo’s coming to the house to pick us up. I can have Darnell drop us off at the hotel again after dinner, but we should all leave from the house.”


“We’ll decide that later,” she said. “Just enjoy tonight. Your bag is packed and you’re ready for the night.”


I chuckled. “Alright. I love you. Tell Tabby and Collie I love them too. I think I should make a little time for Patty soon. I’ve noticed that she’s starting to look a little ... taxed lately.”


“With all that she does for us, if you don’t fuck her, I will,” she laughed and hung up before I could comment on that.


When I put my phone away, Tricia leaned forward and tugged my ear lightly. “So, how’d you figure it out?” she asked with a grin.


“I know Emma,” I said, returning her smile. “I can tell when she’s being shifty. She started off the conversation by suggesting I take Jessie to a hotel tonight. That made me suspicious right away since I was talking about dinner and she immediately countered with hotel and sex with Jessie. She didn’t recover well after that.”


She shrugged. “We decided this was the best time to do it. Lana and Beck are gonna wreck you next weekend and the rest of us can steal an evening here or there.”


“Everyone except you,” I pointed out to her.


“I’ll make do,” she assured me. “I’m not really in the mood this weekend, anyway. I’m feeling a little bloated and blah. Hopefully I’ll start tonight or tomorrow and be done by Wednesday. I wasn’t even planning on staying over. I get a little moody.”


I turned to look at her and smiled lovingly. “Stay over anyway. Cuddle with Dawn, hang out with Emma, Gina, Collie and Tabby. Eat ice cream and watch girly movies while I’m not around to whine about it. Drag Frank with you and feed him to Mom. Don’t mope at home. You have sisters for when you feel like this. Don’t make me call Emma back. She’s just as capable of plotting against you as she is me.”


She shrugged. “I suppose,” she said dismissively. “I’ll decide later.”


I frowned. “Are you really okay with Jessie?” I asked her softly. “If you’re not, you don’t even have to say anything. Just shake your head and I’ll call it off.”


“No, you will NOT!” she said forcefully. “I’m not upset about Jessie and I’m not moping. I’m just a little premenstrual. That’s all. I’ll be fine.”


I looked at her and nodded. Then I turned to Gina and touched her arm. “Gina, take care of her for me? Ice cream and chocolate and whatever movies she wants. There’s about a hundred bucks on my PSN account. Rent movies from there if there’s nothing worth watching on Netflix and make sure she feels pampered. Make sure Emma knows, too.”


Tricia responded by leaning forward and punching me in the shoulder. Thankfully it was the left shoulder this time. I turned to her and shrugged. “Remember what I said when we were on our way to the dance in November?” I asked her. “Once in a while I can take a night off and let other people handle the details,” I reminded her. “You need attention this weekend and you’ve all arranged for me to take a night off, so let the rest of the girls take care of you for me. If I wasn’t committed to this, I’d be the one to curl up with you and make sure you felt loved and spoiled and pampered.”


She nodded finally and sighed. “You’re a little infuriating sometimes, you know that?” she muttered sullenly.


“I love you,” I told her, like it explained things. “I sometimes have to infuriate you when you’re trying to convince me that you’re not important.”


She smiled in spite of herself and shrugged. “Would it bug you if I just spent the evening with Cheryl?” she asked.


“No,” I said right away. “I think after today, she might be a little upset. Call if things get dicey, but I agree, she could probably use a friend right now.”


“Thanks,” she said gratefully. “Gina, you can just drop me off on the way. I don’t need a new dress. I have one I can wear.”


“Okay. Call if you need us. You have all our numbers. If she goes loco, we’ll come get you,” she told her.


“I will,” she said sweetly and fell into a thoughtful silence until we pulled up in front of Cheryl’s house. She leaned forward and kissed us both lightly, told us she loved us and hopped out, promising she’d see us for dinner the next night. She paused before she closed the door and told me to have a good time tonight and grinned before she whirled and scampered off to the house.
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Chapter 4


Gina laughed at my predicament. “It only gets worse from here,” she reminded me. “She’ll be the third cheerleader to get the Matt-Treatment.”


“Is that what they’re calling it?” I asked with a shake of my head.


“Actually, they’re calling it the ‘Super-Soldier Serum’,” she giggled. “Tricia’s idea.”


That took me by surprise, and I laughed harder than it probably deserved. “And who else is looking for the serum?” I asked.


“You can’t guess?” she smirked.


“Let’s just say that I don’t presume that giving me a hug means that they want more,” I said tactfully.


“Well, once you’re done next weekend with Lana and Beck, you’ll probably need another hotel suite big enough for eighteen.”


“I doubt they even make a suite that big,” I scoffed. “That would be more in line with renting a luxury apartment.”


“I suppose,” she said uncertainly. “Maybe we can get two connecting rooms, though. They usually have a pair of beds big enough for three if they’re friendly and a sofa-bed that’s just as good. It might not have all the space, but they’re not looking to hang out and watch movies.”


I chuckled. “I suppose that’s true,” I admitted. “I trust you and Lana to handle the details. Lana’s right,” I muttered in disgust. “I’m gonna need an assistant soon. That’s terrible. I’m fourteen! I have enough going on that I’m starting to need someone to handle the details of my schedule.”


Gina laughed at me. “You’ve got girls lined up for the next six months,” she teased. “Most guys should be so lucky to have that problem.”


“I know. I just feel like I’d rather save myself for the Sorority, you know?”


“We know. We’ve all talked about the girls from the party. The cheer team are all good and there’s a few more ladies that we’ve talked about that are on the list.”


“How many so far?” I asked secretly dreading the response.


“You don’t want to know,” she told me. “You’d just panic about how much time it would take.”


I looked at her and knew she was teasing, but she’d put her finger on it. “Gina, Honey,” I said softly. “I DO panic about it. This pulls me in twenty different directions. I want the eight of you. Even if I treat these girls right once and then they never come back, there’s still sixty of them. If I started right now and gave them each a night, I wouldn’t be done until March. And that assumes I can manage to stay competitive seven days a week. I worry that I’m doing too much, that I’m not focusing enough on you girls and that you’re putting up with more than you’re comfortable with.”


She looked at me strangely, but didn’t say anything until we parked the car. I was about to get out, but she laid a hand on my arm. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me,” she told me seriously. “I know the other girls feel the same. Lana and Beck? They’d crawl over broken glass for you. So would I. We came forward because it was the best chance to keep Patrick from coming to finish what Vance started. Emma and Tricia see what we do, too. They love you passionately. I don’t think any of us would feel quite so strongly if you weren’t so committed to helping others. That’s one of the things that we all love about you.” She reached up to stroke my short hair and smiled at me. “Hanna and Collie will be yours for the rest of your life and I think Tabby might, too, but those two for sure. You’re the first person to treat most of us like we were special. If you need to take a couple of weeks to do that for some of the other girls that need it, we’re okay with that. If that means we welcome some of them home and call them ‘Sister’, then that’s cool. It doesn’t hurt that you seem to find a lot of girls that are into other girls,” she giggled, lightening the mood. “We’re not gonna be sitting around bored while you fuck Jessie to death, you know.”


“I hadn’t been aware of that,” I smirked and kissed her. “Take lots of video. I want to see you all making love to each other even if I’m not there to see it.”


“I should make you buy a new camera to take with you so you can do the same,” she said with a smirk. “Your hazing is going to be the hottest video ever made.”


I chuckled in spite of myself. “All right. I’m feeling a little less freaked out, but we seriously need to make sure I’m not losing sight of the Sorority. I trust you guys not to let me drown.”


“Nuh-uh,” she shook her head. “Emma’s plan was specifically to drown you in pussy. You’ve got sixty willing girls that you know are disease free and on birth control. We’re gonna set up a night to see how many of us you can put down in one night. I’m thinking probably sometime on our February break. Ask one of your doctors if she wants to observe the event to make sure no one gets hurt and we’ll tape it for proof, because no one would ever believe it, if the proof weren’t there.”


“Very cute,” I said with a smile. I was feeling a little better about it and she grinned at me, getting out of the car. We went into the mall and met the girls in the food court.


“Where’s Tricia?” Lana asked, not seeing her with me.


“She decided that she was going to spend some time with Cheryl since she didn’t need a dress for tomorrow,” I told them and got hugs from all the girls. Jessie seemed nervous and I kissed her cheek. “I heard we’ve been ambushed.”


She stiffened a little. “Are you mad?” she asked uncertainly.


“No,” I told her with a smile. “I’m glad that my girls arranged things and I have to find a way to thank them. Gina had a suggestion, but we can discuss that later.”


She nodded, glancing at Gina nervously. We walked down the mall and I was taken into shops I’d never been in before. The girls tried on dresses and shoes and jewelry to go with them, turning and deciding whether the look was quite right. I suspected that things would have been quicker if Emma had been there, since she’d had experience with preparing for this kind of dinner, but I also suspected that she stayed away on purpose to give me a firm taste of girly shopping. Overall, I enjoyed the fashion show and the occasional glimpse the girls made sure I got in between changes. Jessie was nervous and self-conscious, so most of my peeks came from Lana, Beck and Gina. I wasn’t pushing it, though. If she was ready, I’d see much more of her once we all split up. If she wasn’t, then we’d spend the evening together as friends and decide what to do once things were a little closer to bedtime.


Beck found a dress that she liked, and we got her the shoes and purse to go with it. She hated purses, but for a dress like that, it was a necessary accessory. She came to sit with me, and we chatted, while the other girls continued trying on outfits.


“So, Lana and I are going for our screenings first thing in the morning. You don’t have to be there. We’ll get the rapid test back before we leave, but the better test won’t be in until Tuesday or Wednesday of next week. After cheer practice on Thursday, the two of us are planning on taking turns until the parents have to call us off sick for Friday.”


I grinned at her. “Last time that didn’t go so well for you,” I reminded her.


“We have a plan, this time,” she told me. “You haven’t fucked her ass, so we don’t think she’ll black out that way. I don’t go as nuts when you’re in my pussy, so we’re gonna switch roles.”


“Does that mean that Lana gets to play with Bad Matt, and you get sweet and gentle?” I asked knowingly.


“I don’t want to win THAT much!” she corrected me, hurriedly. “Just take her butt. She kind of wants to give you her last virginity after everything that happened.”


“Does it bother you that you and I have already done that?” I asked her gently.


“No,” she said. “I don’t regret a single thing we did together. I was actually very relieved that I hadn’t been a virgin that weekend, when I straightened out and could think again.”


“How’s that part going?” I asked, taking her hand. We hadn’t talked about her recovery from addiction much, but I knew they must both struggle with it.


She hesitated, but nodded. “Some days, I crave pretty hard, but I wrote myself a message for days like that.” She dug out her wallet and pulled a worn card from inside. She unfolded it and passed it to me.


I looked at it and read the words, “Matt ordered you to stay clean,” in black marker. I folded the note and pressed it back into her hands, holding them reverently in mine. If I’d ever wondered whether I’d done any good at all, Beck carried that proof in her wallet. I kissed her deeply and held her hands in mine, overcome with a powerful sense of accomplishment. A simple sentence, spoken in an unguarded moment had turned the tide of her life. I cringed at the thought of what might have become of either of them if I hadn’t made that an order.


As heavy as that moment had been, it lightened my mood immeasurably. I’d helped Beck escape disaster and had probably done the same for Lana. I realized that was the moment I took them back. We hadn’t said the words and they hadn’t worn the collars, but that order, given and obeyed, had forged us back together. In that moment, I was desperate to help them without thought to my own pain.


When the girls came back with dresses on to show me, they could see the change in my expression. “What’s wrong?” Gina wanted to know right away.


“Not a thing in the world,” I told her with a serene smile on my face.


“Then why do you have the same look on your face that you get when they have you hooked up to morphine?” she demanded.


“Beck shared something with me that put things in perspective,” I told them. “It made me feel really good about the effect I’ve had.”


Lana looked back and forth between us, confused. “What was it?” she wanted to know.


Beck squeezed my hand and held the card out to Lana to read. The three of them huddled around it and read it together before looking up at the two of us. I saw understanding on Lana’s face, and she smiled at me as she passed it back to Beck. We all watched her tuck it back into her wallet and put it away. “After the party, they kept Lana and Beck up and down for the next month, getting them hooked. When I found out, I ordered Lana to get clean, stay clean and get help. I think that’s really when I took them back. We still had some healing to do before we could get there consciously, but that was the first order I’d given them since it all went wrong and they took it to heart. If I hadn’t made it an order or they hadn’t been willing to take it, we could have lost them. That’s a sobering thought, but the fact that we managed to avoid that is another reason to be grateful things didn’t happen just a little differently.”


They all nodded. Each of us was lost in thoughts of how things could have gone a lot worse for us with just a slight miscalculation.


“I think the worst would have been if the ambulance had taken just a little longer getting to you,” Jessie said quietly, and the other girls nodded.


“I was thinking that Vance’s aim could have been a little better. Any of the bullets he fired could have been lethal. If he’d managed to hit me solidly in the head, I wasn’t getting up from that. If he’d hit me in the spine, I wouldn’t be walking now. Even the shot to my shoulder could have shattered the joint. If that had happened, I was done. I might be able to wave with the arm, but there was no chance that I’d have recovered like I have. In any case, that’s what we were talking about when you guys came out. Are these the perfect dresses?”


They looked at each other and then at me and the three of them nodded. Lana was wearing purple, Gina had on an emerald green, which seemed to be one of her favorite colors. Beck had chosen a deep blue and Jessie had a classic little black dress that showed off her figure like it was from a designer.


We got the shoes, purses, accessories and some small pieces of jewelry from the store’s selection that matched the style of the outfits. All the girls were thrilled at having such a complete outfit for more dressy dinner occasions, though Beck was slightly less enthusiastic than the others, her tolerance for girly stuff having long since expired. We wandered the mall with me carrying their bags while they looked over different store displays, dragging me along when they wanted to go in to look at clothes or shoes or something. We ended up with a bag containing three new series of anime for Lana, a new gaming headset for Beck to have her own for the PS4, a book on costumes from famous movies for Gina and when I asked Jessie about her hobbies, she blushed and shook her head.


“You’ll think it’s stupid,” she said, embarrassed.


“Jessie, my hobbies include painting, drawing, learning new languages, programming software, building Halloween costumes, dancing, gymnastics, cheerleading, martial arts, fighting crime and rough sex. Could it be any weirder than some of that list?”


“I like to fish and camp,” she said sheepishly.


“What’s stupid about that?” I asked. “I was never really a fan, but I think that had more to do with my uncle Stewart, than the hobby itself.” Lana and Beck cringed at the mention of Stewart. They’d heard the stories after each family reunion. “With better company, it might be cool. The last time I was camping, the family let him host our family reunion and it was just awful. He didn’t have enough space for everyone, so all the kids were outside in tents, but they were cheap, cramped and he didn’t particularly put them in good spots. The one I was in with my cousin, Luke, had a leak in it, he had the smelliest feet imaginable and he farted constantly.”


She was laughing now and so was Gina. Beck had heard this story when I’d gotten back, so she was amused, but Jessie and Gina thought me being stuck in a small tent with farts and over-ripe feet was hilarious. “The whole week sucked like that. Stewart has a knack for making everything worse, by pissing you off when you’re already in a bad mood.”


Beck looked at me oddly. “If you hate camping so much, why do you have like four different camping and survival guides?”


“After that, wouldn’t you rather go do it yourself?” I asked dryly. “I kind of thought it would be cool to know how to get by if something bad ever happened and I needed to survive.”


Jessie nodded and suddenly, she was enthusiastic about it, talking about learning to build a fire from what you can find and making shelter from scratch. “If I ever find myself forced to go back to Stewart’s for any reason, I’ll hide you in my luggage so you can teach me.”


She grinned and I led the way back to the bookstore, asking her if there was a book on campcraft that she’d like to have. “It doesn’t seem fair to invite you along and then spoil my girls while you’re standing there, empty-handed.”


She bit her lip, torn on the subject and shook her head. “I know that people warned you that I was after your money. You were too nice to say, but I’m just grateful to be invited to dinner tomorrow.”


I frowned at that and was about to argue when Gina shook her head. “You should pick something. When Matt took me shopping the first time, he bought my little brother a bunch of stuff just because he was with us. It’ll bug him.”


She still struggled with it, but finally plucked one out from the shelf. It was the Green Beret Wilderness Survival Guide. I nodded and took the hardcover book to the counter to pay for it. The same sour woman we’d run afoul of last time was working tonight and seemed to be in just as foul a mood as she was last time. I paid by debit rather than trusting her to give me exact change and returned her dirty look with one of my own.


“It’s not OUR fault you’re scheduled to work on Friday nights,” I told her. “Stop taking it out on us. This is the second time you’ve been rude to us for being here on a Friday night. If the job sucks this much, quit and get another one.”


She told me to leave the store and since we were done there, we left. We walked back down the mall and instead of returning to the food court, we left the mall and went to a Denny’s for something to eat, rather than hang around.


We talked and laughed and generally had a good time and then we split up. The girls went home and Jessie and I were left standing in the parking lot, watching them pull out and drive away before we turned to each other. I took her hand and gave it a squeeze.


“How’re you feeling?” I asked softly.


“Terrified!” she blurted out, with a slight tremor in her voice.


I smiled. “Don’t be,” I told her. “There’s nothing to be afraid of. If you’re not sure you’re ready, we can just hang out and watch movies in the room.”


“It’s not that!” she said emphatically as she unlocked the car and we got in. “I just ... What if ... I mean, I’ve never really...”


“You’re worried about what to do?” I asked gently and she nodded, her anxiety bubbling to the surface.


I took her hand and brought it to my lips, kissing it gently. “If you’re up for it, I’ll teach you everything I can,” I promised her, my voice soothing and calm. “You don’t need to worry about not knowing what to do. Our first lesson starts now.”


She looked nervous and her hand trembled in mine. “What do I do?” she whispered.


“Drive to Walmart,” I told her with a grin.


She stared at me without moving. “Walmart?” she repeated. “Why Walmart?”


“We’re going to a hotel. They won’t have the room stocked with what we want to snack on or drink,” I told her. “We spend a little time there picking up snacks and then you take me to whatever hotel we’ve been booked at. We can order from room service later if we’re hungry.”


She felt a little better about that and started the car. We overdid it at Walmart, getting a little of everything since we didn’t know what we’d be in the mood for later.


“We’re already checked in, right?” I asked. “Emma mentioned you had the key-cards.”


She nodded. “You’re gonna kill us, though,” she predicted.


“Knowing Emma, she got us the most expensive suite in the city to see whether it’s suitable for when her mother wants to visit,” I said dryly. Her silence was answer enough and I laughed. I pulled my phone out and she looked at me anxiously, but I only turned it off. “Your parents know what’s going on?” I asked.


She nodded. “My dad’s not happy, but he knows what they did to me in September. Mom talked to him. She told him I needed this.”


I nodded. “I meant what I said, Jessie. If all you want from me is to cuddle and talk, that’s what we’ll do. You set the pace tonight.”


She bit her lip. “And if I wanted all of it?” she asked finally.


“Then I’ll give you all of me,” I told her simply. “I’ll move Heaven and Earth to make this night perfect for you. We’ll do everything you want even if we fall asleep at dinner tomorrow night.”


She chuckled at that. “I don’t think either of us can manage THAT,” she scoffed.


“You remember that talk about me going nearly two hours?” I asked her dryly. “I’m back in training. My goal is to outlast every one of my girls. Gina suggested I open it up and take on all sixty of the girls in one long session until I drop over exhausted.”


She laughed. “You think you can do that?” she asked.


“I think my initiation at the hands of the cheer team is going to be a lot like that,” I said with a laugh of my own. “I’ve noticed that they’re a lot more affectionate since Gina brought me in covered in bites and scratches.”


“I’ve noticed that the bruises have faded some. It’s a shame. You looked good with those bite marks.”


“I guess tonight’s your chance to leave a few of your own, if you’re so inclined,” I told her lightly, letting her know that I wasn’t against the idea of her getting carried away. “I do hope that one of the girls thought to pack a first-aid kit,” I said, only half-joking.


She blushed but nodded. “After what you had to say about what Gina did, Emma said she put something in your overnight bag.”


“God bless her,” I said with a chuckle. “That’s getting ahead of ourselves a little, though. I don’t want you to feel pressured. If we make love tonight, I want you to be enthusiastic and right there with me.”


She nodded. “I’m nervous as Hell, but I want this. All of it. Everything you can show me, teach me, do to me. I want to feel like all the other girls tell me it’s like.”


“I will love you like you’re the whole world, then,” I told her, and she beamed at me. She pulled into the Ritz Carlton and I laughed. She parked and we got out, taking our overnight bags, our backpacks from school and our purchases from Walmart and together we walked into the hotel lobby, hand in hand. We were laden with bags and struggling a little, but we didn’t bother with the baggage carts as we crossed to the elevators. She used the key-card in the elevator and I knew that we were headed to one of the restricted access floors. She led me off the elevator when we got to our floor and opened the door since I was more heavily burdened.


We both gaped as we looked around the suite in awe. It was immense. It had a pantry that I saw was already stocked with snacks and drinks, with a note from Emma telling us not to go hungry. There was a sunken living room with a fireplace separating it from the dining room, TWO bedrooms, a study and two and a half bathrooms. We looked at each other after we’d taken the full tour and we were both in awe of what she’d booked for us.


“This must have cost...” she started, unable to even guess.


Secretly, I suspected it was close to or more than her parents probably made in six months. I wisely didn’t tell her how much I thought my precious Emma had spent on this. “This is a special occasion,” I said softly. “I don’t think she’ll want to make a habit of this and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t mention the suite to anyone in case they decided that it was part of the package in asking for my help. You’re the first, though. Gina joined us, so our bed is hers. Cheryl ... It was supposed to be her bed, too.” That filled me with sadness for a moment, but it was fleeting. “This is just for you. If they want to know and you want to tell them, talk about what we did, not where we were.”


She nodded and her eyes were wide in wonder at this comment. Mine wanted to come completely out of their sockets, but I tried to cover my shock. I found the controls for the fireplace and set them a little higher to take some of the chill off the room as the temperature had dropped since dusk had fallen.


We looked around the suite once again and then I decided to see what the girls had packed in my overnight kit. There was everything I’d need for the shower and a fresh pair of jeans, shorts, socks and a t-shirt for tomorrow and Sunday. Jessie’s dress and the rest of her outfit was with the girls, so we were supposed to get dressed at the house, obviously. There was also a bag of cotton balls, peroxide, gauze and tape. The note she’d put in with it said, “Play safe!” and was covered in hearts. Underneath that, there was a pair of floggers, a bottle of lube, a coil of rope and some basic restraints. I shook my head ruefully, wondering what she was planning to pack for me this summer.


Jessie came to look over my shoulder and gasped. “Are we gonna use those?” she asked apprehensively.


“No,” I said reassuringly. “Not unless it’s something you want to try. Beck loves it, Lana’s never expressed an interest. Gina gives as good as she gets, Collie likes the collar more than the punishment. Everyone’s different. If bondage is what excites you, then we can do that. If you’re indifferent to it, then it’s not something that makes sex special for you.”


She looked distraught for a moment and I abandoned the bag, slipping my arms around her.


“I don’t KNOW what I like!” she said, deeply frustrated and upset, and I understood. She’d had untold amounts of sex. She didn’t know all her partners from that weekend, could only remember parts of it, and, in all that sex, she’d only been used as a fuck-puppet. She wasn’t asked, she wasn’t even told. She was just used and left there in a daze for the next soulless reaming and an increasing dose of their cum to grease the next indignity they inflicted on her. I held her and my heart broke all over again. I had the names of her tormentors burned into my memory. I wouldn’t rest until they all paid with everything they had.


“It’s okay,” I soothed her. “You don’t have to find out all at once. Just pick one thing and start there. Whether you read it in a book or saw it in a movie or heard about it from one of the girls. No one starts off knowing everything that they like.”


She lifted her head from my shoulder and looked at me, confused. “But Lana said you’ve been amazing right from the very beginning!” she protested, not able to reconcile that statement from what I’d just said.


I smiled and kissed her lips softly. “On that day, the thing I picked that I loved was Lana. It didn’t matter what we did, I wanted it with all my heart. I’ve learned a lot of things I like since then.”


She bit her lip. “What do you pick for tonight?” she asked tentatively.


“You,” I told her. “If I could have one wish from tonight it would be to help you stop hurting and start to heal.”


“Would you make love to me?” she asked in a very small voice.


“Yes,” I whispered back. “I would be honored to be your first.”


I took her hand and I led her to the Master Bedroom, leaving the doors open since we were alone. The blinds were open, but I didn’t care, and I didn’t want to break the spell that had fallen over us. I kissed her more deeply as I took her back into my arms, letting my fingers stroke her wavy auburn hair, calming her as much as I could for the next part. I knew that she’d be self-conscious about being seen by me. Her privacy had been taken from her so completely that weekend that it must have been an ordeal to let anyone see her vulnerable again. She trembled as I slowly started to undress her. I unbuttoned her sweater, slipping each button loose, one by one, until I could slide it off her shoulders.


I kissed her deeply, letting my tongue gently play across her lips, until she got the hint and relaxed into the kiss. Her lips parted to accept my tongue into her mouth. She played with it tentatively, unsure of herself as I let my hands glide over her back, feeling her muscles tighten and relax under the blouse she wore. I felt her hands on my waist, tentatively touching me and I gave her a tiny nod that I was okay with her hands on me. She slid her hands around my back and slipped them under my t-shirt, touching my bare skin. I moved one of my hands to her throat, gently working the top button on her blouse open as she felt my skin beneath her fingertips. She stiffened when they met the puckered scar on my back, where Vance had first violated my body.


She didn’t have the physical scars I did, but hers affected her just as much, if not more. I hoped I could help reduce hers, just as Dr. Rivers had offered to do for me. I felt her fingers move again, delicately tracing the scar tissue as if she was afraid that it might break open and start bleeding again if she wasn’t very gentle. I slowly worked her buttons open as she felt my scar and then she broke the kiss, her hands dropping to my waist to take hold of the bottom of my shirt. I took the hint and raised my arms, letting her lift my shirt up and over my head. She let it slip from her fingers as she drank in the scars on my body with her eyes, memorizing every detail.


Oddly enough, I didn’t feel like my skin was crawling under her gaze. She was the first one I’d talked to about them after I left the hospital and she was the one that promised me that they’d protect me from the people who couldn’t see past them. She was the first person that I let touch them and tonight, it didn’t bother me to have her stare at them. She touched them tenderly, her focus on them completely.


“Do they hurt?” she asked softly.


“Some,” I admitted. “Though, most of the time they’re just uncomfortable. It feels like someone’s tugging a thread through the wound. It’s unnatural and uncomfortable and weird.”


She nodded and raised her gaze to meet mine. “They’re beautiful,” she said firmly. “Don’t you ever forget that. They’re not ugly, they’re the mark of a hero. I told you about my great granddad. When I was a little girl, I used to trace his wounds, just like this,” she told me as her fingers moved over my scars. “I used to think he was so brave and strong to have been hurt that much and made it back to us alive.” She lowered her gaze again to look at what her fingers were doing. “Now I know someone else that I can think of like that. I’m proud that I know you,” she said. “What you did for all of us ... No one else would have done that. No one else stood up for us like that. No one else cared like you did, like you DO.”


She seemed to be in a world of her own, talking to me, but seemingly also to herself, treating the scars like they were alive and listening, too, as she fingered them ... lovingly. She caressed every one of them from the abdominal slash that had given Samantha access to my stomach and bowel, to the vertical line on my chest that had exposed my lung for her to repair. She touched the marks where the drainage tubes had been placed after surgery and even the small incision from when my rib had been repaired. I didn’t know how heroic that one was, but she treated it the same as the others.


“Gina said you told her that you considered her a virgin until the night you made love to her the first time,” she breathed, her eyes and fingers probing my shoulder gently. “She said that you explained it to her. That what they did was violence, not sex, so it didn’t count.”


I nodded softly. “That’s right,” I told her, matching her soft tone.


“She said that made her feel beautiful and clean and whole again because you meant it.”


“It’s true. I punched someone in the balls a few days before the shooting. It wasn’t sexual, but it was still me touching him there. If I’d held him in my hand, I could have made him cum and that could have been sexual. What I did though wasn’t about making him feel good. It only hurt him. It’s the same. It doesn’t matter what part of their bodies they used to do the hurting. Your virginity is a gift you give when you take a lover for the first time. It can’t be stolen and it can’t be lost. It’s still yours to give or to hold onto until someone proves they’re worth that gift.” I reached up to stroke her cheek lightly and she smiled.


“I think I’ve found someone,” she said softly. Warning bells suddenly went off in my head. This was supposed to be between friends and it sounded like it was more. A LOT more.


“Is it someone I know?” I asked softly, just a hint of playfulness in my voice.


She nodded, her hazel eyes looking somehow bigger even though they were half-closed. I could feel them consuming me. “Oh, yes. You spend a lot of time with him.”


“How do you feel about him?” I asked. “If he were here right now and you were confessing your deepest feelings, what would you tell him?”


She bit her lip and I could see the struggle in her. “I’d tell him that he’s my hero,” she said softly and then dipped her head and kissed my shoulder, her lips touching my scar gently before she lifted her head. “I’d tell him that I trust him more than anyone,” she told me and leaned down to kiss the top of the incision in my chest. “I’d tell him ... I’d tell him that I’ve fallen for him.” She raised her eyes to mine and I knew what she was going to tell me next. “I’ve fallen totally in love with you, Matt,” she whispered and I knew the words terrified her as much as they comforted her to say.


I wrapped my arms around her, my mind reeling. Her eyes were gnawing at my soul. “I love you too, Jessie,” I told her softly. I kissed her deeply. It was different from every other kiss I’d shared with Jessie. It was filled with an emotion that stunned me with how pure it was. When we broke the kiss a lifetime later, we were both a little unsteady on our feet. “What do we do now?” I asked. “This complicates things.”


She nodded. “I know,” she admitted and held onto me as much as I held her. “I think you put your shirt on and we talk,” she said with a sigh. “Then you should probably call home. This wasn’t what everyone agreed to.” She looked miserable at that admission, but I nodded and picked up my shirt. She buttoned her blouse back up and together we went into the living room and sat in front of the fireplace in each other’s arms.


“When did you start falling in love with me?” I asked her gently, stroking her hair affectionately.


She fidgeted a little, but didn’t hesitate. “After Thanksgiving,” she admitted. “I never had the kind of cold-blooded interest in your money that the girls thought, but until you’d taken on Vance head-on, I thought you were a cool guy, someone who’d be fun to date, but that’s it. Even after Thanksgiving, it didn’t really happen overnight, but like you were talking about tonight, about you and Lana and Beck and when you really took them back, that’s where it started for me.” She fell silent for a moment and I let her gather her thoughts, leaning over to kiss her forehead softly while she decided how to tell me what else was on her mind.


“That night I saw you at the mall, I knew you were destroyed by Cheryl and it broke my heart to see you that miserable. You’d done so much and sacrificed so much and been there for us so much that I couldn’t believe how she could do that to you. I think if I hadn’t been there that day, I could have gone through with this and just been friends afterwards. That day, though ... I saw you at the hospital and you were happy and upbeat and you were okay. What she did to you hurt you worse than any of those bullets did, even the one in your shoulder.”


I nodded. “Yeah. I was pretty lost by the time you saw me,” I told her. “It meant a lot to me that you were there for me.”


She responded by pulling my arms around her tighter. “Any time you need me,” she said softly.


I kissed her forehead again. “Tonight was supposed to be about what you need, though,” I reminded her.


She looked at me with a small smile. “I think I needed this a lot more than sex. I wish we could make love tonight, but that’s not what the girls agreed to. I don’t want the suite to go to waste though. I’ll take off and you can call the girls to come over. We can talk about it some other time.”


She went to stand up, but I pulled her back down, holding her close. She stiffened a little and looked at me questioningly. “Don’t leave,” I said softly. “WE will call the girls and talk it out with them. I want them to know what happened tonight and I want you to be with me when I tell them.”


She looked at me questioningly, but I just got up and retrieved my phone from my jacket. I turned it on and returned to the couch, pulling her close again and kissing her cheek while I dialed.


I put it on speaker and when Emma answered, she didn’t waste any time. “What’s wrong?” she wanted to know right away. I could hear a movie in the background and then it shut off suddenly.


“Get your gavel, Madam President,” I said gently. “Gather up the girls. We need to have a chat.”


“Good chat or bad chat?” she asked guardedly.


“Good chat, I think, at least in that no one has done anything wrong.”


“You haven’t had time to do anything wrong,” she pointed out. I could hear her walking to another room and figured that she was gathering up all the girls. A few minutes later, she switched to speakerphone. “Okay. I’m here with Tabby, Collie, Lana, Gina and Beck. Tricia’s with Cheryl tonight, so this is who we have. Give it to me straight.”


“Are you in our room?” I asked.


“Yup. What’s up?”


“Jump on Skype. I’ve got my laptop. Give me a sec to log into the room Wi-Fi and we’ll do it face to face.”


“This sounds ominous,” she told me warningly.


“Just give me a few and we’ll talk it out. I promise it’s not as bad as you think.”


I kept her on the phone while I got my laptop and connected to the hotel internet before opening Skype and starting a video chat. Emma hung up and then we were in video chat.


“Alright, spill it,” she said, bracing for the blow.


“We decided not to have sex,” I told them. That was clearly not what the six of them thought I’d called about. It had the desired effect though since the expressions had turned from hard to thoughtful.


“Why?” she wanted to know.


“Because Jessie didn’t feel right going through with it. She’s fallen in love with me and that was not what we’d agreed to.”


That floored them a little and Gina came forward to lean over Emma. “Jessie?” she prompted questioningly.


Jessie nodded. “It’s been coming for a long time, I guess,” she said. She told them about how she’d thought about me before Thanksgiving and how the shooting had made it clear how much I’d do for the girls and then she talked about how much it broke HER heart to see me the day Cheryl left, affected so deeply by that, while the bullets barely slowed me down. “After that, my feelings started to change,” she admitted. “Or maybe I just became more aware of them. When Matt started talking tonight about when he really took Lana and Beck back, I started really realizing what I’ve been feeling and just how long it’s been building.”


“Girls, I think you should know that when we got to this revelation, Jessie put the brakes on without any prompting from me. She wanted to leave so that I could call you to come share the suite for the weekend. I told her it would be better if we both called.” I glanced at her and then nodded. “She’s aware that the circumstances have changed from what you agreed to, so she wasn’t willing to move forward.”


“But you were?” Emma asked, her tone carefully neutral.


“I suggested this before asking what he wanted to do,” Jessie jumped in. “Look, I know that you don’t exactly trust my motivations. You thought that I wanted Matt’s money. The worst I can say is that I thought he’d be fun to date without any thought of it turning serious. The money never really mattered to me. It would only have meant the difference between renting a movie or watching whatever was on TV most of the time in my head. I just thought we’d date casually and stay friends afterwards. Then I was really glad that he put on the brakes, because I got to know him and he’s not just a friend. He’s a GREAT friend. Then I started to see him as more than just a friend. That’s why I had to tell him and stop tonight from happening.”


Gina and Emma exchanged a look and Gina turned and looked at Lana. I was watching telepathy in motion and it was interesting to watch each of my girls share brainwaves without a word spoken.


“What’s your vote, Slugger?” she asked.


“I usually vote last,” I told her. “That way I don’t influence anyone else.”


“I think in this case, we need to know whether this is something you want or not,” she countered.


I nodded and turned to Jessie. “Is this what you want?” I asked her. “Would you be comfortable with the other girls?”


She looked at me blankly. “You’re serious?” she asked.


I nodded. “The circumstances have changed. We have to decide if that means we can’t make it work or if it means that we welcome you home.”


She glanced at the screen in shock. She’d been serious about walking away just twenty minutes ago. Now we were on the verge of voting about it.


“Your vote is the most important one,” I told her. “If the Sorority isn’t what you want, then the rest of us can vote all day and it doesn’t change a thing.”


She nodded. “I never really thought we’d ever end up talking about it,” she said a little shocked. She thought about it for a moment and then looked into my eyes and nodded. I could feel her trembling. She was being offered everything she’d wanted when we’d arrived at the hotel.


“I vote ‘yes’,” I said to them all. “Let that influence NO ONE,” I said firmly. “If someone objects, the only rule we have for voting is that we speak our conscience.”


Emma went around the room. Collie nodded right away. Despite what I said, she’d vote with me any time I voiced my opinion. I think Emma was aware of that.


“Sure,” Beck said lightly. “Just make sure to stay out of the line of fire when I get my test results back,” she smirked.


Lana nodded, her unspoken conversation with Gina making the difference, I thought.


Gina gave a quick thumbs-up and Tabby agreed quickly since Gina and Lana were more familiar with Jessie than anyone.


“Emma,” I prompted. “We need you, Hanna and Tricia to weigh in.”


She nodded and called Tricia, putting it on speaker. “Hi, Emma,” she said lightly when she answered the phone. “What’s up?”


“Hi, Tricia,” she said. “Sorry to bother you, but we have a Sorority vote and I need to know what your position is.”


“I vote ‘yes’,” she said sweetly.


“It might help if you knew what you were voting on,” she said dryly.


“I already know,” she assured us, “but go ahead and walk me through it.”


Emma laid out the situation quickly and succinctly.


“I knew that. Well, not her great-granddad, but the rest of it. Yeah. I think that everyone was probably right about putting the brakes on before, but this isn’t the last vote we’re gonna have. I’ve gotta go, though. Thanks for letting me know.”


When she hung up, I looked at Emma. “And WE’RE the psych majors,” I said ruefully, making her grin.


“One more call. Why don’t you make that one?”


“Because you’re the President of the Sorority and because I’m her owner. That’s the very definition of influencing her vote.”


“Just call the woman,” she said, exasperated.


I gave her a look and dialed Hanna’s number, putting it on speaker so we could all hear.


“Hi!” she said lightly when she picked up. “What happened? I heard you were spending the weekend making one of those girls scream for more.”


“The bulk of the screaming will be coming from your sister and she’ll only scream for more for the first two hours. Then it’ll turn to whimpering and then somewhere around three hours, she’d sell her soul and her firstborn for a fifteen-minute break and a bottle of well-chilled lube.”


Hanna cackled. “You really think you can get to three hours?” she asked.


“I think I could get to four with the right training. If Ron Jeremy can do a ninety-minute porn shoot, then I should be able to do it all day.”


“Well, we’ll have to get you working with the right trainer. See if Diego is willing to stay on,” she teased.


“I have a couple of other people in mind. Diego’s too hairy and he likes to call me white-boy. It’s a little creepy. Listen, before we start measuring a cow for my victory banquet, we’ve got some Sorority business. You’re the second to last member to vote on this issue.”


“What’s the issue?” she asked, all business.


“The girl that I was supposed to be helping with her recovery this weekend was as a purely friends-with-benefits deal. She backed out because she’s fallen for me. Based on that change of circumstance, we called for a vote to see if we can welcome her home as one of us or if we have to respect that we can’t be friends that fuck.”


“Everyone else has voted, you said?” she clarified.


“They have,” I told her. “Except for Emma.”


“That means they voted ‘yes’,” she said. “If anyone had objected, you wouldn’t have called me.”


“That is true,” I confirmed.


“You think you can keep up with us all?” she asked skeptically.


“No,” I laughed. “I can’t keep up with everyone NOW. You and your strap-on of doom are greatly missed. I can’t wait for you to get back. I could use the reinforcements ... and my trainer.”


She laughed. “I’ll be back soon enough,” she promised. “Yeah. Keep her. Is she getting a collar?”


“That hasn’t been decided,” I admitted. “We’re just deciding to welcome her home.”


Jessie’s arms tightened on me and her eyes started getting big. I had one more thing to talk to Hanna about before I let her go.


“I have a question for you before I let you go, Hanna,” I said with a mischievous grin that had the girls on Skype all interested in what I was up to.


“Shoot,” she said.


“When your sister loses, she’s agreed to be collared for a year, right? No safe words, no boundaries and she expects the same from me, right? If I lose, I have to move to Stamford and be her Bitch-Boy, lick her feet clean after she’s sweated in her shoes all day, lick other parts of her clean when she’s disgusting, that sort of thing, right?”


“That’s all on her list. You really don’t want to lose this. Trust me.”


“I’m not gonna lose,” I told her. “I intend to make her suffer, though.”


“You’ve got something in mind,” she said, and I could hear the eagerness in her voice. “What’s your plan?”


“How would you like me to take her off her birth control and get her to surrogate so you can have a baby of your very own?” I asked.
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Chapter 5


There was no noise from anywhere. You could have run a stampede of elephants through all three rooms and we wouldn’t have noticed. Jessie was dead-silent, no one was even moving on Skype, let alone making noise and the phone went so quiet that it might have disconnected.


“Are you serious?” she finally asked quietly.


“You and I never talked about this beyond you telling me that you couldn’t have any kids. She’s damn near your twin, from what I saw. I don’t know that I could compel her to do that by a collar, but I guess it’ll depend on what she has on that list that she’d expect me to do. If it’s pretty vile, then we can hope she gets pregnant with triplets and has bad morning sickness and swollen ankles.”


Hanna laughed and sniffed. “I don’t know what to say,” she said, overcome.


“Don’t say anything,” I told her. “Just know that I love you and think about whether you want that.”


“Okay,” she was weeping a little bit, but I knew they were tears of happiness. “I love you, too. I’ll see you soon.”


She hung up, and I looked at Skype. They were all still stunned.


“A baby?” Emma asked. “How did you know she wanted one?”


“Something in her voice when she first told me that she couldn’t have kids,” I said. “She had a very casual attitude about Cheryl’s baby that seemed a little too cultivated. She’s accepted that her body can’t carry one, but it crushes her deep down. If Chloe can have kids and is willing to surrogate for her sister, then she can have the baby she always wanted.”


“You’re such a psych major,” Emma said with a proud smile. “Now fuck off, and when we come pick you up, you’d both better be half dead.”


“What time will you be here?” I asked.


“About three,” she told me. “That’s enough time for you to wake up and get showered before we have to come back here and get dressed.”


“You knew, didn’t you?” I asked, putting the pieces together suddenly. “That’s why you booked this suite.”


“You’re not the only psych major,” she smiled and then shut off Skype, leaving us looking at the blank screen.


I laughed and shut my laptop, setting it on the coffee table before turning my attention to Jessie. I slipped my arms around her and kissed her softly. “Welcome home, Darling,” I whispered in her ear before nibbling it delicately. Her breath caught in her throat and she shivered deliciously.


We sat like that for a long time, quietly making out in front of the fireplace, feeling the heat of the flames as we slowly explored each other. My shirt disappeared and her blouse came undone somehow, the two of us too distracted to remember who had done what. I’d been kissing her ear and neck, nipping at the skin and making her coo and shiver in pleasure when I started to gently coax her blouse off her shoulders, kissing my way down the side of her neck as her skin appeared to me. I nibbled at her shoulder, testing her reaction with a slightly deeper bite.


She squealed in response, her hands pulling me tighter and she attacked me, her teeth sinking into the thick muscle where the shoulder meets the neck. ‘Oh, fuck!’ I thought. I was in serious trouble with two biters on my hands. I was gonna look like I slept in the tiger cage at the zoo. Mentally, I shrugged about that thought, and bit her more firmly. That was the match to the gas for us. Gone was the delicate, tentative exploration. She struggled out of her blouse frantically and flung it away as if she was afraid it would try to get back in between us. I unclasped her bra, freeing her small breasts from their confines. She shrugged out of it and it disappeared while she pushed me down on the couch, climbing on top of me.


She straddled my hips and her skirt pooled around my waist as she sat up, looking down at me with a hunger I’d seen on her face a few times before, when she’d kiss me frantically. But this time, the passion was unmasked. She didn’t have to hide it from me, from herself or from the other girls. She ran her hands over my chest as she grinned down at me. I rested my hands on her hips, stroking the outside of her legs as she got used to the feel of my chest beneath her fingers.


She got a mischievous grin and dove at me again, her teeth clamping around my neck and shoulder like she wanted a bite of every inch of me, which was probably true. I wrapped my arms around her and stroked her back, letting her set the pace. This was her night and it was going to be exactly what she wanted, whatever she wanted. She was really getting into biting, more than Gina had, and I knew I was in trouble. Could I trust her not to bite my dick? I thought so, but I wasn’t sure as she started laying down a network of bites that stretched from just below my ear to my shoulder joint before moving over to the other side to do the same. I let my hands roam lower, over her skirt to cup her ass, feeling it clenching and relaxing rhythmically beneath my hands, as she got lost in what she was doing and what I was doing to her. I twisted my head around a little and took one of her nipples into my mouth as she was stretched out across me to bite on my shoulder, sucking on it gently as I let my tongue play with it. Her breasts were tiny and compact, but her nipples were long and very erect.


She squealed into the crook of my neck without letting go with her teeth. She bit harder and trembled as I sucked on her nipple. I gathered her skirt in my hands, lifting it up and letting my hands rest directly on her ass. She was wearing cold weather tights underneath the skirt and panties beneath that, but her ass felt incredible in my hands. It wasn’t as hard as Becks or Hanna’s, but it was firm. Jessie was very athletic, and her workouts had made her taut and sleek.


She finally released my shoulder and sat back up, pulling her nipple out of my mouth with a wet slurping sound from me and a gasp from her. I wondered what her plan was, and she didn’t make me wait, getting up from the couch and attacking my belt like she had a personal grudge. I supposed that was fair, since it was in her way. I lifted my hips as she got it and my jeans open. She pulled them and my shorts down and then I realized that I was actually in serious trouble as she bit me again, this time on the stomach right above my cock. If I hadn’t been keeping freshly groomed, she’d have gotten a mouthful of hair. Instead, I was gonna have another bite mark for the rest of the girls to laugh at tomorrow.


That got me moving and I launched up off the couch, making her shriek and take off at a dead run toward the bedroom, with me hot on her heels. I tackled her onto the bed, deciding that I’d been bitten enough for now. I started tickling her and she howled, begging me to stop. She squirmed and laughed and babbled until I took pity on her and wrapped my arms around her instead, holding her close while she calmed down.


When her breathing calmed again, I started to kiss her. I started with light, gentle caresses, brushing my lips across hers tenderly and then slowly deepened the contact until we were moaning into each other’s mouths. Our tongues dueled hungrily as my hands explored her body, stroking her back and sides as we kissed. Her hands were as busy as mine, sliding over my skin, getting to know her new lover ... as was I.


I broke the kiss and started nibbling at her neck, nipping and biting harder between soft kisses and gentle licks. She groaned beneath me and arched her back, pressing her body into mine as her passion mounted. I chuckled throatily and sucked at her earlobe. “You’ve been a naughty girl,” I pointed out to her. “Biting me like that. Maybe I should spank you for that. How would you like it if I bit you all over?”


She shuddered in response and whimpered desperately. I was catching whiffs of her sex even through her panties and her tights and I thought we’d found her big turn-on. “Would you like that?” I asked. “Do you want me to mark you as mine?”


She trembled and clutched at me, her breath leaving her in a groan that was more animal than human. I took that as a ‘yes’ and bit her neck, sinking my teeth into her tender, alabaster flesh as she quaked and shook beneath me. If she wasn’t having an orgasm, she was DAMN close as I left her with a distinct bite mark on her graceful neck. I lifted my teeth from her skin and licked the bite tenderly with my tongue before moving lower, nipping at her collarbone before starting to give her little bites across her chest, not leaving marks, but tracing my way down to her pert breasts.


Her nipples were soft and puffy, rather than crinkled and hard, reminding me of marshmallows at the top of her small, cone-shaped breasts. I nipped around the edges of her breasts, making her breathing ragged as she gasped and moaned with obvious need. She tensed and relaxed beneath me, writhing uncontrollably as I worked closer to her delicate pink nipples. I think she expected me to bite, but instead, I used my tongue, swiping over the soft surface before my lips descended on it, drawing the tender bit of flesh into my mouth with gentle suction.


She cried out, surprised at how gentle I was and overwhelmed by the feeling. I switched back and forth between her breasts, licking and sucking as I drew a deep blush across her neck and chest. Her nipples slowly firmed up, but were never quite the hard points that I’d seen on Beck. Hers were rubbery and delicate and begged to be loved. I nibbled on them gently, letting them feel my teeth and she growled her desire.


I smiled and took that as encouragement, biting her breasts and nipples a little harder, but still very conscious of how tender her skin felt in my mouth. For the next twenty minutes, she cooed and whimpered and moaned as I made love to her breasts. Finally, I couldn’t wait any more. I pulled my head back, sucking hard to hold onto her nipple until it popped out of my mouth with a loud slurp. If she hadn’t been lost in passion, she might have laughed at the sound, but instead, she just raised her head, looking at me through glazed eyes as if to ask why I’d stopped.


I slid off of her and started to undo the clasp on the side of her skirt and her eyes went wide. I was already naked. She knew this was it. She bit her lip and slapped my hands away, since I was struggling. She handled the clasp with a practiced hand and then lifted her hips, smoothly pushing the skirt, tights and panties off her hips in one tangle of clothes. I took over from there, pulling her tights down her legs, silently amused as they turned inside out, stubbornly clinging to her legs.


I glanced at her panties as they were turned inside out with the tights and knew we were in for a Hell of a night. She’d soaked right through the pink cotton, the wet spot spreading as the moisture wicked outward from her center. I thought it was incredibly sexy that she was so turned on by what we were doing.


When the tights finally pulled free from her feet, I threw the whole tangle off to one side and promptly forgot it existed. I drank in her beauty and smiled at her. She was hesitant, uncertain and in need of my assurances. “You’re beautiful,” I told her. I promised myself that I’d tell her in more detail later, focusing on specifics. But for now, that’s all that mattered. She smiled at me and her hesitance faded under the praise. It didn’t disappear completely, but I understood. The last time she was naked like this, someone hurt her. It was up to me to change that expectation for her, by overwriting the memory with new ones.


I moved down to her feet and started with a gentle massage, rubbing her feet and treating her gently. Her head flopped back and she groaned hard, her whole body relaxing as I held her foot in both hands, working the kinks out of it. She was breathing deeply, her eyes closed as she got lost in the moment. I smiled and bit her big toe, making her squeal and jerk in my grasp. I chuckled as I saw her eyes fly open to look down at me.


“That’s not funny,” she told me sternly.


“It’s a LITTLE funny,” I argued and nipped at her toe again, now that she was watching me. She squirmed and I realized that she was a little ticklish, so I left her feet alone, moving up her legs slowly and massaging her calves. The one thing that is universally true of all cheerleaders is that they have amazing legs. They’re powerful and taut. The other thing that’s just as true is that the way into the heart of a cheerleader is to be able to massage the knots out of those legs. I was getting exceptionally good, after my time with the Bruins’ trainers, Hanna and Diego. Jessie was no match for what I was doing to her. By the time I was done with her calves, she was a quivering mess. When I slid my hands up the backs of her knees, she arched her back and came hard.


My eyes were wide as I got a front row seat to her orgasm. Her thighs were parted and I could see her stomach muscles rippling rhythmically. Her pussy visibly flexed, clenching and relaxing as she came. I did the only thing I could think to do in that situation: I kept stroking the backs of her knees, since that was what had triggered her orgasm. I watched her pussy tremble and quake and saw her wetness slowly seep out from between her lips in a trickle that made my mouth water at the sight.


I was tempted to throw her thighs apart and dive in between them, but I wasn’t exactly certain whether I’d bury my face or my painfully hard cock in her pussy. I took a deep breath, though, and continued my massage. My fingers crept up her thighs, relaxing her and arousing her all at the same time, until my fingers were so close to her sex that I could reach out and touch her lips if I stretched them out straight.


“Are you ready for more?” I asked softly and she looked up at me, her face flushed. She didn’t say anything, just nodded emphatically. Her eyes were glassy and frantic, making her look dazed, desperate. I think that description fit for both of us.


I slowly pushed her legs back and apart, thanking all the stars that she was so flexible as I pressed her knees to the mattress beside her breasts. She looked at me and expected me to mount her right away. The look of confusion as I dipped my head to kiss her thighs told me that much. I kissed my way toward her center, savoring the sight and the smell of her pussy, aroused and engorged. It was puffy, like her nipples, and so deeply pink that it almost looked like she had a rash if I hadn’t been aware of how turned on she’d been and how wet she was. I stroked the backs of her thighs with my hands as I settled down to study her sex from only an inch away.


She was looking down at me from between her splayed thighs, curious and a little embarrassed at how exposed she was in the moment. She was about to have her world changed. “You’re beautiful,” I repeated and leaned forward to kiss her pussy gently with just a delicate touch of my lips on hers. She was freshly shaven, her lips smooth to the touch and she gasped, feeling the touch of my lips on hers for the first time.


I smiled up at her and suggested she hold her legs in position. I could have explained what was coming next, but she knew that she was about to be introduced to oral sex. I kissed each of her outer lips all over, letting her feel my tongue on them without trying to penetrate her folds, just arousing her with attention to her whole pussy. She was moaning and gasping with every breath and the smell of her juices was getting stronger, intoxicating me further. I flicked my tongue over her perineum, and she trembled again.


I chuckled and pressed my tongue a little harder, drawing it up between her lips with deliberate slowness, watching her breath speed up urgently even as I inched my way toward her clit. I knew this one was going to be powerful. I’d been building to it for too long with her. She was gasping and hyperventilating in arousal and anticipation and I imagined I could almost hear her heart pounding, if I stopped to listen, which I had no intention of doing. I teased my way up her slit until the very tip of my tongue tickled her clit and she shrieked.


A lot of things happened all at once. Her whole body went rigid as every muscle in her body locked at once. Her pussy exploded, my whole face bathed in juices as she had the single wettest orgasm I’d ever witnessed. Unfortunately, her grip on her knees faltered and her legs flexed, her heels slamming into my shoulders hard as she lost complete control of her body, thrashing and screaming like she was having a seizure.


I screamed with her as her foot slammed into my bad shoulder and I prayed that she hadn’t just put me back into rehab. Or, at least, I tried to scream. Her feet were pressing me down as her hips flexed up and suddenly I was being suffocated in her pussy, unable to escape.


I swiped at her clit with my tongue as fast as I could, hoping that if I made her cum again right away, she might release me. I latched onto it with my lips, sucking on it and humming as I punished it with relentless licks from my tongue. She went wild all over again, pounding up and down on the bed, her whole body convulsing hard enough that I was worried for a minute. I was able to roll away and see what was happening to her. It was a little like seeing bronco-busting at a rodeo. She was starting to calm down now that she’d dislodged me, but she was only just settling down, shaking uncontrollably, her eyes wide with shock.


I crawled up next to her, thankful that my shoulder didn’t seem to have suffered any more damage. I pulled her into my arms and she clung to me, gasping and quaking as she stared off into space, her mind reeling as much as her body just had.


“That ... was...” she started and then trailed off, seeming to struggle to find the words to do it justice.


“Only the beginning,” I promised her, supplying the end of that thought.


She trembled again. “Is it ALWAYS ... like this?” she asked, her voice small as she recovered her center.


I nodded. “A lot of the time, it is,” I admitted. “Yet another reason that I have more than one girlfriend. I have some practice in putting more than one girl out at a time.”


“I think I’m in over my head,” she admitted shakily.


I chuckled and gave her a gentle squeeze. “After tonight, there will be reinforcements for you,” I promised. “Tonight is just for you, though. I promised to make tonight everything that you could ask for.”


“Mission accomplished,” she mumbled, still a little dazed. “No one’s ever done that for me before. I mean at the party, there was a lot of girls together, but it wasn’t...”


“I know,” I told her gently. “You guys were barely conscious. They didn’t do it because it would be sexy or for your pleasure. They did it to degrade all of you. That’s not what we’re doing tonight, though. Tonight is all about your pleasure.”


“So, you don’t LIKE doing that?” she asked, confused.


“Are you kidding?” I asked. “If I hadn’t gotten a kick to the shoulder, you’d still be dancing on the end of my tongue,” I told her with a laugh. “I love how you taste, how you smell, how you look, how you sound and how you feel when you cum for me.”


She blushed under the compliments. “Is your shoulder okay?” she asked sheepishly. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”


“I’m okay. There’s no pain, but next time, we’ll try to avoid sending me back to physical therapy,” I said and kissed her deeply. I knew she was tasting herself on my lips and that turned me on even more.


She smiled and rubbed my shoulder gently to make sure I wasn’t lying to her about not being hurt. Her fingers touched me, probing gently as her eyes searched mine for any sign of discomfort. Once she was finally satisfied that I was okay, she breathed a sigh of relief.


We relaxed for a while, talking about how hard and how often she came. She admitted that it was way better than she thought it would be and wanted to do it again sometime soon.


“You mean soon as in sometime later this week or sometime later tonight?” I asked with a smile.


She bit her lip and looked down where my cock was touching her stomach while I held her. There was a flash of nervousness on her face, but she reached between us and touched it tentatively, her fingers flinching off it as soon as she touched it. She looked up at me questioningly. “It feels so hot!” she exclaimed, surprised, and I smiled.


“That’s because I’m so turned on. Your pussy feels really hot to touch right now, too,” I told her and she felt her own sex, nodding as her fingers felt the heat.


“I still don’t know what to do,” she admitted, embarrassed.


“We can start with you in the same position you were in before,” I suggested and she nodded, rolling away from me and pulling her legs up and open as I shifted to get into position.


We both knew there wouldn’t be any pain. She’d had that masked by the drugs in September. I was suddenly the nervous one, remembering how things had changed between Cheryl and me, after this step. I didn’t hesitate though. Jessie had sworn that she was different and she’d been there to help me pick up the pieces after Cheryl had destroyed me.


I positioned myself above her with my cock touching her entrance gently. “If you’re not ready or not sure, we can still stop,” I told her softly. “There’s no reason to give up your virginity until you’re ready.”


She smiled, knowing I’d mentioned her virginity to remind her that she wasn’t damaged or dirty. I DID consider her a virgin every bit as much as I considered Lana and Beck virgins when we first made love.


“I’m ready,” she said, looking up at me lovingly. “Make me a woman. Make love to me.” There was just the tiniest hint of question in her voice, but she needn’t have doubted.


I pushed forward and slowly slid my length into her tight channel. I groaned as I was bathed in her juices. I felt my pubic bone pressing against her when I was fully seated and rolled my hips from side to side slowly, grinding against her clit and making her gasp.


“Here’s the fun part,” I told her, holding still. “Your body knows this dance. Relax and let yourself go. You’ll find that your instincts will guide you even if you’re not sure what you should do.”


She nodded and I didn’t see any signs of distress in her eyes. Just adoration as she held her legs open. I leaned down and kissed her deeply, our tongues twining passionately as I started to move slowly. I kept my movements slow and deliberate, flexing my hips when I bottomed out to give a little extra stimulation on her clit and dropping them when I pulled back so my cock was angled up to drag across her G-spot when I withdrew. I held myself in a light trance, concentrating on bringing her the maximum amount of pleasure without getting too close to cumming myself.


She was stiff at first, not certain what to do, but I could see her pleasure mount and slowly, her body took over. She let go of her legs and started moving them to angle her hips back and forth while I thrust into her, getting the angle that gave her the most enjoyment. Her hands moved to my chest, tracing my muscles and the scars lovingly. Her breathing started to get more labored and her chest and neck flushed with excitement as we moved together more and more smoothly. I felt her legs wrap around me and I smiled, knowing that she was getting the hang of it now. I’d counted three big orgasms so far and probably double or triple that number of tiny little quakes that made her tremble for a second before getting her bearings again.


She caressed my face with her fingertips as she was approaching another crushing orgasm. I rose from my trance and felt pretty good, but thought this was a perfect point to cum with her, rather than try to ride it out much longer. She started huffing and gasping as she climbed toward ecstasy and I could feel the walls of her channel constrict my cock, squeezing it gently as her whole body coaxed me toward my own orgasm. I groaned and sped up, my hips pistoning faster as the room was filled with the sound of our bodies slamming together, egging us both on.


I watched as her eyes rolled back in her head and she let out one loud, long groan, her back arching and her pussy milking my cock. It was too much. I groaned with her and felt my orgasm start, my cock spewing its payload of cum deep inside her. We writhed together as I shot jet after jet of cum into her pussy. I noticed she gave a tiny little gasp each time she’d feel my cock twitch and when it was over, I collapsed into her arms.


She had a spacey smile on her face and I probably did, too, as I stretched up to kiss her tenderly. Our passion was sated for the moment and we were basking in the afterglow of our love-making. I pressed my ear to her chest and listened to her heartbeat while she stroked my back and played with my short hair, both of us lost in our own thoughts for the moment.


I closed my eyes, loving the way her fingers caressed me. “Are you okay?” I asked her gently, worried she might be feeling anxiety.


“I was just thinking...” she started, her hand stroking my hair just above my ear while I listened to her heart and to the sound of her voice at the same time.


“Good thoughts or bad?” I asked, worried now.


“I was just thinking that Cheryl needs a punch in the mouth,” she admitted. “If you treated her half this good, she needs to get her ass kicked for making you feel bad. You made me feel ... right. That’s the only word I can use for it. This was RIGHT. I’ve felt ... off since that weekend. This was what I always imagined my first time would be like. A romantic setting, fireplace, bed, a guy who’d give his life for me. It was perfect. We could have done this on a gym mat in your garage and it would have been special. She almost fucked it all up. If Gina hadn’t dragged you to bed and proven that it wasn’t your fault, I don’t know what would have happened.”


“I think we would have gotten here,” I told her and slipped my arms around her. “It just might have taken a while to convince me it would be okay.” I rolled us over and we both gasped as the movement caused me to move inside her. I was still semi-hard.


She purred deliciously and started moving her hips slowly, discovering that she could have sex from this position, too. She moaned a little and we held each other while she used small circular rolls of her hips to fuck me this time. “Thank God we didn’t have to wait,” she commented, making me laugh.


This time we talked all the way through the sex, fucking slowly as we talked about our feelings, sex, our girls, sex, our day, sex, the assembly at school, sex, college, sex, the party that was supposed to be going on tonight, sex and a million other little pillow-talk topics. Did I mention sex? Oh yeah, we talked about that, too. A little.


It was a different experience. Our orgasms snuck up on us. They were gentle, compared to the earlier, paralyzing ones, but they were more intimate. We were making love the way I imagined we would in years to come as two people who were close enough that we could talk about anything and not be awkward. We grunted and sighed as we came together without the screaming or howling that had marked our earlier coupling. It felt more spiritual, more intimate in a way I was just learning to appreciate. It was a moment I knew I’d remember for the rest of my life and I was suddenly emotional, pulling her to me and holding her as my eyes misted over.


She pulled back to look at me, alarmed. “What’s wrong?!” she demanded.


I shook my head. “Nothing’s wrong. This was just perfect. Beautiful.”


She looked at me as if not understanding for a moment and then her eyes were streaming and she descended back into my arms, her lips seeking out mine as we wept together, overwhelmed at the depth of the connection we’d just shared.


We stayed together like that for a long time, just connected and reveling in the intimacy of being together. Eventually she looked at me and giggled. “We stink,” she informed me with a grin. “It’s a good stink, I guess, but we should still get cleaned up.”


I laughed and we got up to shower. We climbed in together and I started my usual ritual, shampooing her hair completely twice before washing her whole body lovingly while she watched me, her hazel eyes drinking me in as I worshiped her, gently.


When I was done, she returned the favor, using my shampoo to massage my scalp and then washing my body slowly, while we basked in the endless supply of hot water that hotels provide. When she had me completely cleaned up, she slid to her knees and looked up at me with a grin before she started to lick my cock all over.


I groaned and leaned against the wall, letting her have her way with me as she explored every ridge and contour of my sex with her lips and tongue. She couldn’t take nearly as much of it as Lana or Tricia, but she used her hands to stroke the portion she couldn’t swallow, pumping it in time with the bob of her head, making me groan and have to resist the urge to take hold of her head and fuck her mouth. I felt myself getting close and warned her. She looked up at me and moved one hand to my balls, massaging them gently and humming lightly. That was it. I was cumming and groaning loudly as I blew my load all over her tongue.


She squeaked in surprise at the first blast, but then she got a feel for it and just calmly pumped my shaft while I came hard. She swallowed deliberately as I slid to my knees with her, kissing her without hesitation. She stiffened and pulled away, surprised. “I’ve still got your cum in my mouth,” she protested.


I shrugged. “If you’re willing to let me cum in your mouth, I’d be stupid to act like it was gross to kiss you,” I told her. “You didn’t get grossed out when I kissed you after you came on my face.”


She considered that and didn’t seem to have a counter-argument, so I kissed her again. “You’re weird,” she told me, but she sounded like she was happy that I was treating her like this.


“I know,” I laughed, but then turned serious. “I’m never gonna treat you like you’re dirty, though,” I told her. “I want you to feel clean and beautiful and perfect because that’s what you are. I might be a little reluctant to kiss you if you’d been eating something I really hate the taste of, like sardines, but that’s sardines. I’d MUCH rather get a hint of my own cum on your tongue than sardine juice. Besides, getting grossed out seems like a pretty rotten way to say thank you for a blow-job, doesn’t it?”


She giggled and kissed me again, now that she knew I wasn’t going to gag at the thought of what she had in her mouth. I led her out of the shower and dried her off before we walked out to the pantry to get some snacks. We shared a bag of chips between us and opened a couple of cans of Coke while we lounged, naked, in front of the fireplace. We talked for a long time, falling deeper in love as we learned about each other. She wanted to know more about my camping experience at Uncle Stewart’s and I wanted to know more about what drew her to camping and fishing.


“It’s relaxing,” she said. “I grew up here in the city. I know there’s a few parks and ponds around here, but we’re still in the city. You can still hear cars wherever you are. Out in the backwoods, the only sounds are nature. It’s peaceful.”


“I suppose I missed that experience,” I admitted. “Camping at Stewart’s was like being exiled to an army camp with bad food and foot fungus.”


She laughed at that. “We should go, sometime,” she said. “Maybe we can take a weekend in the spring and go to a campground when it’s warm enough. You’re still planning on Malibu after school ends, right?” I could see her face cloud over since she suspected that her parents were going to make her go with them to visit her grandmother in Pittsburgh.


“Why don’t you come with us to Malibu?” I asked gently. “I’m sure we can get your parents to sign off on that permission slip when they find out that one of your teachers is chaperoning the trip.”


She chuckled. “Your mother coming along doesn’t mean we can trick them into thinking it’s a school trip. Daddy owns guns, Matt. He might shoot you.”


“I’ll bring my shield when we talk to him,” I said, only half-joking.


“Daddy’s not THAT bad,” she assured me with a laugh.


“You did say that he wasn’t happy about tonight, though,” I pointed out.


“Only because I’m sixteen and going out with a boy to have sex,” she shrugged. “You met him just before Thanksgiving. He likes you well enough. I think that helped sway him. We’ll go talk to him on Sunday and make sure he knows you treated me like royalty.”


I nodded. “Well, so long as I don’t have to do physical therapy again, that’s the important thing.”


She smiled and nodded. “I’m sure it’ll be fine. Daddy just isn’t quite comfortable knowing that I’m active, yet. He’ll come around. When the thing with Vance happened, he was really glad you killed him. He watched that a few times.”


“So, what does your dad do for a living?” I asked, trying to get a sense of who he was and what kind of attitude he might have.


“He’s a manager at Home Depot,” she said. “He used to work for a builder as a foreman, but he was doing this during the off-season, so last year, he just stayed on and took a promotion rather than go back to construction.”


I nodded. “Interesting. I remember he was into home defense when Vance was on the loose. Is he into the whole Doomsday prep thing or is he just interested in making sure if someone breaks in, that he leaves feet first?”


She nodded. “That kind of stuff is fun to a certain extent. I don’t really think it’ll ever happen, but we have a family plan if something happens and we need to get out of the city. Daddy kind of gets off on that stuff. We have a cabin up in the mountains in Maine that we go to every spring and fall to make sure it’s in good shape and that’s part of our plan. He’d be pretty pissed if he knew I told you about that, though, so try not to bring it up.”


I nodded and told her about the new Fallout game. “If your dad is into video games, it might be the kind of thing he’d be interested in and it takes place in Boston, so some of the landmarks are familiar.”


“Wouldn’t be his thing,” she said, warning me off the topic. “He reads a lot. That’s pretty much it. A lot of what he reads is stuff about how to survive. He’ll like the book we picked up tonight.”


We chatted back and forth more and I got a sense of a man that deeply believed society was on the verge of collapse. In some ways, I agreed with him. In others, I thought it was a little too jaded a world-view to give up on people. After a while, we switched topics and she asked about Roberta.


“She’s really been after you this week,” she pointed out. “I saw her come talk to you again today as I was leaving the cafeteria. What’s her problem?”


“She did something really shitty to me last semester and now she feels like crap because I know what she did,” I told her.


“Care to share?” she prompted me gently.


“She fucked Beck,” I said with a sigh. “When she and Lana were trying to punish me, Beck decided to sleep with the people from the baseball team we’d been on. She was one of them. Beck was trying to break up my friendships. Roberta was secretly in love with Beck, so she jumped at the chance to get into her panties. Kicking me while I was down was just the icing on the cake.”


“And she wants you to ... what? Do her a favor and pave the road for her?” she asked incredulously.


“Actually, she’s been asking me for forgiveness,” I told her. “She said that what she did to me in the scramble to get next to Beck was the worst thing she’d ever done. She also confessed her feelings to Beck this week, so she tried to take her away a second time.”


Jessie looked at me in shock. “Are you serious?” she asked. “She asked you to forgive her and then tried it again? Really?” She was starting to get pissed.


I nodded. “She confessed that she never wanted to hurt me, but when the chance came up, she was too much in love with her to pass it up. So, I wrote out a note to Beck, telling her that Roberta was in love with her and to follow her heart. I gave it to Roberta and left it up to her whether she used the note and told Beck how she felt or not.”


“And naturally, she did,” she said sourly. “When did that happen?”


“Last night,” I told her. She was taking it harder than I was. “I didn’t ask Beck what was said between them, but she didn’t return her affections. Today, she wanted to know if I knew Beck would reject her when I gave her the note.”


She blinked at that. “Did you?” she asked.


“Yes and no,” I said, considering my answer and digging around in the bag for a handful of chips. “I knew that Beck loved me and I was pretty sure she was never going to leave us, but I didn’t know how she felt about Roberta. I didn’t ask ahead of time.”


“So, it was a huge gamble!?” she gaped at me.


“Not so huge,” I argued. “Beck’s worked damn hard to get that collar back. If she was going to take it off, it would have to be for something she loved and needed more deeply than anything else. I want all my girls to be happy. It would have made me sad that her happiness wasn’t with us, but I’d have let her go if that’s where her heart led. I’d have had to.”


“You’re taking this very calmly,” she said warily. “Why? It’s not normal. I barely know her, and I want to go light her on fire.”


I shrugged. “I considered all the outcomes and decided that there were none of them that were losses for me,” I told her. “Really, the outcomes were that Beck could have chosen her or she could have chosen me, right?” I waited for her to think about it and nod before continuing. “Okay, so if she chose Bobbi, then that’s where she feels she’ll be happiest. As someone that loves Beck and wants what’s best for her, I want her to be happy. Win. It’ll suck for me, but I’ve lost her once before and this time I’d have so much more support than I had before. I’d have been sad, but it would be like Cheryl. I’d get over it because you’d all help. Bobbi would have her girl-crush and I’d have all of you to help me through the breakup. Overall, it’s not a terrible outcome for anyone involved. She chose us, though. That leaves us together and happy and Roberta crushed beneath the weight of that rejection. If I was a mean person, I might take a moment to really enjoy her misery.”


Jessie considered that for a moment and nodded. Then she smirked a little. “How much did Bad Matt laugh at her when she sat down today?” she asked knowingly. “You fixed it so that she was gonna crash and burn. Bad Matt HAD to have something to do with that,” she pointed out.


I shrugged. “I didn’t really consult him,” I told her. “He was personally thrilled at the outcome, though. Beck’s his favorite little slut. Roberta’s asked me about spending time with him. She doesn’t KNOW that yet, but that’s what she asked today.”


Her eyes widened. “I think I need to hear about this!” she said, excitement touching her voice some. She sat up straighter and grabbed the bag of chips from me, helping herself.


“Early on, I asked Lana and Beck to make lists of all the things they’d done to hurt me; then I asked them to make a matching list of what someone would have to do to get them to forgive each thing they did. So, for example, the first entry on the list was believing Marlene’s shit. I asked them if someone did that to them, what would it take to get them to forgive that.” She nodded for me to go on. “Beck’s was heavy on punishment. I’m not sure she’d live through it if we did even half of it, but most of it amounted to making her body Bad Matt’s personal playground. Roberta asked if I wanted her to do a similar list.”


“What are you gonna do if she makes it?” she asked curiously.


“Depends on what’s on it,” I admitted. “There’s some things that she could put on there that I’m not comfortable letting Bad Matt have a taste of. She could also use the list as a way of manipulating her way in the door to get another crack at Beck. If that’s the way she rolls, she’ll be sorry.”


Her eyes gleamed. “Tell me,” she demanded playfully. “What are you gonna do to her if that’s what she’s doing?”


I smiled back. “Tie her up and make her watch while I inflict her list on Beck,” I said evenly. That shocked her. I could see it in her eyes.
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Interlude


I asked him to tell me what he was gonna do to Roberta if she tried to get in between him and Beck again. I knew he had something up his sleeve. He was too smart not to see that coming.


He smiled at me and it made me a little uneasy. It was different from the way he usually smiled and that’s when it hit me. I was looking at Bad Matt. ‘Pleasure to meet you, Sir,’ part of me thought. This was a kindred spirit. I loved Matt to pieces, but sometimes he was so soft-hearted. He needed someone to look out for him. It was good to see this side of him. THIS was the Matt that could go out and protect himself and his girls.


“Tie her up and make her watch while I inflict her list on Beck,” he answered my question with a little gravitas in his voice. He was hoping she’d have a long, brutal list. I loved it. BECK would love it. MATT would love it. Well, Bad Matt would delight in it, at least. The only one that would be devastated was Roberta.


I laughed. It was a chuckle at first, but by the time he joined in, it was a full B-movie villain cackle. It was perfect. I loved the irony. I loved HIM. He was my hero and this interesting, sadistic bastard all at the same time. I never suspected he had it in him. I could almost see her bawling, strapped into a chair and begging him to hurt her instead of Beck. It was like a scene out of an adventure novel. I wanted to be there to see it. My only disappointment would be that he hadn’t been able to do something to put that cunt, Cheryl, in her place.


We tapered off into chuckles and then I leaned over and kissed him deeply, letting him have the bag of chips back. “I want real food,” I said. “You up for something?”


He thought about it and nodded. “Sure. Let’s get the room service menu and see what looks good,” he suggested. He was back to being normal Matt and that was okay, but it was very comforting to have seen Bad Matt. That was a man that would punish whoever hurt us again. I needed that. I think all the girls did. I intended to make sure that he knew how much I appreciated him for being that for us.


We pored over the menu and ordered a late dinner. He had a steak and I ordered Chicken Alfredo. We sat naked and chatted while we waited for it to arrive. I’d avoided being naked even when I was home alone after what happened to all of us, but I felt safe here. It was okay to be exposed to him. I loved it. I was free. I wondered if this was how Gina felt all the time now. I laughed suddenly, the euphoria of the moment getting to me.


“What’s so funny?” he asked lightly, wanting to be in on the joke.


I shook my head. “Nothing specifically,” I told him, gently taking his hand. “It just feels good to be here with you like this. The past few months haven’t been all that pleasant. Tonight feels like the start of something new.”


“It is,” he told me and the simple conviction in his voice filled me with certainty.


This was a new beginning. I shivered with anticipation and savored the feeling. “Cheryl has to be the dumbest waste of skin in our school,” I shook my head. “I hope to Christ that her baby is smarter than her.”


He smiled at me and pulled me into his lap, kissing me deeply. “Planning on telling her that she messed up?” he asked softly. He wasn’t normally vindictive, but she’d put a world of hurt on him and he had to want a little payback, even if he couldn’t bring himself to do it himself.


“I think so,” I told him. “I’m more pissed at her than you are. You want to forgive her and put it behind you. I want to bust her teeth out for what she did. Forgetting the fact that there’s a long line of people that want your help in coping with what happened, she hurt you. She very nearly fucked up everyone else’s chance to be with you and get your help. That deserves a beating by itself. It’s nothing compared to her putting you through Hell. I know you don’t want me to slap her around because of the baby, but the least I can do is tell her she’s a stupid cow and to keep her dirty looks to herself.”


He blinked in surprise. “How did you know she’s been giving me the evil eye?” he asked, caught off-guard for a moment.


“Lilo and Stitch told us at practice yesterday that she’d been staring daggers at you all week. You should have seen the looks she was throwing at the stage when you were talking today. If she’d had a gun, she would have gone all Vance Waterman on you.”


He nodded. “I’m not going to tell you not to talk to her, but JUST talk, okay?” he asked gently. “The last thing we need is for you to get suspended for roughing up a pregnant girl.”


I smiled. “Don’t worry,” I told him. “She won’t be pregnant forever. Her baby isn’t gonna care if someone flattens Mommy’s nose for being a sniveling cunt. I seriously hate her. I hope she decides to give up the baby. It’s better off without her.”


He nodded. “At this point, I tend to agree, but that’s not for me to decide,” he said. “As far as I’m concerned, I’ll be deliriously happy if she learns to shut up about me and stop treating me like I fucked her with a jagged metal poker. I don’t see that happening though, so I’ll settle for her fucking off indefinitely.” He shrugged and then sighed. “Look, I meant it when I asked you not to slap her around,” he said. “Tell her off, make sure she knows you don’t like the way she looks at me, but leave it at that. She’s a mess. We all know that. Yelling at her isn’t gonna change the fact that she’s completely skull-fucked. Maybe someday, she’ll pull out of it and realize what an awful person she’s been turning into. If so, I’d like her to feel like she can at least come and apologize without getting the beating of a lifetime.”


I chuckled throatily. “I think I can promise some of that,” I admitted grudgingly. We talked for a while after that about school and the rest of the girls and cheer. We were deep in conversation about what we thought Eddie Bishop’s party was like right now when there was a knock at the door.


I bounced up to get it, not bothering with a robe or my clothes. I opened the door for room service, feeling safe with Matt here, and was surprised when our waiter was a woman. Her eyes bugged out of her head, seeing me standing there with my hips cocked to the side, surveying her just as closely as she stared at me. I stood aside and let her wheel the cart into the room and put a finger to my lips, indicating that she should be quiet.


She was cute and blushing and definitely surprised by a naked girl answering the door of the Presidential Suite. For a while after the party, I thought I’d probably switch to girls completely and she was delicious, blonde and sleek. Not that I was gonna stare, but she was the kind that I’d looked at hard before I started to think about Matt more and more. I wanted to reach out and run my hand over her ass, but I resisted the urge.


“Hon!” I called out to Matt playfully. “I think you need to sign for this.” I grinned at her again and bit my lip. I wondered what was going through her head. I’m sure Matt could convince her to stay if he tried. I wondered if he would.


He came out and to my delight, he hadn’t bothered with a robe either. The poor girl looked like her eyes were about to pop out of her head. Matt’s cock was hanging loose between his legs, not really aroused at the moment, but obviously a lot nicer than most, just from the length. She had no idea what she was about to get into.


He rounded the corner and looked at her with the same look I’d had on my face when I opened the door. He smiled and I knew that he was interested. “Are we keeping her for dessert?” I asked sweetly and he chuckled.


“I think they might wonder where she’d disappeared to,” he pointed out. He looked at the folder on the cart and then at her. “Is that for me?” he asked, trying to snap her out of her stupor.


“What?” she mumbled, her eyes snapping up from staring at his cock in a daze. She seemed to get herself under control and took a deep breath. She picked up the room service folder and handed it to him to sign and add the tip while I led her to the dining area to set up. She kept shooting glances at both of us while she laid out our meals and then got ready to leave.


I led her back to the door and touched her arm. “It’s a shame you have to get back,” I told her. “You seem like a lot of fun.”


She blushed and smiled. “I-I wish I could stay, too,” she admitted and then turned absolutely crimson at having said it out loud. She looked like she wanted to get out of here before she said something embarrassing.


I stepped closer and kissed her lips delicately, my hand moving from her arm to her ass, squeezing gently. “We’re here tomorrow night, too,” I confided, knowing Matt was watching us. “We’ll be back from dinner by midnight.”


She looked back and forth between us uncertainly and gulped. She didn’t look much older than either of us. I wondered if this was her first time seeing a cock, so I asked her if she’d ever seen a naked man before.


She blushed even deeper and shook her head, but didn’t speak, just looked back and forth between the two of us.


“I bet if you came back, he’d let you do more than look,” I said, planting the seed.


“I would,” she said finally, agonizing, “but I’m working overnight tonight and tomorrow.”


“Stop in at the end of your shift,” I told her. “We’ll still be in bed. Call the room and one of us will let you in so you can join us.”


She bit her lip and nodded. “I’ll think about it,” she promised and I opened the door for her to slip out into the hall.


When she was gone, we burst out laughing. I was so turned on, I thought about forgetting the food and jumping him, but I wanted to try the Alfredo and he was putting towels down for us to sit on while we ate.


The conversation ground to a halt as we ate, suddenly absorbed in our meals. I hadn’t realized that I was this hungry earlier. It must have been because of the sex. We went and took care of our teeth after the meal was done, cleansing our breath for each other before we came together again.


“What other positions can you teach me?” I asked, my fingers tracing down his chest and abdomen until I could grasp his dick, cradling it in my hand lovingly as it hardened for me. I held it gently, stroking his beautiful cock as he pulled me closer, kissing me deeply as I played with him.


I groaned against his lips. He had no idea how he made my head spin with his kisses. I wanted him so bad, it scared me. He led me back to the bed and laid me on my stomach, climbing on top of me, his cock resting heavily in the crack of my ass. I groaned as he grabbed my ass with both hands, squeezing my cheeks


I looked back over my shoulder at him, wondering suddenly if he was planning on putting it in my ass. I looked at him apprehensively. I wasn’t scared. Well, not REALLY. If he did it, it couldn’t be something that hurt like some of the girls at school said it did.


He pulled my ass open and then squeezed my cheeks together, trapping his cock between them and he flexed his hips, fucking my cheeks slowly. I knew it was called “hot-dogging” but it was extremely sexy, feeling him thrust between my buns like that. I wiggled my hips and gave him a coy look, half hiding behind my shoulder as I eyed him.


He smiled down at me and let go of my ass, stroking his cock to make sure it was as hard as ever. He straightened up and then angled the tip down and I felt it at the entrance to my pussy. I gasped, not realizing we could fuck from this position.


He teased me mercilessly, swiping it up and down, spreading my lips just a little and then backing off while I whimpered for it. I couldn’t believe it. I was actually pleading with him to put it in.


He finally pushed and my breath whooshed out of me like his cock was pushing my lungs flat. I gasped and moaned a little as he stretched me completely. It was perfect. He reached every part of me and teased it perfectly. He held steady inside me and I flexed my muscles, getting used to the feel of him. “So full!” I breathed in wonder. I’d been fucked senseless at the party and nothing compared to this feeling. Not the toy I had at home and not any of the puny boy-dicks they were packing that weekend. I groaned and wondered if any of us would be able to take it when he got to be eighteen. I wondered how big it would be by then.


He started to move and suddenly the only thing I was able to focus on was this. I groaned and I could feel my pussy clench around him, squeezing my walls so it was even more intense. I came hard, crying and screaming and humping back at him and then I felt him lie on my back and I could feel the warmth of his skin as he covered me like a blanket.


I was just about to say something to him when he bit my neck again. I shuddered and came. Whatever I’d wanted to tell him was gone. I hoped it was that I loved him. That was all I could think about at that moment. That, and cumming.


We fucked like that for a long time, slowly coating ourselves in sweat while he bit me all over my neck and shoulders and back, fucking me so completely that I could barely remember my own name. It was Matt, right? I was Matt? At least that’s the name I was screaming.


God! No one should be this good! He never stopped. I looked over my shoulder at him and he had this calm look, like he was lost in thought while he fucked me endlessly. I whimpered and moaned like a whore and loved every second of it. If this was what it felt like to be a whore, I wish I’d been here months ago, pinned to a mattress by his cock, slamming into me like a freight train. I groaned as another orgasm rolled over me, my pussy quivering as my muscles milked his cock, desperate for his cum to soothe the fire that just wasn’t quenching for me.


I was going to be a mess of bite marks tomorrow. TOMORROW! SHIT! My dress was going to show every single tooth-mark! Why didn’t I think of that earlier? Fuck!


“OOOOOOHHH! CUMMING!” I yelled to him as I thrashed on the end of his magnificent cock and this time it just wouldn’t stop! I couldn’t breathe! I couldn’t think! What was he DOING to me!??! I couldn’t take it anymore!


I raised my head and screamed, my face turning red as I howled, my heart pounding. The whole world stopped and all that mattered was that scream and the total body orgasm that had me suffocating with the pure pleasure of it. I couldn’t live without this. If it ever stopped, I’d lay down and die. That was the last thought I had as the scream chased me down into darkness.








I must have passed out. When I finally stirred, I was still on my stomach, but now he was lying beneath me, cradling me to his chest. I stirred and felt the blanket covering both of us. The room reeked of sex and my hair was still plastered to my head in sweaty strands.


I raised my head and looked into his blue eyes. He smiled and kissed my forehead and I felt protected. I smiled lazily and stretched up to kiss him on the lips, my head still fuzzy. I rested my head back on his chest and listened to his heartbeat as I pressed my ear to it to hear it better. It sounded strong and fast, thrumming for me.


“How long was I out?” I asked softly.


“About an hour,” he whispered.


“We should get a shower in case that girl comes back in the morning,” I said, not really wanting to get up. It felt good here in his arms.


“Do you really want her?” he asked, his fingers stroking my back and my hair gently.


I nodded. “I thought about going totally lesbian for a while after what happened,” I admitted. “She’s pretty and yours is the first cock she’s seen. The thought of us being her first is kind of exciting, isn’t it? She’ll always remember us.”


“If you want her, we’ll take her,” he said.


I raised my head to look at him, confused. “You don’t like her?” I asked.


“I’m sure she’s fine,” he said. “This weekend was supposed to be about you though. That’s what I’m focused on. If making love to her would make this weekend perfect for you, then we’ll order room service again tonight, if she doesn’t show up this morning, and request her personally.”


“You’d really do that?” I asked, scooting up to wrap my arms around his neck while we talked, cuddling closer. “You’d seduce a girl you weren’t really that interested in just to give me what I wanted?”


“You’re one of my girls,” he said, like it explained everything. “If you say you want it, I try to get it for you. If you tell me that you really wanted to see me with another girl, then we go get another girl and give you what you want. If you tell me that you need to see me with another guy to make your life complete, then I give myself a minute to prepare mentally, promise myself to get really drunk right afterwards and do what I need to in order to make your fantasy come true.”


“And what if I want to tie you up and do all sorts of things that Bad Matt does?” I asked playfully, expecting him to draw the line at the loss of his own mobility.


“Go get the rope,” he told me seriously, with no hesitation. “It’s in my bag. If that’s what you want, I’m yours.”


That surprised me and it must have shown in my face because he smiled comfortingly before he kissed me.


“I’ll tell you a secret, though,” he whispered to me. “You don’t need the rope. All you’d have to do would be tell me how you want me, and I’ll do it.”


I shivered deliciously. I understood. I’d been incredulous when Lana and Beck talked about their collars and their devotion. Lana told me that he was as devoted to her as she was to him. I could see it in his eyes that he meant it. I’d never have to restrain him, no matter what I intended once I had him at my mercy. He’d go willingly. He’d let me vent my anger against those guys, using his body to get it out. He’d let me hit him and scratch him and beat him and he’d take it because I needed it. It was a powerful emotion to know that I was safe and cared for, but also trusted with HIS safety.


I kissed him and smiled. “Maybe some other night,” I said sweetly. “I think we should get that shower and then get some sleep. We might have to be up early.”


We reluctantly got in the shower and cleaned up before we got back into bed. We didn’t fool around this time, just getting washed and dried before curling up together.


“Did you cum?” I asked, touching his hard cock with my fingertips gently.


He shook his head and then reached out to turn off the lamp, plunging us into darkness. “No. Once you passed out, I made sure you were okay,” he told me.


I responded to the news by wrapping my hand around his shaft and stroking him more firmly. I started to shift so I could take care of him, but his arms tightened around me and I paused, wondering what he was going to do.


“I’m okay,” he said tenderly. “Save it for the morning. If she comes back, we’ll both want to be ready to go. I’d rather rest now than run out of gas in the morning.”


I giggled a little and kissed him, removing my hand from his hard-on and patting his stomach before I slipped my arm around his waist.


“This is nice,” I commented when we’d been still for a few minutes. “I’ve never fallen asleep with someone before.”


He held me close and quietly agreed. “It’s very relaxing,” he admitted. “I love you, Jess,” he breathed, and I sighed happily.


“I love you too,” I told him. “Does this mean we’re ordering me a collar tomorrow?”


“No, I don’t think so,” he said lightly, “unless you want one. I don’t think you have a strong submissive streak. I think you might want to play with Bad Matt once in a while, but I think you’ll want to be on the other side of the whip just as often.”


“Yes!” I said, not realizing how enthusiastic I sounded until I blurted it out. We started laughing and then settled down, whispering softly as we drifted off to sleep, content, satisfied, relaxed and loved.








We jolted awake to the sound of the phone and Matt rolled away to answer it. “Hello,” he said, shaking off sleep with a stretch of his free arm and an arch of his back. “Yeah,” he said, glancing at me with a grin. “We were hoping we’d hear from you this morning.”


Suddenly, going back to sleep was the LAST thing on my mind. I bounded out of bed and got my hairbrush, running it through my hair while he talked to the girl from last night. I was practically bouncing on my toes as he talked to her and then hung up. “She’ll be up in a few minutes,” he said with a smile, getting up out of bed and stretching a little more. I wondered if he was going to start to do his ballet stretches, but he just flexed his back and shoulders to help wake himself up.


He wasn’t in the shape he’d been before Thanksgiving, but I’d take this Matt over that one any day. I hadn’t been in love with him then. I was now. I knew he’d sculpt his body back and I’d adore it just as much as I loved him now, but I liked that he was a little cuddly. Maybe I could sneak him an extra dessert or two, after he had his thing in April, just to keep him huggable.


I grinned and came over to kiss him when I’d brushed out the tangles. “Are you ready for this,” I asked with a touch of nervousness.


He nodded and grinned at me. “Are you?”


I nodded. “I want her, but I want to see her with you, too,” I bit my lip.


“She’ll be the first girl you’ve ever been with?”


I nodded and shrugged. “Other than that weekend,” I told him.


“That doesn’t count,” he said and gave me a kiss. “This does.” He went into the bathroom and used some mouthwash to freshen his breath and I followed him to do the same while he went out to answer the door when she knocked.


I came out to the entryway and he was just closing the door behind her. She was still wearing her hotel uniform and her name tag said her name was Christina.


“Everyone calls me Tina,” she said, seeing me looking and I came to kiss her more deeply than I had last night. She was scrumptious with her deep brown eyes and her honey-blonde hair. I slid my arms around her and held her while we kissed. I parted my lips and pushed my tongue into her mouth, tasting a hint of garlic and mint from her gum. I scooped it out of her cheek with my tongue and stole it, pulling it into my mouth before breaking the kiss with an impish grin.


Matt had come up behind her and wrapped both of us in a hug as he nuzzled her neck from behind while his hands stroked my sides gently. She groaned between us, not knowing which way to turn. I leaned back in and started kissing the other side of her neck while I slipped my hands down to Matt’s hips, pulling him against her, guiding him to push his cock against her ass.


She gasped and turned her head toward him, looking for a kiss. A moment later, I heard a muffled moan and knew that he was getting his first taste of her while I kissed and sucked on her neck, slowly grinding her between the two of us.


We were all a little breathless when we separated. I backed up and Tina started undressing hurriedly. “I wish I could stay longer,” she said regretfully, “but I need to get some sleep before work tonight.”


Matt and I looked at each other and smiled. “You can camp out here,” he offered. “We’re going out for a few hours tonight, but that gives us hours to get to know each other.”


She bit her lip. “I’d have to go home to change at some point,” she pointed out, uncertainly, “and my parents really wouldn’t be cool with me staying.” She looked like she was torn, so I jumped in. “Why don’t you stay for a little while now and then come in early. We’re going out to dinner, but we’ll be back by midnight. Then you can stop in again tomorrow after work.”


She looked a lot happier with that option and she stripped out of her uniform quickly. She grinned at both of us. “So, what are you two in town for anyway?” she asked as she pushed her uniform pants down her legs.


“We live around here,” I said lightly. “This weekend is a special occasion though, so we wanted to do it right.”


“That’s nice,” she said sincerely. “What’s the occasion?”


“It’s our first time together,” I told her as I watched her. I noticed Matt was doing the same and I grinned.


She sat on the arm of the couch to pull off her shoes and socks, so she could finish stripping. Her hands froze and she looked up, stricken. “Really? Shit! I don’t want to intrude. Fuck!”


Matt put a hand on her shoulder. “I seem to recall you being invited to join us,” he reminded her gently. He really was good at setting people at ease. I think it was his voice. There was just something calming in it. “Jessie and I have known each other for a while, but this weekend was for us, for whatever we wanted. Last night, Jessie decided she wanted you.”


She looked back and forth between us. “Are you guys sure?” she whispered, uncertain.


I caught Matt’s eye and he nodded. I grinned and turned my gaze to her. She was in over her tiny little virgin head. I leaned down and kissed her, plunging my hand into her hair to cup the back of her head as I made out with her, hard. I wasn’t in the mood to be slow and gentle. She had to go soon and daylight was burning. I felt Matt approach and he finished undressing her while I thrust my tongue into her mouth.


She stiffened for a moment, her brown eyes wide with shock before she relaxed into the kiss and she was positively melting for me. She was moaning and her hands were reaching out for me tentatively as she let Matt take the rest of her clothes.


Once she was as naked as us, we finally split up. Matt drew her to her feet and slid his arms around her, giving her a full-body kiss. I don’t think there was an inch of them that wasn’t pressed together while he plundered her mouth.


I wasn’t about to let that go unchallenged and pressed against her from behind, sweeping her hair out of the way and kissing her neck while she kissed Matt. It was kind of awesome, I had to admit. She moaned into his mouth, but I could feel the vibrations on my lips as I was sucking on her neck. ‘I think I’m going to love this!’ I thought excitedly. I was so wet I was practically squishing with each step. ‘THIS was how it was supposed to be!’ I realized. It was all passion and adrenaline. I loved it. I was in love with Matt. I’d admitted that last night. I knew that I could deal with the other girls. They were adamant that no one was forced. Now I knew that I wanted them too. Matt was no slouch. He had hot girls.


Matt led us to the bed, and we guided Tina to lay down on the edge with her legs dangling over the side. Matt was about to get down on his knees to eat her and I shoved him gently. “I’ve got this,” I said. “You go threaten her with that ‘Meat-Bat’ instead,” I teased and grabbed his hard cock affectionately, using it to guide him to the bed before I grabbed one of the pillows and dropped it on the floor to kneel on.


I pushed her legs apart and looked at her pussy for the first time. It was the first one I had really looked at up close. That shitty weekend at Marlene’s didn’t count. We were all too high for the memories to be clear enough to really sink in. So, this really was my first rodeo, so to speak. Everything had been perfect so far. I stroked her thighs and looked up at what they were doing together. He was kissing her deeply and I grinned, seeing her hand holding his cock. She wasn’t playing with it yet, just holding it, but it was a start. When she’d been here last night, she’d admitted she’d never seen one before.


I lowered my eyes back to her pussy and could smell her. She had a very prominent pubic bulge and she was bald except for shaving stubble. I bowed my head and tasted her for the first time, running my tongue up and down her virgin pussy as she groaned into his mouth. I found she tasted sharp and tangy. I knew part of that was that she’d just finished work and was sweaty and had probably been creaming her panties all night thinking about us.


I spread her lips and let my tongue do the work. I knew what I liked when I played with mine, so I just concentrated on those spots, licking and sucking on her clit while I stroked her lips with my fingers. I put one to her entrance and pushed gently until I felt her cherry. I moaned suddenly and knew that Matt was going to take her cherry before she left today. I wanted to watch that. I thought about that while I ate her with more enthusiasm, wanting to make her cum.


If I had to guess why it was so important to see him take her virginity, it was probably because I’d been passed out when those fuckers got mine. I wanted to see it, to know what it looked like, even if I couldn’t ever know what it felt like to have that first thrust and know how life-changing it was.


I guess I lost track of what was going on because, when I glanced up, Matt was sucking on her nipples and he was laying on his side with his cock close to Tina’s face. She was examining it in close proximity, but looked a little timid about it. She seemed a little distracted and as I watched, she tensed up and threw her head back.


“AAAAAAAAAAHHHH!” she cried out and suddenly I was treated to a torrent of girl-cum as she exploded in an orgasm. I was surprised, but kept licking up her juices as they dribbled down her ass and thighs. She hadn’t even moaned that I’d noticed before. Her hips were hunching, rubbing her pussy against my face unconsciously, spreading her cum all over my cheeks and my chin as I bobbed my head to try to keep contact with her clit while she groaned and trembled through another smaller orgasm and then another.


I felt her hands on my forehead, pushing me away and she was gasping that it was too much. I chuckled and slithered my way up her body, letting my nipples drag over her skin as I crawled up to kiss her. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and fed her cum to her, letting her taste herself on my lips as we moaned together.


We were both too wrapped up in what we were doing to notice when the bed shifted and Matt left the room, but a moment later, he returned and gave me a pat on the ass. It wasn’t a spanking exactly, but it was hard enough to remind me that he was there. When I looked up, he had a grin on his face and a condom in his hand. I don’t know where he got it. I wasn’t carrying any and I hadn’t seen one in his overnight bag.


I rolled off Tina and he stepped between her spread thighs. “Are you sure you’re ready?” he asked her.


Part of me wanted to hit him. She’d had all night to think this through. If she was here, she was sure. The bigger part of me, though, knew that the one thing that plagued Matt was regret. Cheryl had fucked him up more than she thought. But he was so careful with all of us, that I guess it was just second nature for him to be like this. Just another reason to want to bust her teeth out.


She put any doubt to rest when she nodded. “Yes!” she whispered, urgently, and he opened the condom, rolling it on carefully. He wrapped his arms around her thighs and pulled her a little closer to the edge of the bed before he put the tip of his cock against her pussy.


I curled up with her, kissing her neck and whispering for her to tell me how it felt. I watched while he took hold of his cock in one hand and ran the tip up and down her pussy, teasing her lips and rubbing her clit with it. She groaned and gasped as he teased her and he finally smiled and lodged it in her entrance.


“That’s so fucking hot!” I exclaimed. “Can you feel her cherry?” I asked him, starting to play with her tits. They were a good-sized B-Cup, bigger than my A’s, but still firm and perky.


“Yeah,” he said, his voice choked off with lust. “God, Tina! You’re so tight! Are you ready?”


She looked up at him and nodded. “I’m ready,” she said with only a small tremor in her voice. I took her hand and watched while Matt took a few short strokes, knocking on her door before he pushed forward more firmly, splitting her barrier and making her a woman.


I could tell the exact second it happened, and my eyes were wide with amazement. He pushed forward and I could see his cock straining as her hymen resisted. She squeezed my hand and held her breath as he broke through. Then I could see the pressure lessen on his shaft and he slipped into her. She gave a high-pitched squeal and her hand clenched mine as she tried to get used to the sensation.


“OHMIGOD!” she blurted out. “That hurt like a son of a bitch! Don’t move! Just let me get used to it for a minute!” she begged him and he smiled, touching her body lovingly.


“Of course, Sweetie,” he said softly. “You just tell me when you’re ready to start.” He paused and looked at me. “Jess, grab the shirt I was wearing last night. There might be some blood and we don’t want to wreck the towels or sheets.”


I nodded and bounded out of bed, flexing my hand gratefully when she loosed her grip on me. I got the shirt and folded it up into a pad that should be thick enough to catch any blood. He lifted her ass for a second and I set the shirt in place before he settled her back in place.


“Fuck! That’s so fucking sexy!” I told them both, running my hands over his ass and balls, her thighs and her spread-open pussy.


She must have given him a signal that she was ready because he started to move, rocking his hips back and forth slowly while I sat on the floor behind him, watching as he fucked her for the first time. It was amazing. I watched while her inner lips pulled out, grasping his cock every time he pulled back and watched them disappear as he plunged back in. His shaft was glistening with her juices and virgin blood. A drop of it slowly formed at the bottom of her entrance, a blended pink cream that was her virginity. I wished my first time had been like this, but seeing it, hearing her gasps of discomfort turn to moans of pleasure fulfilled that wish as much as was possible.


I stroked his thighs and his ass and, on impulse, I leaned in and started to lick and suck on his balls. I couldn’t do much because he was moving too much, but I just gently nuzzled his nut-sack while he fucked her. He groaned and sped up, the new sensation spurring him on. I grinned as I watched his balls slap her ass, smearing that trickle of blood and girl cream on her ass and his sack. I scooted out from between his thighs and stood up behind him, reaching around to run my hands over his chest. He was slick with sweat and I liked the effect, my hands gliding over his skin with no resistance. I nibbled on his ear while I watched her face. Her face was flush with arousal that spread down her neck and over her upper chest and her expression was one of supreme concentration as she focused on what was happening to her.


“She’ll never forget us,” I whispered to him. “This moment is perfect for her. She’ll remember it for the rest of her life. We’re her first. Part of her will always live in this moment.”


I could feel him shudder and he thrust deeper into her, His body tensing up. I reached down and played with his balls from behind as I nipped at his ear. I could feel them tightening up and a second later, I could feel his orgasm starting. He screamed when he came, his cries matching Tina’s as she came on his cock. Both of them trembled and shouted and whimpered as they collapsed together, spent for the moment.


As sexy as the rest of it was, that moment of passion at the end was even better. It capped the whole act completely.


Tina’s eyes were still rolling in their sockets, only able to focus on us for a second before she lost focus and they rolled up again.


Matt had collapsed into her arms and they were both stroking and touching each other with a tenderness that can only come at the end of sex so satisfying that it leaves you feeling stoned. It was a lesson I’d learned in this very bed last night. It was as beautiful to watch as it had been to experience and I laid down with the two of them, kissing them and touching as tenderly as they touched each other. I felt for the first time, that sex was beautiful. This weekend had done that for me. I felt tears start and let them come as the three of us drifted in bliss and distant thoughts.
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Chapter 6


I opened my eyes and saw Tina watching me intently. I’d fallen into her arms and we were still wrapped in a tangle of limbs.


She stretched up to kiss me, her eyes watching me intently as we lay together. “Thank you,” she whispered to me.


“Thank YOU,” I insisted. “You just gave me the most precious gift that’s yours to give.”


She beamed at me and kissed me again. “You’re sweet,” she said. “When I saw you last night, I knew you were both hot, but you know just what to say too.”


I felt the blankets pulled up over us and looked over to see Jessie settle in beside us. She cuddled in and kissed us both. “If you decide you don’t want this to be a one-time thing, Matt’s really good at making people feel better about themselves.”


I smiled at her and kissed both the girls again before I reached between Tina and I to grab the condom I was wearing as I pulled out. It was coated with her virgin blood and there were smears of it on my thighs too. She looked down at me and got a little alarmed at the sight.


“Oh my god! Is that me?” she asked in a panic.


“Relax,” I told her gently. “This was your first time. There’s a little blood that goes along with that sting at the beginning. That’s all.” I offered her my hand and she took it reluctantly. I led her to the bathroom and into the shower to clean up. I washed her hair, massaging her scalp and turning her to putty in my hands before I started to wash her body lovingly. She purred and mewled as I paid particular attention to her breasts and her pussy. I was very gentle with her pussy, knowing she’d be sore for a while. I was glad to see Jessie had joined us in the shower and once Tina was relaxed, I gave Jessie her turn while Tina lounged in the overly large bathtub, watching us wash each other, kissing and touching lovingly.


When we were all clean, I drew a warm bath and the three of us relaxed in the hot water, Tina sandwiched between Jessie and I as we talked softly.


“So, this is your first time too?” Tina asked, remembering what we’d said.


“It’s our first time together,” Jessie said.


“I’ve had some experience before,” I admitted, covering for Jessie before she could talk about the party and what had happened to her.


“I’ll bet!” she said breathlessly as I massaged her shoulders slowly. “I mean, my friends always tell me that the first time is supposed to suck. I kind of can’t wait to brag to them about this. You guys don’t mind if I talk about it with them, do you?”


Jessie twisted her head around and kissed her, grinning. “I don’t mind,” she said. She was in a fantastic mood this morning. It was like she was a totally changed woman. I liked it. “Matt?” she looked at me questioningly. “Do you mind if Tina brags to her friends that her first time was awesome?”


“Not in the slightest,” I said lightly. “She has every reason to brag that we took good care of her.” I gave her a squeeze and kissed her neck, making her melt against me all over again. “Mind if I ask a question though?” I asked.


She looked back at me, wondering what was on my mind and nodded. “Sure,” she said lightly.


“Thanks,” I said. “What made you want your first time to be with the two of us? Mind you, I’m not complaining. I’m deeply honored and I know Jessie is too. I’m just curious about why it wasn’t with someone you’ve been dating for a while.”


She squirmed a little, the question being fairly personal. “Well, at first, I thought you two were from out of town so we’d do it and then you’d go home. I’d be the adventure you had on vacation and you’d never forget it and you’d be my first time. You were both young and hot and WILD. Answering the door naked like that?! I could never have done that!”


Jessie answered that one. “I feel safe with Matt,” she said, purring contentedly as Tina started working on her shoulders, mimicking the massage I was giving her. “He’s my hero. You saw the scars? He got shot stopping a guy who wanted to hurt me.”


Tina froze and gasped. She turned her head to look at me. “You’re HIM, aren’t you? That guy from Thanksgiving! I never put it together until just now!” She was wide-eyed with shock.


I nodded. “Yeah, I’m that guy,” I said softly. “I don’t brag about it, for obvious reasons.”


She frowned. “Wait, I thought that guy was really young.”


“How old do you think I am?” I asked, amused.


“I don’t know. I just assumed you were eighteen. How old are you?”


“I’m still fourteen,” I said, wondering if she was about to lose her mind like Zoe had. “Jessie’s sixteen.”


“You’re in HIGH SCHOOL?!!?” she blurted. “Fuck! I am so going to Hell for this!” She was starting to panic.


I did the only thing I could think of. I bit her. I leaned forward and bit her at the base of the neck, gently enough that it wouldn’t bruise, but hard enough to distract her from the anxiety attack she was about to launch. She squeaked and I released my jaws. “Relax,” I whispered in her ear. “We’re all good. If age is a deal-breaker for you, I’ll understand. It’s not my first time having someone needing to back out because I’m too young. Do NOT feel like you did anything wrong though. Jessie’s old enough to give consent in the eyes of the law and I’m a special case. I asked my local DA about it and he’d be unlikely to press charges against anyone for being involved with me.”


“Why would he do that for you?” she asked, momentarily distracted from her moment of panic.


“Matt’s a genius,” Jessie said in answer. “He’s taking four degrees at Harvard when he gets bored with his high-school classes. He’s counseled sexual assault survivors, helped pregnant teens, gotten classmates tested for diseases and infections, been a public speaker on rape prevention. Those laws are there to protect kids that don’t understand sex and all the consequences. Matt’s proven that he does. That about cover it?” she asked me, amused.


“Mostly,” I admitted. “I had a conversation with him after I had a girl leave me because of those laws. He said he’d be very reluctant to press charges in a case where I was listed as the victim in a statutory rape case because of his personal knowledge of my specific situation.”


Tina seemed to consider that for a few moments and relaxed some. “Okay, so I’m not likely to be arrested,” she conceded. “I’m still in a hotel room with two underage kids. I’m kind of freaking out.”


“Okay, how old are you?” I asked soothingly.


“Nineteen,” she told me, biting her lip in deep worry.


“Like I said to someone else, there’s a principle in law that it doesn’t matter what you did, it doesn’t even matter what you got caught doing, it only matters what they can prove in court. If I get put on the stand, I’ll invoke my fifth amendment rights since I helped plan this. I can’t be charged for the sex, but the planning counts as conspiracy,” I explained. “If you’re worried about your friends finding out how old we are,” I paused and shrugged, “just don’t tell them. If you want to brag, tell them we were guests at the hotel. They’ll assume the same thing that you did, that we’re from out of town. Be vague about our ages and then give them all the dirt you feel like giving them.”


She still looked a little shaken by how young we were, so we cut the bath short and the three of us dried off. The mood had shifted, so Jess and I put on robes and followed Tina out to where her clothes were while she dressed. “Look, I know we didn’t do anything wrong,” she explained. “It’s just ... You guys are a LOT younger than I thought. You especially,” she said to me.


I nodded. “Well, I certainly don’t regret what we did, Tina,” I said with a slight smile. “If we don’t see you again before we check out, I want you to know that we’ll never forget this morning. If you want to stop in after work tomorrow though, you’re more than welcome to join us for the morning again.”


She nodded and gave us an apologetic look before she slipped out the door.


“Well, that sucked,” Jessie groused after the door closed and she was gone.


I shrugged. “She’ll be back,” I predicted.


“You think so?” she asked, surprised. “I think she’s totally freaked out.”


“She is,” I agreed. “She’s going home to Google the shit out of me, then go to sleep and she’ll be back tonight before work to talk to us. If not, I’m sure that she’ll be bringing us room service tonight.”


“I hope you’re right,” she said. “Watching you together was hot.”


“Watching you eat her was hot,” I countered with a smile.


She stretched and sighed. “Well I don’t think that I’m interested in going back to sleep right now. What about you?”


I shook my head. “I was planning on going to my Kung Fu class today, but by the time we drove home to get my stuff, the class would already be started. How about you help me stretch out and then we lay in bed until Emma gets here to pick us up.”


She thought about it and nodded. “That sounds amazing,” she said with a grin. We went back into the bedroom and she stretched me out completely. I had to urge her to push the stretch some, but in the end, I felt good about it and we got back into bed after putting my bloodied shirt aside for either the trash or a trophy.


We climbed back into bed and talked about nothing in particular while we touched each other lazily, relaxing and getting to know each other more closely.


We must have drifted off because I woke to the sound of giggling and an empty bed. I got up, not bothering with the robe and found Emma and Jessie talking quietly in the living room. I came over and kissed them both before I went to get a Coke to start the day.


“So, Jessie tells me that you’ve started terrorizing the hotel staff,” Emma teased me. “You could have brought three or four of us along last night if you wanted to make it a party, you know.”


I chuckled and plopped down on the couch beside Jessie, still half asleep. “I would have, but our early morning visitor was Jessie’s idea. I’d planned for the two of us to be alone all night.”


“Then where’d the condoms come from?” Jessie teased me. “You KNEW I was on birth control and they weren’t in your overnight bag.”


I reached into my backpack, which was still propped by the couch and pulled out my cigarette case. “Collie got this for me for my first date with Emma,” I admitted. “I carry it in my backpack in case any of the girls at school decide they need help urgently,” I explained and handed the case over to Emma.


She popped it open and laughed. “This was for our first date?” she asked, incredulously.


“I kept telling her it wasn’t that kind of date,” I grinned. “She’d just nod patiently and tell me that if it turned into that kind of date, I’d be prepared.”


“I don’t know whether to be offended that she thought I’d fuck on the first date or amused that she equipped you with condoms and anal lube for a first date,” she said, pulling out the little bottle of lube.


“She hadn’t met you at that point,” I reminded her. “All she had to go on was Beck and Lana describing you as my Malibu Barbie.”


“I’d be mad about that name if it wasn’t so accurate,” she said ruefully.


“You’re tall, beautiful, stacked like a plastic surgeon’s dream, wear the best clothes and everyone teased me that you were getting under my skin all week,” I told her. “Thankfully they haven’t started calling me Ken.”


“They got their rapid results back, by the way,” Emma told us. “Negative.”


I nodded. I knew that the mood would have been very different if that hadn’t been the case. “We’ll get the full panel by Wednesday at the latest. I expect to be hospitalized sometime on Thursday for what they’ll put me through.”


Emma laughed. “They’ve been waiting a while. Do you have a plan?”


“Survive,” I said truthfully. “For now, let’s just get home so we can shower, shave and dress for tonight. Maybe we’ll bring the girls back here after dinner and have a Sorority party for all of us.”


“That sounds like a good idea. Tricia’s staying over tonight. I think Lana and Beck were planning to as well, not to get frisky, but today was a big day for them.”


I nodded and got up to get dressed. Jessie followed me and there was plenty of kissing and touching as we got ready to leave. I picked up the bloody shirt and tossed it in one of the Walmart bags we’d brought our snacks in, and got ready to leave.


We drove home, wrapped up in a conversation of last night that I followed, but mostly stayed out of, letting Jessie gush a little about how much she loved what we’d done. When we got to the house, we went inside and gathered up the girls, with a stern look on Emma’s face.


We all went down to our room and Emma snatched the bag from me before I could quietly put it somewhere.


“GUESS who’s already started rampaging through the hotel staff!” she challenged them, pulling out the shirt and shaking it out so the bloodstain was clearly visible. “We send him off for a romantic weekend and he orders a virgin from room service. I think we’re going to need to chaperon the rest of the weekend.”


“Really?” Tabby asked me incredulously. “You go to a luxury hotel, find the one virgin on staff and fuck her while you’re out with your new girlfriend? I can’t WAIT until you run into that guy from the beach again. I call dibs on telling this story.”


I laughed at that a little. “Unfortunately, she found out how old we were and hit the eject button, Zoe-style,” I told them, getting sounds of sympathy over that revelation. “She might be back once she calms down. If not, it was a fun adventure and that’s that.”


“What do you mean, ‘she might be back’?” Gina wanted to know.


“She knows we’re staying in the hotel tonight too,” I told them. “She has an invitation to join us tomorrow before we check out.”


“I can’t wait to meet her,” she told me with a grin that told me she was looking forward to embarrassing me, Tina and Jessie when she could get us all in the same room. That got everyone into the spirit of things and suddenly everyone wanted to be there to chaperon our weekend.


After we talked, we started running to the shower in pairs. Jessie and I were last, and we just needed a quick one to freshen up. I shaved while Emma and Gina were taking theirs and we talked about their night, which hadn’t turned out nearly as pornographic as ours had.


When we were showered and dressed, I suggested they pack an overnight bag and raid the collection for toys.


Beck and Lana were practically vibrating with anticipation of their test results and I could tell that they wished they already had them. I went over and hugged them both when I noticed how fidgety they were. “After your results come back, we’re going to do whatever you want,” I promised them as the three of us clung together. The others were watching and listening, and I was certain they’d all be up for helping.


Tricia arrived while we were getting dressed and she looked stunning in the same red evening gown she’d worn to the dance in November. I was suddenly struck by the fact that I’d last seen that dress only days before Vance Waterman’s attack. I looked at her fondly. “You look beautiful,” I told her.


The other girls and I finished getting ready and packing up. We decided that we’d have the limo drop us off here and take cars to the hotel since Gina would need to take off early for work in the morning. We went upstairs and made sure we were ready. I raided my desk drawer for cash, charged my phone, and swapped my watch for the dress watch the girls had gotten me. I thought about the Rolex, but just the thought of it made me nervous. I wasn’t wearing it unless we had security for the event we were going to.


Once we were all ready, there was a round of pictures with Mom, Patty, and Dan all exclaiming over how grown up we all looked. Emma, Tabby and Collie were all amused by the comments and the rest of us took it with a good grace.


Thankfully our limo arrived, and we were all relieved to be able to tell everyone that we had to go.


Darnell was waiting with the rear door open for us when we started filing out to meet him. His eyebrows climbed higher as each of the girls passed him, getting in the car. I stood across from him, offering my hand to each of the girls as they climbed into the car. They each gave him a dazzling smile as I helped them into the car. He looked at me with an unreadable look.


“Are you guys going to a banquet or awards ceremony or something?” he asked, confused.


“Date night,” I said with a wink. “We’re going to the Captain’s Table for dinner. You still have the same number for when we’re done?”


“Yeah, same number” he said faintly. “Maaaaan, if THIS is your date night, let me be your driver for your Prom. I can’t WAIT to see that party!”


I laughed and thanked him, before getting in myself. He shut the door and the girls were all looking at me curiously except for Tricia who’d met Darnell when he’d driven for us in November.


“Darnell was our driver when I took Tricia to the dance just before Thanksgiving,” I explained. “He’s cool. He’s got a million stories about the things people get up to in the back of limos, but no names.”


Darnell got behind the wheel in time to hear the last part and turned his head. “That’s right. It’s cool to make conversation, but no names. If I WERE to tell a story about tonight, I’d just say that a regular from one of the local high schools has an eight-lady date night. Might interest some of the celebrity clients we sometimes see, but again, no names.”


“If it’s Chris Evans, you can tell him it was me,” I laughed. “He knows who I am.”


“For real?” he asked as we pulled out into traffic. “He comes into town every once in a while. He’s from here, isn’t he?”


“Yeah. He’ll be in town at the beginning of April,” I told him.


“Yeah, I heard about that. In any case, you folks feel free to put up the privacy barrier, if you want some privacy. I’m Darnell and I’m at your disposal all night long. You said the Captain’s Table was your dinner plans, right? How quick do we need to get you there?”


“Take your time, Darnell,” I told him. “Dinner isn’t for about an hour. I just didn’t want to be late.”


“I’ll get you folks there in plenty of time,” he promised.


The girls listened as Darnell assured us that we’d be on time. Then Emma put up the privacy shield and we sat back, chatting casually.


“So, what did you have in mind for tonight after dinner?” she asked me as she lounged back. She was dressed in a shimmering gold dress that hugged her curves. If I knew her, it was either designer or bespoke or both.


“I guess that really depends on how dinner goes,” I admitted. “If we end up enjoying the company, we may end up staying. I booked the room until Midnight, so we’re not in any hurry.”


“You really think we’re gonna want to spend all night with your father?” Beck asked me pointedly, looking around at the other girls.


I chuckled along with the rest of them and shook my head. “It’s a possibility,” I admitted, “but I think that really depends more on Jill and her date than it does on Dad. His obsession with bondage is sincerely the most interesting thing about him.”


“Be nice to your father,” Emma scolded me lightly.


“My dad’s an accountant,” I told her. “His hobbies are coin collecting, building ships in bottles and Civil War re-enactments. I’m not being mean, but bondage really IS his most interesting hobby.”


She shrugged. “There’s worse hobbies out there,” she pointed out.


“That’s true,” I admitted. “He could have been a bug collector or a hoarder.”


“See?” she agreed. “There’s always a silver lining.”


I grinned at her and slipped my arm around Jessie while we rode. I was delicately kissing her bite marks. She squirmed against me and slapped my thigh. “You did that on purpose,” she accused me. “Everyone can see where you bit me.”


“Hey,” I complained with a chuckle as I nuzzled her neck. “Who started the biting last night?” I asked her pointedly.


“Never mind that,” she said breathlessly as I started kissing her neck a little more directly.


“I noticed you have some fresh ones,” Gina grinned at me. Of COURSE, she’d notice. I looked over and she clicked her teeth at me in a mock-bite. Yeah. I was fucked. They were gonna compete. I was gonna be black and blue tomorrow. Dance class was gonna be interesting.


Darnell took his time getting us to the restaurant, but we were still about fifteen minutes early. This car had an intercom and he announced that we were arriving at the restaurant.


I got out first when Darnell opened the door and started helping the girls out like I had with Tricia in November, blocking a casual glance into the car as each of them was getting out and offering them my hand as they stood up. When the last of us was clear, I told Darnell that we’d call him when we were getting ready to leave, but we’d likely be at least a couple of hours. He confirmed that I had the right number and then shook my hand and promised he’d be close.


To this point, I’d managed to avoid the worst of the media attention from the events of Thanksgiving, but arriving to a trendy new restaurant with eight beautiful dates made me a bit conspicuous. There were a couple of photographers from local papers snapping pictures of us as we all strolled into the restaurant. I was thankful that they were outside and that we had a private dining room booked.


Once inside, we were escorted to our room. I noticed that there were a few local celebrities in the main dining room, including one of the Red Sox, two of the Celtics and a couple of the local news anchors, scattered around the room as we were escorted through.


We settled into our seats and looked around the room with interest. It was decorated elegantly, with some accents in brass that were reminiscent of luxury ocean liners of the past. The whole restaurant was done up in a retro pomp that screamed of outdated opulence.


I was enjoying the mood in the room when Dad arrived. We all stood and greeted him. He was a touch nervous about this meeting and I could understand that. “Relax,” I told him paradoxically since he should have been the one to give advice as my father. “She already knows who you are. She’s already interested, and she knows what your obligations are to me and Lilly.”


He nodded and I think he was aware how weird it was for him to be getting a pep talk from his son about meeting Jill.


She was a few minutes behind him, but was still a little earlier than 6:30. We all stood up and I introduced her to everyone, knowing that she’d probably spent more time with them than she had with me while I’d been in ICU. She had a pretty young woman with her that looked closer to our age than hers.


“This is Amber,” she told us, introducing her to all of us.


“Hello,” Amber said to us shyly, as Dad held their chairs. I was across the table from them, so I didn’t make a production of getting up to help with that chore.


“Hi, Amber,” I said and we all traded greetings as we settled in.


“Well, you and Victoria weren’t kidding when you told me that you’d be bringing multiple girls,” Jill commented, looking around the room. Her expression suggested that she recognized most of the faces she was seeing. “And you said you’re dating more of the girls that came to the hospital?” she asked, amazed.


I shrugged. “Maybe one or two,” I allowed sheepishly.


“One or two DOZEN maybe,” Gina corrected me to general agreement and some laughter.


I could feel the tone of this meeting going off-script.


“Don’t worry, Grandmother,” I told her with a smile. “You don’t need to buy Christmas presents for all the girls.”


“‘Grandmother’?” Amber asked, curiously, looking back and forth between us.


“Matthew is under the impression that I will be his father’s ‘Mommy’,” Jill told her with a wry twist of her lips. “He’s rather fond of that idea, I think.”


Amber giggled endearingly at that and I smiled. “Like I said, I’m not interested in the details of what you work out between you. I’m only here to help with the introductions since Victoria helped put us in touch.”


Jill nodded. “Yes, she did,” she agreed. “I notice that you have a much closer relationship with her than I would expect from a doctor and patient.”


I shrugged. “I’m more than just a patient to her. She and I are both involved in a study through Harvard to chart how I process information and store data. That’s evolved how we interact. We’re both very close to Dr. Carl Saddler too, so the news of his cancer has hit us both very hard.”


She nodded. “I wasn’t judging. I know at least three doctors in the hospital that would lose their license to practice medicine if the board knew about their sexual encounters with patients.”


“I’m intrigued,” I said with a smirk. “Anyone I know?”


She looked at me searchingly. “I’m really not at liberty to say,” she said slowly.


“I know only two doctors in the hospital,” I pointed out. “Victoria and Samantha. If it’s something about either of them, then there’s a chance I already know. If it’s about another doctor, then I’m not really likely to care.”


She shrugged. “It’s neither of your doctors,” she assured me. “There’s a fair number of doctors and nurses that play around, whether they should or not though. Nothing new there, I suppose.”


I nodded, pleased that neither of my doctors were under the scrutiny of the rumor mill. “If you do hear anything unbecoming about either Samantha or Victoria, would you do me a favor and let me know?” I asked her gently. “They’ve both saved my life. If there’s something going around the hospital that might hurt them, I’d like to at least give them a chance to defend and protect themselves. I won’t let them know how I found out about it, but I know a few people in the hospital, so it could be from any one of those people.”


She nodded. “I know that Dr. Forester has a reputation for being a cold-hearted woman and there was some surprise that her receptionist isn’t a woman since she has a history of being unfriendly to men.”


I shrugged. “I’ve heard those rumors. I’ve got nothing but respect for Samantha. I’ve asked her to continue to mentor me since one of my goals is to enter medical school.”


She nodded. “She’s a world-class surgeon,” she admitted.


Having deflected the topic of the hospital, I took a backseat for a little while, letting her chat with Dad while I listened to Emma and the girls bantering with Jessie. I smiled as they all grilled her about last night and this morning. Emma had already heard, and they’d seen the bite marks between showers, so I just sat back and watched, entertained as they giggled together like ... well, like school girls.


I blinked when I noticed that while Amber was listening in as attentively as the rest of them, Jill and Dad practically had their heads together, ignoring the rest of us for the moment.


I watched the girls a little more and then decided now was a good time to excuse myself to go to the rest room.


I got up and left the room, asking a server to point me in the right direction. I answered nature’s call and was about to slip out of the stall when I heard two people come in talking.


“Yeah, I tried to get a private room for tonight so I wouldn’t have to give a hundred autographs just to get through dinner,” one of them was telling the other.


“Same,” his companion confided. “They said some asshole booked the banquet room all night. Did you get a look at them when they came in?”


“Some trust-fund baby with a bunch of hookers,” the first one said. “Pathetic. He’s probably some flavor of the month boy band kid. Gets a royalty check and runs out to blow it on taking whores to a fancy dinner. Next week, he’ll be back living in Mommy’s basement.”


Okay that one stung a little, at least partly, because I actually DID live in the basement. I was also tempted to go out there and give him a punch in the throat for calling my girls hookers, but I decided to hang on another minute and see where the conversation was going.


“Aw, cut him some slack,” the other guy suggested. “If I’d hit it big when I was a kid, I’d probably have done something like that too. It’s part of the thrill, right? You can’t tell me that you never went to a pro when you first started getting the big bucks.”


“Maybe, but I never dressed them up and took them to dinner,” he said with a laugh. “You hire a whore, you fuck her and kick her out before she starts to think she can get her hooks into you for a meal ticket. Even now, you have a little fun on the road and you leave it on the side of the road before you come home.”


I opened the door to my stall, wanting to know who I was sharing the rest room with and smiled at the two of them as I stepped to the sink. Now that I could see their faces, I knew which of them had said what. “None of my girls are prostitutes,” I told them lightly. “Maybe you should stick to fucking hookers though. Some of us swing bats, others get sprained pinkies.” I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face as I looked at him in the mirror, washing my hands. He’d had a shortened season a few years back for a sprained finger.


He turned red and took a step toward me before we were separated by the other player in the room, one of the Celtics. “Okay, okay,” he said soothingly. “Everybody’s had a little something to say. Let’s just leave it at that,” he suggested, looking the Red Sox player in the eye. He turned to me and shrugged. “I apologize,” he said. “We weren’t being very nice when we came in. It wasn’t cool.”


I dried my hands and shook his hand. “Thanks. I don’t mind being called an asshole, but calling my girls hookers gets under my skin.”


He nodded. “Yeah, I get it. So, who are you, if you don’t mind me asking. You kinda came in here like royalty.”


“I’m Matt Russell,” I told him. I could tell it didn’t ring any bells for him so I elaborated. “I’m the guy from the Captain America video. The one from Halloween and the shooting at Thanksgiving.”


His eyes widened at that. “No shit? You’re a tough little dude. I saw that shit at Thanksgiving. They said you took six shots. I know brothers in the ‘hood that dropped after two.”


I nodded and pointed out the scar along the side of my head. “I’m just finishing physical therapy for the shoulder. It was kind of a mess,” I told him.


“That’s fast!” he said in shock. “How’d you get it back in shape so fast? Some new therapy? Medication? New surgery?”


“No, my therapist was at a loss too. I eat right, listen to the doctors and fuck like a pornstar. Ridiculous amounts of sex is the only thing I can think that might have been different from his other patients.”


He laughed at that and we both ignored the other athlete as he went into one of the stalls to sulk or actually take a leak. “No joke?” he asked, seriously. “That’s it?”


“Yeah. I have nine gorgeous girlfriends. I fuck until I pass out at least three times a week. It could be that I’m just genetically better at healing, but I like to think it’s the sex,” I told him.


He nodded. “I can’t actually suggest that to the Celtic’s training staff,” he said with a grin. “If I could though, they might spring for a new massage technician.”


“Maybe a Japanese girl who’s double-jointed in the hips and the jaw and only knows how to say ‘yes’ in English?” I asked with a laugh.


“I like the way you think,” he agreed.


I glanced at the closed stall doors. “You should get him to pick up your tab tonight,” I suggested. “If he’d attacked me, I would have destroyed this room throwing him around.” I said it with a smile, but now that he knew who I was, he was nodding in agreement. “It was nice meeting you though. You should come out to Boston Common on April 2nd. We’re doing a charity event for kids’ cancer.”


“I heard about that. You’re still doing it after getting shot?”


“I’m Captain America,” I said with a grin. “Takes more than a couple of bullets for me to sit out the season.”


We said goodbye and then I returned to the dining room. Everyone was still chatting around me, but Jessie looked up at me with some sympathy. I wondered what I’d missed and looked at her questioningly when I was settled.


“You okay?” she asked. “You were gone for a bit.”


I nodded, understanding. She’d thought I was getting sick. “Yeah. I’m fine. I ran into someone in the rest room and we got to talking.”


“You met someone in the men’s room?” Emma interrupted.


I told them about the conversation and embarrassing the Red Sox player over the sprained finger he’d had a couple of years ago.


We were interrupted by the waitress coming in to check on us and take our orders. I ordered the clam chowder for a first course and steak for the main, not really paying attention to what everyone else was ordering, as we fell back into conversation.


I noticed that Jessie was still the center of attention and as much as she looked like she was basking in it, she also looked a little overwhelmed. I got out of my chair and went around to her, leaning over to kiss her gently, giving her a knowing look. She was a little nervous with all the attention focused on her. I smiled and leaned over a little more like I was going to whisper something.


She turned her head to give me her ear and I smiled, sinking my teeth into her neck hard to remind her of last night and pull her head out of the moment. She squeaked at the unexpected bite, drawing all eyes to us as I sucked delicately at her pale skin before I released her, kissing the fresh ring of teeth marks before I straightened up to give her an amused look.


“Just a reminder to relax,” I said softly. “You’re with me and your sisters and friends. Don’t be nervous. You’re loved and where you belong.”


She gave me a withering look and punched me lightly in the arm, taking care to make sure it was the left arm. She was smiling a little though and she looked more relaxed than she had.


Jill, Amber and Dad watched this exchange with interest and when I took my seat again, each eyeing me differently. Dad had some amusement in his eyes. I was far more comfortable acting like this in front of him than I would have been this summer when he’d brought Tabby and Collie to me. I think he liked seeing the evolution of my dominant side. Jill seemed to be giving me a more considered look than she had before, and I could tell there were questions in her mind. Amber showed a detached sort of interest in how we interacted. She was committed to Jill, but was seeing a different sort of dynamic with us. There was curiosity in her look, but no overt interest in us. Her heart was tied to Jill.


“Something else that you weren’t exaggerating about,” she said lightly, looking around the room at the girls. She’d picked out the collars early and had them pegged. “So how many of the girls do you actually own now?” she asked directly.


I was about to answer when Emma spoke up. “All of us,” she said sweetly, looking at me. “Whether we wear a collar or not, we’d all do anything for Matt.” The others agreed with nods of their head.


I glanced at Emma and then back at Jill, shrugging and nodding my head in agreement. “I’d do anything for my girls and they know it,” I told her. “Hell, I’ve already braved gunfire for them. It’s not surprising that they return my devotion. I love my girls. They love me.” I reached out my hands for Emma on one side and Lana on the other. I hadn’t arranged them. This was just how they’d managed to position themselves. I looked around at the rest of them with a tenderness that was almost palpable.


“That’s very different than what I thought your relationship would be like when we discussed your situation in Victoria’s office,” she admitted. “Something you learned from your father?”


I shook my head. “For the most part, I’ve found my own way,” I told her truthfully. “To some extent, I learned from the mistakes of others. Miranda was my father’s previous dominant. She wasn’t fit to be in charge of a potted plant. Seeing the casual neglect and the calculated malignancy with which she treated her charges, it helped create a road-map for me, by making sure that I didn’t do anything she did.”


Jill nodded, appreciating my answer. “Many dominants in the community take the stance that subs are toys to be played with, shared, traded or cast aside when broken,” she said, and I wasn’t certain whether she was testing me or warning me.


I nodded. “They have to do what’s right for them,” I said casually. “I guess it’s fortunate that I’m really considered too young to be part of the community. I get the impression, from what you’ve said, that the greater community is something I would feel the need to protect my girls from.”


She nodded. “I would suggest that you remain vigilant and very, VERY selective about who you cultivate relationships with in the community,” she cautioned. “Like I said before, some people treat their subs as disposable. On the flip-side, I think with your attitude and your current successes, you could be very much in demand within the community.”


I nodded. “I think I’m okay with being on the outskirts of that community. I have no desire to be the center of attention. I also have no desire to expose my girls to an environment that might be less than respectful to them.”


She nodded. “Amber and I have attended some of the community events and I make sure she stays close to me.”


“That tells me a great deal about what I can expect from the community,” I said with a nod.


“They’re not all bad, but the bad ones tend to make pests of themselves,” she said soothingly, trying not to poison me against the rest of the BDSM scene.


I shrugged noncommittally. “I may have some contact when I’m older,” I allowed. “At my age, I can’t imagine any of the community would be particularly welcoming.”


“Probably not at events,” she allowed with a small sip from her water glass. “One on one, I think you might find some playmates.”


I nodded. “I won’t slam the door on that possibility,” I said carefully, glancing at Emma and then at the rest of my girls. “I think I would want to take a few minutes to think about what was being offered and talk it out with my girls before I agreed to anything though. At this point, it would definitely be someone coming to us. I have enough difficulty keeping up with my girls without taking time away from them for someone else.”


She nodded. “That’s understandable,” she said. “I’ve met a few people that would be interested in having a caring dominant and they’re much closer to your age than mine.”


“Are they looking for a permanent home or a play-date?” Emma wanted to know and I knew that she was firmly in charge right now.


I glanced at Gina and she treated me to a small smile and a shrug. She knew I had worries about neglecting my girls in favor of new experiences. She seemed relaxed and the look she gave me told me that I should be too.


Jill shrugged. “I haven’t gotten quite that far with them. I see them once a month or so at some of the events that happen,” she said, turning her attention to Emma since she was the one asking for details. “Would you like me to find out more?”


“Matt said he had a way to break even the most hardened painslut,” she said. “His bondage mentor is interested in finding out what he’s come up with, but he swears he won’t reveal it unless she finds someone brave or crazy enough to challenge him. While I’m personally curious, I’m not signing up for that. I saw what he did to Hanna and Tabby. That was harsh. Whatever he has planned has to make that look tame by comparison.”


Jill looked distinctly interested in that. “You’ve got an ace in the hole?” she asked and I reluctantly nodded.


“I figured out something that won’t kill a sub, but will pretty much guarantee instant surrender,” I told her. “It’s pretty terrible, but if you ever want to hear a safeword screamed in a panic, this is the ticket.”


“Very intriguing,” she said, leaning forward. “Are you prepared to share?”


I shook my head. “I’ll demonstrate it on an intrepid soul so long as it stays secret afterwards, but this particular cruelty is mine.”


“So, if you were provided with a painslut willing to brave the unknown, you’d unveil this trick?”


“I’ll do it!” Beck said eagerly. Just what I fucking needed!


“No, Beck,” I said to her and to my dismay, she got that look on her face that meant that she was about to dig her heels in.


“Why not?” she demanded.


“Because this was something I came up with that I won’t allow Bad Matt to touch, let alone play with,” I answered her. “It was my doomsday device for the night I broke Hanna. It’s not for play. It’s only for utterly breaking someone.”


She struggled with that for a few minutes and sighed, sagging in her chair. I wasn’t going to hear the end of this, I predicted. “Fine,” she said, disappointed.


I frowned and turned my attention to Jill. “In November, I was challenged by a hardened pain slut. It wasn’t a session, it was an actual contest of wills between her and I. She’d never been broken. In the course of my research, I discovered methods of inflicting pain that far exceed standard games. To be completely honest, I’m not completely convinced that it should ever be used. While it won’t permanently damage or scar a sub, the pain it inflicts is legendary. It’s not a punishment I’d inflict without a damn good reason, or a subject so immune to torment that she’s becoming a danger to herself in her pursuit of something to overcome that toughness. With Hanna, I actually had to go to that level, but thankfully, I didn’t need to open Pandora’s Box. In a casual encounter, I’m not convinced it would ever be appropriate.”


She nodded. “I think I understand. In case of emergency...”


“Break sub,” I finished.


She glanced at Amber and then back at me. “Perhaps someday,” she allowed. “Amber’s endurance is sometimes taxing.”


I shrugged. “Perhaps someday,” I allowed without much enthusiasm. “I’m not sure I should cross that line with Amber though. If you’re accepting my father as one of yours, wouldn’t it be kind of weird for her to be involved with you and him most of the time with guest appearance by the Wayward Son?” I asked with a smirk on my face.


A ghost of a smile appeared on Dad’s face at that, but he held his tongue for the moment, hiding his face in his water glass.


Jill was spared from answering as our first course was served. We mostly had soup or salad, although Emma had ordered calamari and Amber had a plate of loaded potato skins. We started eating as our servers left and I hoped the topic would drop in the scramble for food. The chowder was good, fresh and surprisingly hearty. Emma fed me a piece of calamari since I’d never tried it. It wasn’t bad, but not something that I’d normally choose. If I had it again, I’d order it as an appetizer for the table since a piece or two was enough for my palate.


We all enjoyed the opening course and were just settling back in satisfaction when I noticed Jill and Amber exchange looks. “Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. Lana and Emma were the only ones close enough to hear it and they both laughed at me. Traitors.


“Amber’s not opposed to spending some time with you,” Jill said with a smile, returning to our previous conversation.


I nodded and then looked at Lana. “How many girls are on the waiting list right now?” I asked her seriously. I’d been told there was a list, but hadn’t asked about how serious it was.


She bit her lip. “Thirty-eight,” she admitted. “Thirty-six if Beck and I don’t count.”


“You don’t count. You two aren’t waiting on me. All three of us are waiting on Wednesday.” I patted her hand and looked back up at Jill. “The girls have been keeping track of who wants an evening of my time if they allow it. Amber would be number thirty-seven if you’re both certain that it’s perfectly fine for you.”


She arched her eyebrow and gaped at us. “You’ve got a pack of eight and three dozen waiting?!!?” she blurted. Victoria had tried to warn her. I’d tried to warn her.


“Jill,” I said with a chuckle. “You remember what I was put in the hospital for?” I waited for her to nod. “Well the guy I confronted was a real creep. A lot of the girls from our school consider me a hero for ridding the world of him.”


“You’re telling me that thirty-six girls are willing to go to bed with you because of that guy?” she said disbelievingly. “I know you and Victoria both tried to convince me that you could date a lot more than you already do, but really? That many?”


“Vance Waterman helped organize a party where more than sixty girls were drugged, then he helped sell those girls to be raped while they were too high to understand what was being done, and too intoxicated to fight back. Many of those girls have asked that I help them understand that sex isn’t what they experienced at that party,” I stated frankly, without looking at any of my girls. I didn’t want to identify them with the looks of sympathy that I wanted to give them. “Some of those girls have never had an experience outside of that weekend and have never had anyone treat them like they deserve to be.”


She looked aghast at the revelation. It was understandable. I’d been the same way. I still was. She was looking around the room as if wondering if any of the girls were among the injured.


“I was hurt that weekend,” Jessie said with a nod when Jill’s eyes fell on her. “Last night, Matt helped me understand the difference between love and what they did to me. He’s my hero and my lover and I’d do anything for him.” She looked over at me and smiled at me adoringly. It wasn’t the same as when Hector looked at me, like I was larger than life. It was the same look that Emma had on her face when I told her that I loved her. I smiled back and my heart swelled for her.


Lana, Beck and Gina all chimed in that they’d been there that weekend without hesitation. I’d once have cringed to hear them admit it out loud. Now, I felt only pride at their courage.


“All four of you?” Jill said, surprised, “and thirty-six more? Dating one rape victim is tough enough. Trying to manage four of them is a nightmare I wouldn’t want to wish on anyone.”


“Are you kidding?” I said with a snort. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. My girls are precious to me and every one of them here loves me. I love them all. I couldn’t give them up.”


“That’s not what I meant,” she assured me quickly. “I just meant that survivors sometimes get flashbacks and react in unexpected ways toward sex.”


“Of that, we are painfully aware,” Tabby said. “There was another girl that devastated Matt when she became unhinged while Matt was trying to help her.” She didn’t sound as angry as some of the other girls, but she’d been there that night in the aftermath. She’d seen how upset it had left me.


Jill nodded sympathetically. “You have my sympathies about that,” she assured us. “If you decide that you’d like to play with Amber at some point, she finds your relationship with your girls intriguing. She’s also been begging me to find another girl for her to play with.”


I nodded. “Were you asking in general or were you hoping we’d entertain her tonight while the two of you got a little better acquainted?” I asked, looking back and forth between the three of them.


Jill smiled and traded looks with both Amber and Dad. “I think that would be a nice gesture,” she said with some casualness. “Your father and I have quite a bit to talk about. Amber’s eager to broaden her horizons with a group.”


I looked to my girls. Tonight was supposed to be Sorority night in our suite. Emma grinned at me, giving me her answer. Tricia nodded when my eyes fell on her. Gina was just as enthusiastic in her agreement, her bite marks just barely visible still. I knew Jessie’s answer before my eyes met hers. She’d had a sort of a hungry look about her a few times last night when we talked about the rope and about the terrible things Bad Matt could do. I thought tonight that she’d want to try her hand at being in control. Her look smoldered and I smiled. Unless there was an objection from the other side of the table, we were taking home a snack, by the look of it. Lana squeezed my hand and when I looked at her, she nodded. Beck was eager to see what I’d do to someone else. She’d never been able to watch Bad Matt chew on someone else before. Collie and Tabby were both nodding before Beck finished with her silent agreement.


I chuckled and looked back at Jill, who had watched the silent exchange with some interest. “Does Amber have any restrictions that we should know to respect?” I asked.


Amber perked up at that and shook her head at Jill. She looked surprised by that and touched Amber’s hand. “Are you certain?” she said softly.


She nodded emphatically. I wondered what her normal restrictions were. It was an exciting prospect to have this girl give herself to us without reservation. I wished Hanna could be here to be part of it.


Jill leaned in and the two of them had a whispered conversation before Jill was finally convinced. “Amber has some restrictions normally, but she’s requested to set them aside for tonight.”


“What are her normal restrictions?” I asked delicately. “Not that we’ll shy away from them, but if we go into that territory, I think it best for us to be watching for signs of anxiety from her if it’s something she doesn’t normally allow.”


Jill looked at Amber and nodded for her to answer. “My normal restrictions are no anal, no visible marks, no deep-throat, no pictures or video and no watersports or scat,” Amber told us shyly.


I was about to answer her when our servers returned with our dinner. My steak was a little more rare than I normally preferred, but I was okay with that. Lana had decided to try a shrimp stir-fry dish that smelled very appetizing. Emma had a Maine lobster in front of her and grinned at me.


“We don’t normally get a lot of lobster out in Malibu. It costs too much and it’s too much hassle to ship it across the country. We get Alaskan king crab instead,” she explained. The other girls had a variety of different dishes from a vegetarian lasagna for Jessie to a tuna steak for Tabby.


We settled down to eat for a few minutes before I raised my head to look across the table. “I think we can play within your normal limits, Amber,” I said. “Some of your restrictions are honestly things that we haven’t done before, but if there are things you want to do tonight that are outside your comfort zone, I think we can accommodate your needs. Scat or watersports have never been a part of our play together. We’ve been known to use cameras, but where some of us are underage and some of us aren’t, we’re very cautious about how that gets handled.”


She nodded. “Consider me a blank slate tonight,” she encouraged. “I’ve never had anal sex and I don’t normally allow myself to be marked or recorded, but tonight I want to explore what you find normal more than my own normal.”


I nodded and thought about taking her last virginity. An interesting introductory gift. I smiled at her. “Our normal varies from person to person. We run the spectrum from tender and gentle at one end to extreme, rough and dirty at the other.”


She thought about that and nodded. “I think I would like to see extreme,” she said before turning to Jill. “Do you mind if I come home with marks, Ma’am?” she asked deferentially.


She considered Amber and then looked at Jessie’s neck and then at Gina’s and at the bruises that were just visible above my collar. She smiled slightly. “What I’ve seen looks like they’ll heal on their own,” she told Amber. “If this is what you want for your treat, then wear your marks with pride while they last.”


She bowed her head and nodded. “Yes, Ma’am,” she said meekly.


I smiled across the table at the two of them, getting a sense of their interactions with each other. I also noticed that Collie, in particular, seemed to pay attention to their conversation. She glanced at me and when she saw I was watching her, she blushed furiously. I’d missed the mark with her somewhat, but Dad had been certain that what we offered was the kind of environment she’d thrive in. I vowed to talk to her in more detail, but later.


“I think we can give her a few marks to wear with pride,” I assured her. “I promise, we won’t tattoo her or get anything pierced ... this time,” I added with a smirk.


“Are we going to be getting the gear for that?” Beck asked eagerly. Her original list had included piercings and tattoos and she clearly still wanted that. Oh, my precious, reckless Beck.


“Maybe for your next birthday,” I gave her a wry smile.


“You’d have trouble getting a tattoo or piercing artist to book a sitting for people as young as you are,” Jill warned me. “The ones that WOULD are the types that you want to stay far, far away from.”


“We’d just get the gear and do it ourselves,” I said casually. “Lana and I are both very talented with drawing. With a little practice, we should be able to translate our work on paper to using a tattoo gun on skin.”


“And what would you practice on?” she asked, surprised.


“I saw a show where they practiced on pork shoulders. I’ve seen some of the cuts in the butcher’s section that have tattoos instead of traditional brands. I don’t know if that’s done after they’re slaughtered to identify the source or at the farm to prove ownership, but it seems to be a good way to practice. Clearly one of my girls is excited by the prospect. I’m guessing piercing is much easier to get into and do without mishaps.”


She nodded thoughtfully. “You need be VERY careful about that. Tattooing especially. Piercings can be removed, and they’ll grow over. Tattoos are expensive to remove.”


“Had one done?” I asked delicately.


She nodded. “I got one in college that turned out to be a decision I regretted,” she told us. “It cost me a hundred dollars at the time and more than two grand to remove.”


I nodded. “I’m not planning on getting one. I’d originally thought that I might look into something to make the scars less noticeable, but I’m due for surgery at the end of the month. That reminds me. Dad will be coming with us for that weekend since it’s being done in Beverly Hills.”


“Dr. Forester isn’t handling it?” she asked, surprised.


“No, this is outside her wheelhouse. She COULD do it, but her specialty is trauma. A friend referred me to a specialist.”


We chatted about more mundane subjects through dinner. Jill asked about my recovery and chatted with Dad about his work and interests. Amber, meanwhile, was in conversation with Gina and Jessie, presumably about what she could expect from us tonight.


I looked back and forth between Lana and Emma. “So, what do you two have in mind for the evening?” I asked. “There’s nine of us, Amber and possibly Tina if she turns out to have more of a backbone than Zoe.” Okay, it was a dig. I didn’t often express how much I wanted to slap Zoe for what she’d done. The way she broke up with us, the underlying reason and the shitty way she tried to draw Emma away made her one of my least favorite people.


Emma gave me a knowing look and took my hand, smiling at me. “I think our plan for the night is to turn the Presidential Suite into our own personal orgy studio,” she said with a smirk. “There’s two bedrooms, comfortable couches, sturdy tables and two separate showers in case you want to punch all of Amber’s restrictions since she said you could.”


I nodded. That was about what I expected. “Then why don’t we split up after we leave here. We can drop off the drivers at the house and the rest of us can go on to the hotel and meet you there. I know Gina needs her car for the morning and we’ll need more than just Jessie’s car to carry us all home.”


She thought about that and Lana touched my arm. “Beck and I can just get dropped at home,” she told me gently. “We’re still not cleared yet.”


I shook my head. “You’re not cleared to have unprotected sex,” I countered. “I happen to know that there’s strap-on harnesses in the toy collection that don’t get used. Hanna picked out her favorite and everyone else seems to stay away from them. For some of tonight, I need reinforcements. Unless you’d rather not, you and Beck are ideal.”


She looked like she hadn’t considered it. “How will we make that work?” she asked softly.


“Wear a pair of panties to cut down on the leaking. If you need to get off, keep those toys separate and we’ll make sure they get thoroughly cleaned before they get put back in the general collection. I’m certain you’re clean, but until we get the test results, we’ll play it safe.”


“What makes you so certain?” she asked, looking me in the eyes.


“Easy, no one else from the party had a positive result,” I started. “Not only that, when I was shot at Thanksgiving, they did aggressive tests on me and Vance’s body. There’s a different test that you can do within about ten or twelve days of exposure. Vance was clean and so was Marlene. That means that you guys are clean.”


“How do you know Marlene was clean?” Beck asked, overhearing.


“She’d been tested in Alaska either when they picked her up or on her own shortly before her arrest. Victoria checked with her doctor because of our tussle. She made sure I found out right away,” I told them. “She’s clean and Vance was, so unless Patrick has something, you guys are clean. I consider the chances of that to be slim or none if the rest of them hadn’t been infected.”


They looked relieved about that, and quickly agreed to help out tonight. The rest of our dinner passed pleasantly with conversation varying from light and normal, to deeply involved with BDSM topics. Jill was interested in how I’d come about so many collars at such a young age.


“I told you that my father’s previous dominant was abusive,” I reminded her. “Well, she had two other girls under collar. I couldn’t take him on as his Master, but I could be there for them. He suggested that the kind of environment I was building with my first two girls would be perfect for them, so we met them in a setting similar to this and they agreed to join us.”


She nodded. “So, no one that you’ve broken,” she said flatly. She wasn’t sneering, just clarifying where I was developmentally.


“He broke Hanna,” Emma spoke up. “I personally witnessed that. She was sobbing and beaten at the end of it. His mentor said it had been a pleasure to watch him reduce her to tears.”


“Interesting,” she said. “And that’s the girl that couldn’t be here tonight?” she asked.


“Hanna’s currently out of town grooming her sister for a collar of her own,” Tabby said with a smirk.


That got Jill’s and Amber’s attention both. “You’re taking her sister?!” she asked, shocked.


“Hanna’s sister is ... unruly. She suggested that I bring structure to her life. Her sister is confident that she’s going to run roughshod over me instead,” I told them with a smile. “We’re all looking forward to her attitude adjustment.”


Jill nodded, but still looked startled by the revelation. “So, you’re all comfortable with a pair of sisters being part of your circle.”


“I encourage all my girls to think of each other as sisters,” I told her. “They call themselves the Sorority and even if they’re not comfortable having sex with each other, they’re as bonded to each other as they are to me.” I paused and looked at Lana and Beck, both of whom were practically bouncing in their seats with eagerness to tell their tale. I nodded to them.


“They won’t be our first pair of actual sisters anyway,” Lana said brightly. “Beck is my sister. We were Matt’s first girls.”


“Your first collars were a pair of sisters?” she clarified. “Bold.”


“Their parents thought so,” I agreed, knowing that we were just bragging now. We were teenagers, all of us. Bragging was our thing.


“Their parents know you collared them?” she gaped.


“Their father volunteered his credit card when they picked out collars,” I nodded. “Our life seems to naturally gravitate toward complicated.”


“So not only do their parents KNOW, they APPROVE of what you’re doing?” She was incredulous. I can’t say I blamed her. It was an incredible story.


We all nodded in confirmation. “We’re all one family,” I told her.


“I look forward to seeing how that works,” she said faintly.


“I’m sure by Christmas, life will be much stranger. Depending on where we all are, we can try to do a large celebration for the holidays so you can see for yourself.”


“That wouldn’t be awkward at all,” she snorted sarcastically.


“No weirder than this year,” I countered, taking a bite of my steak, which I’d been neglecting while we were chatting.


“What happened this year?” she wanted to know.


“My mentor showed up and gave me a car, my mother and father shared a meal for the first time since July, four collars I’d released were returned to me and my mother started a relationship with Tricia’s father. Not that either of them really realized what they were doing at first, but that was the strangeness. God only knows how we’re going to top it for next year. Maybe we’ll sell tickets.”


“You do believe in keeping things in the family,” she said archly. “I’m almost afraid to let Amber go with you tonight. There’s no telling what condition she’ll return in.”


“Well-fucked and half-dead, but eager to go again when she’s had a week’s sleep, a gallon of water and several good meals,” I predicted, looking Amber over with some interest. She was Native American at a guess, with high cheekbones and a deeply tanned skin tone that made her look exotic. I hadn’t really paid much attention to her figure when she’d come in with Jill, but she’d looked average, neither alarmingly thin, nor outrageously curvaceous.


The rest of the meal evolved into more mundane conversation through the rest of the main course, and into dessert and coffee afterwards.


“So, where do we go from here?” Jill asked when the conversation had lulled some.


I thought about it some and shrugged. “It really depends on drivers. Did Amber bring a separate car, or did you drive?”


“Amber picked me up,” she confirmed. “She can take her car and I can ride with your father, if you’d like.”


“We have a car waiting for us,” I told her. “I wasn’t certain how late we’d all be talking so I have it hired until 1:30. We’re not going to need it nearly that late,” I confirmed. “If you two want the car for the night, all we have to do is figure out what to do with the cars.”


“I’m parked in the restaurant lot,” Amber said helpfully.


“So am I,” Dad said. “We can pick up my car from here later,” he assured me.


I nodded. “We’ll confirm with the staff that we won’t be towed for leaving them here and make sure Amber gets back to hers tomorrow.”


We chatted until our hostess returned. Amber confirmed that her car would be fine overnight and I asked to settle the bill. When she returned, I looked at the total and nodded, handing her my credit card. I was happy to have it, now that I had the bank account to support it. It made a lot of things easier, from reserving the car for tonight to shopping online.


While she was taking care of that, I put $300 on the table for a tip and pulled out my phone to call Darnell. He confirmed that he’d be here in a few minutes and we hung up. We were going back to the house to get changed and then Gina, Lana and Collie were going to drive their own cars back to the hotel for our own after-party once they had a chance to pack bags.


We went outside and the limo was waiting for us, Darnell opened the door and after a brief headcount, he gave me a smile and shook his head. He kept his comments to himself though.


I paused once everyone was in to let him in on the plan. “We’re headed back to the house where you picked us up. We’re gonna change and then you’ll be dropping most of us off at the Ritz Carlton. My father and his date are going to stay with the car and have you drop them off. They know that they have to give up the car at 1:30, so they’re not gonna try to get you to drive to Vegas or anything stupid. They may take a spin around town and get you to drop them off or they may want to fool around in the backseat a little.”


“That’s cool,” he said with a nod and shook my hand. “I’ll take good care of your Old Man. Not to worry.”


I grinned and got in the now crowded limo while he got us moving. Amber and Jill were both looking around at the interior, obviously unfamiliar with the experience. Dad seemed more at home and less enamored with the limo. I made note to talk to him about that sometime soon.


“While I’m thinking of it, I think we’re more interested in taking the furniture off your hands if you and Jill aren’t going to use it,” I told him. “We’re probably going to be moving this summer, so there’s going to be room for it at the new place.”


He nodded. “You’re welcome to anything she doesn’t want,” he confirmed. “On the topic of things meant to be mentioned though, your Uncle Stewart wants you to call him.”


“Please!” I held up a hand. “I just ate. You HAD to mention Stewart? Really?”


“Who’s Stewart?” Tricia asked, having never really heard me talk about him.


“Stewart is a pus-filled boil on the rectum of our family tree,” I said sourly. “My father’s brother lives in the middle of nowhere in a cabin that looks like it was used to film every horror movie in the 70’s. He’s an obnoxious asshole that can ruin just about anyone’s good mood. I’d rather get shot again than talk to him. Hell, I’d rather have sex with Cheryl again.”


“Ouch!” she commented. “That’s pretty harsh.”


“Stewart walked up to my sister at our last family reunion and asked her in a loud voice when we were gonna make a man out of her, then apologized, saying he thought she was me. It’s not just that I’m personally insulted by him. He treats everyone like dirt.” I looked at Dad pointedly. “Remember when he told everyone that since you got the brains and he got the looks, the only thing left for Aunt Lisa was pity?”


He winced. “Stewart doesn’t have the best social graces,” he said delicately. “I know you don’t like him and I understand why, but he was ... less abrasive this time.”


“Did he tell you what he wanted?” I asked darkly. Stewart had never wanted to talk to me before. It was the one gift I’d always treasured from him.


“I think he wants you to visit this summer,” he said delicately.


Beck made a choking noise. Of all the people here, she’s the one that knew Stewart’s antics in the most detail. I laughed. “I’d rather do two years in San Quentin with a jar of Vaseline and a thong that says, ‘parking in the rear’,” I told him.


“I’m so making those!” Gina gushed and Beck laughed with her. “I need to learn silk-screening! Embroidery would be too thick.”


I looked at her and, in spite of myself, I smiled. The mention of Stewart’s name had come dangerously close to wrecking the night for me. Instead, I could see her making a small fortune off panties that advertised parking in the rear and it made me laugh.


I finally sighed and turned back to my father. “I’ll talk to him,” I said in a slightly less annoyed voice. “I want nothing to do with him, but I’ll tell him that. I won’t put you in the middle.”


“It sounds like he might have Asperger’s Syndrome,” Jill offered. “He might not realize that he’s being hateful to everyone.”


“If it’s Asperger’s, then he got more than a touch,” I muttered. “He got two scoops, stole someone else’s bowl and then went back and asked for more. Still, I suppose that’s possible. It would explain why he can’t shut it off.”


Jill shrugged. “I’m only saying it’s possible,” she assured me. “I’ve never met the guy, so I can’t know.”


I nodded. “My advice would be to attend one family reunion to meet the rest of the family and then make sure you don’t have vacation left when they come around again. You SHOULD meet the rest of the family eventually. For now, let’s talk about something more pleasant.”


They all agreed and started talking about how they’d liked the restaurant. The food had been excellent, and the service had left us all satisfied. We chatted pleasantly, until we got to the house, and then the girls and I went inside and changed. I laid out my suit and hung it up while they did the same with their dresses.


Lana, Gina and Collie were going to drive their cars and meet us at the hotel. Collie took our spare key-card and we split up. Lana had just arrived to go through the collection, when I finished getting dressed. She had a tote bag with her, and I presumed her clothes were in it, but she was tossing other things in too. I thought she might have been possessed by Beck from the attention she was paying to the canes and whips. I gave a hand and we packed a bunch of different gear. I still hadn’t given the Sybian a try, but there was no way I was carting that across Boston and carrying it through the lobby of a hotel.


We went out to the cars and most of us rode in the limo, dressed a little more casually.


“So where are we dropping you kids?” Dad asked when we were underway. “I’d kind of thought that you’d be eager to take Amber inside and show her around.”


I shook my head. “We have a suite for the night,” I told him, waiting for him to see for himself. “The girls are bringing cars for the morning since Gina has to set an alarm to be up for work.”


“Where does she work?” Amber asked.


“She does costuming for a production company here in town,” I told her.


She nodded. “That must be an interesting job.”


“It is,” I agreed and told her about the costumes they’d done for us for Halloween.


“Wait, you’re THAT kid!??!” she asked, her eyes widening. “I knew you were in the hospital, but Ma’am didn’t say WHY you were in.”


I nodded and shrugged a little. “That’s not surprising,” I admitted. “She probably makes a habit of keeping work and home separate. It’s not exactly a secret that I was in or even what happened since it was in the news, but she probably didn’t want to broadcast that I’d been one of her patients. I wasn’t exactly in great shape when I was in her care. She couldn’t exactly get a selfie for her Facebook page.”


“No, I suppose not,” she agreed, dipping her head, embarrassed by her outburst. “Are you better now?” she asked.


“Mostly,” I said lightly. “I’ve scheduled surgery to reduce the scars at the end of the month and a little physical therapy left, but I’m mostly done.”


“Really?” Jill asked, incredulously. “I saw the details on your shoulder. I would have expected you to be months away from completing therapy.”


“Diego was shocked too. He asked me what I was doing differently. He thought I was taking something that I wasn’t supposed to. He wanted to know what it was so he could see if it was something he could recommend to his other patients.”


“What did you tell him?” she asked, interested now that we were talking shop.


“I told him I eat right, follow directions and fuck like a pornstar. That’s the only thing I do that’s remotely different. I told him I’m probably just naturally quicker to heal, but I’ll give all the credit to my active, deviant lifestyle.”


“I see,” she said with a chuckle. “I can only imagine how he took that.”


I shrugged. “He’d probably have been happier if he had more patients that he was attracted to,” I admitted.


By this point, we were pulling up to the hotel and when the car came to a halt, the three of them looked up and each were surprised at the hotel being the Ritz Carlton.


“You got a suite here?” Dad asked me to confirm.


“Emma booked it. I was as surprised as you are,” I told him.


Jessie had been quiet the whole ride, but laughed at that. “Don’t lie,” she scolded me before turning to my father. “He had figured out that it was the best suite in the city before we got here.”


“And he figured out that we’d already booked it when I suggested he take Jessie to a hotel last night,” Emma said helpfully.


I shrugged and then shook Dad’s hand before giving Jill a chaste hug. I got out when Darnell opened the door and helped the girls out in a line of them that got some attention from people hanging around the lobby. When Dad and Jill were alone in the limo, I passed Darnell a trio of folded bills when I shook his hand.


“Thanks for tonight,” I told him with a smile and nodded toward the car. “Take good care of them and I’ll be in touch. I’ll definitely need a car for Valentine’s.”


“Book early then,” he suggested. “Most of the time, last minute is fine, but for THAT night, you want to do it ahead of time. Don’t worry about your Old Man. I’ll take him wherever he wants to go. I’d tell you to have a good night, but I don’t see any way you could mess that up from here. Take care, man, and I’ll catch you next time. We may need a bigger car if you keep at it like this.”


We both laughed and then I left him to see to them, while I turned and followed my girls inside. Due to the January cold, they’d chosen to wait for me inside.


I took a deep breath of the cold night air and I smiled, chuckling to myself as I walked into the lobby.
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Chapter 7


“What’s so funny?” Emma asked, taking my arm as we all walked to the elevators.


“You remember what I was going to do for Jessie’s first night but we decided was a bad idea because there was no one to take care of us?” I reminded her.


She stopped, blanching noticeably. “Oh fuck! We’re all gonna be dead tomorrow, aren’t we? Are you gonna try to go the whole two hours?”


“Naw, probably not,” I scoffed. “Poor Amber is going to need medical attention though. Good thing Jill is a nurse. I’ll see how I feel after an hour. I’m definitely gonna need some help though.”


The seven of us squeezed into the elevator and made our way up to the Presidential Suite. There was an air of anticipation in the car as we rode up in silence. I’d had my other arm around Amber, sliding it up and down her side from her hip to just below her armpit, getting a feel for her curves. She was the only one of us that was still dressed for dinner. I let my hand drift lower, gliding up and down the backs of her thighs and squeezing her ass as she shifted, starting to get turned on by the attention.


“Is this your first time in a group like this?” I asked her.


She nodded. “I’ve been to dungeons with Ma’am before, but she was always careful to control what happened. This is my first time without her here to watch out for me.”


“Are you nervous?” I wanted to know.


“A little, but she was interested in knowing what your group was like,” she admitted. “We both were.”


“So, you bravely volunteered to research how we do things?” I asked with a wry smile.


She shrugged. “Just because I haven’t played in a large group doesn’t mean I don’t want to,” she pointed out. “I want to see what you do for discipline and for sex. There’s some things I’ve always wanted to do that I really can’t do with just me and Ma’am.”


By this time, we’d arrived on our floor and Emma took the card from me, leading the way to the suite’s door. There was only one other suite on this floor.


We all filed inside, and I wondered if Tina was going to come back tonight or tomorrow. I could only imagine what would be going through her mind if she walked in on the scene that I expected to be in the middle of momentarily.


Our first order of business was to sit down and talk things out. “Let’s have a chat about your limits,” I suggested, addressing Amber.


She shrugged. “Don’t kill me,” she said simply. “I’m okay with anything short of permanent injury, so knives and anything that would leave scars or would break bones. I’ve never been in a toilet scene, but I’ve seen them. If you’re into that, I’ll try it. I’ve never had anything in my ass bigger than a finger and I don’t normally get into biting or leaving marks like that. Tonight, I’m setting aside most of my normal rules. I want to experience everything you want to do with me. Don’t hold back.”


I nodded. “The only watersports we’ve ever gotten into has been when someone loses bladder control as they black out,” I told her. “If it’s an interest of yours though, I think you’ll be able to find at least one of us that’s willing to play like that. Scat, I’m not certain of. I’ve seen those spots on the internet, but there’s a difference between seeing it on a computer screen and trying to scrub the smell out of your skin. Still, if it’s something that you want to indulge in tonight since you’re exploring as much as you can, ask and see who might be willing to share that experience with you.”


“But not you?” she clarified.


I shrugged. “Are you asking me?”


She bit her lip and shrugged. “Not yet, I don’t think,” she admitted. “I think that’s something to be done later in the night.”


I nodded. “When the time comes, ask around and we’ll see who might want to,” I told her before switching topics. I really didn’t like the thought of doing that at all, let alone with someone outside the Sorority, but then she’d asked to be treated like one of us for tonight. “Are you on birth control?” I asked.


She nodded. “Ma’am and I both got an IUD when we discussed adding your father. We’re both tested for everything, but we only have sex with each other so there’s no outside partners.”


I nodded. “I already assumed that Jill was careful with STI screening since she’s a nurse. I’ve been tested and most of the girls have and been with no outside partners. Lana and Beck are waiting on test results so you won’t be having sex with them tonight. They may be tasked with fucking you, but you won’t be pleasuring them in return.”


She looked at me curiously and I pointed out Beck. She waved and looked like she was a little down about having a limited role, but was happy to be here. I’d seen her more frustrated about it in the past.


“Let’s talk about safewords,” I suggested. “Do you have a normal one that you use?”


She nodded. “Lilly,” she said.


“That’s not gonna work,” I said once the laughter died down. I could tell she was confused. “Lilly is my sister’s name,” I explained. “I’d rather you not scream it during sex.” I gave her a smirk. “How about we use ‘Orchid’ for tonight. I get the sense that Jill will be changing your normal safeword once Dad explains to her who Lilly is.” I smiled, thinking how appropriate it was that I use Samantha’s favorite flower as a safeword. I thought she might like that.


I heard the suite door open and looked up to see Lana, Gina and Collie coming in. We’d brought bags of toys with us, but they’d brought more and each of them had one of our camera bags slung over the other shoulder. I chuckled at that. We were going to go full Hollywood tonight.


“Emma, will you and Lana set up in the bedroom and then bring the third cam back in here and we’ll start?” I suggested and the two of them went into the bedroom to position the cameras on their tripods. I got up and started lowering the blinds so that we weren’t giving the rest of Boston a show like we had last night.


Tabby caught on and jumped up to help. We had the blinds closed and were settled back in our seats when Emma and Lana returned. “We’re good,” Emma told us and brought me the other camera. “We dumped all of yesterday’s footage already. We’ll finish editing it tomorrow.”


I nodded and took the camera from her. I turned it on and pointed it at Amber. “Introduce yourself to the camera, please,” I told her.


“My name is Amber,” she said with a shy smile.


“You’re here tonight to explore your boundaries, right?” I said, prompting her that I wanted it all on video.


She nodded again. “That’s right. I normally don’t get involved in group play, I don’t allow video to be taken and I normally don’t allow people to leave marks. I’ve also never tried anal, deep-throat, watersports or scat. We’re going to get pretty kinky tonight, I hope.”


“So how many of those limits are you eager to push past,” I asked.


“Honestly? All of them. I’m a little nervous about some of them, but tonight is the first time I’m here with all of you, it might be the only chance that I get, so I want it all.”


“Okay, we ARE going to take your anal virginity tonight,” I confirmed. “We have a couple of girls that are huge fans of the experience. They’ll be more than happy to help prepare you for that ride. Other than your normal restrictions, is there anything that you do in your normal sex or sessions that you really want? Something that makes you go off like a bomb?”


She bit her lip and nodded. “I’m a humiliation girl. I like the spankings, but being put down is a turn-on for me. I like it like that. I get really into it when people do degrading things to me.”


I nodded. Bad Matt was already salivating at the chance to get his hands on this girl. “Alright. We discussed your safeword and normally, it’s ‘Lilly’, but for tonight, we’re going to use a different word. Can you tell the camera what it is?”


“Orchid,” she said instantly.


“Okay, if we hear you say ‘Orchid’, everything stops and we check in with you. If you say it again during check-in, we get you out of the scene right away. That work for you?”


She nodded. “Say ‘Orchid’ to get a check-in, say it again to stop everything and end the scene.”


“That’s right,” I confirmed. “Is there anything else that you want from tonight?”


“I want to cum,” she told the camera. “I want get fucked so hard I’m still cumming tomorrow on the drive home. I want the beating of my life. I want to be covered in bruises and bite marks and welts and scrapes for days. I want Ma’am to look at me and cum just from seeing the proof of what we did here tonight.”


“I think we can guarantee that you’ll go home feeling well-used and completely fucked,” I confirmed. “Are you wearing anything underneath that dress?” I asked.


She shook her head. “No, Sir,” she said, starting to fall into her submissive role already.


“Spread your legs,” I told her. “Show me.”


She scooted forward to the edge of the couch and dutifully parted her thighs, lifting the hem of her dress so that I could see her sex. She leaned back to give me a better view. Her lips were puffy and there was a hint of moisture between them as she held steady for my eyes.


“Stand up,” I told her and she complied, getting to her feet without letting go of her dress. She kept it held up so that I could continue to look at her pussy. I noticed that it was bald. Not shaved, but the same baby-smooth treatment that Manda had displayed a lifetime ago. I had to know. “What’s your hair removal technique?” I asked, taking in her pussy.


“Laser, Sir,” she supplied. “It’s permanent, but takes several treatments, since it doesn’t work on every hair at once.”


I nodded and vowed to look into that prospect a little more closely. My girls shaved, but sometimes the stubble against lips and tongue was like kissing a porcupine.


“Strip,” I told her and she instantly let go of her hem to reach behind her, unzipping her dress and pulling it off carefully, stepping out of it before folding it and laying it on the couch where she’d been sitting.


When she returned her eyes to me, she was blushing a little bit, her tan cheeks coloring slightly pinker as she stood naked in a room full of people still wearing clothing. She was a sight to behold. I’d never seen anyone quite like her. Her Native American heritage had given her a beautiful coloring with the deep tan skin continuing across her whole body. Her tan lines were a very subtle difference and her nipples were a deeper bronze color, standing out from a pair of B-cup breasts that jutted proudly in defiance of gravity.


“You look lovely,” I told her, taking in her body. “Turn for me. Show me your ass.”


She was thin, but not athletic like some of my girls were. She presented her back to me and I allowed the camera to pan from her face as she looked over her shoulder at me down over her back and surprisingly small ass, down her legs to the pair of heels that she was still wearing.


“Bend over,” I told her. “Spread your ass for me.”


She dipped her shoulders and spread her legs a little before she reached back with both hands to pull her ass open for my inspection. Her rosebud was stretched as she pulled her cheeks out toward her hips. When I was satisfied, I made sure to zoom the camera in on her pussy and ass, taking a slow count of twenty just to keep her in this position, spread open and vulnerable for a little longer.


“Very good, Amber,” I said finally. “I want you to lay down on the floor and spread your legs as wide as you can.” I waited until she was in position and then told her to start masturbating slowly. “You are not to cum,” I warned her. “I want your pussy wet and eager.”


She nodded. “Yes, Sir,” she intoned obediently and started playing with her pussy while we all watched.


I looked around the room and all the girls seemed interested or at least curious. “Is there anyone that specifically does NOT want to play with Amber tonight?” I asked. This was a situation we hadn’t planned for ahead of time and I wasn’t sure whether Gina or Tricia were actually bisexual or not.


Tricia raised her hand. “Not that I find her unattractive, but I’ve never had sex with a girl before. I think I want my first time to be one of my sisters.”


Gina nodded. “I was just thinking the same thing,” she admitted sheepishly, giving her a smile.


Tricia grinned back and bounced to her feet. “Emma said there’s a second bedroom. You and me?” she asked Gina hopefully.


Gina bit her lip and nodded, smiling a little before turning toward me. “You don’t mind, do you?” she asked, suddenly self-conscious.


“Not at all,” I confirmed. “Raid the toy collection and enjoy yourselves. If you take her anal virginity, make sure it’s good for her.”


She blushed. “I think I’ll leave that for you to do,” she admitted. “Can you send someone to come get us before you take Amber’s cherry? I kind of want to see that if we’re not busy.”


Tricia laughed. “You wanna see if everyone reacts that way when he does them?” she asked Gina.


“Yeah. I guess,” she admitted. “I went nuts for it, Beck loves it, Tabby seemed to get off on it really hard. It’s hot.” Tricia took her hand and they went through the toys they’d hurriedly gathered at home, pulling out a few of them and a bottle of lube before they waved goodbye to everyone and disappeared in search of the other bedroom.


Part of me wished I could join them, but I had things of my own to do. “Lana, Beck, you’ve both got harnesses?”


They nodded. “You’re really okay with us doing that?” Beck asked.


“There’s part of tonight that I need someone else pushing. Since you can’t be involved in other ways, this is fine. Keep your panties on and follow my lead and you’ll be fine. Until we get your paperwork back, we’re going to work on the assumption that it’s positive, so we need to make sure no one’s at risk.”


They both nodded and then they were going and getting harnesses out of the toy bags. They were both dressed in sweats and quickly pushed them down their legs and had them off. I let them get into their harnesses and pick out the toys for them while I talked to the rest of the girls.


“Tabby, Collie, I know you’ve both been in scenes like this with Miranda. Do you have a problem being involved in a night like this?” I asked, looking back and forth between the two of them.


Collie shook her head immediately. She’d been going out of her way to be the best slave I could ask for since her collar went back on at Christmas. She’d relax sooner or later, but right now she was trying to convince me that taking her back was the best decision I’d ever made. She needn’t have worried.


I smiled at her and then looked at Tabby questioningly. “It’s a little weird for me,” she admitted. “I’m used to being the one that’s in her position.”


“Then I’ll lean heavily on your expertise to help make this as extreme as she wants it to be,” I told her. “I have several ideas since she’s heavy on humiliation, but you have experience.”


She nodded and I glanced at Amber as she rubbed her pussy slowly. She was starting to moan, and her hips were moving in a slow humping motion that thrust her pelvis up as she teased her labia at my command.


I smiled in approval and then turned toward Jessie. “You up for this? It’s a WAY different kind of scene than last night,” I warned her.


“I’ve been listening,” she said. “This is what she wants, right? I’m cool with that. I’ve kind of wanted to see what Bad Matt has in store.” She smirked and added. “We talked about me sometimes wanting to hold the whip last night. This way we both can.”


THAT got my attention in a hurry and I could feel Bad Matt roaring from his cage to be let out. I smiled, but I had one more conversation to have before we got there. “Ems?” I asked. “What about you?”


She made a scoffing sound. “I was there when you broke Hanna, remember?” she pointed out.


“You were there when Tabby asked for Bad Matt too,” I nodded in agreement. “Tonight, you’re being asked to participate, not just watch.”


“What’s the plan?” she asked eagerly. I knew Emma had always had a ruthless streak in her. She’d been perfectly happy knowing I got Miranda killed from day-one. She’d been ruthless in insisting that Lana and Beck be cut out of my life when that had been necessary, and she’d been mute on any sympathy for Cheryl. Tonight was just another example of how she was beauty over a core of steel.


“The plan is we treat her like she wants. We humiliate her, we whip her, we bite her, we pull her hair, slap her face, fuck her, spit on her and generally use her until she’s used up. This is her choice. If you hear the safeword from anyone, stop. If anyone sees her in distress or feels like we need a check-in for any reason, call it out. If there’s no further discussion, we have a slut to drag through the mud.”


I looked down at the floor and she was moaning and watching us talk about her like she wasn’t there while she played with her pussy. I unlocked the door to Bad Matt’s cage.


“Stop what you’re doing, slut,” I told her, my voice taking on the flat, cold tone that I always seemed to have when Bad Matt was out in force.


“Yes, Sir!” she gasped and then used her fingers to spread her labia open for my inspection. I pointed the camera at her pussy and zoomed in to get a better look at how wet she was. Her muscles clenched and unclenched rhythmically as she groaned in frustration, her pussy pulsing in time to the masturbating that I’d interrupted.


“There are four women in this room that you need to undress,” I told her. “When you’re done stripping each of them, you’re going to plaster your face to their pussies and eat them until they cum. If your face isn’t dripping by the time you come to undress me, you get the cane and you start over. If I’m feeling generous, you’ll be able to sit comfortably in two days.”


“Yes, Sir!” she answered crisply and crawled over to Collie, while I filmed it. She stood long enough to take Collie’s top off and started kissing her neck while she reached around to unclasp her bra. When Collie’s breasts were free of their confinement, Amber went back to her knees and started opening her jeans and pulling them down. Collie lifted her feet for Amber to pull off the rest of her clothes and then stood with her legs spread.


I exchanged a look with Collie and nodded, looking down at Amber. She smiled and grabbed Amber roughly by the sides of the head, pulling her forward and mashing her pussy against her face roughly. We could all hear the wet slurping sounds as Amber worked her tongue as fast as she could. I watched, fascinated as Collie’s hands moved to the back of Amber’s head, her fingers lacing together to hold her forcibly against her pussy. “EAT IT!” she growled at her through clenched teeth, her expression furious.


I was wide-eyed and I was sure I wasn’t the only one. Sweet, submissive, gentle Collie was acting like she might twist Amber’s head off if she didn’t make her cum soon. Then I clued in. This WAS an act. She’d been trained by Miranda. She’d undoubtedly been on the receiving end of this kind of treatment. She knew this game very well, possibly better than any of us.


Collie pulled back suddenly and slapped her across the face. “Fucking useless. Stick out your tongue. I’ll do it myself,” she snapped and pulled Amber back into her pussy, bucking her hips hard and fast. She ground her pussy all over Amber’s face while continuing to tell her what a bad job she was doing of making her cum until we could all tell that she was lying from the flush that was developing across her cheeks and her upper chest. Finally, in mid-word, she stopped and trembled, groaning and quaking as her first orgasm of the night caught up to her.


I was so hard that I had to adjust myself while Amber paused to catch her breath. Her hair was slightly tangled from Collie’s rough treatment, and her cheeks and chin were wet, but not yet dripping. I thought she might be able to get away without a caning for this, but if we couldn’t find a reason, we’d invent one before the end of the night.


“Orchid,” I said, while she was taking a moment to recover. “Amber, how’re you doing? You okay?”


She nodded. “That was good. Keep it coming,” she enthused. She grinned at the camera.


“Okay,” I agreed. “We’re gonna give you another minute or two and then we’ll let things go a little crazy from here.”


She nodded. “Do your worst,” she said sweetly. It wasn’t a challenge, more of a desire for us to challenge her.


I chuckled. “Are you gonna need to be able to walk comfortably for the next few days?” I asked lightly.


“Not really,” she admitted. “My work is data entry for a law firm. I sit at a computer most of the day. Going to the gym might not be fun, but I can manage.”


“Challenge accepted,” I told her. Hanna had trouble managing after our marathon. I’d be willing to bet she’d hobble for days. I actually smiled at the thought of seeing her on a stair-climber tomorrow. “Break’s over,” I said authoritatively. “Back to work, slut. You still have a long way to go if you want that face dripping with girl-cum.”


She perked up and crawled over to Tabby before she got to her feet to take off Tabby’s shirt and bra as she’d done with Collie. She slid back to her knees and worked Tabby’s pants and panties down so she could strip her completely. When Tabby was naked, she slipped her head between Tabby’s legs and started working on her pussy and clit while Tabby ran her hands through Amber’s black hair. Tabby was a little more gentle than Collie had been at first and that surprised me. Then she started getting more and more abusive, telling her she wasn’t doing it right and berating her more and more angrily.


She finally pulled her out from between her legs and slapped her across the face. “Who taught you to eat pussy?!” she demanded. “Stick your tongue out.” She waited for her to comply and then grabbed a handful of Amber’s hair in each hand, forcibly using the girl’s face to masturbate to her own orgasm. “Fucking awful!” she sneered at the girl. “You’d better fucking hope you hit a squirter before you get to Master or I’m going to beg him to let me issue your beating.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Amber said contritely as Tabby took a handful of hair and pulled her along the floor toward Jessie just slowly enough that Amber could scramble along in a crawl. Tabby finally shoved her toward Jessie and then smirked at me as she backed off. She’d enjoyed that a little more than Collie had, I thought. Collie had been playing a script that she’d learned at Miranda’s feet. I thought that there might be a little more to Tabby’s reaction, but now wasn’t the time to break scene. I’d make time to talk with her later.


Amber was starting to get to her feet when Jessie pie-faced her back to the floor. “Stay on the floor where you belong,” she told her. “I can take off my own shirt. Get to work.” Jessie was my dark horse. I knew that she was interested in both sides of dominance, but I wasn’t sure how she’d respond to it in the moment or afterwards.


She tossed her shirt aside and undid her bra while Amber unzipped her jeans and started pulling them down. Jessie stepped back and then pushed them the rest of the way off before stepping back up and pulling Amber into her sex. She held Amber’s head and looked down into her eyes while she hunched her hips, grinding her pussy on the girl’s tongue. She didn’t speak like the others, but held her head by the sides and stared down into her eyes as she smeared her pussy on Amber’s nose and lips and chin.


I watched while she held eye-contact through the whole thing, panting harder and harder until she shook and groaned loudly, her body trembling as she came.


When she was done, she shoved Amber away to stumble onto her back and she backed away on shaky legs. Amber’s face was actually dripping at this point. Jessie had some of the wettest orgasms I’ve ever seen. If she’d saved Jessie for last, she’d have been good, but she still might be okay, depending on how fast or hard she could make Emma cum for her.


It was Emma’s turn and she wasted no time on preliminaries. She had her shirt off and her bra followed it to the floor, as quickly as she could get it off. By the time Amber was pulling down her jeans, she was starting to get impatient and slapped Amber’s hands away to do it herself, shoving them down and stamping her feet to get out of them. When she was free, she grabbed Amber roughly and slammed her face into her crotch hard enough that I winced at the impact. Amber went to work right away though and Emma started berating her, telling her she needed to prove she was good enough to suck my cock. Like the other girls, she rocked Amber’s head back and forth, using her face to get off before she trembled through an orgasm of her own.


Unfortunately, she’d had a bit of a squirting orgasm and when she released Amber to come to me, her chin was noticeably dripping. She crawled over to me, her chest heaving as she gasped, her makeup a smeared, runny mess, her hair tussled and her eyes wild.


I handed the camera to Emma, who took it and turned it around to point at us before I spoke. “Well done, slut. I thought we’d have to cane you for this. We’ll still cane you,” I assured her. “I heard too many complaints to convince me that you were truly enthusiastic. You don’t have to start over from scratch though since you managed to coat yourself in enough pussy juice to have it dripping like you were ordered.”


She looked up at me and trembled, whether from nervousness or anticipation and nodded. “Yes, Sir,” she intoned meekly. “May I serve you before my beating?” she asked, her voice carrying a pleading note.


“Proceed,” I told her indifferently and she stood long enough to pull my shirt over my head before sliding to her knees again and unbuckling my belt. I pulled the wide leather belt through the loops as she worked on the zipper, thinking that it might see some use as a strap later if we got bored. She pulled down my pants and the boxer-briefs I’d worn under them and her eyes widened. She’d expected something smaller and more manageable, I suppose, but she had her work cut out for her. A lifetime ago, Patty had told me that it would be a fight for Lana to get this fish in the boat. Amber was obviously thinking something similar.


She dutifully finished removing my clothes and then we were all naked. She turned her attention to my cock and started worshiping it lovingly. She rubbed her face all over my crotch like a cat, nuzzling my balls and pushing her face around so every part of it touched me all over, delivering small kisses wherever her lips happened to be at the moment. I reached down and grasped my cock around the base, slapping her firmly in the face with it.


“Now you’ve got my cock filthy with the slime all over your face, cunt!” I growled at her irritably and slapped her across the face in reprimand.


She looked up at me, wide-eyed. “I’m sorry, Sir!” she whispered in horror at having displeased me. “Please, let me clean it up, Sir! I’ll do better. I promise.”


“Open!” I snapped at her and waited for her to part her lips before me, her eyes on mine as her mouth gaped widely, waiting for me to either force her head down onto my shaft or thrust forward into her mouth. I took a step closer and laid the head of my cock on her tongue, barely inside her mouth at all. “Do you think you deserve this cock?” I asked, my eyes boring into hers as I doubled the belt that I still held in my hands.


She looked up at me, her eyes moving back and forth between the belt and my face. She nodded slowly. “Yeth, Thir!” she slurred, trying to talk without dislodging my cock from its perch on her tongue. “Pleathe, Thir! Let me thuck your cock!” she pleaded, looking up at me with the tip still on her tongue. She moved her tongue a little more than she strictly needed to while she spoke, her eyes pleading with me as much as her voice.


She sat there slowly nursing on the tip, her knees spread wide and her hands resting on her thighs, palm up in a pose of supplication that I’d read about and seen online, but had never required from one of my girls before.


“Pleathe thay that I can?” she begged, getting into the role so completely that I was actually starting to feel magnanimous about letting her. I almost smiled. Bad Matt was enjoying this like he’d thought of it.


I pulled back instead though and I could see frustration in her eyes. “Beg for it,” I ordered her instead.


“Yes, Sir!” she said right away. “Please, Sir! May I have your magnificent cock in my mouth? Please! I want it SO bad, to taste it, to feel it on my tongue. Please, Sir! Will you please fuck my dirty, slutty whore mouth? I want it so bad. I wanted to taste it so bad when you put it on my tongue. I could taste only a little when it was there. Please, let me taste it all, Sir! Use my mouth! I’ll be a good girl! I promise. I’ll be the best slut you ever had. Pump it into my throat and make me choke. Gag me with your huge cock, Sir, please! I want it cutting off my air and making my head spin. Use this hole for what it’s good for and plug it with your beautiful dick all the way down my throat! Please, Sir!” She punctuated her speech by throwing her mouth wide open and sticking out her tongue, inviting me to plunge into her mouth, her eyes continuing to plead with me.


Emma had circled around and captured the scene beautifully. Later on, we’d watch it and decide this was the moment we all stopped playing and lost ourselves in the moment. Subspace was thick in the room after that.


I looked up at Tabby. “Cane,” I said to her and grabbed a handful of Amber’s hair without looking at her, pulling her onto my cock slowly, letting her get her first real taste of my cock as I pulled her up and down the shaft slowly, still not throat-fucking her yet. She wouldn’t have to wait long though.


Tabby practically leaped to the toys and had the cane in hand to bring it to me. She knelt next to Amber and offered me the cane with her head bowed.


“You said you’d beg me to be the one to cane her,” I reminded her. “What are you prepared to do to earn that reward, Slave?” I demanded.


“Master,” she said, bowing lower. “I have nothing to offer. You already own me, body and soul. All that I am and all that I have belong to you. I can only promise to make you proud in caning this bitch for displeasing you. If I fail, my body is yours to punish for my failure, but my body is yours to punish whether I fail or not.”


I smiled. Tabby had told me that I’d never be one of the people to use her body, no matter what games we played, but she was speaking for both the camera and for Amber who was doing her best to pleasure my cock beside her. “Make me proud,” I told her, half encouragement, half warning.


She lowered her bow so that her lips pressed to my left foot, kissing it lovingly. “Thank you, Master,” she intoned, her breath warm against my foot before she stood and swept Amber’s hair over her shoulder so she could have unrestricted access to her back.


I smiled and waited, knowing this was going to suck for Amber. Tabby leaned in close to her ear. “Don’t even THINK of biting that cock,” she warned her. “If you do, the rest of your caning will be on your pussy and you’ll be lucky if you can sit for a month.”


Amber rolled her eyes toward Tabby and whimpered, nodding as much as she could and gurgling something that must have been a promise to behave. Tabby backed up and swished the cane through the air a few times experimentally before she laid a stripe across Amber’s shoulder-blades. As soon as the cane lifted from her back, I swung the belt, making her shriek at the unexpected attack of a double beating.


Tabby grinned and slowly we established a rhythm. By the time Tabby was done, Amber was a mess, her eyes running with tears and her breath coming in sobs. I’d given up the belt, tossing it aside when Tabby strayed lower to cane her ass and legs. The worst crying came when she started striping the bottoms of Amber’s feet.


Still, to her credit, I never felt Amber’s teeth, the whole time. I hadn’t made her take me deep yet though. Emma had followed Tabby’s assault more than the blowjob and that was fair. I wasn’t even close to cumming. The caning was far more interesting at the moment.


I looked down at Amber when Tabby stood up and pulled her off my cock. “Thank you, Sir! Thank you, Ma’am!” she said to us both, her voice trembling.


“You’re grateful for the caning?” I clarified. “I certainly haven’t felt your gratitude on my dick. Are you THAT easily distracted?” I asked, disappointed.


“No, Sir! I’m sorry!” she said, stricken. “I’ll do better! I swear!”


“You swore that all you wanted was a chance to taste my cock and squandered it,” I told her. “Fortunately, you have a benevolent Master tonight. Open.”


Her mouth gaped open instantly, expecting me to push my erection back into her mouth. Instead, I dropped the belt and pushed my left hand into her mouth, all four of my fingers going to the back of her throat to play with her gag reflex. She gurgled and heaved and choked as she tried to fight the urge to puke. I pulled my fingers back and let her cough and get hold of herself, mastering her stomach.


She moaned a little, her sides still heaving with the urge to throw up, but she took the moment to settle herself and returned to her position, her mouth yawning open in acceptance of whatever I was going to do to her. This time, I put my cock back on her tongue and told her to suck it.


Her lips locked around my shaft and she dutifully bobbed her head up and down on my cock, taking about half of it comfortably. That just wasn’t going to do. She was into humiliation and had requested to set aside her restriction to deep throat. I put a hand to the back of her head and when she started to move back down the shaft, I pulled her onto my cock more firmly, not shoving, but pushing my cock deeper and deeper with every thrust. She was making gurgling sounds in her throat as she tried to fight the gag reflex and that’s when I pushed further. I thrust into her throat hard, pushing her head brutally down on me with the other hand. She went wild, slapping both hands against my thighs and trying to pull her head back even as her stomach lurched. Her distress was evident, so I pulled back and looked at her as she collapsed backwards, gasping and sobbing, drool bubbling over her lips and down her chin as she practically gulped air down, filling her lungs.


“Sir!” she sobbed raggedly. “I don’t ... I don’t want to make a mess of the carpet, Sir. Can we move somewhere the floor would be easier to clean if I have an accident?”


I didn’t answer her, but instead went to the toys we’d brought, coming back with a collar and leash. I fastened the collar around her neck and clipped the leash to it. I turned to leave the room and gave a sharp tug on the leash. She crawled along beside me, her hips swaying as she let me lead her through the bedroom past where the cameras were on tripods, pointed at the bed and then pulled her along after me into the master bathroom. The girls had followed us, wanting to see what I planned, and to take part in the rest of the scene.


I led her into the shower, figuring that was the safest place to do this and then followed her in, positioning her where I wanted her. “Open,” I snapped and gave another sharp tug on the leash. She opened her mouth and her eyes looked up at me with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. I pulled her back onto my cock and wrapped the leash around my hand a few times, shortening the amount of slack before I took hold of her head with both hands, starting to hold her steady while I fucked deeper and deeper into her mouth, making her retch and gag in protest. She’d felt like we were going to see her dinner if we kept this up and I knew I tended to be a sympathy puker. It was time for a check-in.


I pulled her off my cock. “Orchid,” I said clearly and she looked up at me questioningly. “You said you were okay with watersports and scat, but puking wasn’t discussed,” I pointed out. “If you lose your dinner, I’m known to sometimes throw up when I see and smell vomit. We should put an end to the deep throat unless you’re looking to get showered in everything that got served at dinner.”


She thought about it and bit her lip. Fuck! She really WAS deviant! She was actually thinking about it! “What do you want?” she asked, looking up.


She was perfectly willing to have me puke on her. This was a level of perversion that’s not often seen outside of porn made in third-world countries ... and Beck. Beck would totally sign up for this new perversion with manic glee, I suspected.


“I don’t think any of us would be in a particularly sexy mood after throwing up,” I pointed out.


She seemed to take that under consideration and nodded. “Just do me a favor and force it all the way in at least once. I mean ALL the way in so my face is pushed into your stomach hard.”


I nodded and was a little concerned that she was flirting with disaster. “Alright, but if you puke on me and set me off, I’m gonna pull you off my cock and do it in your open mouth.”


She grinned and I groaned. Fuck, my mouth! When will I stop saying shit like that.


“Alright, check-in’s over, Fuck-Hole. Back on the dick,” I barked.


“Yes, Sir!” she chirped enthusiastically, diving back onto my cock with glee. Jill and I were going to need to talk about tonight, I was certain. As soon as Amber told her about what we’d been up to, I was sure I was going to get a very interesting call from Jill to clarify what I’d done to her pet.


I mentally shrugged and dropped back into the moment. I grabbed her by the head and pulled her against me at the same time I thrust my hips forward, lodging my cock in her throat completely. I shifted one hand to the back of her neck to hold her there and started slapping the back of her head with the other with an open hand. It was enough to startle her and push her face just a little harder against my stomach while she gurgled in protest at the invader in her throat. She lurched and gagged and I was sure she was going to lose it, but I managed to extricate my cock from her throat with nothing more than a thick coating of saliva. She was gasping and her eyes were streaming from the effort of fighting her gag reflex.


“That’s a good Fuck-Hole,” I told her, smoothing her hair like I was patting a dog.


“Thank you, Sir!” she gasped, still getting control of herself.


“Unfortunately, it was probably the least enticing blowjob I’ve ever had,” I told her. “You’ll need to be punished for that. Open.”


She looked up at me worriedly and opened her mouth obediently. I shoved my cock back in, masturbating with her face as I yanked her up and down my length. I didn’t push into her throat often, but I DID thrust past her tonsils a few times until I felt like I was getting close to cumming.


“Emma,” I said, my voice tight. “You’re gonna want to get a close-up of her face. Tabby, I want you in the tub behind her. Hold her still. Jess, I want you to do the same to her head. When I pull out, I want you to tilt her head back and hold on tight.”


They were all curious, but did as I asked. Tabby sat behind her and wrapped her arms and legs around her, pinning her arms to her sides. Jessie stood over Tabby and cradled Amber’s head back, prepared to tilt her head back against Tabby’s shoulder when I pulled out and Emma stood beside us while the others crowded around to watch.


“Ready, Fuck-Hole?” I asked her, holding back my orgasm as long as I could. She nodded and I reached down, pulling my cock out of her mouth. Jessie and Tabby acted immediately and held her tight, her head braced against Tabby’s shoulder.


I stroked my shaft while looking down at her. She was looking up at me, probably expecting me to cum all over her face like we were in a porn movie, but instead, Bad Matt leered down at her with a sadistic smile. I pressed the tip of my dick against her left nostril just as the first pulse of my orgasm hit and her whole body jerked in shock and protest at the feeling of my cum blasting up into her sinuses. I switched nostrils back and forth as jet after jet of blazing hot cum filled her head completely. She was coughing and weeping, held in place by Jessie who was sadistically gleeful in watching this degradation.


My orgasm finally finished and I wiped the last dribble from the tip of my dick on her upper lip, leaving her with a mustache while my cum bubbled out of her nose like molten snot. Emma had the close-up framed as she trembled and sneezed, spraying cum all over herself and inadvertently, my feet.


I could tell it was burning her sinuses and it irritated her like crazy, but she looked up at me and smiled shakily. “Thank you, Sir!” she said gratefully and swallowed hard, my cum trickling down the back of her throat as her sinus cavities slowly drained. “Please, let me clean up the mess I’ve made.”


She suited her words by bending her head and licking my feet from my toes up to my ankles and she licked all the way up my legs to my knees to make sure she’d cleaned all the traces of her sneeze from my body. She was still sniffling and making strange faces as she tried to get used to the sensation of my cum up her nose.


I looked around the room. The girls were an interesting study in reactions. Beck looked like she wanted to be next, but then she ALWAYS wanted to be next when she saw something like this. Tabby looked thoughtful, like it was something she’d never heard of. Jessie was biting her lip and grinning like she wanted to laugh out loud and Lana had her hand over her mouth to muffle her own urge to laugh as she turned red. I guess the sneeze WAS hilarious. Emma was grinning like she had a couple of candidates in mind for that kind of treatment and I suspected that Danny and Chloe were two of them.


“I think the humiliation portion of the night can be declared a success,” I said to them, “Unless someone feels like they need to pee on Fuck-Hole before we hose her off for the rest of her ordeal?”


It was interesting who thought about it and who waved off right away. Tabby wasn’t interested in it, but Jessie got a pensive look on her face before she patted Amber on the head. “Later,” she promised her. Emma shrugged ambivalently, but Collie seemed to be more interested in the idea than the others. She looked at me questioningly and I shrugged. I wasn’t making this decision for her. She bit her lip and then shook her head. An interesting fetish for her to show an interest in, given her deeply submissive nature, but then again, she’d been particularly aggressive with Amber in the beginning.


I pulled Amber’s hair back into a ponytail and removed her collar as Jessie and Tabby stepped out of the shower. I washed her up quickly and she did the same to me. Once we were dried off, I put her collar back on. The others had left the room for the moment. While we were alone, I asked her how she was doing.


“I’m fine, Sir!” she said brightly. “That thing you did at the end was ... unexpected. I thought you were just going to cum on my face. Do you mind if I tell Ma’am about that?” she asked.


“I think it’s fine to tell your Ma’am about any of tonight,” I told her. “I think I’d prefer that particular trick to remain a family secret for now though. I might want to use it in a few years when I’m old enough to be introduced to the community at large.”


“Your ‘cumming out party’?” she asked with a giggle.


I laughed. “That’s as good a way to put it as any, I guess.”


“Maybe when it’s time, Ma’am will lend me to you again. She never allows others to play with me at gatherings. It would cause some stir.”


I smiled. “I appreciate that,” I said. “I take it we’re living up to your expectations for tonight?”


She nodded enthusiastically. “I was HOPING to try some of the toilet stuff, but what you did when you came was so humiliating. I can’t BELIEVE I sneezed on you.”


“That was hilarious. At least three of us had a hard time not laughing at that.”


“You should have. It would have been more humiliating,” she told me. “It’s perfect. I still have it up my nose. It’s like I have a head cold. I’ll probably be sniffling it for days.” She laughed a little.


“Everyone’s gonna think you’re getting sick when you’re really gonna be cum-snuffling until mid-week,” I pointed out, amused.


She nodded and then handed me the leash before slipping to her knees beside me. “I’m ready, Sir,” she said affectionately.


“Alright, Fuck-Hole,” I said, using her new name. “We’re changing the focus now. You’re still Fuck-Hole and we’ll be making sure to humiliate you, but now you’re gonna get the punishment end of the night.” I yanked on the leash a little harder and she crawled along obediently. When I opened the door, the girls had moved a lot of the toys into the bedroom and we were the focus as I led her into the bedroom.


“Tabby,” I said softly. “Your work is starting to fade. I want you and Collie to pick out things from what we have available and turn her into stripes from the bottoms of her feet to the top of her back by the time I’m back.” I handed the leash to Tabby. “I know you won’t go easy on her. When you’re satisfied that she’ll carry the marks for days, if I’m not back yet, let Lana and Beck treat her front the same way, neck to toes.”


“Where are you going?” Emma asked.


“Snack, check on the other girls and figure out which part of Fuck-Hole to fuck next,” I told her. I left the girls to it and knew that none of them would go overboard except maybe Beck, but Amber would be fine. Beck understood safewords. She wouldn’t fucking USE one to save her life, but she knew what they were for.


I closed the door behind me as Tabby was leading Amber up onto the bed where the other cameras could capture her ordeal. I grabbed a banana from a bunch that Emma had stocked in the pantry the day before. She really DID think of everything. I ate it quickly and then downed a can of Coke before going to the other bedroom. I could hear moaning from inside, telling me that Gina and Tricia were still enjoying themselves and then I returned to the pantry for a bottle of water to bring back to the Master Suite with me.


When I opened the door, they were just about to turn Amber over on her back so Lana and Beck could do their worst to her. I couldn’t let them participate in everything, but I could at least give them this much.


“Hang on,” I said. “Does Fuck-Hole need a drink and a minute?” I asked Amber, using her nickname.


She thought for a second, but shook her head. “No, Sir. I’m okay for now.” I smiled. Her voice was thicker, more nasal from the irritation of her sinuses.


I nodded and told her to lay on her stomach while I inspected the work so far. She settled back down and I traced the stripes they’d laid into her. They’d been gentle, but not by much compared to how I’d have treated her. “How do you feel about your marks, Fuck-Hole?” I asked her.


“I don’t think they’ll last very long, Sir,” she admitted. She sounded a little disappointed in that.


“Don’t worry,” I assured her. “We’ll see you’re properly taken care of.” I held my hand out and Tabby laid a cane in my hand. I swung it firmly, cracking it across the bottoms of her feet, making her squeal. I looked up and scanned the room. “Jessie, take Collie’s cane. This is your first lesson. You’re not swinging to chop wood. Start gentle and check with her often.” She nodded and started with her back while I concentrated on her legs, deepening her welts. Within a few swings, Jessie had a feel for the right amount of effort and the two of us worked in tandem, making her howl and whimper as we beat her red. I welted her legs and ass while Jessie left an enviable set across her back.


When we were done, I handed my cane to Beck and Jessie reluctantly passed hers to Lana. I took the bottle of water and ran it over her ass. She squealed at the cold on her hot skin and trembled, writhing in pleasure as I ran the bottle over her thighs and back, soaking up some of the heat from her caning.


“Please, Sir!” she gasped. “PLEASE may I cum?!!?” she begged desperately.


I chuckled and pulled her legs open to look at her pussy. It was drooling lubrication already and was pulsing slowly as she fought for control of her orgasm. “Roll over, Fuck-Hole,” I told her.


She whimpered in frustration, but flipped over quickly, hissing as her battered skin settled on the mattress. I spread her legs again and started touching all around her pelvis, but staying well clear of her pussy for the moment. “When you feel my hand on your pussy, you may cum,” I told her, stroking her thighs as she writhed, rubbing her inflamed skin on the blankets beneath her. “Spread your legs and close your eyes,” I told her. She kicked her legs out to the side, hoping that if she was a good girl, I’d touch her and she could cum. Her eyes squeezed shut and she moaned softly, her hips arching up for my touch. I looked at Lana and Bad Matt smiled at her.


Her eyes widened and she realized what was about to happen. She grinned at me and bit her lip to keep from laughing. I circled closer to Amber’s pussy and then lifted my hand, making her sob in frustration and need. I raised my hand flattened it before bringing it down on her spread pussy with a resounding crack that split the air like a gunshot.


Amber lifted off the bed, sitting straight up, her eyes flying open in a scream of pain, shock and rapture as the blow vibrated through her clit like a bolt of lightning. I pressed my fingers into her, feeling her orgasm crumble her composure as she howled and mewled and cried, collapsing back onto the bed even as she continued to thrash like she was possessed. I stroked her G-Spot hard, making her orgasm continue, a second one plowing over the top of the first, reducing her to an animal caught in a trap, rolling her head back and forth while I pressed my thumb against her clit and kept working over her G-spot, fluttering my fingers over the rough little bundle of nerves inside her.


I lost track of time, but after a while, she started to have trouble breathing and I slowed my fingers, letting her glide down from the heights she was on now.


She slowly trembled to a halt and I got the bottle of water, climbing onto the bed with her to hold her. I was worried I might have actually broken her. I cradled her to me and checked her pulse while I fed her small sips of water. Her pulse was fast, but not alarming. I knew we needed to give her a minute though.


“She needs a breather and then we can start on her front,” I told Lana and Beck. “In the meantime, I need Jessie to join us. There’s one part of her that we can’t mark with canes.”


She got onto the bed, but looked curious for a moment until she watched me sink my teeth into Amber’s neck. Then she practically lunged at the other side of her neck. Amber was moaning and moving again as she wriggled between the two of us. I asked Jessie to do this because she was the most enthusiastic biter I knew and the two of us covered her in teeth-marks all across her neck, throat and shoulders as she recovered from her orgasm.


When I felt she was starting to come around, I raised my head and looked her in the eyes. Her exotic features were beaming with a gratitude that touched her core. “Thank you, Sir!” she whispered even while Jessie still gnawed on the other side of her neck.


On impulse, I kissed her, feeling her tongue with mine for the first time. She kissed me back passionately and moaned into my mouth as Jessie did something that made her react.


Reluctantly, I pulled back and went to Lana, taking the cane from her and told her Emma needed a chance to play, but I promised her one of the most important jobs of the night. Her eyes lit up at that and she nodded as I kissed her. I took Emma’s camera from her and took up her job of filming while she moved into position. Jessie slipped off the bed and Beck joined Emma with her own cane.


“Beck,” I said quietly. “You’re punishing her. Don’t swing for what you can take. Poor Fuck-Hole can’t take that much at once.” We all laughed and she grinned, nodding at me before they began.


Emma wanted to do as I had and started striping her legs while Beck took some delight in tormenting Amber’s tits and nipples, her wrist moving almost non-stop and I realized this was a bad idea. Beck had learned her way around the kitchen as Patty’s pint-sized assistant chef, prepping ingredients for her mother. She swung the cane like she was chopping vegetables, the cane swishing through the air tirelessly as she turned poor Amber into a whimpering red-striped mess.


“Orchid,” Lana said a second before I could. “Jesus, Beck!” she scolded her. “You’re not trying to chop your way through her. Slow down. Let her react. Let her skin welt from the first one before you’ve counted off twenty.”


Beck looked down at what she’d been doing and blanched. “I’m sorry,” she told Amber. “I’m usually where you are. I guess I’m not cut out for this side of the action.” She handed her cane to Lana and backed away from the bed mortified.


“It’s okay,” Amber assured her. “It was just a bit much at once. I’m okay, I think.” She raised her head to look down at herself and didn’t seem alarmed. She touched her breasts and winced a little, but no more than she had for the welts on her back.


“I think that’s enough for her breasts, for now,” I said, making an executive decision. “Move around a little, but keep away from her chest until we get a sense of how thorough a job Beck did on it. When you’re ready,” I prompted them.


They nodded and went back to work, methodically covering her with welts so that she’d be uniformly marked when we sent her back to Jill.


While they were working her over, I went to talk quietly with Emma. “You’ve been sort of fading back into the background. Anything you want from her?”


She looked at me and then back to the camera with a grin on her face. “Maybe,” she admitted. “Maybe when you take her ass, I’ll get her to eat me silly.”


I nodded and promised her that much. “Anything else?”


“I dunno. I’ve sort of had fun running the cameras. I’m okay to keep doing that for now.”


I nodded and turned to survey the results of Amber’s beating. “Okay, I think she’s been beaten. I’m gonna go get the other girls and then we’ll see what other parts of her we can punish. For now, let’s give her a break and a drink and then we can start back in.”


I slipped out of the room and went to the other bedroom, opening the door and looking in. Gina and Tricia were cuddled together, looking satisfied and happy. “I missed the fireworks?” I asked with a grin, coming to join them, sitting on the edge of the bed.


“That was fun!” Tricia said. “I guess this means that you officially don’t have any girls that aren’t at least a little bi, huh?”


I nodded and leaned in to kiss them both. “How about you, Gina?” I asked. I was aware that she looked contented, but then, so had Cheryl.


“I’m good. I prefer sex with you, but I think we all do,” she told me with a shrug and then kissed Tricia deeply. “Not that I disliked that, but you know what I mean.”


Tricia nodded. “Maybe next time, we can do it as a threesome. I think that’s probably the best of both worlds.”


“We’re ready to finish Amber off,” I told them, changing the subject. “I’ll warn you though, we’ve nick-named her ‘Fuck-Hole’ tonight.”


Gina nodded and patted me on the cheek. “I was there when you called Tabby ‘Slave’,” she reminded me. “I know the scoop.”


“Good,” I said. “If she takes the butt-fucking, I’m gonna marathon her and then we’ll take a break and see if I’m still alive.”


Tricia shook her head ruefully. “You’re gonna put yourself back in the hospital if you do that,” she warned me.


“You worry too much,” I grinned and kissed her again before bouncing back to my feet. “I check in often enough to keep myself from getting into trouble. If I start to feel like something’s wrong, I’ll stop, I promise. You missed what we did to her during the humiliation part of her night.”


“Yeah?” Gina asked, interested. “Worse than making Tabby suck your dick after you’d fucked her ass?”


I shrugged. “Depends on how you look at it,” I said. “Tabby’s was dirtier on the surface, but she could brush her teeth right after. This is gonna stay with Amber for a couple of days.”


Tricia scrunched up her face. “Do I want to know?” she asked apprehensively.


“I pushed my dick up against her nose and shot my cum up into her sinuses. She’s been sniffling ever since. The people she works with are gonna think she’s getting a head cold,” I told them.


Tricia looked shocked, but Gina laughed heartily. “You need to do that to Hanna’s sister after she loses the bet!”


“Emma recorded it,” I promised them. “When I was done, she tried to hold it together, but then she sneezed cum all over herself.”


That got Tricia laughing too, even though she was red-faced at the thought of me doing that.


We walked back to the Master Suite and joined the rest of the Sorority. “How’re you doing, Amber?” I asked her, using her name to let her know that she was still on a break for now.


“Good!” she said brightly and then sniffed. “I can’t wait to tell Ma’am about what you did when you came. That was something I’ve never heard of. I can still feel it burning.” She wriggled her nose a little at the irritation. “The welts are good. I’ll need to wear long sleeves for a while, but there’s no hiding the bites. People will wonder because I don’t talk about dating at work.”


“You think it’ll cause actual problems?” I asked, concerned.


She shook her head. “It’s mostly women that I work with,” she told me. “They might ask about the details, but that’s about it.”


“Just tell them that you hooked up with a celebrity,” Emma suggested. “Then they’ll care less about what happened and want to know more about who it was. Just don’t tell them who because Matt’s fourteen. He’s not supposed to be able to understand sex.” Several of the girls giggled at that, knowing how much it got under my skin to be thought of as incapable. “Just tell them he’s internationally known and an athlete.”


“That’ll make them think you scored with one of the guys from the Celtics, Sox, Bruins or Pats. They’ll spend a month trying to figure it out,” I allowed. “But I’m not really much of an athlete at the moment,” I pointed out to Emma.


She shrugged. “You throw the discus,” she smirked. “Besides, you’re back to cheer now and Kung Fu next week. You’re an athlete, trust me.”


I shrugged and conceded the point. “I guess throwing the discus is as good a description as any,” I agreed. “So are we all ready for Round 3?” I asked, looking around the room.


“I am!” Amber replied, perking up. “How do you want me?”


I smirked. “Beck, lay down in the center of the bed,” I directed. She hopped up and lay down, her fake cock wobbling as she got into position.


I looked at Amber and nodded toward Beck. “Get on it, Fuck-Hole,” I told her and she sprang into action, throwing a leg over Beck’s hips and slowly working her hips up and down to get the dildo into her pussy. I wandered back to the toy collection and picked up some lube, coating my cock with it as I returned to the bed. I went over to Emma and whispered in her ear where I thought she could get the most out of what she wanted to do.


She bit her lip and grinned, climbing onto the bed and straddling Beck’s face, gripping the headboard while she lowered her pussy onto Beck’s mouth. I immediately heard the sounds of Beck doing the job in front of her while Amber was still bouncing on her cock. I climbed up on the bed behind her and put my hand on her back, pushing her forward.


Amber looked over her shoulder at me and saw my lubed cock. She suddenly looked nervous and maybe a little scared, but I intended to keep her occupied while I worked on her ass. I reached up with the hand not covered in lube and took a handful of her hair.


“You wanted to be a toilet slave,” I reminded her before turning her head to look at Emma. “You’re gonna get your chance to eat her ass. I hope you like the taste, Fuck-Hole. It might not be the last ass that feels your tongue tonight.”


“Yes, Sir!” she said crisply. “Please, may I eat her ass, Sir?” she begged, her words coming out enthusiastically.


Instead of answering, I thrust her head forward, pushing her face into Emma’s ass firmly.


By this point, Lana had the camera, having been promised the extremely important role of making sure we documented taking Fuck-Hole’s virginity, and knew where the scene was going. I had lube all over one hand and used that hand to get Amber ready to lose her last virginity. I opened her up slowly, using one finger and then a second, twisting them to coax her sphincter open. I didn’t bother with a third finger this time. Amber had been looking for a rough experience that would leave her feeling it for days. If she was still relatively tight, she’d feel this at least into Monday.


I put the head of my cock against her and pushed as soon as my fingers vacated the premises. I felt her reluctantly open up before the onslaught and she pulled her head out from between Emma’s cheeks to howl.


“OHMYGOD!” she squealed, trembling and throwing back her head as I started pumping slowly in and out of her, letting her get used to the feel of being penetrated there. “I’m so full! NGH!” She gasped and pushed back against me, driving herself onto my cock and Beck’s. We held her steady, moving with gentle motions at first to let her get used to the sensations.


She gasped and moaned into Emma’s ass as I sodomized the poor girl, feeling Beck’s plastic cock sliding in and out of her pussy. I started to move more decisively, pushing my cock into her bowels even while I held onto her hair, pulling her out of Emma’s ass only to push her back into it with each stroke. She was moaning and whining and the room was filled with the wet slurping sounds of Beck and Fuck-Hole eating Emma front and back.


The four of us moved together, groaning and moaning and climbing toward a release that was going to finish off our session with Fuck-Hole. She’d been put through the ringer and she couldn’t have much more left to give. We’d had her all. Now all that was left was the grand finale.


I could hear the difference in the cadence of her moans, catching the urgency in them as she rose toward that final oblivion. She trembled and fought desperately to stay in the scene, but she was on the verge. She lifted her head and looked at me over her shoulder, her eyes pleading. “Please, Sir!” she sobbed desperately. “Please can Fuck-Hole cum?!!? Fuck-Hole is so close! Please! Fuck-hole knows she doesn’t deserve it, but she’s so close and she’s TRIED to be a good Fuck-Hole!” She babbled on like that, while she fought her orgasm.


“If you cum before I do, Fuck-Hole,” I warned her, “Your punishment will dwarf everything we’ve done tonight.” I delivered it in a cold-eyed stare from the depths of Bad Matt’s fondest desires.


She whimpered and I shoved her face back into Emma’s ass roughly. I could tell she was fighting her body, tensing against the sensations that were overwhelming her control. Would she hold out or was she too far gone? I sped up my own movements, wondering if it would give her a fighting chance or just push her over the edge.


I didn’t have to wait long for an answer. Fuck-Hole stopped what she was doing to Emma, started quaking all over, trying to fight the inevitable and then she threw her head back and howled. I could feel her clamping down on my cock and she was no doubt squeezing Beck’s with her pussy. I held steady, but wasn’t in any danger of cumming. That meant punishment for poor Fuck-Hole wasn’t over for the night.


She sobbed and quaked and thrashed through her orgasm and then collapsed onto Beck, making her grunt a little in surprise at the sudden pressure on her chest.


I wrapped my arms around her and lifted her off of Beck. She was still impaled front and back as I pulled her limp form up against my chest. I slapped her face a few times, trying to bring her around and then gave up on that tactic when it was clear that she was too far gone. With Tabby’s help, I carried her into the bathroom and put her in the shower. Somehow, in all the confusion, we forgot to turn on the hot water, bathing her instead in the icy cold torment that flows through the pipes in January.


That got her attention as she shrieked and sputtered, confused at where she was and what had happened as the freezing water continued pouring over her. When she was finally awake and wide-eyed, gasping and shocked half to death, we finally turned it up to a normal temperature.


“What ... What happened?!!?” she panted sharply.


“You failed,” I told her sternly. “You were told not to cum, but were so busy with your own base desires that you ignored the people you were serving.”


She hung her head, ashamed at having failed her instructions. “Fuck-Hole is sorry, Sir!” she said shakily, her teeth still chattering from the cold shower. “Please, punish Fuck-Hole for her weakness. Tell her how worthless she is and make her suffer for her selfishness.”


I shut off the water and looked down at her, dripping and shivering and decided that I owed Bad Matt a Christmas present. “Alright, Fuck-Hole. You want the lesson in doing what you’re told, you’re in for it,” I told her and stepped in with her. My cock was still fresh from her ass and I shoved it in her mouth. I knew it was filthy, but I also knew this was what she’d asked for at the beginning of the night. I didn’t wait, I slammed my cock into her throat roughly, my balls slapping against her chin as I pounded my cock into her throat. She choked and gurgled in protest, but she kept her dinner down. I think it was a near thing though as I fucked her throat like I was trying to get her to puke.


After a while, I grew bored and lifted her off my cock, spitting into her open mouth before I turned her toward the other girls. One by one, they came forward and spit into her mouth, half filling it with our combined saliva before I dipped my cock back into her mouth, pounding her throat until she was used to it and then pounding it some more.


I was starting to get close to cumming and I didn’t want that just yet, so I turned her again and motioned Lana to take over. Lana was wearing a larger, longer cock than I had to work with and that gave poor Fuck-Hole a brand-new work-out. I lifted her to her feet, still bent over so she could keep sucking on Lana’s cock as I buried my own back in her ass, spit-roasting her. She bounced back and forth between my cock in her ass and Lana’s plunging in and out of her throat as we avoided using her pussy. I started slapping her ass as we worked, adding to the already reddened hue of her cheeks.


I was starting to worry because I wasn’t really getting to the point where I wanted to cum and I wondered if this night had broken me. Then I realized that I’d sunk too far into Bad Matt and sex was secondary to punishment for Bad Matt. I wasn’t tormenting her enough to stimulate his desires.


I put my hand on the back of her head and shoved her onto Lana’s cock harder, giving her no quarter as I pounded her ass and shoved her onto the cock in front of her. I was starting to get close, so I started the shower and pulled out of her, grabbing the soap and cleaning off my cock hurriedly for the finale. I wanted to make sure she could smell nothing but cum for days.


I grabbed her hair and pulled her around when I was rinsed off. “You know what’s coming next, Fuck-Hole,” I told her.


She nodded. “Yes, Sir. You’re going to cum up my nose again.”


“That’s right. This time, I expect you to be an enthusiastic little cum-catcher. Spill a drop and we’ll whip your cunt for the lapse,” I growled. Did I mean it? Did Bad Matt mean it? At that moment, we were all pretty into the scene. I couldn’t tell where things would stop, and reality would reassert itself.


She nodded. “I won’t fail you again, Sir!” she promised and reached up to stroke my cock with the intention of making me cum as quickly as possible. She leaned over and started sucking on the tip as she pumped with both hands, driving me closer and closer to the edge.


I groaned and ran my fingers through her hair. She was getting better at concentrating on pleasing me, but she’d genuinely had difficulty all night getting me off. “No one’s gonna hold you this time, Fuck-Hole. This is your big chance to impress me. Succeed and you might be allowed to come back sometime. Fail and I’ll hand you back to your Ma’am with a disappointing report.”


Her eyes vowed to me that she wouldn’t fail this time. She looked more determined than she had all night. I was getting close and she knew it. She looked at me pleadingly and I knew it wasn’t for mercy. She wanted me to cum, to give her the chance to do good.


“Here it comes!” I growled and she pulled her mouth off of me, pressing me to her nose tightly, still pumping with her hands. I tensed up and fired a shot up her nose, feeling her sucking it up, sniffling deliberately like she was doing the thickest line of cocaine in history. She switched back and forth, pumping cum up both nostrils like a champ until I was spent, my orgasm leaving me weak-kneed and shaken. She snuffled up the last few drops from my slowly deflating dick and then put it in her mouth, sucking on it gently.


I leaned back against the wall of the shower, letting her nurse on my cock gently. I was spent for the moment, but there was one more perversion that she wanted to try. I was less reluctant about it than I’d been earlier, so I relaxed my bladder and filled her mouth. She’d wanted to experience toilet servitude, after all and we WERE in the shower already.


Her eyes widened and she swallowed reflexively. After a couple of mouthfuls, I pulled back and hosed her down. Her face and hair were soaked and she closed her eyes with her mouth open in supplication, swallowing a mouthful every so often. When I was done, I nodded to the others.


“Anyone that wants to help fill Fuck-Hole’s last desire, now is the time,” I told them. “After this, we’re cleaning up and getting something to snack on.”


They nodded and Amber looked around, wiping her face, but smiling. She looked at them expectantly and opened her mouth in an open invitation to use her mouth.


A couple of the girls weren’t really interested, but most were. Beck watched with a deviant smile on her face that told me she approved. Lana seemed a little embarrassed since she’d peed on me our first night in the same bed. Tricia watched with an unreadable face, but Gina just wandered up to the edge of the shower and let Fuck-Hole latch her face to her pussy before she leaned her head back and filled our willing toilet-slave’s mouth. Urine flowed over Fuck-Hole’s chin and down her body as she knelt on the floor of the shower. After Gina, Tabby shrugged and followed her, letting loose her own stream of urine.


Emma decided she’d go for it since there was a willing participant. I thought it was hot, but not nearly the sort of draw it had been when I’d watched it in porn. After Emma was satisfied, Collie and Jessie traded looks and Jessie nodded for her to go first.


Collie had been the one most enthusiastic about this fetish earlier and she showed it now. She ground her pussy all over Fuck-Hole’s face, holding her by her sodden hair and making her eat her to orgasm even while she was peeing in short bursts until she quaked through another orgasm and let go, enjoying the double release of her orgasm and relieving her bladder. A credit to her training, Fuck-Hole never stopped working her tongue on Collie’s clit while a veritable waterfall cascaded over her chin.


When Collie stepped back, I smiled at her. We all needed showers by this point, so I just crooked a finger to her and she folded herself into my arms as Jessie stepped in with us for her turn. This shower wasn’t built for four and it was cramped with all of us in here, but we were making it work.


“Lay down,” Jessie ordered and Fuck-Hole immediately stretched out with her feet between my legs and Collie’s. Jessie squatted over her face, but hovered about a foot over her. She looked up at me and smiled as she started to pee, hosing down poor Amber. She rocked her hips and shifted the spray so that Amber was completely soaked, even going so far as to move the stream down over her pussy and legs. When she was done, she smirked. “I think there’s one more person that needs to piss in Fuck-Hole’s mouth tonight,” she announced.


“Who’s that?” I asked curious what she had in mind.


“Amber,” she said. She reached down and grabbed Amber’s ankles, lifting and spreading her legs. “Your turn,” she said. “I’ll aim, you just fire.”


Amber looked up at us and nodded, starting her own urine stream. Jessie tilted her pelvis with her grip on her legs so that her pee fountained up to splash down onto her face and into her open mouth. Lana was running the camera at this point and when the stream weakened to a dribble, we decided that this was the end. She shut it off and we started the shower, Collie, Jessie and I staying put and helped Amber get cleaned up.


“You did good,” I told her, holding her as Jessie and Collie washed up first. We were just standing out of the way until they cleared the shower so that we’d be able to move. By unspoken agreement, I was the one to take care of Amber, since I’d been in charge of this evening’s events.


“Thank you, Sir!” she said brightly.


“No more ‘Sir’ tonight,” I told her. “No more Fuck-Hole. That’s over for now. How does Amber feel?” I asked, marking the distinction and formally ending our scene.


She nodded and took a moment to gather herself. “I feel okay. I’ll be sore and swollen and bruised and whimpering for days, but I feel satisfied with how things went. This is normal for you?”


“God, no!” I chuckled. “This was a very special occasion.” I led her over to the showerhead and rinsed her down before starting to shampoo her hair. “Normally, I take on one or two girls a night and we break down into duos or groups as we can. Tonight, we’re all swarming around you. This was your big introduction. I doubt we’re gonna get the chance to repeat this any time soon, so we kind of pulled out all the stops. It’s what you wanted, after all. This is the extreme end for us.”


She nodded and settled back against me contentedly. “Thanks,” she said. “I know everyone made me the center of attention tonight. I really need to thank you for that, but each of them too. It was pretty intense.”


“We probably could have done worse,” I admitted, thinking of some of the toys that hadn’t been used in the collection. “I think we would have had to work hard for it though.”


She nodded. “This was perfect. I don’t think I’d like to do this regularly, but I think once in a while would be kind of fun, like a treat.” She stopped talking for a few minutes, lost in thought as I massaged her scalp gently. “I’m not talking too much, am I?” she asked sheepishly. “Just tell me to shut up if I am.”


“Amber, sweetie,” I said, amused. “After what we put you through, if you DIDN’T want to talk about it, I’d worry that you weren’t okay. You chatter away about anything that’s on your mind,” I assured her. “Tell me how you feel, anything you’re thinking about, what was different from your expectations and anything else that you want to verbalize.”


She nodded and thought for a moment. “How are YOU doing?” she asked me finally, surprising me.


“Me?” I said, caught off-guard. “What do you mean?”


“You don’t strike me as a cruel Master,” she clarified. “We discussed that this put you out of your normal comfort zone too. How’re you handling it? Aftercare is about you too, you know. Scenes are sometimes harder on the Top than the Bottom.”


I nodded and glanced at the bathroom door, making sure we were alone. “My big worry is usually that I go too far, that I’ve stepped over a line. Hearing that it was good for you calms some of that. Some of my girls have some trauma in their past so I worry that I’m rubbing up against something tender at times.”


“You didn’t worry about that tonight?” she asked as I rinsed her hair, preparing to give it a second wash.


“Not really,” I admitted. “I know you’re experienced at this, so I had confidence that you’d speak up if you were in distress. One of my girls might keep quiet as a point of pride, even if I started lighting a blow-torch.”


“That’s a sign that she shouldn’t be doing this,” she said, scandalized.


“She trusts me to keep her safe,” I said soothingly. “I’d say it’s a strong indicator that I should never let her play with others though.”


“Probably. A Sub like that can be a danger to herself and others,” she cautioned. “Be careful. I know that Ma’am and I would both be happy to help with any questions you might have.”


“Thanks,” I said, lathering up her hair for the second time. “I already have a mentor, but she’s ... intimidating to a lot of people.”


She nodded. “Most Mistresses or Masters are intimidating on some level. You have a very assured way of speaking and carrying yourself. You’ll find some people respond to it and others look for pushier personalities.”


“That makes a great deal of sense,” I said, off-handed. “There’ll always be people that respond to blowhards.”


She nodded. “There’s a few of them in the community. They tend to snatch up a lot of the younger and more impressionable members to form their own cliques.”


“I can hardly wait for one of them to think they can push me and my girls around,” I said with a chuckle.


She laughed with me and we were both lost for a few minutes in the thought of putting someone like that in their place. Once I was done with her hair, I gently washed her body from top to bottom. She moaned and whimpered a little as I delicately soaped her tenderized skin, but she was holding up fairly well. I penetrated her ass with a pair of soapy fingers and looked up at her. “How are you feeling back here?” I asked, wiggling my digits inside her.


“Good,” she said, surprised. “I mean, it’s sore, but I’ve seen girls scream like they were being killed when someone fucked them there.”


“We used lube and a little patience and took the time to prepare you,” I pointed out. “If that’s not done, then yeah, it can turn pretty painful.”


She nodded. “It was nice though. Thanks. I didn’t think I’d cum from that.”


“Well, I had a little help,” I pointed out. “If I had a regret for tonight, it would be that Lana and Beck weren’t cleared to be in the middle of it with the rest of us.”


She shrugged. “I can ask Ma’am for another night sometime,” she suggested.


“No,” I said, removing my fingers from her ass and starting to soap her legs lovingly. “Tonight is special and we’ll all cherish it, but after tonight, your Ma’am will need you there to help establish your new normal. I think it’s okay to tell her that you enjoyed yourself and that you wouldn’t mind doing it again sometime in the future, but for now, you’ll need to help figure out what works for the three of you. We’d love to have you back,” I assured her. “I just don’t want to risk drawing you away from where you’re needed.”


She bit her lip and nodded. “Thank you for that,” she said with a smile. She giggled and squirmed a bit as I soaped her feet one by one, wriggling her toes as I worked over her most ticklish spots. Finally, we shut off the water and I dried her carefully, being sensitive of the hurts that we’d given her tonight.


When we left the bathroom, we were informed that room service had been ordered while we were in the shower and that they’d ordered a variety so we could pick a plate or snack from various ones. We nodded and joined the group that were lounging around mostly naked. Lana, Beck and Tricia were all wearing panties, but everyone else was comfortable. Since Tricia had been naked earlier, I assumed she’d started her period.


It was nearly an hour later when the knock at the door interrupted us. Collie bounced up and ran to the door naked to let room service in. “Matt!” she called with a giggle. “We have a visitor.”


I got up and came to the door, expecting what I was seeing. Tina was standing there with the cart, flabbergasted at the sight of someone else answering the door naked. I smiled at her. “Come on in, Tina,” I said, taking a friendly tone. “This is Collie. Want to meet the rest of the party?”


She gaped at me in shock. “Wha ... What happened to Jessie?” she asked, clearly shaken.


“She’s here,” I assured her and beckoned her to bring the cart in for us. She moved into the foyer as if in a daze when confronted by the sight of another naked girl. “Collie, why don’t you take over the cart while I introduce Tina to the girls?”


She grinned and steered the cart toward the dinette table to start setting things out while I took Tina’s hand and led her into the living room where she was faced with the collection of naked women.


“What the fuck?!!?” she breathed, seeing everyone lounging around, unconcerned about their nudity or her presence.


I turned toward her and squeezed her hand. “These are my girls. Jessie, you know and you just met Collie. That’s Beck, Lana, Tricia, Emma, Tabby, Gina and Amber. Amber’s not actually one of my girls, but she’s a very close friend and wanted to spend the night with us.”


“You’ve got NINE girls?” she looked at me more shocked now than she was this morning when she’d found out our ages.


I nodded. “Remember what I said about the DA not being willing to press charges? This is a big part of the reason. My goal is to make the case such a nightmare of paperwork and endless leads that he decides that he’d have to charge half of Boston if he wanted to pursue it.”


“Don’t forget the cop you were flirting with yesterday,” Gina reminded me helpfully.


“Or your doctor,” Lana added.


“Or the surgeon,” Beck grinned.


“Or Manda,” Collie said from behind me, kissing me on the cheek.


Emma bounced up and came to Tina, probably to try to rescue her. “You’re not the first girl to get worried about Matt’s age,” she said comfortingly. “It comes up from time to time. I think you can tell that it’s not really that big of a deal though.” She led her back to the foyer, sensing that she was a little overwhelmed.


Tina was mortified that everyone knew that she’d been here this morning. “You all know?”


Emma nodded. “That’s our rule. We never sneak around behind each other’s back. Don’t worry. It’s a family secret.”


I followed with them and signed the room service slip, including a nice tip and then I took a napkin and wrote my phone number on it. I handed it to her. “Take it,” I told her gently. “If you decide to slip up to see us in the morning, you can call the room phone or that. If you want to talk about it down the road, you should always have a way to get in touch, just in case you want to talk ... or if you wanted to repeat the experience.”


She hesitated, but she took the napkin. “I looked up your YouTube channel after I got home,” she admitted. “I watched all your videos one after another. Your life’s been kind of messed up.”


I chuckled. “That doesn’t do it justice,” I assured her.


She looked at my number and nodded. “Maybe I’ll call you sometime,” she conceded.


I nodded. “I hope you do,” I told her sincerely. “Even if this morning was a one-time thing, stay in touch.”


She nodded and I could tell that she was torn. I looked at Emma and she got the hint. “I’ll leave you to say goodbye,” she said knowingly. “I’m gonna go eat.” She kissed my cheek and then squeezed Tina’s shoulder before retreating.


“Nine girls?!!?” she whispered to me, incredulous.


I shrugged. “Sometimes I wonder how it happened too,” I said sheepishly. “So, you feel a little less horrible about what happened this morning?”


She glanced toward the dining area and shrugged. “I guess,” she admitted. “I ... I don’t think I’ll come visit in the morning,” she told me. “I’m a little embarrassed that they all know.”


I nodded. “I can understand that,” I said. “Try to look at it like this though: we’re all family, so we share with each other. Even Amber is family, even if she’s not normally one of my girls. None of us will ever spread it around and it’ll never come back to bite you in the ass. I might come back to bite your ass, but the only people that are gonna know about this morning are my girls and anyone you tell.”


She nodded. “You’re really okay if I call you sometime?” she asked, uncertain if my offer was genuine.


I nodded. “I told you that someone else left me because of age. She was kind of callous on the way out the door and it hurt a lot, so I’d appreciate you calling to chat from time to time, even if it’s just to let me know you’re okay with what we did.”


She nodded and hugged me tentatively. I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her back. “Jessie and I BOTH hope you’ll find your way back to us. This morning meant a lot to us both.”


“We’ll see,” she said with a smile and then she took the room service cart and slipped out, giving me a peck on the cheek as she went.


I came back to the table and everyone looked at me questioningly. I shrugged. “I gave her my number and told her to call, even if it’s just to let us know she’s okay,” I told them. “She said not to expect her in the morning though.”


After that, we busied ourselves with food, picking at the plates until they were empty. With our appetites sated, we started breaking off into groups. Emma convinced Lana to don her harness again and give her some extra attention and Beck and Tabby took off after them. Gina and Tricia took Collie and retreated to the other bedroom, leaving Jessie, Amber and I to lounge in front of the fireplace.


“So this is a little closer to normal?” Amber asked, glancing around the suite, hearing moans from different directions as the three groups made themselves known.


I nodded. “It’s a little closer,” I admitted. “Like I said, tonight was about you, so rather than breaking off into their own groupings, we all focused on you.”


She nodded. “It seems like it works for you,” she observed.


“I can only handle so much sex in a day,” I told her. “As much as I wish I could do more, the girls sometimes turn to each other when they’re feeling like sex. Sometimes they’re in the mood to be with a girl and sometimes I’m just too worn out at the end of a day.”


She nodded. The three of us were curled up together on the couch, watching the flames and just touching softly. None of us were expressing any urgent needs, but I had one of Amber’s hands on my cock, and one of Jessie’s stroking my thigh and I was starting to get into the moment a little more.


“If you girls keep that up, I may start getting ideas,” I warned.


Jessie chuckled and nipped at my shoulder. “Is that a bad thing?” she asked, and her hand slid up my leg to cup my balls. She rolled them delicately in her hand, while Amber stroked my shaft slowly.


Amber gave me a look and then aimed my cock toward her and lowered her head to my lap, starting to suck me back to life. I groaned and pulled Jessie closer, kissing her deeply as Amber’s head bobbed up and down in my lap slowly. I was back to hardness when Amber’s lips left my shaft and she straightened up.


I broke the kiss with Jessie and looked back and forth between the two of them. “I have one more trick up my sleeve,” I admitted. “Jessie heard about this,” I told Amber. “I can ... last for a good long time, if I concentrate. Whoever decides to go there might end up not able to walk right for days afterwards.”


The girls exchanged a look. “I can have him all the time,” Jessie admitted. “I wanna see what this looks like, though.”


I nodded and got up to go to the bedroom. I walked in to the four of them fucking passionately. Beck and Lana wearing their harnesses again and busily humping away at Emma and Tabby, who were 69ing at the same time.


“Where’s the lube?” I asked lightly.


Emma raised her head. “Planning on plundering another butt?” she asked knowingly.


“Nope,” I told her. “The marathon starts in the living room in five and I need the lube and a timer.”


That got some attention and Emma quickly disentangled herself. “That’s something we need to see.”


I nodded and picked up the bottle of lube from my overnight bag, headed back to the living room. I paused and went to the other bedroom and let myself in quietly.


“Guys,” I said softly, watching Tricia fucking Gina from behind with another strap-on while she and Collie were eating each other. “I’m gonna marathon Amber in the living room if you’re interested in watching. If not, it’s cool.”


They opted to stay where they were this time and wished me well. I closed the door and thought that the three of them looked particularly hot. I returned to the couch and set up my laptop to start the timer before I started.


“So, what’s the lube for?” Amber asked.


“The first time I did this, I ran poor Hanna until she dried up and then we went until she begged me to leave her poor pussy alone and then I switched to her ass until we needed medical attention.”


“Sounds extreme,” she looked worried.


“You asked for extreme tonight,” I reminded her.


She nodded. “How do you want me?” she asked, no reluctance in her voice.


I positioned her kneeling on the couch with her shoulders on the back while Lana, Beck, Emma and Tabby joined us. Emma and Tabby took position on either side of her, mimicking our positions. Beck and Lana moved into position behind them and started to work them toward their orgasms.


I took a deep breath and then gave Jessie a few last-minute instructions. “By the end of this, we’re gonna be sore and exhausted and dehydrated. We’re gonna need water on hand, cool cloths occasionally and we’ll probably need the lube before we’re done. You up to helping out with that?”


She nodded. “Just tell me what you need and when.”


I nodded and started the timer, turning back to Amber and taking my place between Lana and Beck. I sank into her pussy from behind, making her groan and then I detached myself from the world and let my hips move by reflex. I was laying wiring for the Iron Man suit, considering gadgets that we could incorporate, making plans to get my hands on more of the aluminum armor, planning strategy for April 2nd, calculating how much income my investments would generate for the next year, planning my reunion portrait for Emma’s parents, mentally making a checklist of the things I wanted in a new house, wondering what Victoria was going to have in store for me on Wednesday, and a hundred other distracting thoughts to focus on, while I stroked in and out of Amber in a steady pace that barely registered.


“Time?” I asked when I surfaced from my thoughts.


“Thirty-four minutes,” Jessie told me. “Need anything?”


“Not yet,” I said. “Amber?”


“No!” she gasped. She was cumming regularly and her pussy was still wet and slippery, so we didn’t need the lube yet. I went back to my thoughts and breathed deeply. Math, the assembly, the possibility of visiting the other schools, my workout, cheer, Carl’s illness, making complex calculations about engineering, rehashing dinner, wondering how Jessie’s parents were going to react tomorrow, speculating on what this summer in Malibu would be like and on and on and on.


“Time?” I repeated.


“One hour, eighteen minutes,” Jessie told me. “How’re you doing?”


“Tired,” I admitted. “I’ve been having sex practically non-stop since last night.” My breath was starting to get labored and I was slick with sweat. The other girls had long-since given up and were cuddled together to watch. I gave Amber’s ass a swat, making her yelp. “How’re you doing?”


“Starting to get a little sore,” she admitted.


“You want to tag someone else in?” I asked her.


“Please,” she groaned and Jessie was in position beside her before the word was out of her mouth.


I nodded and pulled out, making her shudder with one last climax and then I was sinking into Jessie’s pussy. She squealed in delight and started pushing back against me as I sank back into my thoughts. This time, I stayed closer to the surface and that pushed me closer to my own orgasm as I made love to Jessie.


My next check-in was at an hour and a half and I was close. I knew I wouldn’t be making it to the two-hour mark tonight. “I’m close!” I said tightly, straining to reach that orgasm before my strength gave out. I was close to collapse too, but the sweat pouring off of me told that tale. I was hyperventilating and straining and then Jessie came again, her pussy clamping down on me, sending me to my own personal Nirvana. I gasped and cried out, hunching over her back and shuddering as my climax pounded through my body, almost painfully as I pumped what I had left in my balls into Jessie’s eager pussy.


As soon as the biological imperative to cum abandoned me, I held onto Jessie for support. The room was spinning, and I wasn’t sure which way was up anymore.


I slumped sideways, but Emma and Tabby were there to catch me. I heard Emma bark an order and then I lost track of what was going on. It was easier to just sleep. Sleep sounded good. Yeah. I was just gonna lay down here and sleep.


That plan fell apart since the ‘here’ that I was going to lie down in was the shower and someone had seen fit to turn it on, startling me back to consciousness as the cold water sprayed down on me mercilessly. I thrashed for a minute, trying to fight off the cold water, much to the laughter of those watching as I sputtered and gasped and flapped my hands to try to ward it off. I scrabbled for the temperature controls, resetting the temperature to something less painful. My heart was still pounding and I was still shivering as I looked up and found Emma pointing a video camera at me.


I immediately wanted to kill her, but that impulse faded out to laughter as I realized that the recording would be hilarious. Collie was there as soon as the shower warmed up and climbed in with me to help me clean up. Amber was already wrapped in a towel from her shower and I wondered where Jessie was and how she was doing. I was a little more awake now, but I was still exhausted and sore and drowsy. I wanted to drink a gallon of water, have a sandwich and a couple of aspirin and then sleep until check-out time.


Collie got me cleaned up, washed my hair and then helped me out while the others cleared out of the room for us. She got us dried off and then I was escorted back to the dinette where there was a sandwich and a Power-Aid waiting for me. Jessie was already there and Amber had just finished hers, but was now drinking water from her Powerade bottle.


I took a huge bite of my sandwich, thinking it wasn’t gonna be enough. As soon as I finished that thought, Emma put a banana beside my plate and set a bowl of chips in the middle of the table.


Conversation was going on around me, but I was still too drained to participate until Tabby poked me in the side hard enough to penetrate my senses.


“What?” I asked, confused.


“I said, you’ll be happy to know that we stopped the clock at ninety-six minutes,” she told me. “That’s very close to your personal best, so I’m told.”


I nodded. “I didn’t pass out that time though, so I still have some work to do,” I said tiredly.


“You’ll get there,” she said confidently and put a pudding cup down beside me.


Somehow, the banana, the pudding cup and the chips disappeared. I went through a can of Coke after the Powerade was empty and had it filled with water and brought back to me to drain that. By the time that was empty, I was feeling bloated and sleepy.


“Bed,” I said. “Who’s crashing where?” I felt like this was of vital importance.


“You’re in with Jessie, Amber, Lana and Beck,” Emma informed me. That sounded about right. This was Jessie’s weekend, Amber’s only time with us and Lana and Beck were feeling more and more urgent need to be close to me.


I nodded. “I think it’s time for me to crash,” I admitted. “If no one else is ready, don’t worry. I’ll probably sleep like the dead.”


“No, I’m ready for bed,” Amber agreed and Jessie made a sound of approval.


The three of us were half-carried to bed and I crawled into the middle with Amber and Jessie on either side of me and Lana and Beck cuddled into their backs. With the five of us so close, there was just enough room for me to reach Lana and Beck when I stretched out my arms. The rest of the girls came to kiss us all and then they left us, flicking off the lights and closing the door. I didn’t hear them leave. I was already asleep.
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Chapter 8


I woke as someone threw back the covers to get up. It was Amber and she squirmed out of bed to use the bathroom. That started a parade before we went back to bed. I was a tragic wasteland of strained muscles as I hobbled to the bathroom and then back to bed before Lana pulled the covers over us and we drifted off again.


Sunshine poured into the room through the open door as Emma came to wake us. There were groans of protest, some of which might have been from me, as she got us up and moving. We were all groggy, sleep deprived and still recovering. We got moving with some effort, getting dressed and gathering up our things. We had work to do at home to clean the toys before we put them away. The rest of the suite had already been cleaned up and they’d given us as much time as they’d dare before we had to go check out. I left $100 on the dinette table as a thank you for housekeeping and then we were out the door.


We all crowded into the elevator and Emma went to check out. Gina was already gone to work and the nine of us were splitting up between Collie’s car, Lana’s car and Jessie’s car. It was decided that Jessie and I were going to drop Amber back to her car and then go talk to her parents. She’d drop me off and get the formal introduction to the rest of our circus, even though she already knew Mom from school, Patty and Dan from cheerleading with Lana, and Lilly from the day Cheryl left. It was her introduction to them as one of the family.


Emma got everything squared and then we were on our way. There were hugs and kisses in the parking lot and then we all split up. We drove back to the restaurant and got out to say goodbye to Amber.


“Don’t be a stranger,” I told her with a smile. “I expect to get a text from you later so I’ll have your number. Call me and let me know how Grandmother likes the marks.”


She laughed and hugged me. “I will. I’ll get your number from her and let you know. She might want to see the recording at some point.”


I nodded. “We’ll have to arrange that later. I doubt my father wants to see what sort of deviant behavior I’m getting up to these days.”


“You never know,” she teased me, with a laugh, and I made an exaggerated shudder of revulsion at the thought of my father getting turned on by what I did with my cock.


“Hopefully, I never find out,” I laughed with her.


We hugged again and she gave me a very passionate kiss before turning to Jessie and giving her the same treatment. “Thank you both and thank the rest of them again. Last night was ... AMAZING!”


She got in her car and we got in Jessie’s. “Ready to face the music?” she asked me brightly.


“How many guns does your dad own?” I asked uneasily.


“More than Vance, but less than the Army,” she told me. “Don’t worry. He almost never shoots anyone on Sundays.” She giggled and reached over to give my hand a squeeze.


We drove over to her place and were there just before lunchtime. Jessie took her overnight bag and led me to the door, opening it and leading me inside. She dropped her bag by the door. I’d carried her backpack with me and I put it down too. She kicked off her shoes and I did the same, handing her my coat so she could hang it up.


“MOM! DAD! I’M HOME!” she shouted.


Her mother and father appeared at the end of the hall, having obviously been in the kitchen, either eating or getting ready to. Her father still didn’t look happy about what was going on with Jessie, but her mother was looking hopeful.


“How are you feeling?” she asked tentatively.


“Perfect,” Jessie said serenely. “I brought Matt home to meet you again. You met him just before he was shot, but after this weekend, we figured you’d want to talk to both of us.”


Her mother nodded carefully. “So everything went well?” she asked as delicately as she could.


Jessie couldn’t hold back her enthusiasm in anymore. She giggled and bounded over to her parents, throwing her arms around their necks. Their looks of stunned relief underscored that Jessie had been affected far deeper than she wanted people to know. I stood back and smiled, letting the three of them bask in this moment. Jessie was bouncing on her toes and brimming with excitement.


“Everything was perfect!” she gushed. “It was exactly what I needed it to be.”


She kissed her father on the cheek and then did the same to her mother. That was when her father noticed the fresh bruises on her neck and he pushed her shirt collar down to get a better look.


“Which of you want to explain these?” he asked, unimpressed at the clear teeth-marks.


I winced, but pushed my collar down, showing my own matching set. “Self-defense,” I claimed ardently.


Mrs. Mortimer looked over her daughter’s love-bites and snorted. “They’re not so bad, Stephen,” she scolded him lightly. “Let’s sit down and they can tell us as much as is our business.” She pushed Jessie into the kitchen and gestured for me to follow. I could feel her father’s stare at the back of my head all the way to the table. I was seated across from Jessie and her father joined us at the table, while her mother worked on lunch. She was simmering a pot of soup and dished it out for four, bringing us each a bowl and set out a loaf of bread and a dish of butter.


When the four of us were seated, Mrs. Mortimer started us off by turning to me. “Matthew, I hope you understand that Jessie’s father isn’t angry at you personally, but this situation is ... awkward for us all.”


I nodded and looked back and forth between the two of them. “I do understand that, Ma’am,” I said. “I wish that no one had gone through that weekend. I didn’t know Jessie before that happened, but I got to know her afterwards and we’ve grown very close.”


“Of THAT, we are aware,” her father growled.


“Stephen,” Mrs. Mortimer said warningly.


“Dad,” Jessie said. “Matt’s my choice. MINE! I’m not a little girl anymore. You need to let it go. What happened to me at that party hurt me a lot.”


“I understand that, sweetheart,” he said soothingly and a touch condescendingly. He was still talking to his little girl. “I don’t have to like you going off for the weekend with some boy we barely know.”


“I’ve TOLD you all about Matt!” she said as if this was a tired conversation.


“Sir,” I said quietly. “What would you like to know about me? Jessie told me that you’re familiar with my YouTube channel. A lot of my videos are very personal. I talk about my mentor being terminally ill, I shared some of my experiences after the shooting, I talk about doing the charity event in April. There’s a lot of me in those clips.”


“Well,” he said, considering the question. “What are you planning on doing after high-school?” he asked. “Is there college in your future?”


“Jessie didn’t tell you?” I asked, surprised. Jessie smirked and shook her head.


“Tell us what?” Mrs. Mortimer prompted.


I dug in my wallet and pulled out my Harvard student ID, putting it on the table. “I’ll graduate with four degrees from Harvard about a month before I leave high school,” I told them. “My mentor, Dr. Saddler, has me enrolled as part of a study on advanced intelligence. I’m only still in high school because the study is a pilot project to try to determine a better way to nurture the gifts of geniuses without hurting their social development. In the past, the conventional wisdom was to have those kids skip grades and get them into college as soon as possible with an eye toward their intellectual potential. So you end up with a situation where our brightest minds can get a man on the moon, but can’t get a woman to go to dinner.”


“From what I’ve seen, you’ve got that part wrapped up,” he said dryly.


I shrugged. “Brutally executing a rapist gives me a certain amount of good will with girls,” I countered just as dryly.


He nodded, conceding that point. “Okay, so you’ve got college done and high school is just a formality. What are you going to do then?”


“Truthfully, I’ll probably stick with college to advance those degrees. I can stick it out in college for a few more years and go for Masters degrees in all four fields and maybe even PhD, if I can make it work.”


“So, when Jessie graduates from college, you’ll be ready to go out into the working world?” he asked.


I nodded. “I’m also planning on attending medical school at some point. That’s a personal goal because Dr. Saddler had hoped I would follow in his footsteps.”


“What degrees are you taking now?” he asked.


“Mechanical and electrical engineering, computer science and psychology,” I answered. I was aware that I was mowing down the number one reason for parents to hate their daughter’s boyfriend. They all want to think that no boy is good enough for their little girl, but I was brilliant, ambitious enough to go places, I really wasn’t a wimp and I was talking to him calmly and not buckling under the pressure of an interrogation.


“Why those ones?” he asked. “I mean, if you’re so smart, why aren’t you in astrophysics or doing something with the space program?”


I shrugged. “Dr. Saddler wanted to know the same thing,” I told him. “What I pointed out to him was that there are a ton of people doing research in higher sciences that have absolutely no clue how their discovery could ever be used to make people’s lives better. That’s the job of engineers. They take the discovery and find a use for it. I wanted a firm grounding in reality before I jumped into the navel-gazing of theory.”


He nodded, agreeing with that answer. Jessie had told me that he’d worked in construction, so that was the kind of attitude that would appeal to him. “Alright, that’s college. What do you intend to be after college?”


“Rich,” I said simply. “I picked my degrees so that they complement each other. By the time I’m thirty, I’ll probably own a company that leads the world in producing technology of various types, whether it’s next generation TVs, components for NASA, game consoles, cars or computers.”


“How does psychology fit with those?” he asked dryly.


“PEOPLE buy products,” I pointed out. “When the specs for your product are an industry standard, you need to make the product more appealing to the people, not just on paper, but to look at and use. People buy crappy cars that look good more often than they buy ugly cars that perform well.”


“Sounds like you’ve got all the answers,” he said.


That made me laugh. I shook my head. “I come to Jessie for advice at least once a week. She gives me more answers than I give her.”


“Really?” Mrs. Mortimer asked, surprised.


I turned toward her and nodded. “Jessie has a habit of giving me good advice. When she found out that my scars bothered me, she told me about her great-grandfather and how she felt about his scars when she was younger. She told me that they’d help protect me from people that couldn’t see past them. That advice helped me a lot.”


I looked across the table and Jessie blushed, embarrassed at the amount of weight I was putting on her advice. I reached over and took her hand, giving it a squeeze.


She smiled at me and then the four of us ate in silence for a little while before her father thought of something else to say.


“So now what?” he asked. “You’ve had your weekend together. That’s what Jessie needed from you,” he said.


I shook my head. “That’s not all that Jessie needs from me and certainly not all I need from her.”


“What do you mean?” he asked, getting suspicious now.


“Dad,” Jessie said gently. “Matt’s my boyfriend. I love him and he loves me. We decided together that it wasn’t just sex this weekend. I mean, yeah, it was sex. It was the most mind-blowing experience of my life, but it was more than that. I want Matt for more than a weekend. I want him forever and he wants me too.”


“He’s engaged to someone else,” Mr. Mortimer pointed out. “What about her?”


“Who do you think arranged for the hotel?” Jessie asked smugly. “She knows. We called her as soon as we realized that there was more than friendship between us.”


He seemed surprised at the news that there was a hotel. “What hotel?!!?” he demanded. “You said you were staying with him this weekend.”


“And she did,” I assured him. “But to make sure that we minimized the disruption to everyone else’s life, we spent the weekend at a hotel. We went shopping on Friday, had family dinner with my father last night and checked out this morning and came here to tell you how it went.”


“And what hotel did you take my daughter to?” he growled.


“We were in the Presidential Suite of the Ritz Carlton, Dad,” Jessie said. “Matt didn’t take me to a cheap motel, if that’s what you’re thinking. I was loved and pampered and respected and adored. We had a fireplace and room service and a romantic escape. Isn’t that everything you could have asked for, for your daughter’s first time?”


He turned to look at me, stunned. “You paid for a weekend at the Ritz?!!?” he blurted.


“The fiancée you mentioned is the one that put it together,” I reminded him, “but the YouTube channel that I run has made me wealthy on my own, so yes, that’s the kind of thing that we can do for special occasions.”


“Okay, so what does your fiancée think of you cheating on her with Jessie?” he demanded, folding his arms across his chest satisfied that I couldn’t talk my way out of this one.


I looked at Jessie to guide me through this, but she just jumped in and took over instead. “Emma gave me a hug and a kiss and admired my bites and Matt’s,” she said sweetly.


That seemed to surprise him. “She saw them?” he asked.


“She came to pick us up when it was time to get dressed for dinner,” she said.


“Jess,” I said. “You think your folks can handle the rest of it?” I asked.


She looked at her father. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Dad’s not loading his guns, but you left your shield at home.”


I shrugged. “We’ll have to tell them sooner or later.”


“Tell us what?” Mrs. Mortimer asked delicately.


Jessie sighed. “Mom, I trust Matt. I love him. Other than Daddy, I think Matt’s the only guy in the world that I trust. I can’t imagine loving another guy. After last September, I thought about swearing off guys and dating girls for the rest of my life.”


That bothered both of her parents to hear. It meant no grandchildren, for one, some perceived social stigma for another and possibly a backlash at home. Jessie persevered though.


“Can you really blame me?” she asked. “The only experience I had with guys was that weekend. It sucked, it was awful, and I never wanted to trust a guy again. Then Matt came along and he’s been shit-on as bad as me and worse. I love him, but beyond that, I’m still strongly attracted to girls.”


“So that means that you and his fiancée will...” her mother trailed off, not quite able to get there.


“Yeah,” she said.


I nodded. “That’s important for them to know, but I was referring to the Sorority,” I prompted her.


“I’m getting to that,” she assured me, before turning to her mother again. “So now you know that I’m attracted to men and women or, at least MATT and women,” she clarified, making me smile with amusement. “The other thing that you need to understand is that I’m not the only one that’s attracted to Matt and women. Matt’s got nine girlfriends, including me.”


Here was the moment of truth. I could almost hear her father cocking the shotgun now. “He what?” he asked, stunned.


“He could be dating close to fifty girls if he wasn’t picky about who he wanted in his life,” she said. “You think I’m the only one that’s attracted to him after the way he’s stood up for us? Matt, why don’t you tell them about how it all started.”


I nodded and talked to them about Lana and Beck and about Tabby and Collie in generic terms, about where the term ‘Sorority’ came from, how we’d been broken up by lies spread about me, how I’d met Emma and Tricia, about Gina and a little about Zoe and Hanna without giving them too many details. I told them how the arrangement worked and how adamant we were that no one was forced or pressured or coerced and about how we all had to agree to accept someone or the answer was no for all of us.


“Whether Jessie was bisexual or not, the girls would all welcome her and love her as a sister. The fact that she’s attracted to girls is just another dimension to that love that she can explore or not explore at her choosing,” I finished.


“So you have a harem of women and want to add Jessie to it,” Mr. Mortimer said flatly.


“God, I hate that word!” I muttered. “No, it’s not a harem. The word harem leaves an impression that it’s a house full of vapid love-slaves lounging around in luxury and boredom for their lord and master to show up with an erection and a whim. The reality of the term is that households in Arabian culture were segregated and ‘Harem’ referred to the part of the household that all the women lived in and the women and girls that lived there.”


I took a breath and calmed down. “Sorry,” I said. “Someone else referred to my girls as a harem, and he wasn’t very respectful about it, so the word makes me want to grind my teeth. Let me explain. All the girls that I’m lucky enough to call my girlfriends are bisexual. Our relationship lets them explore that part of their sexuality comfortably. That’s important to all of them. Also, I’m in a rare situation where I can focus my attention on them more than they can normally expect from a boyfriend or husband. When I told you I was taking four degrees at Harvard, I meant it. Right now, my coursework is being recorded and I attend lectures through a virtual classroom. I actually watch three or four lectures at a time, listening to the audio and watching the video overlap, and I can absorb and comprehend it. However my mind does it, I can focus on more things than most people can without losing the thread of what’s going on in each lecture. I also read at about a hundred times faster than average. The point I’m trying to make is that I’ve found that I’m still able to make time for each of my girls without neglecting them and they all make enough time for me that I don’t feel like they’re slipping away. At the same time, they can count on each other for love and affection just as much as they can count on me. It’s definitely not conventional and some people might say that it’s wrong, but it works for us and it really does work.”


Both parents sat there, contemplating that possibility. Her mother was shocked, but starting to focus on the fact that this is what would make Jessie happy.


“I don’t like it,” her father declared.


I nodded. “I can understand that. Society has very strict guidelines about what’s acceptable. We’re way outside of that. Let me put it another way though. Jessie tells me that you’re a Doomsday preparation enthusiast. Assuming that the worst was about to happen and you were tasked with grabbing a tiny sampling of people to try to get them to safety with an eye toward rebuilding society yourself after the dust has settled, what would you pick? Mostly men or mostly women?”


“A mix, really,” he said.


“I’d pick mostly women,” I told him. “Interested in why?”


“Sure,” he said interested now that we were in his field of expertise.


“Let’s assume that you’re interested in long-term re-population,” I started. “You need a variety of females to carry children. You want as wide a genetic base as possible. Once you get to safety and start making babies, you have to throw all the old notions of marriage and monogamy away, because to create a genetically diverse population, you need to create as many combinations as possible as early as possible. A woman can only carry one child at a time, no matter how many times she has sex, twins notwithstanding. Men, can go from woman to woman creating offspring with each in a relatively short period of time, so men are less desirable than women in their role in renewing the species. A limited resource is precious. A plentiful one, not so much.”


“Men are stronger though. In rebuilding, they’ll be able to do heavier work,” he countered.


I nodded. “On average, men grow to have more muscle-mass,” I agreed. “Women have other qualities that offset that advantage though.”


“Like?” he asked, curious of what I’d say.


“Women often have better organizational skill then men, they can be devious and startlingly bloodthirsty when they need to be and they’re often not swayed by what will win a man’s trust. Jessie and my girls have been protecting me from people that they think could hurt me emotionally, physically or financially. I want to believe in forgiveness, but some people are just beyond that point. Sometimes the girls have to show me where I should draw that line. In a new settlement, that skill is vital and it can mean the difference between life and death. You might trust the stranger who comes seeking a safe place to live, but a woman might look right through that smile and ask how that stranger has managed to survive all by themselves if it’s so dangerous out there. You see the man looking for the same sanctuary you were when you started the settlement, but she sees a Trojan Horse sent to gain your trust.”


He nodded. “Okay, that makes a strong case, but we’re not in the middle of the collapse of society.”


“Maybe not,” I agreed, “but I’d rather have my people picked if things did fall apart. All those considerations are secondary though. The important thing to remember is that Jessie wants us and we want Jessie. When was the last time you saw her this happy?”


He didn’t have an answer for that. “I still don’t approve of my sixteen-year-old daughter being sexually active,” he told me.


I nodded. “I can understand that,” I said soothingly. “But she is and she’s going to want to continue to be. I can’t promise that I’ll never take Jessie to bed again, but I can promise that she’ll be loved and respected, whether we’re in a bed, the backseat of a car, a deserted movie theater or a secluded corner of the park.”


“The park?” Jessie asked me with a giggle.


“Just an example. I know you love the outdoors,” I told her with a smile.


Her father looked at her and sighed. “Alright, we’ll try it,” he surrendered reluctantly. “I’d still rather she not do this, but she IS happier today. We have some ground-rules though.”


“I’d be surprised if you didn’t,” I nodded. “Let me start with a few. Jessie needs to keep up her grades. I tutor the other girls and I’ll do the same for Jessie. Overnight visits are for weekends and holidays only and only if her staying doesn’t disrupt a family function. For example, I wouldn’t want her to stay over on Christmas Eve if you normally do something early the next day. We don’t ever have sex here. You and your wife aren’t completely comfortable with that part of our relationship yet, so there’s no way that we want to rub your nose in what we’re doing. It’s a respect thing and neither of us want to push that issue. Those seem like reasonable ground-rules to me.”


He looked at me askance, probably shocked that I’d place restrictions on myself. “And what about during the week?” he asked.


“Jessie’s welcome to come and study with us, have dinner and relax, respecting whatever her curfew is right now. For that matter, you two are welcome to join us for dinner. A lot of the parents do. Some of the girls have moved into the house and their parents come on a regular basis.”


“Your parents allow this?!!?” Mrs. Mortimer interjected, surprised.


I nodded. “My mother’s actually started dating Tricia’s father,” I said with a smile. “We’re considering building a house that suits us all, later in the year. Right now, our kitchen is taxed to the limit, we’re short on parking for the cars, bathrooms are at a premium, hot water is hard to come by and we take over a lot of the house at study time.”


“It sounds like you have a lot of people underfoot already,” her father said.


I nodded. “It’s a big family,” I said with a shrug and a smile. “One thing I would ask is that Jessie be allowed to stay with us during exams. We do a lot of extra studying together and with the schedules the way they are, we’re all going to be leaning on each other.”


“We’ll talk about that closer to exams,” her father said. “By then, we may find the situation has changed.”


I nodded. “I don’t see it changing, but we’ll table that topic for now. I have one other item that I wanted to bring up now that Jessie is one of us. I’m taking my girls on vacation this summer. I’d like Jessie to come with us.”


“We go to Pittsburgh in the summer to visit her grandmother,” Mr. Mortimer told me.


I nodded. “She told me,” I confessed. “We’ve been invited out to Malibu to meet Emma’s parents. They want to meet all the people that have become important to her, so me, the girls and the parents are all going. You’re more than welcome to come too,” I said.


He shook his head. “I spend a lot of that time helping my mother with home repairs,” he said. “Now that she’s older, it’s harder for her to take care of things.”


I nodded in understanding. “I’d still like Jessie to come with us,” I told him. “She can learn to surf, take in the sights, do some shopping in LA, visit Disneyland and be a tourist for a summer.”


“What would it cost?” her mother asked.


“Not a dime,” I told them. “I’m paying for the trip. Plane tickets, meals, shopping, tourist destinations, the works. We’re staying with Emma’s parents, so there’s no hotels involved.”


“Her parents have room for everyone?” Mr. Mortimer asked, surprised.


“They work in Hollywood,” I answered. “I worried about the space too, but they have a huge house.”


He frowned and looked at Jessie. She was pleading with him using that anguished little girl face that every father knows too well. “You’ve been asking us if you could stay home this summer,” he said to her. “Is this why?”


She shook her head. “This is the first time that Matt’s formally asked me to come,” she said. “He knew I wasn’t looking forward to being stuck in the car for the drive to Grandma’s and two weeks in Pittsburgh, so he suggested that I talk to you early about maybe staying home. I’d rather go to Malibu with him than be bored at Grandma’s for two weeks.”


“Your mother and I aren’t comfortable leaving you alone for two weeks,” he said carefully.


“If it helps, my mother is going, so are Gina’s parents, Tricia’s father, Lana and Beck’s parents and Emma’s father is going to be there,” I told them. “A lot of days we’ll be traveling in a group, doing sight-seeing. Even when we’re not all together, Gina has family in the city that she wants to spend time with and we have more than enough parents to chaperon as needed.”


He considered that and his wife stepped in. “Alright, she can go,” she said, putting her foot down gently, but firmly. “What are the dates that you’ll be away?”


I told her the dates and promised that I’d make all the arrangements. Her father didn’t look pleased to have the decision taken out of his hands, but he didn’t argue. Instead he looked at me sternly. “I’m making you personally responsible for my daughter’s well-being this summer,” he said seriously. “This is your one chance to impress me.”


I nodded. “I’ll take good care of her,” I assured him. “She’ll come back with new clothes, a deeper tan and a million pictures of her trip.”


Jessie’s eyes got wide as she realized that we’d talked her parents into letting her go to Malibu with us. She shrieked in excitement and jumped up from the table, throwing her arms around her father’s neck and hugging him while trying to jump up and down at the same time. I grinned at her and then looked at her mother and mouthed a silent ‘thank you’ to her. She smiled a little and then waited for Jessie to release her father.


Mr. Mortimer had a slight smile on his face when Jessie let go of him. “Okay, okay,” he said with a chuckle. “This all depends on your ability to keep your grades up,” he warned her and she nodded her head enthusiastically.


She walked around to the other side of the table and gave her mother a longer, more gentle hug, thanking her and promising them both that she’d make them proud. I’d see to that if I had to stand over her while she studied. When she let go of her mother, it was my turn. I got a very intense hug and a lingering kiss for my efforts.


“I can’t believe I can go!” she gushed. Her father cleared his throat and we separated, Jessie blushed a bit. “Dad!” she said, exasperated. “Matt promised that we’d never have sex here, but you can’t expect me not to kiss him. He’s my boyfriend.”


He nodded. “Yes, he is,” he said. “We’d really rather you keep the displays of affection to a minimum around us, for at least the first little while. You’re still getting used to the idea, from the love-struck expression you had when you said it. We’re getting used to it too.” He sighed and I could tell that this was tough for him. Jessie was his little girl. She’d been badly hurt in September and he hadn’t been able to save her. She’d been hurting since and he was powerless to help. This was the way forward and it meant letting her go and watch me take her away. I really did sympathize.


“I have something that I want you to see,” I told him, struck by inspiration. “Jessie said you’ve watched my videos where I punish the Waterman brothers.”


He nodded. “I wish you’d made them suffer even more,” he said harshly.


“I agree. Patrick has repented what he did and is willing to pay for his part in it. Vance won’t ever hurt another person again. There was one other person who worked hard to hurt Jessie. We haven’t posted this online because we felt that the focus might become violence against women, but I managed to get my hands on Marlene Garrett.”


His eyes widened as I brought up the video on my phone and handed it to him to watch. He watched the clip a half a dozen times and then his wife wanted to see. When she handed my phone back to me, I looked at them both. “I wanted you to see that because that’s the kind of treatment that’s waiting for anyone that hurts Jessie or any of my girls.”


He seemed to be in a better mood after seeing that. “So you’re telling me that you’d put out a healthy beating on someone who crosses you,” he acknowledged. “That’s good to know, but it’s not always going to be a solution you can resort to.”


“Please,” I scoffed. “I have a few more tricks up my sleeve. For example, I intend to find out where Marlene is getting sent to prison and I plan to send a few letters to her fellow inmates, explaining that she was sent to prison for sex crimes against underage girls. There’s more than a few women in there with kids of their own. If she’s lucky, they’ll just kill her. If not, then she’ll suffer every day for the rest of her life and when she gets out and the world has forgotten about her, I’ll still remember.” My eyes blazed eagerly in anticipation of that future meeting.


“I’ll bring the shovel,” he growled and we nodded to each other in agreement.


“We’ll work it out,” I promised.


We talked a little more and then Jessie told me that she needed to get me home eventually. That was our cue to exit and I shook her father’s hand and got a brief hug and a pat on the cheek from her mother before we put our coats and shoes back on.


We were just getting in the car when my phone rang. I looked at it and rolled my eyes. “Fuck!” I sighed. “It’s my uncle, Stewart,” I told her.


She grinned, giggling. “Take it!” she said. “I wanna listen in.”


I grimaced, but answered the call. “Hello, Stewart,” I said as calmly as I could. I wondered how quickly the conversation would escalate.


“Hey, kid,” he said. “Your voice still sounds high, when are your balls gonna drop?”


“When are yours?” I asked in response.


“Hey, I’ve got my World’s Greatest Lover trophy on the mantle. In ten or twelve years, when you get laid for the first time, let me know and we’ll get you a sip of something stronger than root-beer.”


“Charming,” I sneered. “You kiss your mother with that mouth or is that where you earned your trophy?”


“Slip her the tongue when she’s a good girl,” he confirmed. “You should try it. Your grandma can teach you a lot about women.”


“I’ll pass,” I said. “If she taught you what you know about women, she’s probably grandpa in drag. So did you call to brag about all that high-quality retiree sex you’re having or do you have a point to get to, Stewart?”


“No need to get your panties in a bunch,” he told me. “You can stop whacking-off for five minutes to listen. Did Donny tell you that you were coming out here for the summer?”


“He told me that he thought that you wanted me to.”


“Yeah. It’s all set. You’re coming here as soon as school is done,” he said.


“That’s great, Stewart,” I told him. “There’s just one problem.”


“What’s that?”


“There’s no fucking way I’m going to visit you,” I laughed. “I’ve already got plans and they don’t involve that bullshit.”


“Yeah, you are,” he said. “I already told Donny that you were coming here.”


I laughed at that. “You really don’t know, do you?” I asked, incredulously.


“Know what?” he demanded.


“Mom and Dad are getting a divorce. He doesn’t have custody of me or Lilly. I doubt he would have told you that he was okay with me going out there either way, but he doesn’t get that say anymore.”


“Since when are they on the rocks?” he wanted to know.


“Last summer,” I said. “No surprise he didn’t tell you. No one tells you anything, Stewart. You treat everyone like shit. If he’d told you that he was getting a divorce, you’d probably make some crack about knowing my mother would smarten-up someday and then follow it up with a mention that you were planning to give her a call.”


“So she threw him out?” he was digging for information now.


“Ask him,” I said. “I’m not telling you a damn thing about what happened.”


“Alright, none of that changes the fact that you’re coming out here this summer,” he said firmly.


“Stewart, get fucked,” I told him. “I have plans this summer and none of them involve putting up with your shit all day every day.”


“Oh really?!!?” he sneered sarcastically. “What big plans could a fourteen-year-old have?”


“Spending the summer in Malibu learning to surf and working for a special-effects company for the summer, relaxing on a beach, doing sight-seeing and spending time with the hottest girls imaginable. Do you have ANYTHING to compete with that? The closest thing you have to a beach is the edge of the drainage ditch along the road. The most interesting attraction in the whole town is the ONE restaurant, which is also the ONE bar, city hall and police headquarters. And the hottest looking woman in the whole town is the woman that works at the post office. She’s what? Seventy years old and close to three hundred pounds? I’d have to be all kinds of stupid to give up Malibu to play Deliverance with you in Northern California.”


“In the first place,” he started, seething for the first time, “I didn’t choose to live out here for the beaches or the girls. In the second place, there’s more important things than taking pictures of someone’s hand-prints in cement. Thirdly, you won’t be EATING at the restaurant, so it doesn’t matter what business gets done in the same building. Finally, you’re not coming here for the fun holiday. You’re coming to work.”


Jessie had been wide-eyed at the whole exchange, hearing me talk to Stewart like this and I’d had enough. I decided it was time to let Stewart talk to Bad Matt. “No one’s coming, Stewart,” I let him know, my voice cold. “Not me, not Lilly, not my mother. After the way you’ve treated everyone in the family, you should know better than to ask for a favor. Telling me that you expect me to go out there and bust my ass for you and be treated to your stellar personality all summer makes me think that I’d either throw a rope over a tree and hang myself or slit your throat and bleed you out like a pig. Between you and me, I think I’ll need a knife, not a rope. You need help, hire a fucking contractor. I’m not your bitch and if you push it, I’ll make you mine. Fuck-off, Stewart. Don’t call me, don’t whine to your brother, don’t harass my mother and don’t even think about talking to Lilly. If you see us at next summer’s reunion, put your fucking head down and walk away like a good boy. It’ll go easier on you, if you do. You terrorize my sister, I’ll end you. You bother my mother, I’ll end you. You try to fuck with me, I’ll end you. Do you understand me?”


There was silence on the line for a long time. “What the fuck happened to you?” he asked, shocked at the response.


“I suggest you run a Google search on me,” I told him. “Tell Dad what happened when you informed me that I was going to you this summer. Someone suggested that you might have Asperger’s Syndrome and I suppose that’s possible, but I’ll tell you plainly that you’ve pushed me far enough that I wouldn’t piss on you if you were on fire right now. I think there’s a lot of people in the family that feel the same way if they’re being honest, but most of them won’t say it. They know it breaks your mother’s heart when you lash out at everyone, so they take it and they grit their teeth to keep from punching you out. I suggest you call Dad and have him explain just how serious I am when I say I’ll end you. You wouldn’t be the first person I’ve killed. I doubt you’ll be the last person to be dumb enough to think I won’t cross the line. If this attitude adjustment sinks in, then great. If not, I’d suggest you lose my number.”


“Seriously, Matt!” he said, clearly shaken by the venom in my response. “What happened? I know I’m not the easiest guy in the world to get along with, but SHIT! Slitting my throat? Talking about killing me if I talk to your sister? This was never you! What happened?”


“You read about that shooting in Boston at Thanksgiving?” I asked him.


“Not really,” he admitted. “I don’t pay much attention to news.”


“You might want to start. I killed someone that night.”


“You WHAT?!!?” he gasped.


“I cut a man’s head off and dropped it on my front step when I was done separating it. Ask my father. He knows all about it.”


“Jesus Christ!” he swore. “How are you not in jail for that?!!?”


“Trust me, Google it,” I told him. “It’ll take longer to explain than to read.”


“I think I need to talk to Donny about this,” he said faintly.


“Wait until he calls you,” I told him. “I need to tell him how much he’s allowed to tell you.”


“Allowed?” he repeated the word.


“After knowing I did that, would YOU want to risk making me angry?” I asked him dryly.


“Yeah, I see your point. Let me talk to your dad and get back to you,” he offered.


“I’ll have him call you as soon as I hang up with him.”


“Okay,” he said, still sounding off-balance. I looked at my phone and mashed the red circle with my thumb.


Jessie looked at me wide-eyed. “Bad Matt?” she asked tentatively.


I nodded. “I’m fine now,” I assured her. “Stewart deserved that though.”


She started the car and I dialed my father’s phone with a slight smirk.


“Hi, son,” he said, sounding happy to hear from me. “You certainly made an impact on Amber.”


“We made several impacts on Amber,” I chuckled. “She’s still thrilled with her night in the Sorority?”


“It’s all she’s been talking about it since she got back.”


“You’re with Grandmother now?” I asked.


“Yes, we’re still talking, but I think we’re a good fit. Thank you for introducing us.”


“My pleasure,” I said. “I have bad news though. I talked to Stewart.”


“It didn’t go well?” I could hear him cringe.


“He was unprepared for the change in me,” I said diplomatically. “We’ll leave it like that. I told him I’d have you call him so he could ask what happened to turn me into the cold-blooded killer he spoke to. You can tell him anything that’s public knowledge. Obviously, we don’t talk about Miranda with Stewart, but he can know about Vance and any of my hospital stays. If he gives you any shit, tell him I won’t like hearing that he’s speaking to you like that. I think I scared him.”


“That actually sounds like it might be a fun conversation,” he admitted. “I’ll call you back later and let you know how it worked out. Oh, hang on! Ma’am would like a word with you.” He passed the phone over and a moment later, Jill greeted me.


“Hello,” she said affectionately. “You don’t believe in underachievement, do you?” she asked. “Amber looks like you put her through Hell.”


“We made her the center of our night,” I told her. “We very much enjoyed her company and we hope she’s feeling the same way.”


“Oh, yes!” she said. “You really forced your cum up her nose?”


“Absolutely,” I said. “It’ll be a long time before she can sniffle without thinking of us.”


That made her laugh. “That’s imaginative. I’ll be hosting an event on Wednesday to show her off specifically. This is sort of your introduction to the community.”


“Are you asking me to attend or is this just to show off my work and generate interest?” I asked, amused.


“I didn’t think you’d want to attend an event just yet,” she said carefully. “I was wondering if you’d adopted a persona that we could put a name to. ‘Master Matt’ or something similar.”


“We call that part of my personality ‘Bad Matt’ among ourselves,” I told her. “That doesn’t have the sort of grandiose name that inspires admiration though. Hmm...” I trailed off, thinking about her request and then shrugged. “I suppose you could use ‘Master Epic’ if you needed to put a name to me.”


“Well, that’s certainly grandiose,” she admitted.


“Well, I’m already known as Epic around Harvard campus,” I confessed. “So you’re pleased with Amber’s treatment overall?”


“I am,” she said. “She told me that you named her Fuck-Hole and treated her to just about everything that she could live through. She also told me that you were very reluctant to endorse her taking another outing with you.”


“She asked anyway?” I asked knowingly.


“She did,” Jill told me. “She said you were insistent that she be here to establish our normal dynamic. She asked that once we were comfortable that she be allowed to request a repeat visit for her rewards.”


“She’ll need to be punished for asking that after I told her to leave it alone,” I said playfully.


“So you’ll need to see her again,” she chuckled. “Amber can be a little bit of a pushy sub like that.”


“I’ll take it as a compliment that she wants to join us again sometime and a challenge to break her of the habit of putting herself forward like that,” I promised with a chuckle.


“Maybe I’ll let you take her publicly once you’re ready to join the community. That would be a statement. I don’t let anyone play with her at events. There are some people who’ll think that I’ve inflicted her marks myself and I’ve created another persona to generate interest in the community. Seeing is believing, after all.”


“Maybe,” I allowed. “If you’re still interested in gifting me with her presence for a scene when I’m ready, then we’ll work out what’s allowed and not allowed then.”


“Good enough. I’ll give you back to your father, though. It sounds like you have business to discuss.”


We said goodbye and then Dad came back to the phone. “Hi,” he said. “Was there anything else that you wanted me to tell Stewart?”


“Not really,” I said. “He got a little taste of my Dom personality. I think it rattled him, since he remembers me being much easier to get along with. Just let him know what’s happened to draw out the change in me and make sure he understands that I’m not gonna put up with his shit.”


“I will,” he promised. “I’ll call you later and update you.”


“Thanks,” I said, and we hung up.


Jessie patted my leg as I put the phone away. “How’s Amber?” she asked.


I chuckled. “She’s gushing about what we did to her last night. She’s already told Grandmother about me cumming up her nose so she’d be sniffing for days.”


She nodded. “She said she wanted the humiliation,” she pointed out.


“Yeah,” I agreed with a smile for the memory of Amber sneezing cum everywhere and then licking it up. “Anyway, she loved it and she’s been bragging and wants to come visit as often as Jill will let her.”


“Once Beck gets her clearance, from what everyone’s told me, she’ll want to be right there beside her.”


I laughed at that. “Yep. Beck probably already has her celebration planned out down to the last caning and where she ends up passed out.”


“I wish I could be there for it,” she said. “But SOMEONE made a rule that I could only stay over on weekends.” She punched my shoulder lightly. “Why did you do that?!!?”


I chuckled a little. “You didn’t notice what I got them to agree to?” I asked teasingly. “Your parents agreed that you could spend the night on weekends. So, we gave up weekdays for now? After this summer, they’ll probably agree to relax that restriction once they see that your grades don’t suffer.”


She thought about that and her smile returned. “That’s true!” she realized. “We almost never do anything big on the weekends, so they can’t use that to keep us separated.”


“And next Monday is Martin Luther King Day, so it’s a long weekend,” I reminded her.


“I could kiss you right now!” she enthused.


“Park the car first,” I teased. “We don’t want to get into an accident.”


She pulled over and stopped, leaning over to kiss me deeply, her tongue finding its way into my mouth to play with mine. I took the opportunity to reach into her jacket, caressing her breast lovingly before we both separated.


“If I’m going home tonight, you need to cool it,” she smirked and pulled my hand from inside her jacket. She kissed me lightly one more time and then we started driving again. We were heading back to the house, rather than to dance class. I was in no shape to go and I’d missed my return to kung fu yesterday, so I was prepared to write off the weekend.


Jessie parked at the curb in front of the house and we went inside. Mom and Frank were sitting on the sofa, watching TV and looked up when we came in. “Hi,” Mom said softly and paused what they were watching. “I hear you’re going to be spending more time with us from now on, Jessie,” she said, informing us that the girls had kept her in the loop.


I nodded. “Yep. I think that she’ll be the last one to join us for a while. I’ve been told that I need to sleep sometime.”


She nodded. “Well, the rest of the girls are downstairs. Do you have anything planned for the evening yet?”


“Not really,” I admitted. “I know some of the girls probably have homework to do, Jessie included since she didn’t get a chance to do it on Friday.”


She nodded and shrugged. “I’ll go home for dinner and do it tonight,” she promised, hugging my arm with hers.


I nodded and kissed her cheek. “I have another piece of news,” I told Mom. “It’s a good thing you’re sitting down. Stewart’s been looking for me. He’s trying to get me to spend summer with him.”


She blanched at the mention of his name. “What did you tell him?” she asked.


“I told him to fuck off,” I said. “Someone should have done it years ago, but I think it’s sunk in. He went back to talk to Dad about what created the change in attitude.”


“Can I assume then, that your plans for Malibu haven’t changed?” she asked with a smirk.


“That is a very safe assumption,” I said delicately. “But I thought you’d want to know that he was sniffing around. He has the house number here. He may call to talk to you. I let him know that you were separated and getting a divorce.”


“Did you mention that we were seeing other people?” she asked, worried.


“Nope. That’s none of his business.”


Frank spoke for the first time. “So who is this guy?” he asked. “He sounds like neither of you want him around.”


“He’s my father’s brother,” I supplied. “He’s about the worst person I know. Someone recently suggested that he might have Asperger’s Syndrome, which is characterized by a complete lack of social graces. He’s been a mouthy, abusive irritant at every family function he’s attended for as long as I can remember.”


“Ah,” he said delicately. “Definitely sounds like the kind of guy that’s great fun at parties.”


“Hanging parties maybe,” I said dryly. “You’re lucky. He’s not your problem unless the family reunion comes to Boston. Then you might have to see him. I’ll try to keep him out of sight though.”


“I’m sure he’s not so bad,” he said lightly.


I snorted a laugh. “I’ll let Mom tell you some of the tales. Stewart is memorable, to say the least.”


We made our escape at that point and went downstairs to see the girls for a little while. Everyone was crowded around the computer and Emma was going over the footage from the assembly, editing the three feeds into one video for posting and use. Surprisingly, Lana was sitting there, giving as much input as Emma was on when to cut to the next angle.


“How was lunch?” Emma asked, glancing at us with a smirk before she turned her attention back to the screen.


“Jessie’s coming to Malibu with us. Her parents aren’t. They’re going to Pittsburgh to visit her grandmother. Jessie’s parents also agreed to let her stay over on weekends and holidays.”


“Maybe you should be a Hollywood agent,” she commented. “You could make millions on negotiating better contracts for the stars.”


“Maybe, but I’d much rather work in front of the camera or work with your dad than haggle with lawyers over money,” I shrugged.


“Well, your powers of persuasion are amazing. You should talk to Carl about that and see what he thinks,” she suggested.


“I think that Victoria would be more capable of giving me some insight into that,” I mused idly. “In other news, I scared my Uncle Stewart. He called just as we were leaving Jessie’s house.”


“Oh?” Beck asked. “What did you say to him?”


“I let him talk to Bad Matt and Bad Matt told him he’d kill him if he stepped out of line. He hasn’t heard about the shooting in November or any of it. He’s in for a shock when he talks to Dad again. That should be going on now.”


“I’ll bet that’s a fun conversation,” Beck replied sarcastically.


“Yeah,” I agreed. “I’m supposed to hear back from both of them tonight. Dad’s gonna tell me how it went and Stewart’s probably gonna try to wrangle me into coming out to help him with whatever he has planned.”


“So did he tell you WHY he wanted you to come out?” Tabby asked curiously. She knew all about shitty relatives, so she was probably the most comfortable with the situation.


“Not really,” I admitted. “I probably didn’t handle it all that well, since it was Stewart. I’ll try to play nice when he calls back and find out why he’s so anxious to see me. So has anyone been over to see Patty and Dan to let them know that Jessie’s joining the family?”


Lana shook her head. “We went to lunch before we came back here and started working on the video from the assembly.”


I nodded. “I think before I do, we should tell Jessie one of the family secrets,” I pointed out significantly.


Emma paused the video and turned her back on the computer so we could talk. “Which particular family secret are you talking about?” she asked.


“Patty,” I said.


Jessie was looking back and forth between us, confused. “Lana’s mom?” she asked. “What about her?”


Lana decided to skip the delicate delivery. “She fucked Matt once,” she said as if she was explaining that her mother normally cooked dinner.


Jessie’s eyes got wide. “WHY DID YOU TELL ME THAT?!!?” she wailed. “I can’t go over there and meet her and pretend I don’t KNOW!”


“Babe,” I told her. “You don’t have to pretend. Patty knows that she slept with me. I know she slept with me.”


“How do you expect me to act normal in front of her husband, knowing that she and you...” she trailed off, awkwardly.


“Dan has medical problems that prevent him from having sex,” I told her. “He asked me to help Patty out when she was horny. He knows. He’s okay with it and I think it’s way past time for me to invite Patty back for a little appreciation for all that she does for us.”


Beck perked up at that. “Tomorrow?” she asked sweetly. “The last time he and Mom got together, she taught him something filthy and new to do to me. Maybe he’ll pick up another trick or two this time.”


“We’ll see,” I said. “I haven’t talked to her about it yet. She might not want to.”


Collie kissed me on the cheek. “Fat chance,” she said with a giggle.


“You’re seriously gonna have sex with their mother?” she asked, astounded.


I shrugged. “There’s a lot more to the story, but trying to avoid it nearly killed both of us the first time. Patty’s on the short list of people outside the Sorority that can ask me for a night of my time and I’ll give it without hesitation.”


“Who else is on the list?” she asked.


“My doctors,” I said and then thought about it. “After last night, Amber. Maybe Tina, since I think she’s moving past the age issue. The rest of the girls from our support group. I don’t think there’s anyone else that I’d be inclined to consider except maybe Scarlett, but that’s a special case. I can’t be expected to behave for her.”


“I guess that’s fair. We all owe your doctors for bringing you back to us,” Jessie admitted. “Some of the girls aren’t going to want you to help them with their recovery like this, but others will. Amber’s kind of family since she’s part of your dad’s pack and Tina ... Well, I hope she comes back too.”


We all agreed about that, but I had another thought that I wanted to share. “I think this closes the door on more Sorority applications,” I said. “We can talk about it down the road, but we’ve had a lot of changes lately and Dr. Spencer has been warning me about trying to find a sense of normality and stability.”


Emma looked at me shrewdly. “Starting to feel overwhelmed?” she asked.


I nodded. “In the past month, we’ve added Gina, Cheryl, Tabby, Collie, Beck, Lana, Jessie, had Cheryl leave, took Amber and Tina for a night and I only just got out of the hospital a month ago. It’s been almost all good, but we’re all still reeling. I want us to settle in. That means we’ll have to wait on anyone else. Talk to your friend that wants the baby, but don’t promise her anything more than that we’ll all sit down and talk it out.”


“What about Chloe?” she asked.


“I’m committed to breaking her and I’ll do that, but she’ll be the last,” I assured them. “After we’ve gone a whole month without any major changes, then we’ll look into it.” I added that last part with a note of sarcasm since it didn’t seem possible at this point.


They all nodded in understanding and I got the sense that they were going to see to things balancing out, whether fate liked it or not.


I took Jessie and we went to talk to Patty and Dan, a conversation that I knew was overdue.


I let myself in the front door like we always did, not bothering to knock. Patty was in the kitchen and Dan was relaxing on the sofa, watching a hockey game. I wasn’t sure if it was live or he’d put it on the DVR from last night, but he paused it when we came in. “Hi,” he said lightly. “I see you lived through your weekend retreat. How?” he wanted to know, with a chuckle of amusement.


“Luck, determination and tactics,” I told him. “I had the help of a good solid distraction last night.” We came and sat down with him, letting Patty work in the kitchen without interruption. “Dan, you remember Jessie? She’s in cheer with us and she was here over Thanksgiving and for the welcome home party we had.”


He smiled and nodded. “Hello, Jessie,” he said warmly, welcoming her. “Does this mean that you’re going to be joining us around here more often?”


She blushed and nodded. “We talked it over with the other girls. Lana and Beck wanted me to be sure to stay out of the way once they get their test results back, but that’s it.”


He nodded. “I hope you’ll feel welcome to come and spend time with us as often as you can,” he told her with a smile. “What did your parents have to say about it?”


“They weren’t thrilled until they found out about Matt’s college. Knowing that he’s got a future beyond working at a gas station broke through a lot of their concerns. They said I could go to Malibu with you guys and agreed to let me stay over on weekends. I think that’s the best news I could hope for.”


Dan nodded and looked at me. “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again. You’re my hero.”


I laughed. “Thanks. I need to ask you about being someone else’s hero though. How’s Patty holding up?” I glanced toward the kitchen as we chatted, hoping to clear things with Dan before I approached Patty.


Dan glanced at Jessie uncertainly and chose his words carefully. “She’s been very busy lately,” he said delicately. “I’ve been hoping she’d suggest something for herself to relax, but you know Patty.”


I nodded and looked at him again with a small smile. “Jessie knows. I’m thinking of asking her to spend a little time tomorrow after dinner to help take the edge off and then give her a little more attention from time to time if you’re still okay with it.”


“Matt, I love Patty, but you know my situation. She’s almost ready to eat the pictures in the newspaper if they’re attractive. Once the girls get their results back, you’re screwed, but until then, do what you can for my poor Patty. If you have to march into the kitchen and throw her down over the kitchen table, just make sure she doesn’t burn dinner? She’d feel bad about that.”


I chuckled and nodded. “I think I can be a tad more thoughtful than that, but I’ll keep it in mind for Beck. That would thrill her to pieces.”


“She’s her mother’s daughter,” he said with a laugh and a shake of his head.


I shrugged. “What about you, Dan?” I asked. “I mean, I’m not planning on diving into your pants, but is there anything we can do about your condition?”


“Not really,” he said. “I have high cholesterol; diabetes and the urges just aren’t there after all these years. She may have just worn me out. Be warned. It could happen to you too if you’re not careful.”


I shrugged. “I just wondered if there was surgery or treatment that you could pursue that would put you back on the front lines, so to speak.”


“I tried the pills for a few years and they worked for a while, but then it tapered off. My doctor said I could try the surgery, but honestly, I’m just not that motivated anymore. Sex is fun, but I’m never quite in the mood, so it’s not like I’m missing it. Patty IS though, so go let her know that she can stop torturing herself.”


He gave me a smile and pointed to the kitchen. I stood and he rose too, giving me a rare hug. “You don’t need to ask,” he told me. “You’re her cuddle-buddy. Just go to her.” He patted my back and let me go.


I nodded and smiled back. “One of these days, we might just ask to keep her overnight to make sure she gets pampered,” I said, preparing him for that possibility.


“I think she’d like that. I can handle going over there for breakfast once in a blue moon, if that’s what she needs,” he said and then shooed us off to the kitchen to talk to her.


When we went out, she was just turning from the stove where she had dinner simmering. “I thought you’d still be buried under the girls,” she smirked and came to hug me. “Hi, Jessie,” she said, remembering her from cheerleading last year before most of the girls could drive. “So what brings you two by and not the rest of the ladies?”


“A couple of things,” I confessed. “First, Jessie’s going to be spending a lot more time around the house. She’s one of us now.”


Patty smiled and gave her a small hug. “Congratulations,” she said with feeling. “Your parents taking it well?”


She grinned and nodded. “Knowing Matt’s going to be a PHD before I finish college definitely helped,” she confessed.


“I’ll bet,” she chuckled. “So what else is on your mind?” she asked me.


“You,” I said simply. “I want you to join us after dinner tomorrow,” I told her.


She blinked. “You mean...” she trailed off, her eyes flickering in Jessie’s direction, uncomfortable revealing herself in front of her.


“She knows,” I told her. “Tomorrow is your night. Later in the week, Lana and Beck have to be the center of my world. Last time we did this, we sort of took you by surprise. This time, I want you to feel like you’re ready for it.”


She looked back and forth between us. “You talked to Dan already?” she asked, still uncertain.


I nodded. “He told me to stop asking and just come to you. I’d take you right here and now, but last time you seemed to be at least a little nervous that you weren’t freshly shaved and showered for the event, so now you have a chance to do whatever you want to so that you’re ready.”


She nodded and sighed. “Is it really that obvious?” she asked.


“Only to people that know you well and love you,” I assured her. “Tomorrow night, my goal is to have to carry you home and pour you into bed.”


She chuckled and came to hug me again. “Alright, Champ,” she said. “Tomorrow.”


I knew she was really in dire need if she was giving in without a word of argument. “How long have you been on edge?” I asked her directly.


She tried to play it off casually. “It hasn’t been that bad,” she told me, with a shrug of her shoulders, turning back to the stove until I took her arm in my hand.


“Bullshit,” I challenged. “If you weren’t in bad shape, you’d have argued that I should concentrate on the girls.”


She sighed. “A couple of weeks,” she admitted with a glance at Jessie. “I wasn’t going to say anything.”


Jessie spoke up for the first time at that point. “Mrs. Powers,” she said sympathetically, “after this weekend, I understand what you’re going through. I’m going to be sore for days and I already miss him. I don’t know how I could stand to be away from that for a couple of weeks.”


She smiled and patted her shoulder. “I think it’s okay for you to call me Patty, dear,” she assured her gently. “I’ve known you for a couple of years now. This is the first year that I haven’t been ferrying you girls home after practice.”


She nodded and grinned. “That’ll take some getting used to,” she admitted. “You’re always Mrs. Powers to me.”


“That’s before this guy came along,” Patty said and cuffed me on the shoulder lightly. “I’m told that you kids are all doing dinner next door, so get outta here and let me have a romantic dinner with Dan.”


I nodded and gave her another hug, one hand slipping down to pat her ass as a reminder that we had a date for tomorrow. When we separated, I kissed her softly on the lips and we went to say goodbye to Dan.


We crossed the driveway and hopped the fence to our yard. “So, nine of us, Patty and thirty-six girls from school, both your doctors, Amber and Tina. Am I missing anyone or is that all of us?” Jessie asked with a smirk.


“There’s Manda,” I told her. “She was Collie’s roommate. She’s an utter sex bomb, but she’s never had sex as good as we had this weekend.”


“You have pictures?” she asked hopefully.


I laughed. “No. We never hooked up. When we met, she was sniffing for a husband, the richer, the better. When Collie moved out, she told her that she was hooked up with a guy that had a full scholarship to Harvard and she went on point like a hunting dog. When she realized that the kid helping her move was the guy, she stripped down to her smile and put on a masturbation show to try to convince us to come back and pick her up too.”


“And the girls were worried about ME?!!?” she laughed. She wasn’t mad about that. We’d all admitted that the time wasn’t right when they’d warned me.


I shrugged. “Trust me, Collie was plenty worried about her. Manda’s like a composite of the best traits that make porn stars. The only problem is she’s got no standards, or at least she didn’t. Lana and Beck started bragging and it shorted out her tiny mind.” I opened the front door for Jessie and followed her inside while we talked. “After that, Collie said she’s been doing a lot better.”


Jessie chuckled a little. “Okay, so is she the only other girl floating on the fringes?”


“Well, there’s an X-Ray tech that I know at the hospital, possibly her friend who models, and there’s always Scarlett, but there’ll always be Scarlett.”


She rolled her eyes. “I suppose that I can give you that unattainable fantasy to keep you hungry,” she said playfully.


“Thanks,” I smirked. “It’s good to have goals in life.”


Mom and Frank had moved to the kitchen, working on dinner here and Mom stuck her head out. “Jessie, are you staying for dinner tonight?” she asked.


“Um, not tonight, Mrs. Russell,” she said sheepishly. “I have some homework that I need to stay on top of or my parents will ground me from seeing Matt.”


She smiled and nodded. “Not the first time I’ve heard that,” she admitted. “Let them know that you’re welcome any time here.”


She grinned. “Yes, Ma’am,” she said brightly and we went downstairs so she could say goodbye and give out hugs to her new sisters. “I can’t thank you enough!” she told Emma as she squeezed her. “This weekend was perfect! I couldn’t have asked for anything better!”


Emma blushed a little bit. “Welcome home,” she told her, repeating the message that I’d delivered to most of the girls here.


Jessie went to all the girls, hugging them and thanking them for the weekend and for accepting her. They were all a little emotional by the time she was ready to go and she gave me a searing kiss that left no doubt about how she felt and then we all walked her to the door and said one last goodbye. It was a little silly. We’d see her tomorrow at school, but we were sad to see her go.


Dinner that night was me, Emma, Lana, Beck, Tabby, Collie, Gina, Tricia, Lilly, Frank and Mom. It was nearly as full as it had been for Christmas dinner and we were very crowded.


Mom looked around and nodded. “Yeah,” she admitted. “We have too many people for the house. We can’t host a big family affair here at all.”


We all agreed and talked a little more about what we’d need in a new house. “Maybe you should just buy a hotel,” Frank suggested, jokingly. “It’ll have a pool, fitness center, dining room and industrial kitchen.”


“Not a bad idea, but I think we should still wait to make any huge decisions until I can talk to Carl about his plans. He may have something ideal in mind. Jumping in now would leave us with two houses instead of one,” I pointed out. I made a silent promise to talk to Carl on Tuesday after my tests.


We talked a lot about the dream house we were planning and then we moved on to other subjects. I got up from the table to answer it when my phone rang and noted ruefully that this topic always seemed to come up right after meals.


“Hello, Stewart,” I said and I could see Mom’s face and Lilly’s pale at the mention of his name. “I take it you spoke with Dad?”


“Yeah. I did,” he said, sounding more subdued. “He gave me a lot to chew on. You okay?”


“I’ve completed my physical therapy and I’m starting my strength training to get back to where I was before the shooting,” I told him and then added, “thanks for asking.”


“Yeah,” he said faintly. “I really had no idea that had happened. I bury my head in work and don’t even look at the news for months at a time. I wasn’t trying to be an asshole.”


I wondered if he meant that for more than just the news items. I’d ripped a pretty good strip off him when we’d spoken earlier. Maybe it was a wake-up call for him.


“It’s cool,” I told him. “I go for more surgery at the end of the month for the scars, but other than that, recovery is pretty much complete. So what else did he tell you?”


“He said I should shut my fat mouth about your sex life unless I wanted to get emasculated by a fourteen-year-old. You really have that many girlfriends?”


“Jessie and I were trying to count up all the girls that wanted to mark a date on my calendar and we stopped at fifty-four. Nine girlfriends, thirty-six girls at school, one close friend, a distant acquaintance, three health care professionals, a paralegal, a staff-worker at the hotel we stayed at last night, a model and Scarlett Johansson.”


“Don’t forget those three girls at Harvard, I told you about,” Emma piped up from the table with a smirk, “and Chloe and Dani.”


“Right,” I said. “Two of my girls have sisters that want in and there’s three students at Harvard that are willing, if I stand still. Emma says her brother is interested too, but that’s not my thing.”


“So you have nearly 60 girls that you can call on for sex? That’s impressive. I can admit when I’m out of my league. So you’re tied up for the whole summer with this Malibu thing?” he asked, sounding disappointed.


“I am. Emma’s from Malibu and this is our introduction to the family. We’re all going.”


He mulled that over a little. “I really do need to see you,” he admitted. “Is there any time we can put it together?”


I was taken aback by the surreal experience of Stewart being reasonable and thought about it. “Well, it would depend on how much time you needed and whether you just needed to get together with me or needed me physically out there.”


“It doesn’t HAVE to be here,” he said slowly. “I have to be in Washington next month. You think you can take the train down and meet me for a few days?”


“I’d sooner fly down,” I told him. “It depends on when though. If you tell me it’s around the middle of the month, you’re out of luck. I’m spoken for through Valentine’s Day.”


“Right,” he said, reminded that normal people observe that occasion. “We’ll have to find another time then. Maybe after your college classes are done for the year. I can’t imagine that you pay much attention in high school.”


“Yeah, that’s probably a little more easily arranged,” I told him. “I guess that just leaves the matter of how much time you wanted and what exactly you needed me to do.”


“Well, the time is really kind of variable,” he said awkwardly. “It’s not something I can talk about over the phone though. Maybe a few days?”


“Honestly, you’re better off coming to Boston for that much time,” I told him. “I’m mostly on a full-time schedule between school, my girls and tests and appointments. I take classes on Saturday and Sunday both, so no matter when it is, I’ve got something going on.”


He thought about that for a minute and I could hear him shuffling papers. “Okay,” he said. “Like I said, I’ve got to be in Washington next month. After I’m done there, I’ll come to Boston and we’ll talk then. I should be getting into town on the 18th. That work for you?”


“Yeah, I can make some extra time for you that weekend. The 19th is booked though. Tricia turns fifteen that day. That’s her day.”


“I’m learning very quickly not to piss you off. I’ll make myself scarce that night,” he promised.


“I’m sure she’ll be curious to at least meet you,” I said. “We’ll see how things go and play it by ear.”


“That sounds like a good plan,” he admitted and I was amazed at how CIVIL he was. There was no snapping at me, no name-calling, no snide comments, nothing. It was weird.


“Okay,” I said agreeably. “I guess I’ll see you on the 18th. You staying with Dad or still figuring that out?”


“NO!” he said quickly. “I’ll book a hotel for my time there and see what things are like. You weren’t wrong when you pointed out how I treated the rest of the family. You weren’t nice about it, but I guess I’ve earned that.”


“It’s possible to recover from it,” I told him. “I was pretty pissed at Dad this past summer, but things are a lot better now. Put in the time and the effort and be genuine and people will start to come around.”


“We’ll see how it turns out,” he said quietly and then we said goodbye.


When I hung up, the rest of the family was watching. “Well?” Mom asked.


“Stewart is coming to town next month to talk to me about something. I don’t know what, but I know that he’s anxious to see me in person. He promised to get a hotel room so no one has to have him underfoot,” I assured her and saw her relax visibly.


“Whew!” she breathed. “I was worried that he’d want to stay in your old room,” she admitted.


“It would have given you an excuse to move in with Frank,” I teased her a little and then turned serious. “No, I had some pretty harsh words for him earlier. He might have gotten the point that everyone’s short of patience with him.”


She gave me a sharp look at the comment about moving in with Frank, but let it pass. “I’m sure we’ll have to have some sort of dinner or something,” she said carefully.


“Probably. A lot of the girls are curious about him after my reaction to being told he’s looking for me,” I admitted. “We’ll do it at a restaurant and make sure we all have enough cars that people can stay or flee as they feel like.”


“That will probably work. Will you be inviting your father and his new girlfriend to that?” she asked lightly.


“Probably. I’ll have to speak to Grandmother about it though. That’s quite an ordeal to put her through this soon.”


“Grandmother?” Mom repeated dryly.


“What else should I call my father’s Mommy?” I asked her evenly. Frank quietly choked on his drink as I rejoined the table.


“And what colorful nickname do you have picked out for me?” he wondered aloud.


“I hadn’t thought of one,” I told him honestly, “but I think you’re well on your way to being ‘Dad’ for more than one reason.” I glanced at Tricia and then at Mom significantly.


He looked across the table at me and I could swear that he looked like he was going to cry. He got up and I did too, the two of us meeting beside Mom’s chair to hug. “I still don’t like you,” he said gruffly, his voice a little thick with emotion.


I laughed. “So long as you love me and trust me to make Tricia happy,” I said agreeably.


“Do I have to?” he asked with a dramatic sigh.


“Yes, Dad,” Tricia said and then unexpectedly took a picture of the two of us before we could separate. “Blackmail!” she cackled with satisfaction as we both looked at her, surprised by the camera flash.


That made everyone laugh and the two of us returned to our chairs to finish off dinner.


“So I have one more piece of news,” I said, looking around the table, to catch everyone’s eyes. “Patty’s been slowly coming apart again. It’s not as pronounced as when she sent me fleeing into the night, but I talked to Emma on Friday and she agreed that we needed to make time for her.”


Frank gave me a look. “Make time for her like...” he trailed off.


I nodded and tried to word this without turning this into a nightmare. “This past summer, Patty listened to the screaming from the basement, just like you did last week,” I told him. “She’d helped care for us in the aftermath of those nights, but it wormed its way into her head. Dan suffers from medical conditions that killed his sex drive. She was dwelling more and more on what we were doing until she had a breakdown over it. She lashed out at me and that set off my fight or flight response. I ended up fleeing in a blind panic from how angry she was and ended up back in the hospital. When we figured out that she’d been suppressing those desires, Dan asked me to make some time for her. Now, she’s started to get a little ragged around the edges and in need of another night.”


He nodded, remaining silent as he mulled that over. It was the last big thing that I thought he might freak out about, but he seemed to be doing okay so far. “So, she’s not like the rest of your girls?”


“No,” I confirmed. “She needs the sex and she and Dan both know that I’ll never try to come between them. I love Patty, but Dan is the love of her life and she belongs with him. I’m just her cuddle-buddy, as Dan puts it.”


He shrugged. “I suppose I can understand what draws her to your room,” he admitted. “The responses are ... enthusiastic, to be certain.”


I smiled at him gratefully, relaxing visibly at his acceptance. “I would have brought it up earlier, but, honestly, until just recently, it was a dead issue. It happened once and we never got the chance to repeat the experience with everything that went on. Lately, she’s started showing some of the tension she had back then. Emma and I talked about it on Friday and decided we needed to make her welcome again.”


“I take it that I’m the last to hear about this particular family obligation?” he asked, pointedly looking at Tricia.


“Dad,” she said with a slight roll of her eyes. “Matt doesn’t lie to me. Of course I knew. I don’t tell you everything about him. It’s not my place to tell you his secrets. This one is especially important. Patty could go to jail if it ever got out.”


“That’s not what I meant,” he said gently. “I was merely making sure that it didn’t take you by surprise is all.”


“Nope,” she assured him. “Matt’s pretty open with me. He took me with him when we met his dad on Saturday and he gave me the chance to say no to this weekend with Jessie. Patty does a lot for us. If she needs him once in a while, I’m okay with that.”


He nodded. “If you’d asked me four months ago how I’d react to all this, I’d have said that I’d raise Hell over it,” he said. “As it stands now, it almost seems normal. Part of me worries about that.”


I chuckled a little. “It’s a little different to get thrown into all this at once, but you’ve had months to get used to the idea that things aren’t normal around here,” I pointed out. “Besides, you’ve got more important things going on in your life. If I’d asked you four months ago whether you’d be dating, you’d have laughed in my face.”


“Probably,” he admitted. “Shows what I know.”


We all chuckled a little about that and enjoyed the rest of dinner and dessert before Frank and Tricia headed home. Lana and Beck left at the same time, leaving the house a little less full to bursting.


I went downstairs and started working on my shoulder. I was using the pull-up bar for some of it, but I switched to the weight once I did a few sets that way. The girls sat around the room and watched me, chatting comfortably with me and each other about nothing in particular until my phone rang again. It was my father, so I figured I’d get his take on how Stewart was acting.


“Hi,” he said, sounding pleased. “I think that was the most enjoyable discussion I’ve had with my brother in at least ten years, probably closer to twenty or thirty,” he admitted.


“Yeah? He called back a little while ago and behaved himself. Told me that you’d warned him to keep his mouth in neutral unless he wanted to get worse.”


“I did. It seemed like a good opportunity to warn him since you’d primed him about how he acts. He seemed to take the warning to heart. How did your talk go?”


“It went well,” I told him. “He’s coming to town next month to meet with me. I still have no idea what he wants, but he says he doesn’t want to discuss it over the phone. He obviously doesn’t need me to chop firewood, so I’ll listen to what he has to say and decide from there.”


“Maybe I can take some time off and be out of town that weekend,” he mused idly.


“Don’t you dare. Mom’s already agreed that she’d go to dinner while he’s here. He’s YOUR brother. Don’t make me talk to Grandmother.”


“I was only kidding,” he assured me with a laugh. “I also wanted to tell you that Amber is going to text you later. Ma’am is speaking with her about her treatment last night at length. I don’t know which of us is more shocked at what you did to her: Ma’am, Amber or me!”


“You haven’t shown an interest in the details of what happens when I let Bad Matt do the driving,” I pointed out. “I figured it would be weird for us to talk about that.”


“I can handle it,” he assured me. “I think you might end up with Amber though, between you and me. Ma’am is closer to my age than yours and Amber is a lot younger than we are.”


“So were Tabby and Collie,” I reminded him.


“That’s true, but Ma’am mentioned that she was hopeful about how last night would go for her.”


“Does she know that you’re preparing me for a long, involved conversation with her?” I asked carefully.


“She does,” he confirmed. “She hasn’t made a decision, but I think that when you’re ready to come out to the community, she’ll pass Amber over to you publicly.”


“That’s not something that I expected and it’s not what I was looking for when we agreed to last night. A one-night sleep-over is a little different than asking us to take her in permanently.”


That got some attention and suddenly all eyes in the room were on me.


“I know,” he said soothingly. “I’m not telling you that’s what she’s going to ask, but it’s possible.”


“Well, last night was a very special occasion,” I told him. “Our normal dynamic is far more relaxed. They both need to be aware of that before they get carried away making plans.”


“I’ll let them know,” he promised. “She’s also aware that you need to make a decision like that with your girls, so she wouldn’t spring it on you.”


“Is she going to want me to attend her event on Wednesday?” I asked, feeling more and more like I’d been ambushed into taking a foster-child ... again.


He caught the tone of my voice and tried his best to calm me down. “No, I don’t think she expects that,” he assured me. “I don’t think she expects anything to happen at this point. You’ve met and Amber really likes the way you treated her. That’s all. I think Ma’am talking about plans for Amber is a long-term goal. Don’t panic over it and don’t let it get to you. Just keep in mind that Amber is much closer to your age than ours and Ma’am is considering whether she’d be okay with you and you’d be okay with her. There’s no pressure. She’s just feeling out the possibility.”


“Right now, she’s one of sixty people that want or have a claim on my time,” I told him. Between the nine members of the Sorority, her, thirty-six girls at the high school, four college students, three health-care providers, a couple of sisters of people already on the list, a friend we made recently, a model I have a mutual friend with, fourteen cheerleaders and other assorted family members, I don’t have enough time to handle everything on my plate right now. I almost need an apartment of my own for the girls that want a night of their own.”


“That part, I might be able to help you with,” he admitted. “I think that I’ll be moving in with Ma’am in the near future. If you want, I can have the apartment sublet to you for whatever you need it for. You’d just have to take over the rent, but we can talk about that another time. For now, relax and take care of what you need to. I’ll talk to Ma’am and we’ll talk more to straighten out everything.”


“Alright. I’ll think about your offer,” I said begrudgingly. “I’ll also consider hers down the road, but I need to concentrate on my girls for now.”


“I’ll let her know that her plans need to move slowly or not at all,” he assured me soothingly. We hung up and I suppressed the urge to throw the phone. Instead, I carefully put it on the desk and plugged in the charger.


“Amber?” Emma asked, her eyebrow arched.


“Amber,” I said. “Dad says she’s still gushing about how we treated her and Grandmother has had the inkling that we may provide her with a new home somewhere down the line.”


“Are you considering it?” she asked.


“Not really,” I told them all. “We JUST got finished deciding that Jessie was the last person we were welcoming home like that. Besides, she’s thrilled with how last night went, but she doesn’t know anything about how we normally work other than what she saw around the edge of the scene last night. I don’t want her coming in and expecting that on a daily basis.”


“I don’t think she’d expect that on a daily basis,” Collie said with a small smile. “Maybe monthly, but probably not daily.”


I gave her a very wry look and shook my head. “We just closed the door on more applicants. IF they wait a while and IF we all decide that Amber is too adorable to miss out on and IF we have the room, the time and the inclination THEN you can try to convince me to collar her. Until then, she’s staying where she is.”


“Maybe for your birthday,” Emma teased me. “We have to figure something out. You’re nearly impossible to shop for at this point.”


“You could always NOT shop for me,” I told her, going back to the weight I was using to work out my shoulder while we talked. “I don’t need presents or anything like that. A nice dinner with the people I love is all I could want.”


Emma shrugged at that and I knew that she’d find a way to shower me with gifts. “So our answer for now is that Amber doesn’t have a place with us?” she asked.


“I think that’s for the best, don’t you?” I asked. “Considering how many people are interested in what she already had last night, I think she needs to wait until we go through the girls from school that need my help, Chloe, you girls, Patty and whatever fun you have cooked up for Danny when we get to Malibu.”


“We’re not putting her off for that long,” she told me sharply. “Work on Patty, Lana and Beck this week and we’ll see if the girls can suggest someone at school that needs you next.”


“Your hazing is next, Babe,” Gina informed me. “This week, you get a pass because of Lana and Beck, but next Monday might be your day of reckoning.”


“Seems appropriate,” I said dryly. “It’s Martin Luther King Day. What better day for me to get gang-banged by a whole cheerleading team? ‘I have a dream’!” I smirked at her.


“You also have at least two biters on the team,” she reminded me with a playful click of her teeth in my direction.


“There’s three biters on the team,” I told her and clicked my teeth back at her with a throaty growl.


“Like we’re gonna let you get away with that,” she scoffed. “This is YOUR hazing.”


I chuckled and wondered what they were planning to do to me, but I figured that I had another week. Well, I could only hope it wasn’t too terrible and that I’d still be able to walk the next day. I was acutely aware that hazings were rarely pleasant. I tried to tell myself that the girls would take care of me, but Gina was right. She and Jessie were both biters, Lana knew what sort of antics I was capable of and the rest of them had been spoon-fed Tales to Astonish, starring yours truly. There was no telling what they were going to do.


“Have we heard anything about Eddie Bishop’s party?” I asked, changing the topic for the moment.


“Not that I know of,” Gina shrugged. “I’ll bet it was a little more boring than he thought it would be after the assembly on Friday,” she said smugly.


“Yeah, there’s probably a few girls that didn’t feel like partying after what we told them Friday,” I agreed.


We settled down after that and watched the completed edit of the assembly footage. Emma had outdone herself, adding a graphic at the bottom with everyone’s name, when they first spoke.


We posted the video and I linked it on Twitter. I wasn’t sure how much of the video people were going to watch, but it ran for an hour, so we posted it in six parts to keep it manageable.


We settled down for bed after that, with Gina and Emma claiming me while Tabby and Collie snuggled around us. Dawn came in and flopped down on the other bed, happy that there weren’t more of us to crowd her tonight. She gave a whimpering yawn as she settled down and then we shut off the light, whispering to each other in the dark as we drifted off to sleep.
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Chapter 9


We woke the next morning to Dawn wanting out. I rose and took her out for her walk, letting her sniff around the backyard before I, reluctantly, ran her around the neighborhood for an hour while the sun rose.


When I got back, I set out food and water for her and got her settled before I went downstairs to shower and change for school. I wondered what had happened on the weekend while I’d been out of commission. Gina wandered into the bathroom as I was finishing my shower and she kissed me deeply before she took my place, sleepily. I let Emma, Tabby and Collie sleep for now, knowing that they’d all be back into their college classes before too much longer.


Gina and I went next door for breakfast, joining Mom, Lilly, Patty, Dan, Lana and Beck. Beck looked a little nervous about school today and I thought I knew why. She’d managed to avoid seeing Roberta on Friday between the assembly and our involvement with each other, but today was the day that she expected to have to deal with her. I sat next to her and took her hand in mine, giving it a squeeze.


“It’ll be okay,” I assured her. “Just stick with me and you’ll be fine.”


She nodded. “Two more days and we get our tests back,” she said, reminding herself of what she was looking forward to.


I nodded. “And Hanna’s back a week from tomorrow,” I reminded her. “You’ll be able to brag to her about your celebration.”


That made her grin. “She’s got no idea!” she giggled. “I want what Amber got. Twice.”


“I’ll see what we can arrange,” I said casually, but she was in better spirits because of the distraction. I knew I was going to be spending a lot of time with Bad Matt over the next week or so. I imagined that Hanna was going to want to have a rough session for her welcome home and I wondered if I could arrange something new and exciting for her.


Once breakfast was done, we all got in the cars. Today, Beck was riding with Gina. Lana and I were picking up Tricia. She bounced out to the car with a grin and a deep kiss for me and for Lana before we drove the rest of the way to the school.


Once we were there, we all marched to our lockers as a group, joined by Jessie who wasn’t shy about violating the school policy on displays of affection either.


“Girls,” I said as they dropped Beck and I off at homeroom. “Keep an eye out for Beck over the next few days?”


She looked at me, surprised. “Why me?” she wanted to know.


“Because you’re still a little upset about Roberta and I can’t be around all the time to make sure you have the support you need. Remember, we lean on each other.”


She grumbled about it, but spoiled it by smiling. She liked the idea that we were looking out for her while she was off-balance. We went to class without seeing any sign of Roberta and the morning was quiet. I got some weird glances, but that was normal for me. I think that my skin would crawl if I went a whole day without people staring at me like I was about to start doing tricks for them.


By early lunch, the only complaint I had was that people seemed to kill all conversation as I got close. I had no idea why, but I’m sure I’d find out. I sat down in my usual spot and was soon surrounded by cheerleaders like I usually was.


“Something happened at Eddie’s party on Saturday night,” Lana said as she sat down. “No one who was there will say anything, but I know Eddie’s not in school today. It sounded like it was pretty bad.”


I shrugged. “No one talks to me,” I said lightly. “Anyone else hear anything?”


“I did,” Jessie confirmed reluctantly. “I heard the party was completely legit, for starters. There was nothing like what Marlene, Vance and Patrick did, but there was a lot of drinking. There was a lot of booze and a few drugs, but none of it was forced. There was still a lot of people there, even after what you said on Friday and someone got hurt.”


I nodded. “Any idea what happened?”


“All I heard was that a girl fell down the stairs,” she said. “I heard it from one of the Seniors who just said, ‘some dumb bitch got trashed and wiped out at the bottom of the stairs’. I guess she got pretty badly hurt. There were cops and an ambulance and Eddie’s parents had to come home early from their trip. Eddie’s in a shit-load of trouble because of the booze and the dope. He’s probably still getting yelled at.”


I nodded. “No word on who else is missing from school today?” I asked, hoping it wasn’t any of our girls that had been hurt at the party. I was almost completely sure that none of them would have gone to the party in the first place, but almost sure and absolutely certain weren’t the same thing.


Everyone shook their heads and we took a quick look around, trying to pinpoint anyone we knew who was missing. Everyone was still talking about it when my phone rang. I was distracted, so I picked it up without looking at it.


“Hello?” I said, my mind still half-focused on what the girls were talking about.


“SERIOUSLY?!!?” Scarlett blurted into the phone. “I just finished watching the video you posted last night. You were assaulted? What happened? Are you okay? When did it happen?”


I smiled, glad for the distraction. “Hi, Scarlett,” I said and suddenly conversation skidded to a halt around me. “Yeah, I had a bad experience recently. It happened pretty much like I explained in the clip. She swore she was ready and then afterward, she started trying to rewrite events in a panic. She’s pretty messed up. I’m okay, but she needs to find a counselor that she can talk to about her issues.”


“So, she just got up, stretched and decided that she didn’t like it?” she asked incredulously.


“It’s a little more involved than that, but she decided after the fact that she didn’t love me after all and started trying to convince herself that I’d put pressure on her and that she’d hated it the whole time.”


“That’s a little fucked-up,” she said. “Are you okay?”


“Well, I’m a little hurt,” I told her. “I mean, it’s one thing for her to decide that she doesn’t love me, but I do quality work in the bedroom. I was tempted to challenge her to a duel for the insult. Say what she will of me, but the Program is beyond reproach.”


She laughed at that a little. “At least you’ve still got your sense of humor about it,” she said encouragingly.


“Like I said in the video, I don’t hold any grudges over it. I’ve had to insulate my life from her because of it, but mostly I feel sad that she’s not getting help.”


“You sure you’re okay?” she asked, genuinely concerned for what I was going through. It warmed my heart.


“Well, I DID get a lot of heated questions about why I’m sending you pictures of me half naked and no one else got any for Christmas,” I told her playfully.


I loved the throaty chuckle that got out of her. “And how do you respond when they ask?”


“I told them that I feel kind of gross at the moment, so I didn’t think they were so much of a present,” I admitted.


“The scars aren’t really that bad,” she assured me. “I mean, they’re noticeable in the pictures and in the video you just posted, but they’re not hideous.”


“That’s only part of it,” I told her. “I’ve gained some weight since the shooting and it makes me feel kind of fat. Once I’m back in shape, I’ll send you a set of updated shots. I’ll have seen Dr. Rivers by then and be on the mend from surgery.”


“So those ones are the ones you’ll think of as a gift?” she asked me with just a hint of playfulness.


“The real thing is the gift. The pictures are just a consolation prize if you don’t feel like taking me back to your lair. My trainer has orders to make Chris look old, fat, slow and weak when we do the thing in April. By that time, I hope I look like I did before Thanksgiving.”


She laughed at the flirting and then took a moment to consider what I’d said about my training. “You think you can get back in shape for it?” she asked uncertainly. “Last time we talked, you were in a lot of pain.”


“I still am,” I said lightly. “That’s normal for surgery though. The scar tissue feels different. Sometimes it feels like it’s tearing apart, but it’s just the nerves and the skin knitting back together. I’m pretty sure I’ll be in the shape I want to be in for April though.”


“Should I offer a big kiss to the winner?” she asked with that same hint of flirting.


“Only if you want to see a grown man cry,” I told her. “You offer that and I’m gonna take him to the woodshed.”


“I’ll put it on Twitter later,” she promised.


“Another reason to hit the gym,” I’m sure she could hear my smile. “Do I get to choose where the kiss lands?”


She laughed at that. “Probably not. We’ll be doing it in public after the event.”


“I’ve never done it in public before,” I teased her.


That made her laugh more. “You’re outrageous,” she accused me.


“We had this conversation. You were warned I’m outrageous. You wanna say high to the girls before you have to go?” I asked.


“You’re with your girls?” she asked, surprised.


“It’s lunchtime on the east coast,” I reminded her. “They’re not all here, but there’s a few of them.”


“Sure,” she said and I put her on speaker. “Hi, girls,” she said.


Thirty girls replied with “Hi, Scarlett!” in the most singsong voice possible. I wish I could see her face as they all broke out in giggles. A lot of the girls from nearby tables had added their voice.


“That’s a few of them?” she asked me, surprised.


I took her off speaker while the girls giggled themselves silly. “We have two lunch periods. The rest of the girls have the later lunch period,” I told her.


“I see,” she said, sounding amused. “I’ve gotta go, but you take care of yourself. I’ll want to see the results after your surgery.”


“I promise, as soon as I’m healed, you’ll get the first topless Skype session,” I said with a chuckle.


“Dirty-minded,” she accused me and then we hung up.


The girls were ridiculously cute for the rest of the lunch period, having gotten to talk to a famous actress, even if it was just to say hi in a group. They all lined up to give me the deepest kisses that the school policies would allow before they all marched off to class when the bell sounded.


I was left with a slight smile on my face and feeling pretty good. I was meeting Diego at the gym today and working with Naomi after he stretched me out and evaluated my shoulder. I was looking forward to it and I realized that what I missed most was that sense of normal that Victoria had been wanting for me since August.


I was roused from my musings by Lilo and Stitch joining me. “Hi!” I said brightly. “How was your weekend?”


Janice took one look at my neck, still bruised from my Friday night with Jessie and smirked. “Not nearly as good as yours was,” she said certainly, falling into fits of giggling with Liz.


“How far down do those bites go?” Liz asked coyly. She was normally shy, but she knew that my hazing was coming, and I suspected that she was looking forward to it.


“Would you believe me if I told you that there’s one that sits a couple of inches below my belt buckle?” I asked dryly.


“I think I’d want to see that,” she countered.


“Ask me at practice,” I told her with a chuckle. I glanced around the room and frowned suddenly. I didn’t see Tricia. Normally I could FEEL Cheryl’s laser-beams boring into my skull, but she wasn’t here either. I wondered if she’d talked Tricia into eating somewhere else in the school so I wouldn’t even see her at lunch. That thought soured my mood some and I missed a few minutes of the conversation.


Janice poked me hard in the ribs. “Earth to Matt!” she said sharply. “I asked if you heard anything about Eddie’s party.”


“Sorry,” I said, trying to clear my head. “I heard someone got hurt, but that it wasn’t another setup. It was just a lot of drinking. Someone fell on the stairs, from what I heard.”


“Well, that’s a relief,” Liz said in reaction to the news that the party was on the level. “Do you know who got hurt?”


“No,” I admitted. “Except for you ladies, no one talks to me. I’ve noticed that everyone’s conversations have been cutting off when I get close enough to overhear.”


They both looked concerned, but not overly worried. After the word had gotten out, none of our girls would have gone near the place. They looked around, wondering aloud who they might be able to find out the details from.


That’s when Tricia finally appeared in the door the cafeteria and beckoned to me. The look on her face told me that something was wrong and I was out of my seat in a flash. I left my backpack with the girls and went to her as she ducked outside.


“What’s wrong, Babe?” I asked right away.


“I just talked to Cheryl’s parents,” she said. “She had an accident on the weekend. Her mother said she had a bad fall.” Her face twisted as she started to cry. “She lost the baby!” she choked out.


I thought I’d been over it. I’d resigned myself to the fact that I couldn’t be part of the baby’s life, but to hear that no one would ever be able to hold her, that she was taken before she even had a chance? I put my arms around Tricia and we wept there in the hall, thinking about the baby and hoping that whatever came after this life, that she was there and safe and happy. I wasn’t a religious guy, but I DID believe that life didn’t stop when we breathed our last.


I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but I took her to the teacher’s lounge when we were a little calmer, looking for my mother.


I knocked on the door and asked for her. When she heard my voice, she came to see what I was doing here and took one look at us before she ducked out into the hall with us.


“What’s wrong?” she echoed my first question.


“Cheryl lost the baby,” I said quietly. “I think Tricia should be excused from classes for the afternoon to go see her.”


She nodded and told me that she’d let the office and Frank know and that I should call home for someone to pick her up and take her to the hospital. I made the call and Emma told me that she could pick her up and take her to see Cheryl.


That put my mood into free-fall and Mom and Tricia could both see it. “Go home,” Mom said gently. “Take some time and mourn for the baby. I’ll let them know in the office.”


I shook my head. “No,” I said slowly. “I appreciate the thought, but I cut Cheryl out of my life and her baby was part of that too. It sucks, knowing that she didn’t make it, but this is where I need to be.” I hugged Tricia and then she shocked me.


She wrapped her arms around me for the hug and then slapped me across the face hard. “STOP IT!” she snapped at me. “You’re staying here because everyone here needs you. Today YOU have needs. You march into that cafeteria and tell them you need to go.”


I rubbed my cheek irritably. She really knew how to get the most out of a slap. “I’m staying because I have cheer after school,” I told her with a sharp look. “I worked too damn hard to move on from Cheryl. So no matter how much I sympathize, I can’t do anything to help at home. I can’t go to the hospital to talk to her. She hates me. What I CAN do, is go to the rest of my classes and then go to practice and concentrate on getting myself back in shape.”


She still looked at me suspiciously. She was about to argue when Mom laid a hand on her shoulder and shook her head. “We’d be here most of the afternoon arguing with him. When he gets that look on his face, he’s decided to be stubborn.”


She growled and then punched me in the shoulder before she hugged me again and the two of them left. I returned to the lunch room after a quick stop at the washroom to splash some cold water on my face.


“Everything okay?” Janice asked when I sat down again. “You ran out of here like you were on fire.”


“Cheryl lost her baby,” I said. “Tricia’s upset about it, so I got her excused for the afternoon so she could go see her.”


“She did?” Liz jumped in, surprised. “What happened? She looked so healthy last week. Pissed at you, but healthy.”


“She took a bad fall on the weekend and the baby didn’t make it,” I said dully. “It’s sad, but there’s nothing we can do about it now except hope the baby’s happy in Heaven or her next life or whatever happens after this.”


They both took one of my hands and the three of us had a moment of silence for the child that none of us would ever get to see.


The bell rang just then and we each got up to trudge to our next class. The afternoon was uneventful, mercifully. I worked a little on the family portrait for Emma’s parents and contemplated death in a way that I never had before, even when my own survival had been in question.


At the end of the day, I went out to the cars and found that the news of Cheryl’s weekend had traveled fast. They all came and hugged me, knowing how much losing the baby had weighed on me when she’d left and how much it must be killing me to know that the baby hadn’t made it.


“It’s cool,” I said, trying to set them at ease. “Tricia went to visit her today. Hopefully she’s doing okay.”


Jessie had more to say, though, and I really wished she hadn’t put the thought in my head. “Liz said she fell on the weekend,” she added. “You wanna make a bet she was the one that got drunk and wiped out on Eddie Bishop’s stairs?”


I looked at her, shocked, but realized that she was probably right. I remembered the look of spite on her face after she’d been warned about the party. I wondered if she hated me so much that she’d go to the party just because the warning had come from me. That was a sobering thought. I turned it over in my head and wondered if I should go to the hospital and try to talk to her doctor about getting her into counseling. I finally shook my head, banishing thoughts of Cheryl putting her baby at risk to spite me.


“Well, that’s a thought I didn’t need,” I said dryly. “Thanks, Jess. I’d have put that together sooner or later and probably wouldn’t have handled the revelation well if I’d gotten there on my own.”


“Sorry,” she said sheepishly. “Maybe I should have waited to mention it until after practice.”


“Nah,” I said, making my tone a little lighter than I felt. “At least now I have Cheer to distract me. Besides, the announcements aren’t over for the day, are they, Jessica?” I asked pointedly.


“Uh...” she blinked, not sure what I was going to say.


I approached her and slipped my arms around her from behind. “I know everyone thinks that Gina got her fangs into me again this weekend, but that’s not what happened,” I told the rest of the girls. “Jessie’s been dressed VERY modestly today, hasn’t she?” I pointed out with a smirk. “Almost like she’s hiding something.” I reached up and hooked a finger in the collar of her turtleneck to tug it down, showing off some bite marks of her own, with a dramatic gasp, as if I didn’t know exactly how the marks had gotten there.


That got some surprised exclamations. “So that’s three down, fourteen to go?” Janice asked with a playful smirk.


I was about to say something to try to put that thought out of her head when Lana ended that.


“Gina’s team captain. Sign up with her,” she grinned at me. “Be sure to let her know if you want to be a regular or a one-time guest.”


I gave her a dirty look. “When your results come back, you’re in for it,” I told her.


“You gonna start Sorority hazing us?” she asked playfully. “I’ve always wondered about Bad Matt.”


“Bad Matt?” Liz asked, looking back and forth between the four of us that she knew were involved.


“She’ll tell you later,” I interrupted. “We need to get to practice.”


We broke up, me going with Jessie and Liz getting in the car with Lana. I suspected the locker room talk was going to be graphic and probably involve talk of Amber. That was another headache that I had to face in the near future. Grandmother was trying to shake the branches on the family tree. I wasn’t amused by that.


“You’ll have to face the questions eventually and from more than these girls,” she told me. “By next week, Beck will look like you beat her half to death. The rest of the girls will need to know that she wanted it like that.”


“Seriously?!!?” the girls from the backseat looked startled. Jessie just shrugged at me like it was for my own good.


“Beck likes the rough stuff,” I told them gently. “There’s some girls that like soft touches and gentle movements. Beck isn’t thrilled unless we’re in free-fall, approaching terminal velocity and might not have parachutes.”


“So you’re gonna hit her?” Suzie Hicks said, shocked.


I grimaced. “Probably. It’s the way she likes sex.”


“How could anybody like that?” Annie Reynolds asked, confused and concerned by the news.


“Well, sensory processing in the brain is a complex set of variables,” I said, repeating from psych texts for the moment. “Some people process pain as being less unpleasant than others. Athletes tend to feel euphoria and satisfaction from intense workouts that would leave other people feeling like they never wanted to move again. Beck’s like that. Other people would go through what makes her smile and would shake their heads and swear never to do it again. Beck, on the other hand, wants more. It’s also possible that neurologically, she’s hard-wired to take pleasure from pain receptors firing. Some people are like that. The pain center of their brain is cross-wired to activate their pleasure center too.”


“So she gets off on pain?” they exchanged looks.


“Yup. She also likes the thrill of getting me to punish her. She knows I don’t want to and she says that it’s a big pay-off for her to get me to cross that line and do it for her.”


“Wow!” they said in unison and I chuckled.


“We started off small. She liked to have her hair pulled and wanted me to call her names, so I think that she just gets a thrill from being treated like that. She’s never been a girly girl, so being treated like she might break is probably a turnoff for her. She probably got her hands on some dirty porn at some point and liked what she saw.” I turned and looked at Jessie. “Remind me to punish her for that. She was my best friend. She should have shared.”


That made Jessie laugh. “You think you’re gonna need someone to remind you to spank Beck?” she asked me pointedly. “Tell HER to do it. She’ll be only too happy to ask.”


“Tell me about it,” I snorted dryly.


“So what’s it like?” Suzie asked. “You take her over your knee or something?”


“We’ve never done that before,” I admitted. “Beck likes me to be rough and demanding and in control. She likes me to fuck her hard, get carried away and swear at her a lot. She also likes to have me stand her up and punish her with whatever looks like it would leave welts and bruises.”


“Fuck!” Annie breathed.


“Yeah,” I agreed. “She knows that I love her, and she trusts me to keep her safe, but she loves that moment where I get into what we’re doing enough that she doesn’t have to give me encouragement. She calls that side of me ‘Bad Matt’ and she loves it. It means that I’m not hesitating to give her what she wants.”


“Don’t you worry that you could really hurt her?” Suzie demanded.


“Not as much as you’d think,” I said with a shrug. “I keep a close eye on her and make sure not to hit her so hard that she’d need medical attention. I don’t hit her with random shit either. We have some stuff that’s meant for that kind of game so it’s not gonna break skin unless you misuse it.”


I wasn’t telling them about the genuine torture devices that we’d inherited from Miranda. Seriously, who keeps a cat-o-nine-tails with stone barbs on the end? Okay, I suppose that I had one, but I never intended to use it. I kept it as a cautionary tale about the dangers of power. Miranda’s abuse of her position had left me focused on the lesson that corruption happened. Part of me still wondered if she’d been damaged by someone abusive along the way or if her mind had been twisted slowly by the seductive quality of her own power.


“You have bondage stuff?” Annie asked, surprised. The question caught me off-guard. The idea that she might be familiar with the concept of bondage hadn’t occurred to me.


“How much do you know about bondage?” I asked, looking over my shoulder. I expected an answer that started with Fifty Shades of Grey and didn’t go much farther.


She blushed and looked uncomfortable. “Never mind,” she said suddenly.


Suzie wasn’t going to let it go though. “You KNOW about this stuff?!!?” she gaped at her. Suzie and Annie were best friends, sort of like Lilo and Stitch were. For Suzie to find out her friend had this secret was huge.


Annie blushed a little, but sighed. “I promised I wouldn’t tell,” she tried to reason with Suzie.


“Suzie,” I said. “If it’s not her secret to tell, we should respect that. Kind of like I hope you won’t tell our secrets.”


Annie shook her head. “I don’t think they’d mind me telling you guys,” she said slowly. “I need to ask though. I want to talk to you about it,” she looked at me. “There was always stuff I didn’t want to ask, but with you, I think I could.”


I nodded. “Talk to your source and get their permission before you share their details. You can tell them about me, if it helps, but do NOT bring Beck’s name into it. That’s for her to decide.” I paused and then added dryly, “Not that she’s shy about bragging.”


Mercifully, we were at the gym at that point, so it was off to practice for us. The girls were all giving me some interesting looks. I’m sure they had questions about Bad Matt and Beck and a hundred other things that I probably didn’t mind answering, but wasn’t interested in holding up practice for. I got my gear from Lana who’d taken it out of the trunk when she got to the gym and went to get changed.


Work got underway and I was stretching with Diego before he handed me over to Naomi to do more tumbling. “So what got you to cancel on me Friday?” he wanted to know as he stretched me out and checked my range of motion.


“Diego, I’m not gonna lie to you. I picked up a new girl on Friday and we spent the weekend together,” I told him.


“Sure you did, white-boy,” he chuckled.


“You wanna meet her?” I asked knowing that we were just about done.


“She’s here?” he asked, starting to wonder if I was telling the truth.


“Three of my girls are cheerleaders,” I told him. I pointed out Jessie to him. “Her bite marks match my new ones,” I told him. “The girl she’s working with? She gave me the scratches on my back.”


We watched Jessie and Gina work together for a moment and he shook his head, flicked my ear. “You brag too much. One of these days, it’s gonna get you into trouble.”


I shrugged. “I’m proud of my girls,” I said simply. “You’d brag to anyone who’d listen if you were dating one cheerleader, let alone three.”


“Probably, but I’d probably wait ‘til they were in college first. Less jail time,” he admitted and pushed me off in the direction of Naomi. “Go see if you can make time with someone legal to fool around with.”


I didn’t bother to respond, just trotted over to where she was working with a couple of the girls on tumbling and acrobatics. I watched and waited for her to have time for me. Once she had the girls working on their activities, she started working me over. After Diego had stretched out my arm and tested it, she went to work on the rest of me, pushing my ballet stretches and then getting me ready to work out for the day.


“You training a new puppy?” she asked as she pushed me in the splits, making me feel like something was going to snap if we kept it up.


“Sort of,” I admitted, thinking about Dawn. “How’d you know?”


She tapped my neck. “That would explain the biting.”


That got me laughing. “Oh, that. That’s not from the puppy. That’s from the new kitten.”


“She’s not the first kitten you’ve been bitten by,” she said, remembering my marks from after Gina’s first night with us.


“No,” I agreed, “and she probably won’t be the last. Biting hadn’t occurred to some of them until they saw for themselves and thought it would be fun.”


“Uh-huh,” she smirked. “So, have you given any more thought to trying to compete?”


“Not really,” I admitted. “I wasn’t sure how serious you were about that. I mean, I enjoy my time in the gym, but I don’t know that I have it in me to compete.”


“Anything’s possible,” she told me. “You went from needing a wheelchair this time last month to being here, working out with me. By most standards, that’s quite the miracle, but none of the ladies expected any different. They were surprised when you started working out with me, but they all told me that you’d be back. You keep working with a good coach and you could be working at the next level.”


“You really mean it, don’t you?” I asked, surprised, but considering what she was telling me.


“For sure. You’ve got a strong work ethic, you’re focused, resilient and have the right body type.”


“You been checking out my body?” I asked her suspiciously, but with a little smile.


“You had a good look back when I first started coming, but you’re still coming back from injury. Another month or two and I’d put you in some regional competitions,” she replied, evaluating my chances.


“Your mom said that you’ve started getting more interested in coaching than competing,” I informed her. “You’re way better than I’ll ever be. Why are you looking past the podium already?”


“Now who’s checking whom out?” she asked pointedly.


“I’m a guy,” I said. “You’re an Olympic-level gymnast. I’m not too proud to admit to checking you out. I try not to be too obvious about it, but working with Diego gave me a lot of time to look around. Not all those moans were pain.” I looked over my shoulder at her with a smirk and she returned it before pushing my stretch a little more brutally.


“Dream on,” she told me before she answered my question seriously. “I like competing, but there’s parts of it that I don’t like. I want a life. When you’re in the gym at 5AM and working at it all day, every day, you end up with limited chances to meet people and make friends other than your competition. I want to be able to cheat on my diet once in a while, sleep in, hang out with the girls, go shopping, stuff like that. Competing is an all-consuming kind of a commitment.”


“And you’re trying to get me to take up the torch?” I asked her, grunting in the next stretch. “Because I don’t have enough commitments as it is.”


She shrugged. “It was a thought. I think you’d be good at it.”


“I’d rather do this,” I told her truthfully. “Being here with the girls means more than competing at the next level.”


“Even if you’d be giving up on having a gold medal?” she asked pointedly.


I shrugged. “It’s not a big draw for me.” I nodded to the other side of the gym where the girls were working on formations. “Those girls? They stood by me when I got shot and every one of them would have done anything to help, whether it was donate blood or give me a lung if I’d needed it. They prayed for me and they still baby me because it broke their hearts to see me suffer. A gold medal can’t do any of that for me. I’d rather see them get the medals. They deserve it.”


She smiled at that and we got down to work on tumbling and gymnastics. She was pushing me hard, but also encouraging me to push myself. I was starting to be more aware of my environment in three dimensions, so I could judge where the ground was no matter which way I was moving. That would be incredibly useful as we moved into more complex acrobatics.


Once practice was over, she patted me on the back and Diego was on hand to stretch out the arm again. “You’re looking good, White-boy,” he said approvingly. “You’re looking solid. I think we’re done. Time for you to fly free, baby-bird.”


“Man, you just keep coming up with creepier pet names for me,” I complained. “It’s like being in an old Batman episode with Adam West. What’s next? ‘Old chum’?”


He flicked my ear and laughed. “One of these days, I’m gonna sic my Mamma on you,” he threatened me good-naturedly. “I tell you I’m ready to sign off on your recovery and you wanna fight about it. Gratitude.”


I laughed and gave him a hug. “You want me to stop by in a few weeks to follow up?” I asked. “I have to hang around the hospital anyway to keep in touch with MISS FINE!” I caressed her name with the same reverence that he showed it.


“Yeah, keep coming by to rub salt in the wound,” he said dryly. “Someday, you’ll let me know your secret.” He clapped me on the shoulder and got his jacket to leave.


“What about sparring at kung fu?” I asked, remembering that he’d warned me not to push.


He thought about that and shrugged. “I think you could do it now, but wait for a few more weeks and we’ll talk about it when you stop in to let me know how you’re doing.”


I nodded and then I went to the locker room, taking the time to get showered for once instead of waiting until I get home. When I was done, I walked back to my locker, not bothering with a towel since I was the only guy on the team. I should have been alone. The giggling gave it away.


I’d been toweling my hair dry when I heard the first titter of giggles. My head snapped up and I pulled the towel off my head to find the team sitting on the benches, watching me. They were all there and they were all giving me the once-over, like I was a piece of meat.


I smirked and looked around at them, not bothering to cover up. They’d already seen it all at this point. “So is this my hazing?” I asked, curious what they had in mind.


“No, no,” Gina assured me. “Some of the girls were curious about what we had to work with though, so we organized a field trip. Your hazing is going to be next week, I think. We have to talk about it now that they’ve seen the canvas.”


“How big does it get though,” Liz asked, surprising the shit out of me. She was usually a little more shy than the other girls.


Jessie got up and came to me, kissing me deeply and reaching down to grasp the shaft, pumping me slowly until I was hard enough to pound nails. She stood out of the way, so the other girls could see and turned me this way and that so that the rest of the girls could see what I was sporting.


“Ooo!” came the appreciative response from the girls.


“That’s nice!” Janice commented to no one in particular.


Jessie gave me a kiss on the cheek and cupped my balls affectionately before she left me high and dry, returning to her seat with the girls while I was left with a very insistent hard-on and no help.


“You have a date tonight,” Jessie reminded me helpfully. Patty was fucked. I was gonna have to get through dinner before there was any help for my problem. By the time we got around to disappearing, I was gonna be a boiling pressure cooker.


I finished drying my hair and got dressed under the watchful gaze of the whole team. If we’d done this in November before I got shot, I’d be enjoying myself. If we were doing something together, I’d probably be okay. If they were naked too, I wouldn’t have minded so much. I constantly felt like people were staring at me though. I knew these girls loved me, that they’d walk through Hellfire for me and that they’d tear anyone who hurt me into tiny little pieces. It made my skin crawl, but I’d endure it for them.


Ironically, the uneasy feeling helped kill my erection and by the time I had my shoes on, I was back to normal. I got up and got a deep kiss and a tight hug from each of my girls, the squad coming together to show me they cared.


I told them all that I loved them, and I meant it. They’d given me their loyalty and support and affection and put their faith in me. They each had a piece of my heart and I cherished them all. After some of the things I’d endured, their support meant more than they could possibly know.


We finally filed out of the men’s locker room to find Tina and Naomi getting ready to leave. They watched us all and shook their heads. “We’re not going to have a problem, are we?” Tina asked, anticipating the nightmare of explaining to parents the situation that their little angels had been caught in.


I shook my head. “The cheerleaders have a tradition of team-building among new members. It’s a very private moment for the team and ONLY the team.”


“Careful,” she warned. “That sounds a lot like hazing. I don’t condone that.”


I nodded. “I’m the only new member. I trust the girls to take care of me. They won’t do anything malicious. I’m sure it’ll be a little embarrassing and probably involve more nudity than parents approve of, but parents only need to know about it if someone objects, right?”


She gave me a hard look and looked like she wanted to say more, but Gina cut in instead. “You could always come along to make sure we don’t hurt Matt,” she offered. I noticed several of the cheerleaders looked distinctly sour about that and I wondered if their plans were set in stone already or if they were just hopeful that it would be something they could enjoy.


“Mom,” Naomi said softly. “That’s probably a terrible idea. Just let them have their fun and warn them to keep it from getting out of hand.”


“Or you could send Naomi as a safety consultant,” I suggested. “Some of the girls don’t seem thrilled with the thought of doing this in front of their coach.”


She mulled it over and looked at Naomi. I was hoping she’d think that was a good compromise and let Naomi handle it. Yeah, I was lying through my teeth. I suspected this was going to degenerate into a reverse gang-bang and there’s no way Tina would allow that, but Naomi ... Naomi had confessed to wanting a normal teenage experience and she was hot as the sun. She was an Olympic-level gymnast. What guy doesn’t want that kind of girl wrapped around him? I had thoughts of sexual positions that I’d never considered possible outside paintings from the Kama Sutra.


“I’m not certain that I’m qualified to speak for Matt’s safety during an exercise like this,” Naomi said, seeing through my ploy. Oh well. It had been a Hail Mary.


Tina arched an eyebrow at us, looking back and forth between the two of us as the girls tried their best to look innocent. Tina made me certain that Naomi wasn’t the only person who knew what the plan was for my hazing. Time to pull the pin on the grenade and see who jumped on it.


“I think our only rule so far is that there’s no observers,” I said evenly. “Whoever attends participates. I gave the girls my solemn promise that I’d go along with what they planned without having to be informed ahead of time. I’m sure they’ll be only too happy to let you know what’s in store if you ask. Unless they decided that coaches count as new members and had to undergo their own ceremony.” I turned to the girls as if to question them.


“Uh, Matt,” Gina said uncomfortably, trying to figure out what we wanted out of this conversation.


“You’re on your own, Mr. Russell,” Tina told me quickly. “Whatever it is, clean it up afterwards and don’t let it disrupt practice.”


Naomi smirked at me and held her index finger and thumb an inch apart as she looked me in the eye, as if to tell me that I’d almost had her this time. I shook my fist at her in mock frustration and she laughed.


We all left at that point and took the rest of the team home. Jessie was going home for dinner, knowing that Patty was joining us tonight. She kissed me before we separated at the cars and then we were all splitting up. I went with Lana and we took a couple of the girls home before we went home to dinner. Gina was close behind us and was parking her car before we were inside.


We had another full house tonight, with Patty, Dan, Mom, Lilly, Miguel, Louisa, Hector, Lana, Beck, Emma, Tabby, Collie, Gina and me crowding through the kitchen and dishing up our own plates before we crowded the table. I stood, leaning against the counter while I ate. Since Dawn was outside, Beck sat on the floor, knowing that her plate was safe. Gina and Lana took their plates to the living room and sat on the couch, having their own talk that I suspected might be related to cheerleading or at least hazing the crap out of me.


Emma came to stand with me and Lilly joined Beck on the floor to make things a little more comfortable at the table for the adults. “How was practice, Slugger?” she asked softly.


“Good,” I said lightly. “I tried not to overdo it, but Diego told me that I was done with him. I’ll stop in to check with him if I run into problems and he wants me to wait a few weeks before I get back into sparring, but right now, my physical therapy is over.”


“That’s great,” she said with a grin. “We knew it was coming though. I was more interested in knowing how nervous you’re getting about the hazing.”


I shrugged. “I trust the girls to make sure I’m not injured, traumatized or publicly humiliated.”


“Private humiliation is okay though?” she asked with a playful laugh.


“Please!” I laughed. “I’ve been carried to the showers, dripping wet, reeking of sex and passed out too many times to worry about my pride behind closed doors.”


“You get that way because your pride pushes you too far,” she pointed out. “You’re competitive. You like to win and you’re not above making yourself a victim to get there.”


I nodded in agreement to that. “This’ll be another one of those days,” I predicted wisely.


“You know what they have planned?” she asked.


“Not specifically,” I admitted. “But I’ll put up with it unless I think it’s going to seriously harm me, them or become public.”


She nodded. I wasn’t sure if she knew what was planned or if she was just checking on my state of mind, but it was good to know she was looking out for me.


Dinner was mostly normal, owing to Miguel, Louisa and Hector. They were still in the dark as to what Patty and I were about to get up to. I didn’t think it was anything that we needed to broadcast, but I knew that we’d have to talk to them about it eventually.


I watched Patty and she seemed to be a little nervous, but nowhere near the point where she was obvious.


We all chatted as a family and dinner slowly gave way to dessert and then cleanup. Once the last of the dishes were loaded into the dishwasher and the counters were cleaned, Miguel and Louisa gathered up Hector and said goodnight to all of us. I got a handshake from Miguel and a hug from both Louisa and Hector. Hector made a point of telling me that he’d taken Dawn for a good long walk today. I smiled and thanked him, noting that my poor pup wasn’t getting to spend enough time with me this week. I hoped she’d be patient with me for a little while longer.


Once they were gone, there was a moment of silence before Dan got up and kissed Patty on the lips. “I’ll see you for breakfast,” he told her. “Have fun and remember I love you.”


Lana and Beck gathered their things and hugged their mother before they followed Dan across the lawn. Lilly took the opportunity to retreat upstairs to practice and Mom followed her after a few hugs for me and the girls. Oddly, she stopped to hug Patty, which was something I couldn’t honestly remember the two of them ever doing in all the time we’d lived next door to each other.


That left Patty alone with me, Emma, Gina, Collie and Tabby. I took a moment to let Dawn in and she was ecstatic to see me and Gina. She’d been out for a couple of hours frolicking and was anxious to eat, drink and lay down. It wasn’t brutally cold yet, but she was still glad to have the chance to warm up. When she was fed, I noticed that things were still pretty much exactly where I’d left them when I’d gone out to get Dawn. I’d hoped that they would have chatted a little, but instead, conversation had been doused in an uncomfortable silence.


I decided to deal with that silence by coming to Patty. She wasn’t blindsided by events this time and she let me draw her to her feet slowly. I kissed her deeply, my tongue flicking out to play against her lips until she parted them to allow me access to her mouth, letting me deepen the kiss. We were still standing in the kitchen and I took her hand, drawing her toward the stairs.


The others were still watching us without moving and I paused at the top of the stairs and looked around. “Well?” I asked expectantly. “Are you coming?”


That answered the question they’d all been wondering. Would they be welcome? Silly girls. It was their room too. No one was being kicked out. They joined us, Emma taking my free hand and smiling at me gratefully. She’d expressed interest in Patty herself. I thought it was partly because she and Lana looked so much alike, but partly because of the stories about how much Beck took after her in their sexual appetites.


The six of us went downstairs and into the bedroom. Tabby lit one of our scented candles and, slowly, the scent of tropical flowers filtered through the room, enveloping us in pleasant smells. I kissed Patty again and ran my hands over her body slowly. Dan had told her that he’d see her for breakfast, so we didn’t need to rush. We could take our time and do things right.


Tonight, Patty had dressed up and put on makeup. She’d worn a nice, but casual dress that buttoned from the hem to the neckline which was low enough to show a generous portion of her upper chest. I thought the makeup was a waste of time. She looked beautiful all the time. She was a vision of Lana in twenty-five years and I looked forward to each and every one of those years.


I undid two of the buttons on her dress as we kissed and then I stepped back and turned her toward Emma. Emma took the hint ... or maybe I took the hint that she was eager to fuck Patty. She came forward and kissed her as deeply as I had, plunging her hands into Patty’s hair as they kissed. I did my part, necking with her from behind, making her moan as Emma introduced her tongue to Patty’s. When they broke the kiss, two more buttons were open and she turned her to face Collie.


Collie stepped forward and kissed her as we had. Emma dutifully started sucking on the other side of her neck as the three of us explored her body boldly. After Collie, Tabby took her turn and Collie moved to the side, attacking her throat and ear while Emma tormented the skin on her neck farther back. By this point, Patty was moaning and trembling with a need that she couldn’t deny. If we stopped at that point, she would have killed us. For our own safety, we kept going. That’s the only reason. Yeah. I know, I’m a lying bastard.


When Tabby stepped to the side, Patty looked at Gina and Gina smiled at her, running her tongue over her teeth playfully before she closed the distance and started to ravage Patty’s mouth hungrily. She had that gleam in her eye that said bite-marks were in Patty’s future. Patty was now surrounded as four of us mauled her neck and Gina got her first lover’s kiss from her best friend’s mother.


Gina took the next step and pushed Patty’s dress off her shoulders, breaking the kiss to hold the dress so Patty could wiggle out of it. I stayed close and whispered in her ear. “You told me that you liked sex in public where you could get caught,” I reminded her. “I can’t do that with you yet. It’s too dangerous for you. I can give you sex here tonight though, with other people watching and taking part and fucking you. All of them are going to get to see what a dirty little slut you are when no one’s supposed to be watching.”


She was trembling and moaned out loud when I said that last part. She liked the filth and tonight I was going to explore her limits. We were going to dig into the toy collection and see what we could do to blow her mind completely.


I ran my hands over her bare shoulders and took in the sight of her lingerie. Last time we’d been together, she was unshaved, unshowered and wearing plain underwear that was suitable for working around the house. Tonight, she’d had time to make sure she shone. She had on a matching bra and panties set in bright red. Her stockings were held up with a matching red garter belt. She looked hot. She also looked like she was in her early twenties instead of closing in on forty. From what I’d come to understand about the accelerated libido of women her age, I was amazed she’d lasted as long as she had.


I turned her in my arms and kissed her again. “I love you, Patty,” I told her, gazing into her eyes and trying to tell her how special she was to me with the look I was giving her.


“I love you too, Matt,” she said and smiled. She kissed me back and then took my face in both hands. “That’s enough of the mushy stuff for now. If you love me, wreck me.”


I laughed at that and reached behind her, flicking open her bra with a snap of my fingers. She purred, knowing what was coming, or so she thought. I backed her up toward the bed, nibbling on her lips as we moved together like we were dancing. When she was standing right beside it, I pushed her down onto the mattress gently, her breasts bouncing as she fell across it. Her hair fanned out as she landed with her legs draped over the edge. She was anticipating the next move, but I surprised her again by backing away and starting to remove my clothes.


“Girls,” I said with a smirk. “She’s all yours.”


Patty blinked and then looked at the four girls in the room with us. They’d been quietly undressing while we’d made out. Emma was completely naked and came to crawl on top of Patty. She dragged her nipples over Patty’s chest, before descending on her to claim her mouth again, pressing her chest down on the older woman. They were both moaning and moving against each other, rubbing their bodies together when the other girls finished stripping and joined in. I dug out a pair of the strap-on harnesses and set them out in a convenient spot for the girls to grab them when it was time to overwhelm Patty.


I followed the example of the girls and took my time to undress slowly, watching as the girls descended on Patty. Tabby grasped her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them to me when they were clear of the low heels she’d worn for tonight. Patty had been very turned on for quite some time as I noted the creamy evidence painting the inside of her underwear. I let them drop from my hands and watched as the four girls ganged up on Patty. Tabby had spread her thighs and was making obscene sounds as she ate with abandon, making Patty squirm and quake with lust.


Emma crawled off her and turned around to watch Tabby, leaving Collie the opening to latch onto her left breast. Gina took the right one and the two of them started teasing her nipples firmly, but were still a little tentative for what I remember of Patty’s preference.


“Girls,” I said to get their attention. “You know all the things that Beck loves? She got that from her mother. Gina, I know you have teeth that are just aching for a good workout.”


She grinned at me and practically lunged at the breast in her hands, her teeth nipping and biting as she sucked harder on Patty’s delicate flesh. Patty cried out and I wasn’t sure if it was protest or passion, but she never pushed Gina away. Collie got into the spirit of things and started nibbling on her harder and more directly.


That only left Tabby and Emma. Tabby had heard my tip about Patty’s similarities to Beck and started using her teeth a little more on Patty’s thighs and her outer lips, making sure not to cross over the line, but letting her know that she was in for a less than gentle night. Emma took a different approach and swung her leg over Patty’s head, lowering her pussy onto her waiting lips.


I watched the look on Emma’s face change slowly as Patty took the hint and started to eat my baby’s pussy. I wondered if that was her first taste of a girl other than licking her own fingers. I promised myself to ask her later.


I settled back and let the four of them pleasure Patty, knowing that we were only warming up. Tonight was all about Patty and I hoped she was loving the experience of sex with the girls. I didn’t hear any protests, but then again, we’d admitted that Beck was cut from the same cloth and Beck wouldn’t have complained, no matter what. The five of them writhed together and I could hear Patty’s muffled cries as she came, hunching her pussy up at Tabby’s tongue insistently, while she did her best to make Emma cum.


Emma wasn’t far behind and started riding Patty’s face faster and harder as she cried out in her own release, jumping off and spinning around to kiss Patty hard to thank her for taking care of her. Gina took the opening and abandoned Patty’s breast, latching her teeth on Patty’s neck instead, covering her with aggressive love-bites that we all seemed to delight in.


Patty seemed to be getting into the spirit and I saw her hand slip between Gina’s thighs to play with her pussy while the younger girl nibbled on her with a throaty moan, gyrating her hips as Patty stroked her folds.


I thought it was time to move things along and tapped Tabby on the shoulder to let her know she was in my spot. She looked up at me and grinned, her chin wet with Patty’s cum as she scooted back out of the way. With Patty distracted, I pointed my cock down and thrust into her in one long push, making her howl. She looked up at me, breaking her kiss with Emma and locked eyes with me, her expression one of sustained need and sudden rapture. Emma settled down to chew on the other side of her neck, giving Gina company in bruising her skin systematically.


Tabby got up from the floor and circled around, descending on Patty’s free breast and pulling her nipple into her mouth while I focused on what I was doing. I watched the four girls turning her into a quivering mess as I slid in and out of her pussy. It was my first time inside her, having jumped to anal last time, and she wasn’t as tight as my girls, owing to two pregnancies, but she was definitely getting into it, squeezing me with her muscles and letting me know she was savoring my cock. She had her eyes locked on mine and she was cumming frequently, our attentions and the more perverse nature of having sex in a group like this was tapping into some of her kink to be watched or caught.


After all the sex of the weekend, I was in no danger of going off too soon, but I didn’t want to draw this out all night. I had an idea that I thought it was time to try. I pulled out and went to get the two harnesses I’d dug out. “Who wants them?” I asked softly, getting their attention.


Emma was off the bed like a shot and, surprisingly, Gina was right behind her. The girls got into the harnesses and I whispered to them what I wanted with Patty watching curiously. She glanced toward Tabby and Collie, assuming that we were breaking down into three couples for the rest of the night. Silly Patty.


The girls nodded that they were up for what I had in mind and Emma went for the lube. She got on the bed on her back, coating her new cock with lube and grinning with anticipation. When it was slick enough for her liking, she crooked a finger at Patty and I watched a flicker of disappointment cross her face before she suppressed it. She climbed into Emma’s lap and I smiled at the target she presented, bent over to kiss Emma while she rocked on the latex dildo. I nodded at Gina and she took her own lubed cock and climbed onto the bed with them, nudging the tip between Patty’s cheeks.


She gasped and raised her head. “Wha?!!?” she exclaimed in surprise, which Gina returned with a grin. She watched Gina, wide-eyed as her daughter’s best friend started to push the tip into her ass, throwing back her head and crying out as she came hard at the double intruders. I smirked. That seemed like a perfect time for me to get involved. I hopped up on the bed and pulled her head around, presenting her with my cock to suck. It was still slick with her juices and she moaned, opening up and letting me plunge into her mouth. I’d seen women fuck three men in some porn, but this was the first time that we’d done our own version of it and Patty was going wild for it. She was shuddering and squealing around my shaft as she came over and over again.


I grinned at Gina over Patty’s head and I motioned for her to spank the older woman as the three of us fucked her into submission. Gina grinned back and got into the moment, spanking Patty as she fucked her ass, getting more moans of pleasure from Patty. She was watching me when she had her eyes open, but they were frequently fluttering closed as she lost herself in orgasm after orgasm. I was starting to get close and I could tell that Gina was starting to get tired.


I glanced over and Tabby and Collie had turned on each other, sixty-nining beside us on the other bed while they watched us fucking. I thought this might be a good way for us all to participate in sex as we got into the mood in groups, but that was a consideration for another day. I pushed the temptation aside to put myself in a trance and draw this out. Patty was starting to turn red from all the orgasms and I was starting to get close myself, her moaning had vibrated through my cock, making me feel it more intensely.


I groaned and took hold of the sides of her head, fucking her face a little harder for a half-dozen strokes and held still, my whole body tense as I started to cum, filling her mouth with each shot. I felt someone stroking my balls as I blasted shot after shot into Patty’s waiting mouth until I was spent. She pulled off my cock, a line of my cum dripping past her lip and down her chin as she cried out in one final, crushing orgasm, her whole body trembling as she crested the wave and lost her mind. I still had enough strength to take hold of her and lower her into Emma’s arms in a controlled descent.


Emma smiled at me and wrapped her arms around Patty, kissing her deeply and smoothing her hair as she came down from the royal fucking that she’d just gotten. Patty was purring in ecstasy and had another aftershock when Gina pulled out of her ass with a wet slurping sound. Tabby and Collie were still doing their own thing and I was mostly feeling good, so I went to start the shower for us, while Gina followed me into the bathroom to clean the toy she’d used and set it aside to dry before we went back to carry Patty to the shower.


She was limp in my arms as I set her down on the bench and started to take care of her slowly. I washed her hair and body lovingly and we chatted a little in soft voices. Emma and Gina came back and joined us after a moment. Emma paused to wash her dildo and then popped in with us. We were all grinning and we got washed with a minimum of groping before we started looking for robes. I let Patty have mine and threw on shorts and a t-shirt for our ritual trip to the kitchen for drinks and snacks.


“So, this is what it feels like,” Patty mumbled, musing at how drained she felt. She was used to being on the other end of this dynamic and it was new for her. We all shared a laugh and then we sat and ate together, obliterating the leftovers from dinner as we chatted. After a while, Mom came down to join us, now that the screaming had stopped.


“It looks like the wreckage is mostly cleared up,” she commented and got herself a drink before joining us at the table.


Patty nodded. “I was just saying that it feels weird to be on this end of getting carried to the shower and dragged to the table,” she admitted.


That made Mom laugh. “I’ll try not to envy you too much,” she promised.


Patty laughed at that and shook her head. “You don’t envy me,” she scoffed. “You and Frank are doing fine on your own.”


She nodded and buried her smile in her drink for a moment.


“You’ve been dating Frank for a couple of weeks now,” I pointed out. “You both agree that things are getting more serious. Are we looking forward to having another overnight guest?” I asked gently.


She thought about that and shrugged. “Someday, I’m sure,” she allowed. “I think we’ve given Lilly all she can really handle for right now, though.”


“Bad excuse,” I chastised her firmly. “Lilly has headphones, knows about you and Frank and you’ve been separated from Dad for long enough that it’s not going to be an issue.”


“We’re divorced now, actually,” she corrected me. “We signed the papers when he was here at Christmas.”


That surprised me. “Okay,” I said, slightly taken aback. “Friendly terms or should we skip out on asking him to come for dinner next Christmas?”


She shrugged. “With the money we have, I didn’t make a fuss about the terms. We would have had it done sooner, but since school started, things have been too much of a mess.”


I nodded in agreement. “True. I’m glad that you two were able to do it without any anger.”


“We decided to file jointly, rather than have me bust him up over Miranda,” she told me. “We’d decided that we’d split up long before she came along. Frankly, I wasn’t all that upset over her specifically. It bugged me that she was younger and prettier and it took me by surprise that he was getting out at the time, but if he’d told me that he met someone, I’d have helped him make time for her and smoothed the road with you kids.”


I nodded, thinking of the day that she’d cried on my shoulder in what had been his office downstairs. I was glad that she was happy now. I was also glad that I wasn’t being called upon to satisfy her urges. “That still leaves me with the same complaint,” I reminded her. “Lilly’s prepared for the day that Frank stays the night. You are, too. And while I’ll find it extremely awkward and upsetting, I’ll try to keep my crying from interrupting your fun,” I told her with a smirk.


We all laughed at that. It had been me that had led the charge for her and Frank, recruiting Tricia first and the rest of the girls soon after. “We’ll see,” she allowed primly.


“If you’re worried about Lilly, there’s a solution,” Patty said gently. “Lana and Beck are already packing to move back. Once their rooms are empty, there’s room for her and she can use the other bedroom for her music.”


Mom nodded, remembering that we’d considered that solution this summer when she’d been upset by the chaos. She was past that, but who knew how she’d react to the idea of Mom and Frank becoming more intimate.


I decided to find out. I got up and excused myself, going upstairs and knocking on her door. There was no answer, but I figured that she was practicing and had her headphones on. After a few moments pause, I opened her door and got a look at Lilly that I’d never suspected. She was sitting on her bed, stark naked, playing her guitar with her headphones plugged in and her eyes closed. Fortunately, the guitar covered most of the naughty bits. So, I closed the door and stuck my hand in to flick the light off and on a couple of times, to let her know I was there.


She squeaked and I heard her scrambling for a moment before she opened the door to look at me apprehensively, still tying the sash on her robe. “What?” she asked, surprised that I was looking for her. We hadn’t talked much since we’d smoothed things over in the wake of Hanna joining us.


“Got a few minutes to talk?” I asked.


“Sure,” she said and opened the door wider, going back to her bed where her guitar lay. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing’s wrong, but there’s something I want to ask you about and now is the best time I can think of.”


She stopped and looked at me with worry in her eyes. “Okay,” she said slowly and curled up on her bed, holding her guitar like it was a shield. She was still convinced that the news was bad.


“Relax,” I told her. “I’m here to ask you how you feel about Mom and Frank.”


“Oh,” she said, sounding relieved and surprised at the same time. I thought she sounded a little disappointed too, but then I was never good at reading her like I was with other people. “What’s the big deal?”


I shrugged. “I don’t think there IS one, really,” I told her. “Mom’s sort of holding back though. She’s worried that you’re going to be deeply traumatized if Frank takes over a drawer in her room.”


“You mean, like, stay the night?” she asked with a bland look on her face.


“Yeah. I know it must be weird to think of it. After all, overnight guests have never happened in the house before, right?” I smirked a little.


“You mean like Patty ... right now?” she asked. She’d heard Dan tell her that he’d see her at breakfast.


I shrugged. “I’m just checking in with you because Mom’s worried that if she starts getting closer to Frank that you’ll freak out. Patty reminded her that once Lana and Beck move out, you have a room there and maybe a little more space to have your instruments set up.”


Her eyes lit up at that thought, but she didn’t leap at it right away. “That would be awesome, but we’re planning on moving anyway, right? I’m not gonna freak out. I mean, I barely even hear you in the basement since I have the headphones now.” She shook her head. “Besides, I’ve seen Dad’s drippy dick in the pictures from his phone. I can stand the thought of Mom getting freaky down the hall.”


I nodded and pursed my lips. “There’s something else. It might not come up, but if it does, you should probably be clued in. You know Dad’s a bondage fiend, right?”


She nodded. “Yeah. There’s pictures of him tied up in the shit he had on his phone.”


“Good ... Well, bad that you had to see his junk, but you know,” I grimaced. “Anyway, the big thing that split them up was that Dad wanted her to be his owner and she kind of wanted him to be her owner. I don’t know if she goes deep enough for Frank to ask me where to buy a collar for her, but she might. They might just decide that she’s cool with him leading the way. They may go ‘full potato’ though.”


“Worse than you?” she asked me in disbelief and snorted.


I laughed with her. “I’m just warning you that you may open her door to say goodnight and find her tied up and wearing a leather mask.”


She shuddered visibly. “Could this house get any weirder?” she wondered.


“Sure it could,” I told her. “Beck may or may not have a lesbian follow her home like a stray kitten, Hanna’s planning on bringing her sister up at some point, people are hinting that I’m going to be fucking the whole cheerleading team and one of the coaches is trying to get me to try to make the Olympic team at some point.”


“Really?” she asked, surprised by some of that. “I mean, everyone knows that you’ve got all the girls screaming to get in your pants. Even MY friends want you to cash in their V-cards. Thanks for that, by the way. The Olympics? Really?”


I shrugged. “She was impressed by how fast I recovered and likes what she sees from me in practice. She said she thinks I could do it.”


“So you’re gonna win gold medals too?” she shook her head in disgust.


“Nope,” I told her. “I turned her down.”


“Why?!!?”


“Because it would consume my life. She gets up at 5 every day, hits the gym, has a strict diet that she can’t break, doesn’t get to see her friends or go to parties or hang out at the mall or do anything that’s really not focused on getting her to the podium.”


“Yeah, but she’s HUMAN,” Lilly pointed out. “You could kick that shit in an hour a day, right?”


I shrugged. “Maybe, but I like cheer. I’d rather be there and help the girls win medals than get one myself. I get too much attention as it is.”


“Still, the Olympics! It’s once in a lifetime! How could you pass that up?”


“So, it’s once in a lifetime,” I said casually. “So is Harvard, so is the charity event in April, so is my YouTube channel, so is every one of the girls I have. I wouldn’t give up all of those for a medal that’s not worth much other than taking up space in a trophy case.”


“You’re dumb,” she told me, stunned that I wasn’t even slightly interested in competing at the top level. She didn’t sound frustrated by my choice or even irritated by it. She actually sounded pleased that I wasn’t going to be giving her headaches with the urge to compete.


I laughed. “Tricia calls me the dumbest genius she knows,” I told her. “Look, it’s not really that big a deal. Would competing in gymnastics be fun? Maybe. I can handle the work and dedication, but it’s a lot of focus and pushing other things out of my life to concentrate on it. I have too much in my life to make that trade. I might take an interest in it and compete in some regionals, but just to get a taste for it. Naomi suggested that much.”


“Naomi?” she asked with a leering grin. “She your newest girl?”


“Not hardly,” I told her. “She’s our coach’s daughter. She’s helping us out since she’s training for the Olympics.”


“So an Olympic gymnast is telling you that you should do it and you’re all like ‘nah, I’m gonna cheer in high school’ instead?”


I nodded. “It’s not a big draw for me. Think about it like this,” I suggested, “For you, your music is everything, right? You want it more than anything. You can taste it and it draws you on tirelessly, right?”


“Yeah,” she agreed, nodding.


“Well, Tricia has no interest in becoming a rock star. She loves to bake. It’s her passion. If she had a great voice and you thought that she was primed to be the next mega-star, you’d want her to go for it, right?”


“Absolutely! I’d want her to join our band, so long as she understood that I was in charge,” she smirked.


I chuckled and continued. “Well, you’d be right and she could make millions of dollars, bring joy to millions of people and sing about things that touched people deeply, but it would be hollow for her. She’d be spreading joy while it emptied out her soul. Her dreams would be for a kitchen and a recipe collection and the appreciation of baking for people.”


“So you’re saying that gymnastics would be horrible for you?” she asked me skeptically.


“No, I like it well enough, but it’s not my passion. If you’re right and I catch on easy, I’d be plucking someone else’s dreams out of their hands just on a casual whim. It’s kind of why I like cheer. I’m just part of the team. It’s not me being singled out for something.”


“So you’re not going to do it because you’re making room for someone else to have their dream, sort of like why you promised not to play the guitar?”


I nodded. “Not just the guitar, Lilly. I won’t touch music. I promise.”


“Well, you could always learn to play one of those dorky instruments that no one understands,” she teased me. “Or the accordion. That’s about the most uncool you can get in music.”


“With your luck, I’d make it trendy and win a Grammy for my chart-busting albums of polka and sea chanties and find my way into a hall of fame somewhere,” I pointed out to her.


“Right, no music!” she agreed.


“That’s the promise,” I agreed casually. “So, should I tell Mom that you’re cool with Frank staying for breakfast?”


She bit her lip and nodded. “Yeah. He’s cool and he and I have something in common. I don’t like you either.” She stuck her tongue out at me playfully.


I laughed. “So tell me more about your friends that want me to show them around the basement,” I teased her back.


“Fuck off,” she said sourly. “I actually get a lot of girls wanting to come hang-out with me so they can try to flirt with you.”


“I’m just teasing you,” I said with a laugh. “By the time I finish going through everyone that wants me this year, you’ll all be in high school and the guys’ll be falling all over themselves to get dates. I’ve got too many girls that are holding back for a chance at me now. If they’re bothering you, trying to get to me through you, talk to Emma. Her mom’s famous, she’s had to deal with it. She can give you some advice on how best to handle it.”


She nodded. “All the sibling teasing aside, you’re absurdly famous now,” she told me. “Girls like that. Hell, your picture was in the paper this morning with everyone at some restaurant.”


I laughed at that. “How’d you find out? We don’t get the paper.”


She went to her desk and plucked a newspaper from the jumble of papers, sheet music, schoolwork and empty glasses that she’d been avoiding returning to the kitchen. “Picked one up after the fifth person asked me if I saw it.” She opened it to the society page where it did have me along with the girls, arriving in style. There was a caption with it and a brief mention of the evening, but that was it.


“Well, that’s fun,” I admitted and handed it back to her.


“You had no idea?” she asked.


“That was when we were meeting Dad to introduce him to Jill.”


She nodded, knowing that already. She’d been picking up bits and pieces of what had been happening.


“You still talking to him?” I asked.


“Yeah,” she said. “Things are better, but it’s still weird.”


“Have you talked about seeing the pics on his phone?”


“Some. He was really embarrassed when it came up.” She giggled, enjoying the memory of how uncomfortable that conversation had been. “He nearly died when I looked in the second bedroom.”


“We’re probably going to end up with some of that furniture,” I admitted. “Mom might want a couple of pieces too,” I warned her.


She shuddered again. “Don’t remind me. It’s bad enough that I’ve seen him naked and heard all the shit you do; do I have to think of my mother tied up and begging for it?”


I glanced at the door. “Think how I feel,” I told her. “I ended up having to be his owner for a while this summer to get us through it and I nearly ended up with her too.”


That shocked her. “Really?!!?” she blurted.


I nodded. “They’re both submissive. That’s why their marriage wasn’t working. They both needed a dominant partner. With me making a lot of decisions, I sort of fell into the role. If not for what happened in September, I might have to juggle her and Patty both. Thank God for Frank.”


“Patty’s a little different though. She doesn’t want the bondage, just the power-fuck.”


“Delicately put,” I laughed. “True though. I’m more comfortable with Patty than I would have been with Mom though.”


She nodded. “Yeah, I get that. So we’re good, right?”


“Yeah. I just wanted to talk to you about Frank since that’s what’s holding her back. I don’t know if they’re gonna jump at the chance, but I think she’ll be glad to know that you’re okay with it.”


“Yeah,” she said. “When I get a boyfriend, nobody better tell me that he can’t stay over though.”


I got up and crossed over to kiss her on the forehead. “So long as he knows I still have the shield if he pisses you off,” I agreed. “No chance you’re gonna want a girlfriend?”


“That’s for me to know,” she told me tartly.


“That’s fine,” I said lightly. “I just don’t want us going after the same girls. We might have the same taste in ladies.”


“Hah!” she barked a laugh. “Like I’d tell you if I was into a girl. You’d flash your dimples at her, give her the puppy dog eyes about your scars and she’d forget about me.”


I laughed with her and decided to try out the puppy dog eyes with her. I put the slightly sad expression on my face and sighed. “They don’t hurt as much as they used to,” I said thickly. “They just ... I feel like everyone stares at them. Even when I know they can’t see them. It just feels like they’re trying to find them.”


“See?!” she griped. “You lay on the wounded hero act and they’ll be dying to show you how much they want to take your mind off the problem.”


I laughed and decided that I needed to get back downstairs to let Mom know that her sex life wouldn’t cause problems with Lilly. I felt good about the talk with her. We hadn’t really reconnected after I’d been shot. Most of the animosity was gone, but we were more distant than we’d been before.


They were all still sitting at the table, looking at me curiously when I reappeared. “You were gone a while,” Emma pointed out. “We were starting to worry that Round 2 was happening upstairs.”


I laughed and shook my head. “No,” I said firmly as I took my seat again. I paused to kiss Patty and then Emma before starting to let them in on the conversation. “I wanted to find out from Lilly whether Mom and Frank would freak her out.”


Mom looked at me sternly. “Don’t you think that’s a conversation that I should have had with her?” she asked me pointedly.


“Sure,” I said lightly, “and you still can. I just figured that we were all tossing around suggestions, so I let Lilly have her say.”


“And?” she asked expectantly.


“She’s okay with it. Her only hard-line is that when she’s ready to have overnight visitors, we don’t freak out in kind.”


That made Mom look positively murderous. “And you AGREED to that?!!?” she thundered.


I shrugged. “A little,” I admitted. “She’ll be fourteen in April, Mom. Same age I am now. If she waits until after her birthday to ask, then she’s pretty much following the rules that you set down.”


She didn’t look happy about that. “You were different,” she pointed out, trying to scramble for an answer.


“Mom,” I said more softly. “Don’t. Lilly had problems while you were in the hospital because people treat me like I’m special. Holding her back when you let me go would only make it worse. She needs the freedom, even if she never uses it.”


Her eyes narrowed and she struggled with it, but she finally nodded. “I think I need to have long talks with Lilly about boys.”


“You’ve got plenty of time for that,” I pointed out. “She’s been around here, so some of the sex talk has been done at the top of Beck’s lungs, but tell her she can’t date until she’s fourteen. I’ll talk to her too, if you want, and maybe ask Victoria to sit with her and talk to her about things. She’s old enough to understand everything that’s happened around here since September. She’s probably the one that’s most prepared to have a life out of all of her friends.”


She nodded, but the thought of loud sex issuing from her daughter’s room was deeply troubling to her. “This is not going to be a comfortable year for us, is it?” she asked bleakly.


“Was last year?” Patty muttered sarcastically. We all cringed a little at the thought of this year being a lot like last year. We chatted a little more after that, putting the topic of Lilly’s sex life aside for now. I hoped she’d be too focused on music to develop an overwhelming interest in boys. Girls, I could handle, but boys our age were mostly sleazes, as far as I was concerned. It wasn’t their fault, really. There’s a lot of testosterone and we aren’t taught how to channel that very well.


We all returned downstairs where the bed was turned down and the candle had been blown out. The scent lingered though, so we’d be settling down to sleep with pleasant smells. I was perfectly content to bask in the musk of our sex. I loved that smell as much as any of the pleasantly scented candles we had on hand. Patty seemed a little uncertain about the idea of staying, so I left it to her.


“You’re welcome here,” I reminded her. “Dan’s not expecting you home tonight and that was HIS idea. Of course, he also suggested that I fuck you on the kitchen table last night, but thought that you’d be upset if dinner burned.”


She shook her head. “That man...” she muttered, and I wasn’t sure if she was irritated or grateful that he’d suggest it. She shook her head. “Not tonight, kids,” she said finally. “I want to talk to him about it and make sure he’s okay. Next time, I’ll be a little more comfortable to stay.”


“Okay, Mamma,” I said affectionately and got up to kiss her tenderly. “Make me a promise though. Don’t wait too long for next time. Every one of my girls knows you. Let us know when you want a night and it’s yours. You’re important too, you know.”


She smiled and kissed me back. “Now that you’ve gotten me to have sex with some of the girls, aren’t you afraid that I’ll pick one of them to keep my itches scratched?” she teased me.


“No,” I said. “If that’s what you prefer, then I’m okay with that, but I think you’ll want me to be dirty with you once in a while.”


She laughed at that and then kissed all the other girls, handed out hugs and got dressed, slipping out of the room and leaving us to settle down to sleep.


We were drifting off when I remembered the newspaper and told the girls that we’d been on the society page. That made for some amused pillow-talk and we drifted off with promises to look at the article tomorrow.


Edited: booksnmusic, Steve


Chapter 10


Tuesday dawned cold and crisp. When I took Dawn out for her morning trip to the backyard, we could both see our breath misting. I let her frisk a little and took her around the neighborhood on a short run before I decided that I’d had enough cold for now. I brought her back and saw to her breakfast, letting her settle down with me running my fingers through her fur for a few minutes.


“Don’t worry, girl,” I said softly. “I know it’s been busy, but things’ll even out and we’ll spend some extra time together.”


She raised her head from her bowl and licked her chops before she gave me a low coughing bark. She licked my face affectionately and wagged her tail before she went back to her food. I straightened up and Gina was standing there, watching me with a slight smile on her face.


“Some days, I swear she can understand you,” she said and looked at the two of us.


“Some days, I think she understands me better than I do,” I admitted. “She seems to know my moods, even when I’m confused.”


“She’s your dog. I know what Hanna said, but she’s wrong. Dawn’s yours.”


I smiled and agreed. She still wasn’t dressed, so we went downstairs and started the day. We let the girls sleep for now, moving around the room quietly to get what we needed.


We crossed the lawn to have breakfast next door and were just in time to be served in the first wave. Lilly was bustling around with Patty and I came to greet them. Lilly got a small hug and Patty got a kiss and a hug of her own. Dan looked at me wryly when I sat down.


“I thought we discussed Patty staying overnight,” he reminded me.


“We did,” I agreed. “But one of us forgot to discuss it with Patty ahead of time. She promised that she’d be more comfortable with it next time. I assume you two talked last night?”


“We did,” he said. “She was very surprised when she got home. The girls and I had decided to curl up in one bed like we used to when they were little. She came in to find the three of us watching a movie.”


I chuckled at that. “Getting a little last-minute bonding in before they move out?” I asked. “Patty told us that they’re already packed.”


He nodded. “It’s not like they’ll be going far. We wander back and forth enough that both places are home.”


I grinned, relieved beyond measure that we were back to this point. I’d wanted it for so long that it was like a balm to my soul to hear that we were all this comfortable again.


We had a pleasant breakfast and then it was time for us to go. I rode with Lana and Beck while Gina picked up Tricia. Jessie was waiting for us when we arrived and the six of us marched into school, practically in formation. They were taking the job of protecting me seriously and I wasn’t about to argue. We stopped at all our lockers and then split up with kisses that seemed to scandalize people less and less. After all, we weren’t exactly shy about it.


Beck and I got to homeroom and chatted before class. She was itching to ask about last night, but that was clearly a conversation we couldn’t have at school. Instead, she focused on wanting her test results back.


“You think they’ll come today?” she asked hopefully.


I thought about it and shook my head. “They COULD,” I admitted. “I think tomorrow is more likely though and Thursday is a possibility too.”


She looked anguished, but took a deep breath and calmed herself. “It’s killing me!” she whispered to me, her voice quaking.


I hugged her and told her I loved her. “Stay strong,” I told her. “We’ll have your clearance soon and then you’re free.”


She nodded and I had to let her go as class was called to order. She walked me to my next class, which amused me, and then I was on my own for the rest of the morning.


Early lunch was a little tense. The girls all knew that we were waiting for Lana and Beck’s final report from the lab and we were all dealing with the stress quietly.


We had a mostly mundane lunch, talking quietly and sharing our strength. Even the topic of Jessie and I was old news at this point. I had Beck in my lap, quietly holding her since she’d been upset earlier. She didn’t feel upset now, but she was quiet and pensive as we all counted down the seconds to the phone call we all needed before we’d relax. Lana was handling things a little better, but Beck had shattered when it all came out and she was having one of those days where she was delicate. Everyone understood. I looked around and even some of the people that weren’t attached to us were looking on with some sympathy.


When the bell rang, she kissed me, got up and I stood with her to hug her and the rest of the girls. “It’s good news,” I told them certainly. “I know it.”


She nodded and then they were off to their classes. I was a basket-case inside, the same as Beck, but she needed me to be strong and reassure her that everything would be okay. I could do that. Intellectually, I knew that there was almost no chance of Beck or Lana having HIV. Everyone else was clean. There was no one that they could have gotten it from. Except that they’d been high on weekends for the next month. Patrick and Vance might have shared them and that thought gnawed at me. I knew that the evidence said they were fine, but there was that one chance in a million that they’d done something that would infect one or both of them. Vance was clean and so was Marlene, but Patrick? I thought so because he’d probably have been tested when they did his knee surgery, but it was a risk. There was also the chance they’d passed the girls around that last weekend and hadn’t taken a taste themselves. Sometimes it sucks, having a brain that can think deep thoughts and chase down all the possibilities. Ignorance really IS bliss.


Second lunch started and I was wondering who was going to show up first, Roberta, Roger or the girls. Those were the usual suspects.


Roger charged into the lunch room and I rolled my eyes. I guess it was time to take a three-day suspension. I was cool with that. It meant that I’d be well-rested when the test results came in. He spotted me and I didn’t bother to get up. I quietly tucked my backpack under my seat so that my phone and sketchpad would be safe and eyed him with an eye toward which of his bones I was going to break first.


He stormed over and slammed his fists on the table. “I’ll get you for this!” he screamed. “I know it was you!”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Roger,” I told him in a loud clear voice. “If someone beat you up again, I want to thank them profusely. I didn’t do it, but this is the second time you’ve threatened me in public. Threaten me again and I’ll take my shield off the wall. You don’t scare me and if you convince me that you’re serious, then I’ll treat you like a real threat. Now, fuck off. I’ve got more important things to deal with than whether you have a boo-boo.”


“You think I’m joking?!!?” he raged at me.


“I don’t know, Roger,” I said. “You’re such a joke that it’s hard to tell when you’re trying to be funny from when you’re just pathetic. Run along like a good little puppy. You don’t deserve to be at a table where real men sit.” Yeah, I was being a dick. I admit it. He deserved it and more though. I looked at him and shook my head, trying to warn him that this was his last chance.


He seemed to be considering it, but then Roberta showed up and dropped into the seat across from me.


‘Oh fuck!’ I thought to myself. ‘What is this? A reunion for my least favorite people?’


“Fuck off, Roger,” she said nastily. “You KNOW Matt didn’t do anything to you. You’re just not smart enough to think of anyone else that hates you.”


“You know who did it?!!?” he demanded, snarling at the back of her head.


“Not specifically, but I know that there’s plenty of people that want to. Matt’s right, Roger. You ARE an asshole to everyone. If you were smart, you could get away with it because you’d be right most of the time, but you’re not smart. You have bad ideas and they get other people into trouble. The worst part is that you don’t even care when you fuck things up for other people. I know that if someone asked me if I wanted to help, I’d do it.”


Roger seethed about that, but I eyed him with malice. “This isn’t over!” he promised.


“Fine,” I said. “Name a time and a place. I’m JUST out of my physical therapy. You threaten to do anything to hurt my recovery and I’ll do my very best to see to it that your head ends up next to Vance’s. You really are the dumbest fuck that ever dripped off the end of your father’s cock, you know that? Has it ever occurred to you that you might be getting beat up because people LIKE me and want to punish you for all the shitty things you did to me last term? Every time you run up to my table and run your mouth, something bad happens to you. News flash: my biggest supporters are girls. That means that there’s about a 90% chance that you’ve been getting beat up by girls looking to protect me from you. Yet, you keep coming back for more. I’m sure that your next beating won’t be quite so gentle. Folks!” I said loudly. “If one of you is the one that’s been beating Roger up, I’d like to see him get a kick in the balls. Nothing that’s gonna cost him a nut, but something to remind him to keep his head down from now on. Thanks.” I smiled at Roger and took a sip from the bottle of juice that I was nursing.


He didn’t like it, but he went away to the other side of the cafeteria and stared daggers at me.


That left me with Roberta to deal with. I looked around and Tricia, Lilo and Stitch were all working their way through the lunch line. Progress had slowed while Roger had provided the floor show, but things were starting to pick up now.


“And what brings you to my table today?” I asked Roberta, knowing that she had an agenda that she wanted to push.


She gave me a skittish look and bit her lip. “I ... I did what you suggested,” she said finally.


“You made a list of everything that’s happened?” I clarified, slightly curious about how that had turned out.


She nodded. “And the ... other ... one.”


I nodded. “How did you feel after you wrote them out?” I asked.


“Pretty shitty,” she admitted. “I realized that I haven’t really thought of you as a friend in a couple of years. Not since I started falling for Becky. Most of it is just petty crap, like not inviting you to my birthday last year.”


I shrugged. “I didn’t care about what had happened before really. I only brought it up because you kept insisting that we were friends and you didn’t show any interest in getting in touch when I got hurt. That’s really not how friends treat each other.”


She nodded and reached into her backpack. She pulled out a tightly folded note and slid it across to me. “That’s both lists,” she told me. “I went back as far as I could think that I did things to get back at you for being close to Becky.”


I looked at it and nodded. “You want me to read it?” I asked, giving her a chance to back out.


“It’s what you wanted, right?”


“I asked you to do it so that you’d have an idea of what had happened. When it accumulates a little at a time, it doesn’t seem like as much as it does when you look at it all at once. Whether I read it or not is less important than you looking at it and seeing whether it changes your outlook on what happened. Did it?” I still hadn’t taken the note off the table, so it sat between us.


She nodded and looked away. “Yeah. When I reread the list, I was ashamed. You’d never been anything but nice to me. I mean, you were nice to everyone, but you never picked on me for being a girl playing baseball or tried to tell me that I couldn’t play, even when most of the boys were like that. It made me feel bad. I punished you for being with Becky, even though I knew she was your best friend for years.”


I nodded. “Do you still want me to read it?” I asked. I already had her permission, but I wanted her to say the words.


She nodded. “Yeah. I ... don’t think you know everything on there, but most of it probably won’t shock you.”


I nodded and picked up the note, slipping it into my pocket for later. “How do you feel about the second list that you made up?” I asked curiously. I saw Tricia at the cash register, shooting dirty looks at the back of Roberta’s head. I hoped she wouldn’t do anything too rash.


“Scared,” she told me plainly. “Becky told me what was in hers. I didn’t go as far as some of what she told me, but it’s still a little frightening.”


I nodded. “I suggested to Beck that she keep a journal of things she’d done to try to put things right. I didn’t suggest it as homework or a punishment, but an exercise to help her compile anything she does to help balance the scales. I thought it might help with the guilt she felt after everything that happened.”


Tricia had paused to speak to Janice and was approaching with a determined look on her face. Instead of taking one of the seats, she came around to mine, sat in my lap carefully and set her lunch in front of us. She kissed me deeply and then started eating her lunch. She looked at Roberta and introduced herself. “Hello. I’m Tricia, Matt’s girlfriend.”


“Uh, hi,” she responded. “I’m Bobbi. I’ve known Matt for a long time.”


“I know,” she said simply. “I heard all about it. You keep coming back and upsetting him.”


Roberta grimaced at that. “I wasn’t trying to upset him,” she promised.


“I know that too,” she told her. She wasn’t being catty or mean, but Tricia was direct. “I know you tried to steal Beck from us last week and why. You might not have been trying to upset him, but you did. He loves Beck. We all do. Having you try to take her away was hurtful, but Matt’s too nice sometimes, so he let you have your shot because he wants her to be happy. If there was a chance that you’d make her happier, he wouldn’t stand in her way, even if it killed him inside.”


That made Roberta look even more ashamed of herself. I hadn’t gone into detail about how I’d felt about it, but Tricia was taking it upon herself to make sure that Roberta knew the situation and her part in making it worse.


“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’ll go.” She started gathering up her things.


“No one’s trying to chase you off,” Tricia said. “I’m telling you how it is, so you’ll understand that I don’t want you talking to him alone anymore. If Matt’s willing to talk to you, that’s fine, but you need to come and get me or one of his other girlfriends so we can be there. I don’t want to have to guess what was said, if he walks away upset.”


I sat and watched while Tricia calmly set out the ground-rules for Roberta to be in contact with me. I was fine with her restrictions. I didn’t want her around at all. I figured that she’d be too embarrassed to want to talk in front of any of the girls.


Janice slid into the seat beside me and leaned over to kiss me deeply, her tongue slipping into my mouth unexpectedly. She broke the kiss before any of the teachers could notice and object, but Lilo grinned at me shyly as she took her seat.


“Your bite marks are fading,” Janice noted. “Whose turn is it to update them?”


“I think Gina and Lana have the sign-up sheet,” I told her with a smirk. “Next week is my hazing, right?”


“That’s the rumor, unless you’re too tired. I heard Lana and her sister are gonna try to put you back in the hospital later in the week,” she said, her fingers reaching up to trace the bruises on my neck. “Jessie went a little crazy.”


“Yeah, and those are just the ones you can see,” I reminded her. They’d all seen the other bites when they’d invaded the locker room.


The three of them laughed at me, leaving Roberta to try and figure out who was who and how they all fit together. I’d told her that I was dating all the cheerleaders, but I wasn’t sure she bought that. She’d fallen silent and watched us flirt back and forth. Tricia had been included freely and I was sure that her last-minute conversation with them had something to do with it.


That’s how we spent the rest of lunch and I enjoyed myself. I wasn’t doing it to be mean to Roberta, but she was clearly uncertain how to act and didn’t add much to the conversation as she watched the four of us together. When it was time for us to separate, Tricia, Liz and Janice all gave me deep kisses and then Tricia hauled me to my feet and we started the trek to our afternoon classes.


“I’m going with you to Carl’s after school,” she told me. “Jessie’s driving. See you after class, Lover.”


I grinned and watched her walk away, her hips swaying much more than they usually did, but I’d noticed that she carried herself differently than she had at the start of the year. If there was anything that I felt proud of, it was the change in her. She’d done it herself, but I had helped give her the push she needed. I felt proud of that.


I went to my afternoon classes and then I was done for the day. I was met at my locker by the girls and I got a lot of hugs. “No word yet,” Beck told me dejectedly.


“Tomorrow,” I told her. “It’ll probably come while we’re at school. You okay? Wanna come with us to see Carl?”


She shook her head. “You go. I’m too wound up. I’m gonna go out in the garage and hit the heavy-bag for a while.”


“Okay. It’ll be fine, I promise.”


“What if it’s not?” she asked me, her anxiety starting to show through the cracks.


“Then I’ll find a cure,” I said simply. That was utter bullshit. I needed several PhD’s, a medical degree, years of research and ten years of trials to push it through the FDA, but they’d come to believe in my intelligence and if that could get Beck through until she got her clearance, then I was okay with her believing I could do it.


She smiled at that and hugged me tightly. I thanked God that I was just smart enough for her to believe it was possible that I could perform that miracle. The other girls gathered around and then, when we’d hugged it out, we separated. Gina went to work, Lana and Beck went home and then Jessie, Tricia and I got in her car and drove to Harvard.


When we got there, Julie seemed to be running the shop. Carl was sitting quietly and observing. I walked over and gave him a hug. “Running your kingdom from the throne today?” I asked lightly.


“It’s time,” he said, and the blood drained out of my face. “NO!” he said with a grimace, seeing the way I’d reacted. “I’m not ready for the dirt-nap. Julie’s ready to start running the show. I’m going to focus more on the data for now and be on-hand to offer technical support if things run into trouble.”


I laughed at that. “I remember how helpful you were the last time we had a glitch, Carl,” I reminded him.


“Touché,” he laughed with me. It hadn’t been a good day, but I wanted him to remember that I’d stepped in to help when it had been needed. “She’ll be fine. We all know that.” We watched her move around the lab, talking to people and getting things ready for me. He glanced at the table where Jessie and Tricia were working on homework. “Another new girl?” he asked, amused.


“Yup,” I said proudly. “Her name’s Jessie. I’ll introduce you when we’re done.”


He nodded. “I had an interesting conversation with Victoria about your powers of deduction,” he told me. “We didn’t have time to discuss it last week because of your situation. She says you’ve made a shrewd guess at what’s sitting in my Will.”


I nodded. “After what you gave me for Christmas, I didn’t think there would be any other gift you could give that would mean more to me. That was so personal and touching that I couldn’t imagine a gift that would make me object. The only thing I could come up with was a piece of property. I don’t know what it is, but that’s my guess. Either land or a condo or a home.”


“You’re too clever for your own good,” he said grumpily.


I laughed. “If I wasn’t, I would never have gotten to know you,” I pointed out.


“You don’t ALWAYS have to be right, you know.”


“Trust me, I’m not,” I said ruefully and nodded at Tricia. “Tricia calls me the dumbest genius she knows.”


“At least someone can keep you humble,” he grumped.


“I’ve made some pretty big mistakes,” I admitted. “It’s part of the reason that I set boundaries for myself. I don’t touch musical instruments or read music because my sister started to feel like I was stealing her dream of fame. She wants to be a singer, so I stay away from what she focuses on.”


He nodded. “It’s easy for you to overshadow other people,” he cautioned me. “Some of the grad students were intimidated after you ran the tests yourself that day. Three of them asked me if they were going to get cut from the project.”


I nodded. “I don’t intend to take anyone’s place on the project,” I told him ardently. “It’s bad enough that we’re losing you. I don’t want to say goodbye to any of the rest of them.”


He nodded. “I told them much the same thing,” he confided in me. “I think they’d appreciate hearing that from you too.”


I looked at him skeptically. “Really?”


He nodded. “You’re not just smart, you’re a leader. I saw what you did to calm everyone down at the end of that day. Your opinion is important to people, especially here. They put a lot of stock in what you say.”


I thought about it and shrugged. “I’ll walk around and talk to them at the end of the day,” I promised. “Back to the original topic though. Are you still worried that I’m going to object to your wishes?”


“Not as much as I was,” he confessed. “Victoria said she hadn’t told you what it was yet.”


“I think it’s more appropriate for me to hear about it from you,” I said. “I’ve been curious since we’ve been considering building a home to house all of us together. We’re sort of spread all over Boston right now, you know?”


He nodded. “How many of you are there now?”


“Just me and the girls, or extended family too?”


“How many would be moving in, do you think?” he asked.


I counted up the girls, their families and thought about it. “Twenty,” I said after a moment. “There’s others that might and visitors that would show up on occasion, like Emma’s family, Tricia’s grandparents and some others, but I think the household would top out at twenty.”


“And how many bedrooms would those twenty take up?” he asked without batting an eyelash.


That gave me pause. I thought for sure that he’d tell me that the property couldn’t house nearly that many. “Seven,” I told him. “One of those bedrooms would need to be ... huge. It’s for ten of us, after all.”


He nodded. “So you’d need seven, with room for guests. Holidays will be a big draw, so estimate for me. If everyone showed up, how many would you need just for guests?”


“Maybe eight,” I guessed, thinking that if Emma’s whole family showed, Gina’s brother, her aunt and a second bedroom, assuming that she had another cousin, Tricia’s grandparents and Jessie’s grandmother. All my grandparents were dead except for Dad’s mother, so I didn’t count her. Similarly, Dan and Patty’s parents had passed on and I couldn’t account for anyone else that might want to come.


“That’s a lot of people,” he commented.


I nodded. “I think if we start getting close to that full, we’re kind of screwed anyway. You’re not seriously trying to tell me that you have that much space, are you?”


He shrugged. “I’m the last of my family,” he said. “My great grandfather taught here during the depression. He had enough salary to do well and bought up land around him as other families fell on hard times and had to move on,” he explained. “In the post-war boom, he invested, building a home for himself and his children and grandchildren. He’d envisioned a large family. Of course, back in those days, there were some very different rules for society. He had a separate building on the property for servants.”


“So there’s two homes on the property?” I asked, startled. It was almost completely what we’d talked about when we were discussing one big house with a second house for guests.


He nodded. “It’ll need some care,” he cautioned me. “I’ve been living in the small house for several years. The manor is just too large for one person. I think you’d be able to fill it with life instead of echoes.”


“Victoria’s right,” I said, stunned.


“Oh? What did she tell you?” he asked curiously.


“That once I got over my initial shock, I’d approve,” I told him dully. “It’s almost exactly what one of our suggestions had been. We were talking about a third building that included a gym, indoor pool, basketball court and things like that.”


He nodded. “There’s plenty of room for that too,” he told me. “It sits on several acres. The taxes are murder on it, but someone that’s resourceful enough to have your income would have no problem paying for it, I’m sure.”


I sat there, thinking that it was the perfect property and hating the price that it came with. “I’d rather have you alive,” I told him. “But I’d be proud to make the place a family home again.”


He smiled. “I worried that you’d want me to liquidate it and use the money to push back the end by another few months.”


I shook my head. “That’s where you grew up,” I pointed out. “I wouldn’t want to lose that. Do I get to know where it’s located?”


He nodded and wrote down the address. “Come out on Saturday,” he suggested. “Bring the family. I’ll show you around and let you get a feel for the property.”


I nodded and read the address before putting it in my pocket with Roberta’s note. It was in Medford, so that would put us closer to Medford High than Winchester High. I wasn’t switching schools, even if we had to maintain one of the houses there just for a mailing address. I could move my girls to a new school, but there were too many for all of us to make the change.


“We’re ready for you,” Julie interrupted us gently, bringing the topic to a close.


“You got it, Boss!” I said brightly, bouncing out of my chair and giving Carl a grateful look before I went to do the tests for the week. I noticed that the girls had joined Carl to spend some time with him while I was occupied. I was glad of that. I wanted all the girls to meet him at least once. Everything went smoothly and true to my word, I stopped by to talk to everyone and let them know that they were important to the study and we couldn’t do it without them. A few of them looked skeptical, but short of throwing together a big speech, there wasn’t much I could do to allay their fears except to give it time.


I stopped to talk to Julie and explain the pep talk. She’d heard about the incident and understood. “I talked to a few of the most anxious,” she told me. “The more they hear it and the longer we go without cutting the budget, the better everyone will feel.”


I agreed and hoped that we wouldn’t have budget problems for the length of the study, but we were all aware that every year we’d have to submit to a review of our expenditures.


We chatted for a while longer and included Carl in the discussion of the future and the budget concerns. This wasn’t going to be his problem, but it was an area that he had a lot of experience in.


“We’ll be able to cut costs this year by a fair bit,” he said. “Some of our initial estimate was the initial setup for the lab. Now that it’s done, the equipment budget should be a lot more malleable. We’ll hash that out over the next few weeks though. For now, go home. You’ve got people waiting for you.”


The three of us left and I was quiet on the drive home. It had been an eventful day. I was hoping the girls were doing okay with the test results looming over us all like they had been, but I was nearly as much of a wreck as Beck was. I was just doing a better job of keeping my mind occupied on other things.


When we got there, Jessie came in with us and started working on homework with the other girls after calling her parents to let them know. They’d done some while I was talking to Carl, but there was always more. I sat with them and read the books for Jessie’s classes while she worked on math. Since I’d read Gina’s book, I didn’t need that one, but the rest, I started to thumb through.


I sat next to Beck while we worked and, for a while, the only sounds were the scratching of pens on paper and the turning of pages. It was starting to drive me to distraction and I looked over at Beck. She was staring at the page of her book, her eyes not moving and a blank expression on her face. I put my hand on her shoulder and she flinched, startled out of her thoughts.


“Don’t let it get to you,” I told her gently. “It’ll all be behind us tomorrow.”


She nodded, but she still seemed miserable. I wished I knew a way to cheer her up, but all I could do was be here for her. “Why don’t you and Lana spend the night?” I suggested. “After dinner, go get your stuff for the morning and come back.”


She grimaced and shook her head. “I don’t want to be around when you’re having sex if I’m not cleared,” she said awkwardly. “It’s too close.”


“Then we won’t have sex tonight,” I said firmly.


“Are you sure?” she asked sheepishly.


“It’s on all our minds,” I assured her. “You’re having a lot of trouble with it though. You need me tonight.”


She bit her lip, but finally nodded. We were called to dinner shortly after that and everyone packed up the books and set aside the homework to get the table ready for dinner.


We were just sitting down when Gina came in from work and joined us at the table. She handed out kisses and then joined us. “Still no word?” she asked hopefully.


“Not yet,” Lana admitted. “It better be tomorrow or I’ll want to go to the lab and make them do it while we wait.”


I nodded. “We’ve had this hanging over us all for too long. We all want it over and done. The chances that one of you are actually infected are vanishingly small, but we need the confirmation.”


“Some of the girls didn’t get their results on the same day last time,” Patty reminded them. “Some of them got them a day early, but most of them came back on Wednesday. We were all hoping for good news today, but tomorrow’s going to be the day.”


Dan added his assurances too, but we all knew that the paperwork was the only thing that would provide real relief. Instead, we tried to pick at other topics, talking about anything and everything to try to focus our attention elsewhere.


“How’s Cheryl doing?” I asked Tricia, the sheer fact of me asking the question demonstrating my own level of desperation to find a topic worth clinging to.


Tricia looked at me, surprised. “I thought we didn’t talk about her,” she reminded me.


I nodded. “I’m not digging for information, I promise. You said yesterday that she took a bad fall, so I wanted to follow up with you. If she’s asked you not to say, that’s cool.”


She shook her head. “You know she lost the baby already,” she said. “That’s the worst of it. She broke her wrist too.” She looked around. “She was at Eddie’s when it happened.”


I nodded. “Jessie figured that out,” I told her. “Tell her we’re all very sorry about the baby,” I said gently, “unless you think that us sending a message of any kind would upset her.”


She nodded and we let the conversation die for a little while, but at least we weren’t agonizing over Beck and Lana’s results for the moment.


It was a mostly somber dinner to kick off a mostly somber night. After dinner, Lana and Beck went home to get their things and came back in time to come with me and Dawn for our evening walk around the neighborhood. Tricia and Frank were leaving at about the same time and I got a hug and a kiss from her and a pat on the back from him before the three of us took Dawn down the street.


We were silent for a while and then I told them something that had been bothering me. “I think Cheryl went to that party to spite me,” I said quietly.


“Why?” Lana asked, confused.


“Because the warning came from me. When Janice told them about the party, Cheryl looked at me with a look that screamed, ‘I’ll show you’. I could see her going to the party just because I warned her that it might not be safe.”


“If that’s the case, then can you tell her that it would be dangerous for her to try to beat up Roger?” Beck asked sourly. “I heard he went after you again today.”


I nodded. “I wasn’t gonna bring it up,” I admitted. “Someone’s been beating him up and he thinks it was me. I guess he got dumped on again yesterday. Maybe it’s time I talked to Mr. Peterson and covered my bases so that when I punch his teeth in, they know what’s going on.”


“Maybe you should just let things happen and see what his bully does next,” she countered.


“You know who it is?” I asked curiously.


“No, but I’ll bet that it’s someone who likes you enough to want him punished,” she said.


“Well, I’ve had it with trying to keep my temper at school,” I said. “A big part of the reason I have the PTSD to begin with is the shit he pulled on me before Christmas. Next time he comes gunning for me, I’m gonna knock him out and take the suspension. I expect it’ll be tomorrow or the next day, so that’ll give me some time to rest up for when you two put me back in the hospital,” I smirked and nudged Beck a little.


She smiled back at me with a little less of the anxiety she’d had earlier. “You really meant what you said about finding a cure, didn’t you?” she asked.


“If you two really were sick, which you’re not, I’d move Heaven and Earth to make you well again. I’d do it for Carl, but his timetable is too short for me to learn what I need.”


She gave me a sympathetic look. “I wish the news were better,” she said. “How’s he doing?”


I frowned at that. “I think he’s getting weaker,” I admitted. “He had Julie running the lab today. I think he needs her more than he wants me to know. I don’t think he’d have sat back to watch if he was capable of running the lab.”


“That sucks,” Lana declared ardently. “Did he look any different? Pale or tired?”


“Not that I could tell, but he might have been hiding it and he wasn’t moving around much, so he could be conserving his strength. I just don’t know.”


Dawn had been sticking pretty close to us through our walk, catching that the mood tonight wasn’t playful. Normally she frisked and made the most of her walk, but she seemed to be as somber as the rest of us. She was a good dog. She tuned in on my moods and didn’t fuss when she knew I was down. I could have stood a little of her playfulness and I think the girls could have too, but this was Dawn’s way of supporting me and I loved her for it.


She raised her head and looked at me as if she was having similar thoughts and the four of us walked in silence again for a while. It was Beck that broke the calm this time. “I heard that Bobbi came to sit with you again today,” she told me. “Does this mean that you’ve forgiven her?”


“No,” I said. “I didn’t invite her. She just came to sit with me all on her own. Maybe she decided to get in the middle because Roger was screaming about getting me back and she thought she could get him to back off.”


She nodded. “But at least you’re talking again.”


“She made her lists,” I said. “That’s what she wanted to talk about. I wasn’t thrilled with the idea, but she insisted that I read them.”


“Was there anything surprising in them?” Lana asked. “I’m not asking what was there, just making sure none of it really bothered you.”


“I haven’t read them yet,” I admitted. “When I do, if I need to talk about it, I’ll probably come to you two. You’ve both known me the longest and you both know Roberta too.”


“You know, if I ever DID have feelings for her, she cooked them, the way she keeps coming back to dump on you,” Beck told me. “She has to know it bothers you and she keeps doing it anyway.”


I shrugged. “Tricia put her in her place today. She told her she wasn’t allowed to be alone with me anymore. She took it well, all things considered. She was actually going to leave when Tricia told her that she knew all about how she tried to get you to be her girlfriend. She just told her that she didn’t have to leave, but she needed to get her, or one of the other girlfriends, since she didn’t want to have to guess what had been said when I got upset next time. I could have kissed her.”


Lana laughed a little and hugged my arm. “Sounds a lot like what Emma told us when we were driving you nuts,” she said.


“True,” I agreed, “but it’s a little different. No one’s really rooting for Roberta to win me over.”


“Why do you call her ‘Roberta’ now, instead of Bobbi?” Beck asked.


“I called her Bobbi when we were friends,” I said. “I don’t feel like being familiar enough to call her by a nickname anymore. She’s not my friend anymore, so why act like nothing’s changed?”


“Good,” Beck said, and Lana made a sound of agreement. “You let things slide too much.”


“Well, I’m not really interested in making things better for her. If she wants me back as a friend, she can do the work to get me there. She’s been really shitty to both of us. I don’t feel like meeting her halfway. I might take a couple of steps toward the middle for every mile she crawls, but she needs to crawl that mile to get me to budge.”


“Gonna carry out her list?” she asked curiously.


“Depends on what’s on it and how she sees things going after we’re done,” I admitted. “Jessie asked me what my plan was for if she was only doing this as a way of getting close to you.”


“What did you tell her?” she asked with a slight smirk.


“I didn’t tell her anything,” I said and she looked confused. “Bad Matt answered.”


That delighted her. “And what did he have to say?”


“He suggested we tie poor Roberta to a chair and make her watch while he put you through whatever’s on her list,” I smirked back. “I expect it’s going to be filled with things that she thinks I’ll want from her.”


That put Beck in a better mood and she laughed at the thought of Roberta watching her accept the worst of her list with a smile. I still hadn’t read either list, but I thought I probably would tonight or tomorrow while we were waiting for the call.


We wandered back to the house and let Dawn loose to have a drink and settle down with her favorite bone. I watched her trot away contentedly, her steps lively after her evening walk. It always brought a smile to my face to see her so obviously happy. She was a genuine relief from the plagues of my life. I needed to spend more time with her, for both our sakes.


The girls settled down for a little more homework and I spent some time with Emma, Tabby and Collie.


“How you holding up, Slugger?” Emma asked me, curled up on the bed with me.


“I dunno,” I admitted. “I mean, I’m kind of frantic to find a way to comfort Beck especially right now. She’s really upset by it. The waiting is killing us all.”


“It’ll be over tomorrow,” she reminded me. “Just try to breathe. We won’t hear for at least the next twelve hours and then we’ll be watching for the mail until it shows up.”


I knew she was right, but that was still an eternity for the way we were handling it. She rolled me over and started to work on my shoulders, massaging out the kinks. “This isn’t the only thing that’s had you worked up today,” she murmured, drawing me out. She’d heard about late lunch.


“That’s already handled,” I promised. “I’m going to see the principal tomorrow before classes to let him know that I’m done playing nice. If Roger comes looking for trouble again, he’s gonna find it.”


“And Roberta?” she asked knowingly.


“She made up a list similar to Lana and Beck’s lists. She gave it to me today.”


“Was it bad?” she asked carefully, not prying into the content, just the tone. She knew how carefully I’d guarded the lists that the girls had made.


I shrugged. “I haven’t read it yet. With everything else, it sort of fell to the side.”


“Well, now’s a good time to go through it,” she suggested. “The girls are finishing up homework and you read fast.”


I nodded and dug the list out of my pocket, turning the note over in my hands. She’d done some origami work with it so that it folded into itself neatly, the ends tucked into the folds.


I opened it up and there were two pieces of paper inside. I looked at Emma and she smiled, kissed me and got up to join Tabby and Collie, who were playing pool out in the rec room. I took the top one and read it through. It was a list of all the things that Roberta recognized that she’d done to hurt me. It wasn’t nearly as long as Lana and Beck’s were, but it was peppered with a few gems that twisted my mouth, like the fact that she’d told three girls last year that were interested in me that I had a small dick, just for spite. It was the kind of juvenile bullshit that kids pulled on each other when they were mad about something. Her encounter with Beck, her involvement with Roger’s idea to welcome me back and her confession to Beck that she loved her were the three big thunderbolts on her list. I wasn’t all that bent out of shape about her coming to the table with Roger. It was so minor compared to the other two, that it was barely worth the ink she’d spent on including it.


When I was done with that page, I set it aside and looked at the second page. It was the more important of the two. Instead of a list, it was a letter.








Dear Matt


Thank you for reading this. I know you’d rather just tell me to fuck off and die, but you’ve been helping as much as you could. That’s helped me a lot. I wrote out a list of what it would take for someone to get me to forgive them for the things that I did to you if the shoe had been on the other foot. It was hard. Most of it broke down to making them suffer worse than they’d made me hurt. I can imagine a little bit what it’s like for you around the school now. If everyone in the school went through this exercise and made you a list, it would take years to go through them all.


I don’t know that I COULD ever forgive what I’ve done if someone did it to me. I guess that’s really what I deserve, to have you swoop in and steal someone I love when I’m already at my lowest. That would be justice or revenge or whatever. I really am sorry that I did it. The temptation was just too much. Like I told you, she was all I ever wanted. It was never about hurting you, though. I swear that’s the truth. I resented you for being so close to her, but I never hated you. I want you to know that I’m not going back to baseball either. I hate Roger and the others because of what they did. I think Roger DID like the idea of sticking it to you and getting into Becky’s pants was a kick for him because he knew it would get to you. The others, I don’t think they cared. For them, it was only sex. You didn’t matter, she didn’t matter, the situation didn’t matter.


I want you to know that I’m different. I DO care. I know that’s hard to believe, after I tried to do it again last week, but I think you know that I didn’t do it for revenge or spite or anything aimed at you, but because she’s been the air that I breathe for as long as I’ve been interested in dating. Knowing that, I want you to know that I promise to never try again. It’ll kill me to see the two of you together, but that’s my punishment. Maybe it’ll stop hurting some day and I’ll find someone else, but seeing you happy with her is both a torment and a relief. It’s torment because I wish that it could be me that made her happy, but it’s a relief to know that I didn’t destroy things permanently with you two. The happier you are together, the less guilt I’ll feel in years to come. I’ll still feel guilty, but I’ll take some comfort in knowing that you two are back together and moving on.


I know that’s not much of a plan to get you to forgive me, but I don’t want to put anything more on either of you. I thought about offering up my virginity to you to pay for what I did. I’ve never been interested in boys and I intended to be a “Gold-Star lesbian” all my life, but I thought that it was a fitting price to pay for taking her like I had. In the end, I thought that you’d see that as me trying to get close to Becky again. The offer is there, if you think it would help. I won’t ask you to do it. I know that you have a lot of girls and I hear them talk. There are more that want you. I think if you wanted another girl, even for one night, that you’d want it to be someone that wanted you too, but if I can make things right by giving myself to you and letting you be the one man to ever touch me, then I can do that. The thought fills me with dread, but no more so than a list of things you could do to hurt me or humiliate me. I considered that too, but I wasn’t sure you’d want to spend that much time in my company after what had happened, even if you were getting me back while you did it.


I’ll give you some time to think about it and then come and talk to you again, if that’s okay. The whole thing is a mess that I created, so if there’s something else that I can do, no matter what it is, I’m in. You’ve always been a friend of mine and I forgot that somehow. That bothers me nearly as much as things with Becky.


I’m so sorry,


Bobbi








I sat and read the letter a second time and then got up and locked the note in my safe before I went to join the fun at the pool table.


“How’d that go?” Emma asked. Tabby and Collie were listening quietly and I saw Emma’s work in keeping them informed.


“I don’t know. She had a few ideas and then a wild suggestion at the end. I don’t think I’m ready to talk about it though. Let’s play teams.”


We set up the table and I was awful. It was my first time trying to play after being injured and nothing felt right. I wasn’t stiff or sore, but the scar tissue made me feel weird when I’d stretch for a shot. I’d adapt, but for now, I was a poor player, at best.


That led to the three of them wanting to play again. Finding a game I was bad at was a novelty that they cherished, wanting to keep my head from getting too big. They made me look bad. It was both embarrassing and refreshing for all of us.


By the time the girls came down with their homework done, I was sick of getting creamed, so I turned in my cue and let the girls play while I talked to them about little things. We all avoided the topic of their test results and it was a little less stressful than the rest of the day had been.


When we turned in, Lana and Beck were cuddled with me. They needed to be close to me and I wanted to be there for them. Emma got in behind Lana and Gina went to the other side of the bed with Collie while Tabby curled up with Beck. I could feel Emma’s fingers lacing with my own as I wrapped that arm around Lana. She stretched over Lana’s back and kissed me before we settled down to sleep.


One by one, the girls dropped off until I was the only one awake, or so I thought. “I’m scared,” Beck confessed to me in a whisper so she wouldn’t wake the others. “What if it comes back positive?”


“It won’t,” I whispered back, “but if it does, we get the test redone in case it’s a false positive. If it turns out that the test wasn’t wrong, we get the best doctors, I finish medical school and we fix it.”


“Do you think we can?” she asked desperately.


“We have to,” I said simply. “I’m not losing either of you again.”


She hugged me and finally relaxed into slumber. I just wished I was as confident as I sounded.


Edited: booksnmusic, Steve


Chapter 11


Wednesday finally started and we all got up to the sound of the alarm. Even Dawn was still asleep. I took her out while the first of us started to shower. I was glad of the solitude for a few minutes and I walked her around the neighborhood, letting her sniff around and patrol her domain, as it were. I was starting to get a little of that normal that Victoria had always wanted for me, finally. Once we got good news, my life would settle into something of a routine, or so it seemed. I was aware that things tended to get complicated around me. I just hoped that the normal lasted long enough for me to enjoy it this time.


When I got back to the house, it was my turn in the shower, but I skipped it to get breakfast early. I knew that after six people showered, there was no chance I was getting hot water out of our poor overworked water heater. I’d get one just before we left for school.


It was a measure of how on-edge we all were that breakfast was as quiet as it was. The tension was thick in the room and there was no cure for it except answers.


Patty was the first to break the silence. “I’ll call the school to let them know that you’ll need to leave as soon as you get the text, girls,” she said softly. They’d opted to have the results held at the clinic and pick them up, figuring that it would be quicker than having them mailed out.


Lana nodded and they talked it out. She and Beck were going right to the clinic and then coming back home so they wouldn’t be alone when they opened the results. The rest of us were going to have to wait to hear.


I was counting down the minutes and wishing that they’d get the results now, but I wasn’t alone in that. We finished breakfast and I went next door to shower and change for the day before we all got on the road. Today, Lana and I picked up Tricia and we both got kisses when she got in the car.


“Today’s the day,” she said, catching our mood. “Tonight, you’ll be cleared.” I put a hand on Lana’s shoulder and gave her a gentle squeeze to show support while we drove.


When we got to school, I detoured into the office, surprising some of the girls. When I asked for Mr. Peterson, he came out and showed us into the conference room, assuming it was a group topic. I was fine with that. These were my girls.


“What’s on your mind today?” he asked us pleasantly.


“I’m having some problems,” I admitted to him. “I wanted to keep you informed.”


“Oh?” he said, gesturing me to continue.


“Roger Turnbull has been getting beaten up since the term started. He thinks I’m doing it and he’s been threatening me at lunch,” I told him.


He frowned at that. “I heard that the two of you have had some tense confrontations,” he admitted. “I intended to talk to the two of you and see if we could resolve it.”


“Roger was responsible for several of the most disgusting things that were done to me last term,” I supplied. “He thinks I’m getting back at him by attacking him from behind. So, every time it happens, he comes to lunch and threatens me. I’m here to let you know that it’s gone on long enough. If he threatens me again, I’m going to take him seriously.”


He blanched a little at that. He remembered the last time that I took a threat seriously. He probably had visions of me killing Roger in the lunch room.


“I’ll handle it,” he said quickly.


I nodded. “I’m not complaining about how you’ve handled it so far,” I assured him. “It’s taking some time to recover and de-stress from everything that happened last term. Having him run up to me and tell me that he’ll get me for it? That doesn’t help.”


“Matt’s suffering from PTSD,” Tricia tattled on me. “A lot of bad things happened to him here and Roger seems to have made a game of making things worse. If Matt feels really threatened and reacts to protect himself, I think he’s earned the right after what that guy did. Roger collected shit and poured it into Matt’s locker to make him clean it up. Who does that?”


“Don’t forget the animal blood,” Gina said darkly. “I want to know how he got that. I wouldn’t put it past him to have killed a cat just so he could ruin Matt’s day.”


“Or the vomit,” Jessie supplied helpfully. “It’s kind of sick that he’d puke just so he could do that.”


“I presume that I can add the urine that was poured into your locker to the list of Mr. Turnbull’s exploits?” he asked, with a heavy sigh.


I nodded. “I wasn’t going to get into specifics. I just want him to shut up and fuck off. I’ve tried to warn him off, but he’s stupid. He thinks that he’s just going to keep getting away with it.”


“I’ll have a talk with him,” he said. “If he approaches you again, let me know.”


“I think, if he approaches me again, I’ll let my lawyer know and maybe press criminal charges. He’s been making more direct threats.”


“I’ll impress upon him that his next infraction will get him suspended,” Mr. Peterson told us ardently. “I’d rather not have a repeat of Thanksgiving, if you catch my meaning.”


We all nodded and he asked us if there was anything else that we needed. We all shook our heads and thanked him for seeing us.


Beck and I were just settling into class when Roger was called to the office. I’d have loved to have been a fly on the wall for that discussion, but I was sure Roger would ignore the warning and come looking for trouble. The thought didn’t quite bring a smile to my face, but I was kind of looking forward to slapping Roger around. It was a petty glee, but I wasn’t such a paragon of virtue that I’d pass it up if he offered it to me again.


When class was over, I gave Beck a hug and we separated for our next class. “I’ll see you at lunch,” I told her.


She nodded and kissed me before she ran off to race the next bell and I settled in for the rest of the morning.


At lunch, Jessie and Gina came to sit with me and several of the other girls, but Lana and Beck were missing.


“Lana got the text about twenty minutes ago,” Gina explained. “They’re on their way to get the results.”


That sent us all into a wave of panic, knowing that they could be getting bad news right now and we had no way of knowing. I wanted to be with them, but we all agreed this morning that we wouldn’t all race home to be with them. They had Patty, Tabby, Collie, Emma and Louisa to lean on for the next few hours. I put my phone on the table in front of me while we ate and we all glanced at it, willing it to ring. I don’t honestly remember any of the conversation except when Jessie told me she was taking me to my afternoon appointment, since Lana was at home. That part sunk in, but I was mostly unresponsive, waiting for the phone to ring.


The call came close to the end of the early lunch period. We all held our collective breath as I answered the phone. “Hi,” I said, my voice braced for the worst.


“Relax,” Patty said. “They’re fine.” She sounded like she was just getting hold of herself too. I sagged with obvious relief and the girls all joined me in breathing a little easier.


“That’s such a fucking relief!” I told her, feeling the tension oozing out of me. “How are they doing?”


“They’re a little overwhelmed,” she said. “We’re taking the afternoon to calm them down and get them moved back next door. You guys stay there and then go to your appointment with Dr. Spencer. That’s important. We’ll be ready with dinner when you get home.”


“Thanks, Mamma,” I said. “I’m gonna go and let everyone know.”


She hung up and then I took a few minutes to let the girls know that their tests came back clear. We celebrated for the last few minutes of lunch and then they had to go to class. I sent a quick text to Mom to let her know and one to Lilly. I was still working on letting Lilly back in my life, but this was news that she needed to know.


When late lunch started, I saw Roger come into the room and sneer at me with hate in his eyes. I shook my head and rolled my eyes. He was worthless as a human being. He was arrogant and conceited, opinionated and a bigoted, sexist and none too bright. He had delusions that he should lead and no earthly clue what he was talking about unless it was about baseball. His pitching arm was his only saving grace. I thought he might be less of an asshole if something happened to his arm and he had to contemplate a future without baseball, but I wasn’t interested in doing the job. Chances are that he’d sue me and try to claim I’d single-handedly ruined his promising career in the majors.


He’d apparently taken Mr. Peterson’s warning seriously though, because he stayed away from me. Instead, he picked a quiet corner and stared daggers at me. Lilo and Stitch came to sit with me and Tricia joined us a few minutes later. “Well?” she asked expectantly, as soon as she was settled.


“They’re clean,” I told them. That got a chorus of cheers from them and from a few of the girls we knew who were hovering close enough to hear. I grinned. It was a good day. The weight off all our shoulders made late lunch particularly festive. I saw Roberta come in, but she didn’t try to join us. She took notice, but got a table by herself and ate quietly.


“So, does this mean that we shouldn’t look for you at school tomorrow?” Liz asked with a little smirk. As shy as she was, she was getting more comfortable being playful with me.


“Oh, we’ll be here,” I told her. “We may be short on sleep and suffering from severe muscle strain, but we’ll make it. We’ll also be at cheer so you can all laugh at our predicament.”


That got the three of them laughing at me. We’d had an incredible run of good news and I didn’t want to think how lucky we were that it hadn’t gone the other way for us. If just one of those assholes had been sick, they could have spread it to all the girls without remorse.


In fact, Cheryl had been the only dark spot in the news since Vance had died. I took a moment to really appreciate how lucky we had all been. Tricia looked at me and took my hand, seeing the look on my face.


“What’s on your mind?” she asked gently.


“Just thinking about how lucky we’ve been,” I told her. “We’re all clean, safe, recovering and the only one that got pregnant was Cheryl. She’s the only one that’s lost her mind over this and everyone else has been getting the help that we need.” I included myself in the getting help category for my PTSD as much as for my shoulder and physical injuries.


She patted my cheek and smiled. “Today’s a good day,” she agreed. “Just to warn you though, Cheryl’s probably going to be back tomorrow or the next day.”


I nodded. “You telling me that I shouldn’t expect her to have had a change of heart after her fall?” I asked delicately.


She nodded. “She brought you up the other day. It wasn’t flattering.”


“Is it ever?” I asked with a laugh. I knew where I stood with Cheryl and it wasn’t going to change.


“Sometimes she has moments of clarity and asks about you,” she admitted.


“Really?” I asked, surprised. “I didn’t think she would, except to try and make sure I was still hurting.”


“She’s not that bad,” she grimaced slightly. “I don’t tell her much. Just that you’re still in pain from the surgery and everything else. None of that is secret though.”


I nodded. “She can get as much from my YouTube page if she really wanted,” I reminded her. “I don’t mind if you tell her public knowledge, but if she starts asking more probing questions, I trust you to know where to draw the line.”


She grinned at me. “Don’t worry. I haven’t told her about your weekend adventure yet. She doesn’t deserve to know about that.”


“Are you suggesting that she doesn’t get to know because she’d enjoy the story or because it would torment her that she left us?” I asked curiously.


“It’s mostly out of kindness to her,” she told me while Janice and Liz listened attentively. “I think she’d hate to hear that you’re not miserable, but underneath, she’d regret that she’s not with you. But I don’t want her to know more about you than she has to. After what she did, she shouldn’t expect to hear about your life.”


I shrugged. “She’s bound to hear some of it. I seem to attract attention these days.”


She smiled and patted my cheek. “Good attention this time,” she said supportively. “At least, lately.”


We chatted back and forth after that, including the other girls and letting the tension of the last couple of months leech out of us as the reality set in that we were free.


When the bell rang, we all went to our afternoon classes and finished out the day. Jessie met me after school with a kiss and a hug. Today was the first time she was taking me to see Dr. Spencer. I think she was excited about it as a rite of passage among the girls, even though there wasn’t much to see.


She begged off on dinner tonight and told me that she didn’t expect that I’d be in school or at practise tomorrow. Silly girl. I’d never skip practise. I kissed her goodbye and told her I’d walk home since it was close. I sent a text to Lana to ask her to make sure someone walked Dawn since I wasn’t sure I’d be allowed out of bed long enough to do it.


I walked to my appointment and was just in time to see Stephanie leaving the office. I smiled at her and she smiled back. “Hi!” I said brightly.


“Hi,” she said shyly, but with a little more confidence than she had when I first met her. “How are you today?”


“I’m having a really good day,” I admitted. “How about you? Are you glad to be back to school?”


She nodded a little. “No one at my school believes I know you,” she admitted with a little frown.


“We can fix that easily enough,” I said. “Do you have a phone?”


She nodded and fished it out of her purse to show me. “Here it is,” she said.


“Let’s take a picture together,” I said. “You can put it on your Facebook and show it to your friends at school if you want proof.”


She grinned and the two of us stood together while she got the camera pointed at us just right. Then she snapped the picture and looked it over to make sure that it was good enough to satisfy her classmates.


When she was certain that it was what she wanted, she turned and gave me a hug before she ran off to show her mother the picture. We traded waves when she got to the corner, like we always seemed to, and then she was gone, leaving me alone with Dr. Spencer.


She showed me in and was still shaking her head. “Some days, you amaze me, Matt,” she told me, referring to Stephanie’s progress since meeting me.


I shrugged casually. “I’m sure that I disappoint you on nearly as many days,” I said lightly.


“Not me,” she said. “It’s interesting that you think you do though. Why is that?”


“Just a casual comment,” I said. “I try not to think of myself as anything but normal and normal people disappoint those around them from time to time.”


“So you project that disappointment on them to keep your ego in check?” she asked. “That’s not an attitude I’d want you to harbor.”


“Well, I did end up killing Vance,” I pointed out. “That had to disappoint you.”


“It scared the Hell out of me, actually,” she confessed. That got my attention. It was so rare that she expressed her own feelings that it was an event all on its own.


“It scared you when I killed him?” I asked, shifting in my seat to focus on her more completely. “Why?”


“Are you forgetting how injured you were?” she asked me, deflecting the issue.


“Not at all, but we were talking about Vance’s death, not my injuries. Why did that scare you?”


“Mostly because of the cost to a person when they take a life,” she told me. “Soldiers and police officers are given training and expert support to cope with the harsh realizations and internal judgments that come from killing someone. I was aware of how deeply you felt it when Miranda died and thought that we might be on the verge of losing you, even if you survived the wounds. If you’ll recall, I was reluctant to show you the footage and was taken by surprise when you shrugged off the event as easily as you did.”


I thought about that and nodded. “I stand by my words though. He was a cockroach and I’m glad I stepped on him before he hurt someone else.”


“I’m glad you feel that way,” she said seriously. “I’ll return to this topic several times over the next few months though. I want to make sure that you don’t have lingering feelings of guilt, like you did last summer.”


“That’s probably a good idea,” I agreed. “It’s really not on my mind though. I don’t dream about it, haven’t been watching the clip in my spare time and the only time I even think about him is when the topic of that party comes up, but that’s taken another step toward being a thing of the past today.”


“Oh?” she asked, interested.


“Lana and Beck got their final screening results today. They passed.”


“That’s excellent news,” she said, smiling. “Does that mean that we should cut our session short so that the Bedtime Mafia can get their hooks into you sooner?”


“Nah. They’ll wait until after dinner,” I promised. “They might not WANT to, but they’ll wait.”


We laughed about that for a moment and then returned to our regular talk. “How has school been, now that you’re aware that you’re surrounded by triggers?”


“It’s been okay,” I said, thinking about it. “The girls have been acting like an honor guard, keeping me insulated from anyone that might want to hurt me or some who spent last term inflicting harm on me.”


“That’s been cutting down on the chances for trauma to sneak up on you. You feel safe with them.”


“Seems only fair. They feel safe with me.”


“Not all of them,” she pointed out, bringing us to our next topic.


I grimaced. A lot had happened on that front. “I have news about that,” I told her. “Last week some of the girls were approached to go to a party. The setup was nearly identical to what they were told to expect before Marlene held that party in September.”


“How did it turn out?” she asked.


“We got the word out that the party sounded like it could be the same as that one and tried to warn people not to let their guard down. Cheryl went out of spite. She knew the warning came from me, so she went as a ‘fuck you’ to me for everything that had happened between us. We heard afterwards that the party was completely fine, that nothing was being done like the September party.”


“From the look on your face, there’s more to tell though,” she prompted expectantly.


“Yeah, there is,” I said. “She got drunk and fell down some stairs. She lost her baby.”


“How did that affect you, when you found out?” she asked.


“I was sad, but the news came in stages, so it wasn’t as much of a blow.”


“What do you mean?”


“Well, we heard that someone had fallen at the party and they had to call an ambulance and then cops had gotten involved and the whole party had turned into a zoo. Separate from that, we heard that Cheryl had fallen on the weekend and had lost the baby. It was Jessie that put the two events together and figured that she was the one that had fallen at the party.”


She nodded. “And you don’t feel at all responsible?” she wanted to know.


“No. I did everything possible to warn her away. If she hates me enough to march into a party, knowing it could end up with her being drugged or worse, then that’s kind of the definition of informed consent. I feel sad that her baby didn’t get a chance to live, but I’m also deeply relieved that she isn’t going to be raising a child, what with her head as messed up as it is, you know?”


She nodded. “It’s maybe not the most charitable sentiment, but I understand and don’t disagree. Parents who are mentally ill tend to let those issues have an influence on how they raise their children.”


“Yeah. As disturbed as Cheryl is, I don’t think she should be in charge of children. Maybe that’s pompous of me, but I kind of cringe inside at the thought of her raising kids.”


“You worried that her feelings towards you would affect the way she raised the baby?” she asked.


“I think that there’s a lot of ways it could go especially wrong,” I said carefully. “If the child looked like one of her attackers, then she may have withdrawn from her emotionally. It’s possible that she could come to view the baby as a constant reminder of what happened. Those are just a few of the possibilities. As she grew up, Cheryl could have come to resent her for not feeling the same way about sex. The list goes on and on. God help us all if the child took a liking to me or started asking about her father.”


She nodded thoughtfully. “Those are all possibilities and we’ll never know which of them might have come up. I think it’s good for you to give those feelings a moment of insight, but only a moment. For better or for worse, Cheryl won’t be raising that baby. If she gets pregnant in the future, she’ll likely be in a better frame of mind to raise a child. That’s all we can really hope for.”


“I’d feel more optimistic about it if she was getting help, but she’s not. Tricia says she’s getting moments of clarity when she asks about me without hostility, but I don’t think they happen very often.”


“With time, we can hope that they come more and more frequently until they become her normal, rather than an event. Speaking of normal, how are things turning out for you?”


“Definitely NOT normal,” I laughed, glad to put the topic of Cheryl to bed for now. “I introduced Jill to my father over the weekend.”


“How did that turn out?” she asked, letting me discuss the topic to my satisfaction.


“We added a new girl to the Sorority on Friday night,” I told her, starting my weekend at the beginning. “Some of the girls had warned me about Jessie in the past, that they didn’t think she was interested in me, so much as she liked what dating me could do for her.”


She nodded and quietly encouraged me to continue without words.


“Well, her feelings have changed, deepened. She had been thinking of me as someone fun to date, but not with a commitment in mind. After Thanksgiving, she started to feel more drawn to me. She was around for me when Cheryl lost it and she’s given me some good advice about my scars.”


“Oh? What advice did she have to give?” she asked, curious.


“She said they were good. That they’d protect me from people who couldn’t see past them. She told me about her great grandfather. She said he had similar scars from World War 2 and that she’d always thought of him as a hero.”


She nodded. “Your scarring came from an act of bravery that few people will ever be called upon to show. You have a lot to be proud of. So those conversations paved the way for her to be your latest girlfriend?”


“Yeah. Emma booked us a room at the Ritz for the weekend. It wasn’t supposed to be us welcoming her home, just sex between close friends. She was at Marlene’s party and wanted someone to teach her a better view of sex than she got there. She confessed that it meant a lot more to her and then we decided that there was room for her with us after we talked it out.”


“None of that describes what happened between Jill and your father,” she pointed out, prompting me to continue.


“I’m getting there,” I promised. “So, Friday night, it was just Jessie and me. We ordered room service and they sent it up with a girl who was shocked to be delivering to two naked people. Jessie wanted her, so we offered her the chance to come back in the morning when she was through work. She took us up on the offer and we took her together. She initially thought that we were older than we are, so she wasn’t comfortable once she found out how young we are. That evening, we all went to have dinner with Dad and Jill. She brought a woman with her and introduced her as her current submissive.”


“Did that bother you?” she asked calmly.


“No, she’d told us that she was bringing a woman with her,” I assured her. “My situation with the girls interested both of them though, so they asked if we’d consider entertaining her sub for the evening while she and Dad took some time to get to know each other better.”


“And did you?”


I nodded. “Emma had booked the suite for the weekend, so we had the room. She wanted extreme treatment and we were fine with that. She was very clear about what she wanted and where her lines were. The problem is that I think she and Jill are angling toward me taking her as my own at some point.”


“Oh? That’s surprising.”


“Maybe. Maybe not. Dad suggested that I take Collie and Tabby last summer. He said that he thought that I was providing a good environment for them to thrive in. Maybe I’ve found a rare balance for these kinds of relationships.”


“That’s possible,” she said dismissively. “What’s your feelings on the subject of taking on another?”


“I’m not in favor of it, at least for now. I have a lot of girls that are going out of their way to share me and I want to spend more time with them.”


“Still striving for normal?”


“I’m trying, but I’ve also been asked to visit other schools with the local police and talk about sexual assault. That’s something else that’s new.”


“You’ve got a lot of insight into the topic, given how involved you’ve been in helping those girls recover,” she pointed out. “Are you planning on doing it?”


“I haven’t decided yet, but probably. Some of the girls are encouraging me to do it.” I shifted in my seat a little. “I really don’t want to put more on my plate. I’ve got enough to do to get through every day without worrying about doing more. Does that seem selfish?”


“No,” she told me certainly. “You do far more than anyone has a right to expect from you. You’re active in activities outside of school, you participate in the study with Carl, Julie and myself, you’ve put yourself out there to help the girls. Your YouTube channel is an enviable career, you’re training for a charity event and that doesn’t even consider the number of college courses you take. You’re stretched thin as it is. I would say that if you’re determined to help the police out with this, that you should limit yourself to a VERY light schedule and see how much impact it has on your life.”


“I was thinking about going to one or two and then making a more informed decision,” I admitted.


“That’s not a bad idea,” she told me. “That will give you an idea of how often they visit the schools and how much it would disrupt your schedule.”


I nodded and we talked a little longer about more mundane things before she directed the conversation toward the other subject we’d been working on. “Carl said the two of you had a frank discussion about what he was leaving you,” she said, bringing up the topic.


“Yeah. He told me about the Casa de Carl,” I told her, naming the property. “I didn’t freak out, like was expected. I was surprised at how big he said the place was. I was thinking that it would be a largish home in a good area, but a mansion? That was a little bit of a shock. You’ve seen the place, right?”


“I have,” she said. “If you’d like, I can be there on Saturday when he gives you the tour.”


“That would be wonderful,” I said gratefully. “Not that I think I’ll lose my mind, but it’s going to be a strange day. From what he told me, the property is ideal for what we were planning to look for this summer. On the other hand, I’d rather live in a cardboard box than lose Carl.”


She nodded. “That’s not a choice we get to make,” she reminded me sympathetically. I suspected that she’d have made a similar sacrifice if it meant that Carl would be spared, but she was right. It wasn’t for us to decide. We could only deal with it as it happened.


“I know. It’s just not how I would have wanted to get a house fit for all of us, you know?”


“I do. I know that Carl has considered it a relief that the property will go to you. He knows you’ll do it proud and fill it with far too many kids, given the number of sexual partners you’ve paraded in front of him.”


I chuckled at that. “He still hasn’t met everyone I’ve slept with,” I pointed out. “He knows all the permanent fixtures in my life, but a few of the casual encounters like this weekend have slipped by unnoticed.” I paused, thinking about something she’d said to me in the past. “I think you’re right though. This probably HAS made me less likely to be monogamous later in life. Luckily, I seem to have attracted like-minded women so far.”


“That will likely change as you get older,” she warned. “Right now, you’re all young and having fun. Eventually, some of your girls will want to settle down. They’ll want a husband and children and a life that doesn’t have quite so many partners. Maybe not all of them, but I think that it’ll come up from time to time. Are you prepared for that?”


“Yeah, I think so,” I said. “I think the breakups I’ve had have gone a long way toward getting me ready for the day that some of the girls might want to move on.”


“Even Emma?” she prodded.


“Even Emma,” I said. “I hope that she stays most of all and I think she’s more used to this lifestyle than I am. She said it’s relatively common in Hollywood, but they keep it off the public radar.”


She thought about that. “I suppose that hosting parties does well as a cover for people that want to mask overnight guests,” she admitted. “You have a lot of attention focused on you. That may be a situation that you have to address sooner rather than later. I’d advise you to talk to some of the people you know in the industry for guidance in how to handle the press. You’ve done a remarkable job of keeping them at bay so far, but that can’t last, given how popular you are.”


That gave me something to think about. “I figured the press had mostly forgotten about me,” I admitted.


“I don’t think that’s likely,” she said. “I think it’s more likely that they’re gathering background on you before they approach you, now that you’re no longer in danger. It’s something to consider. For now, though, I think I should cut you loose. I’ll let Samantha know that you have urgent matters to attend to tonight and that you’ll see her next week.” She smirked at that, knowing that I was going home to Lana and Beck.


“Thanks. If I live to tell, I’m sure it’ll be a story worth telling.”


I got up and she gave me a hug before showing me out. I hadn’t had a chance to talk to her about how tired Carl had looked when I’d seen him, but I thought that was something that could wait to be discussed. We both knew that the day was coming when Carl would have to bow out for good, as his health would prevent him from working. We’d have other opportunities to talk about it.


I walked home, smiling at the thought that I might not be able to walk for several days to come after tonight. I hoped we’d be recovered in time for cheer tomorrow, but it was a sacrifice I was willing to make to give Lana and Beck the welcome home that they deserved.


I opened the door and barely had time to shut it behind me before Beck had launched herself on me.


“WE’RE FREE!” she practically shrieked, clinging to me with both arms and both legs as she wrapped herself around me.


I grinned and kissed her deeply. “I knew you were fine,” I told her, catching some of her excitement myself.


Lana had held back enough that she hadn’t tackled me as soon as I was in the door, but she was there almost as quickly, wrapping her arms around me. “It’s over!” she said wonderingly, the relief of it still setting in for both of them. “It’s really over!”


“Welcome home, Tiger,” I whispered to her as I hugged them both. If there were ever a moment to give thanks for, this was it. We were all whole and aside from Carl, we were all healthy. It was a day that we’d been waiting for since before Thanksgiving and it was worth celebrating. We’d do that on the weekend though. Tonight, my girls needed me, and nothing was going to get in the way of that ... except dinner.


“Come on, you three,” Patty said, getting our attention. She’d prepared a large meal tonight, probably with an eye toward us needing a snack later this evening.


We all sat down around the table, but I noticed that we were at the bare minimum of people tonight. No one had stuck around and no one was expected. “Everyone decide to leave us alone tonight?” I asked lightly.


“Frank’s not quite ready to hear Becky, I don’t think,” Mom said, amused. “When I told him that the girls had gotten their medical clearance, he said he’d be here tomorrow night instead. Gina said she wanted to work on something she’s been sewing, so she’s having dinner with her parents tonight.”


I nodded. I remembered that she’d wanted to do something for me, but hadn’t had a lot of time to work at it. We all settled down to eat and talk about our day. Everyone was sort of struggling to make conversation, knowing that the girls were going to be dragging me off to celebrate as soon as they reasonably could. I decided now was the best time to talk to them about Saturday.


“I have something going on this Saturday for anyone that has the time to help out,” I said.


“What’s up?” Dan asked curiously. It wasn’t often that I asked for help with something.


“Well, I talked to Carl yesterday,” I started. “He wants us to come to his place and look over the property. It’s what he’s leaving me in his Will.”


“You mentioned that you thought he might have,” Mom said. “Is there a reason that he’s asked you out to see it now?”


“Yeah,” I admitted sheepishly. “I wasn’t supposed to know what it was until his will was read. He thought I’d try to talk him out of it. I figured it out though. After the Corvette, it had to be SOMETHING huge for him to worry that I’d melt-down over it. Since I’m relatively calm about it, he figures it’s time for me to see it.”


“And you want us along?” Patty put in.


“He said to bring the family. It’s ... large, from what Carl said. It’s been his family’s home since the Depression. He doesn’t have anyone else to leave it to.”


That left them all in a contemplative mood, wondering what sort of place it would turn out to be. Rather than leave things in that state, I told them a little about it.


“His great-grandfather was a teacher at Harvard during the Depression. He said that when other people were selling off their land, he bought up as much around him as he could. Over the years, he built it up and now it’s something to see. Carl said there’s two houses on the property. One was originally servants’ quarters and that’s where he’s been living. The main house is just too big for one person.”


“That’s a lot of house to gift to a fourteen-year-old,” Patty said with a shake of her head. She wasn’t disapproving, just surprised at how much it was for him to leave to me.


“I know,” I assured her. “I think he’s been seeing it as a tomb to his family for a few years now. Leaving it to me is his way of making sure that it finds new life and doesn’t end up as a mall or an office building or broken up into a sub-division or something like that.”


That got a few nods and the rest of dinner was relatively quiet, but we’d cut the tension. Lana and Beck were still vibrating with anticipation, but now things had mostly normalized for everyone else.


When dinner was over, we all knew what was coming. Patty, Dan and Mom sat at the kitchen table and Emma, Tabby and Collie stayed with them, chatting idly while they watched the three of us get up from the table. We handed out hugs and kisses and went downstairs while Lilly retreated upstairs to her guitar and headphones so she wouldn’t have to listen.


When we got to our room, I saw that the girls had really moved back in. Their things were all here where they were supposed to be and we were whole again. I smiled and they returned it. This time, there were no cameras set up and we weren’t going to hold back. Lana and Beck had made love to each other in the past. Tonight, we were celebrating, but also, we were cementing our lives back together.


I took the girls in my arms, my left arm around Lana and my right around Beck. We exchanged kisses back and forth, becoming more and more heated as we sank into the moment.


Beck broke away first and started pulling her clothes off like they were on fire. Lana kept kissing me and explained between kisses. “Beck’s first tonight,” she told me softly. “She’s been hurting for it worse than me and...” she hesitated. “She wants the worst of you. I know that after you do that, you’re in need of something softer. That’s what I want from you.”


Her eyes bored into mine with more intensity than usual. “I want to help you recover from what Beck’s going to want you to do to her. It’s something I can put in my journal of what I do to help fix September.”


“You’re still keeping that?” I asked, startled.


She nodded. “Maybe I’ll stop after tonight, but I’ve felt like I needed to keep it up.”


I kissed her again and started to undress her, while Beck pawed through the toy collection loudly. “I wish Hanna was here,” she muttered as she started digging out whips and canes that she wanted used. “She’d be a lot of help.”


“You should have had Emma contact her,” I told her. “I’m sure she would have been here if she’d known you wanted her attention too.”


“We messaged her when we found out,” Lana said. “She said she’d be back on the weekend instead of next week. I think she’s getting bored there.”


I nodded. “Enough talk,” I said and stepped back from her to take off my own clothes. She grinned and finished stripping out of her own while Beck lined up all the little playthings that she wanted me to use on her.


I walked up to her and wrapped her up in my arms, kissing her deeply. “You still want Bad Matt tonight, huh?” I asked her.


“Oh yeah!” she responded enthusiastically.


I nodded. “You saw a lot of things with Amber this weekend that you said you wanted to try,” I reminded her.


“I want the cum in the nose thing,” she said, letting me know. “I want you to choke me out a little and I want you to cover me in bruises from top to bottom. Oh, and I want you to fuck my ass while biting my neck. That looked fucking hot!”


I nodded. I was sure that she’d want some of this. “Understood,” I said, starting to open Bad Matt’s cage. “You should already be on your knees,” I told her and slapped her across the face. “If you want what Fuck-Hole got, you need to start where Fuck-Hole started. We begin when Lana cums.”


She dropped to her knees with a grin and crawled over to her sister, pushing her face directly into her bare pussy. Soon the room was filled with the sound of Lana’s moans and Beck’s tongue working over Lana’s pussy as she started working her sister to her first climax of the night.


I stood back and sifted through the things that Beck had picked out for tonight and they were all the harshest things that she’d seen me use. There were other things that I’d separated and hidden quietly in the nook behind the furnace. Beck didn’t need to know that they existed. What she had at her disposal was bad enough.


I’d organized the pile into a semblance of order by the time I heard Lana screaming that she was cumming. I had a wide, leather strap in my hand and ordered Beck to back off in the authoritative growl that was Bad Matt.


She sat back on her heels and looked up at me expectantly, waiting for my next command. I watched Lana stagger back to the bed and sit down, her legs a little unsteady after Beck’s tongue had done its duty.


I motioned for Beck to stand and she rose to her feet dutifully. I stood her up against the front of one of the dressers and moved into position, swinging the strap lightly while I got a feel for the heft. Beck wanted it all tonight. I thought that was a lot for her to ask, considering that this was Lana’s night too, but I was about to punish her for that.


She was breathing hard and looking at me with undisguised lust while I made her wait. “Look in the mirror,” I told her, wanting her to see the look on her face with each stroke. She locked eyes with her reflection and I let the strap slice through the air harder than I might have normally done, but I was punishing her.


She screamed and her whole body tensed against the sudden pain. I smiled a little, Bad Matt getting accustomed to being let out to play. The strap whistled through the air again and again as I counted off twenty strokes, varying their placement to cover her back and ass in bright red stripes. She was sucking air and crying out between each swing as the leather tormented her skin with resounding cracks each time it landed, gasping and gurgling in a demented glee that was all her own.


I smirked a little and put it down in favor of a cane that would leave actual marks tomorrow. I swished it through the air and then started to work her over. I hadn’t made her count strokes, mostly because I wanted to let her react naturally. I swung a little more firmly than normal again, but this was Beck’s welcome home. I wanted it to be everything she could want. The sound of the thin cane biting into her flesh was only broken up by her screaming each time she felt the sting across her back and her ass and her thighs. I made sure to cover every inch of her from knees to shoulders with thin, spidery lines to accentuate the thick stripes that the strap had left.


I glanced at the bed and Lana was lazily playing with herself, watching me take possession of Beck again. This wasn’t her thing overall and she was mostly keeping herself warmed up for her turn. She grinned at me though. She wouldn’t want to be anywhere else in the world than right here, in this room.


I smiled back before I turned my attention back to poor, willful Beck. She was riding a massive wave of endorphins from the beating, but I wasn’t done yet. She’d pulled floggers and a long paddle out of the toy collection and she was about to get them. I picked up a flogger in each hand and started systematically striking her, treating her back like a canvass that I was painting with pain. She loved every second of it, squealing with torment and delight, squirming and even cumming from the treatment.


I kept an eye on her coloring as I worked, not wanting to push her too far, but knowing that she’d be disappointed with anything short of angry welts that she could admire in the mirror tomorrow. The floggers weren’t going to leave much in the line of marks, but they’d turn her back red tonight and that’s what I wanted. I wanted her to see the full flush in her skin when she looked over her shoulder later.


When I was happy with the color, I decided that Beck needed a reminder of tonight every time she sat for the next day or so, so I picked up the paddle and circled around her. “How you doing?” I asked, checking in with her for the first time tonight.


“Perfect!” she gasped, unable to manage much more as she fought to pull air into her lungs. “You’re not holding back!”


“You expected me to?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.


“No, Sir!” she assured me. “I worried that you wouldn’t want to hurt me more.”


“This is your choice, Beck, and I think you like it more now than you did before.” She bit her lip, but nodded. “Keeping score on how many of the 10,000 strokes you’re taking with each?” I asked.


She shook her head. “I lost count. We’ll have to start over,” she said with an insolent grin. “I’m really bad at math.”


I smiled back. “I’m sure you’ll change your mind momentarily,” I warned her. This had been the paddle I’d used on Tabby. I was more comfortable with it now and I wanted this lesson to sink in.


I had her take a step back and brace herself with her hands on the dresser, bending her over slightly and presenting her ass. I took hold of the paddle like it was a baseball bat and stood beside her. “Ready?” I asked and she nodded. “Shame. It would have been so much more of a shock if you weren’t expecting it.”


“Blindfold?” she suggested and I shook my head. I started to say something, but swung the paddle hard instead while she was distracted. The howl that she let out made me wonder if we were about to be joined by concerned citizens from upstairs, but I didn’t hear anyone pounding down the stairs to rescue her, so I took that as a good sign.


Her knees had buckled from the shock of the blow and she struggled back to her feet, obviously overwhelmed by the difference in this tool of punishment. She was a little shaky in returning to the position I’d instructed, but she got there. I risked a peek at Lana, who was watching, wide-eyed. She wasn’t distraught. No one who really knew Beck would be distraught over anything short of broken bones or blood and I wasn’t about to suggest knives or needles to Beck. That was a recipe for disaster.


I delivered a total of twelve hard blows with the paddle and wondered if she’d started counting or if she was going to cling to the bad at math story, but that was a question for later. When I put the paddle down, I took her in my arms and held her while she trembled, half-collapsed against me.


“Are you ready for the rest?” I asked pitilessly.


“Rest?” she asked, looking up at me, surprised that I wasn’t done.


“Someone asked me to fuck her ass tonight. I can only imagine how you’ll feel, having me lying on top of all those welts.”


She paled some at the realization that she was about to hurt a lot more. Poor Beck. I hadn’t even told her the worst part yet. She nodded though. “There’s no way I’m giving it up now!” she said firmly. “I waited too long.”


“I agree,” I said. “Go get the towels and the washcloth.”


She limped from the room and Lana shook her head. “You really did a number on her,” she said wonderingly.


“I’m not done yet,” I said and went to my dresser, looking for what I needed next to torment poor Beck. I knew how she liked anal. She’d be prone with me lying fully on top of her. I pulled the rough wool sweater out of my bottom drawer. I didn’t like it. It was uncomfortable to wear, but tonight, it would be like sandpaper on her tender back. I could wear it for one night.


Lana looked at the sweater and winced. “I’m glad I’m not into the pain thing. I worry about what you come up with sometimes.”


“Me too,” I admitted. “The sweater just came to me while I was working on her back. I might have to keep it around for the next time Hanna wants something rough.”


“Or for her sister,” Lana agreed with a laugh. “When we see her list, we’ll probably all want to do something to her.”


I shrugged. I was mostly over the idea of taking Hanna’s sister on a long-term basis. I thought it might end up with Hanna splitting off from us if it got out of hand and I didn’t want that. Part of me admitted that it would be far safer for Hanna if she wasn’t involved with us, but that was a debate with my conscience that I’d have on another day.


Beck came back into the room, carrying the supplies for her last ordeal of the night and saw me holding the sweater in my hand. She blanched, knowing what was coming, but never backed down. She looked like she wasn’t certain she could take the punishment for the first time since we’d seen her masochistic streak, but she looked determined to try.


“Ho boy!” she murmured as she laid out the pillow and put the towel over it. She was darting looks at me and Lana as she prepared, putting another towel beside it and the washcloth in easy reach. She finally took a deep breath and climbed onto the bed, settling herself and waiting for me to punish her further.


I took the lube from the nightstand and started working on her ass, spreading the lube between her cheeks before penetrating her with a finger to get the lube inside her. I’d thought about giving her the same treatment that Tabby had gotten from Bad Matt, but that wasn’t for her welcome home. Hell, that might not ever happen again if I really had a say in it, but Tabby had bragged to Hanna, so it was out there.


I laughed at myself silently for the random thoughts that seemed to be filling my head as I greased Beck’s ass for my cock. It was like I was tempting myself to drop into a trance by priming random thoughts. I wasn’t stupid enough to do that though. Not yet, at least. I glanced over at Lana and agreed that she’d earned that part of the night and butt-fucking Beck for an hour was a good way to tear her up inside. I wasn’t about to do that.


I finally pulled my three fingers out of her ass and applied a generous amount of lube to my cock before I wiped up. I’d avoided putting on the sweater until the last minute, but now it was time. I grimaced as the scratchy wool settled over my shoulders and then straddled Beck’s hips. I hoped she appreciated this, because I detested the feeling of the sweater and it was about to get worse.


I pressed my cock into Beck’s ass and she gasped with delight, savoring the feeling of being filled with my cock again after being without it for months. I let her have her moment of triumph before I laid my weight across her back and her gasp turned to a hiss as the wool irritated her welted skin. She never complained though as I pushed forward, sinking my cock fully into her ass. She savored it, even while she dreaded every movement that would drag the sweater over her skin. She was moaning and whimpering by turns as I started to move, working my hips and keeping as much contact with her body as I could.


I fucked her steadily, savoring her whimpers as much as her moans. She was writhing in torment and passion beneath me and we were both overheating, the sweater making things uncomfortably warm in the room for us. I ground my hips against her ass and started to whisper filthy things in her ear, calling her my slut and telling her that I owned her, describing all the degrading things I was going to do to her, now that she was back. That set her off and she started to cum, her wails drowning out my voice, so I decided it was time for me to stop talking.


Instead, I sank my teeth into her neck hard, making her scream all over again in shock and rapture and pain. I was biting her hard, knowing that I was getting closer to cumming and wanting to make damn sure that her marks were visible tomorrow. I was holding her down, biting her hard enough that she’d look like I did after Gina and Jessie had gotten their way with me and I was fucking her hard and fast. She was gonna sit tenderly for the rest of the week and there’d be no hiding her bite marks.


I started working my way down her neck and across her shoulders, fucking her completely while I marked her as mine. She was loving it, swearing back at me and I seized a handful of her hair to jerk her head to the side so I could bite her above her collar too.


“You belong to me!” I growled in her ear. “Wear your marks with pride. Tell everyone who asks what they mean.”


“NNNGHH!” she growled through another hard orgasm before gasping and panting for breath. “Yes, Sir!” she promised. I think the idea of showing off pushed her even higher, because she was cumming hard and fast after that and I couldn’t hold back anymore.


“Here it comes, Slut!” I told her. “You want my cum in your ass?”


“Yes!” she managed between gasps.


“Beg for it,” I challenged her. “SHOW me how much you want my cum in your slutty ass.”


“Please!” she whimpered. “Please keep fucking my whore ass. I want it. I want your cum. I want to feel you fill my ass up with your cum. I want it inside me. Please, Sir! Please cum in my ass and make me yours.”


“Slut, you’re already mine!” I growled at her.


“Yes, Sir!” she agreed. “Please?!!? I’ll be such a good slut for you. Just please cum in my ass and fill me up.”


Some days I wonder what started Beck’s head down this road. She thrived on the most degrading things I could do to her. I had another one for the morning that would keep her on edge all day, but for now, I was there and I wasn’t going to be able to hold back.


Instead of answering, I bit her on the heel of her jaw, my teeth digging into the soft skin of her cheek. I twisted her arms around behind her and held her down while I screamed my way through my orgasm. To anyone walking in, it would have looked like I was raping her violently, but Beck was squealing in delight at the force which I was pounding her ass, the way I’d pulled her arms behind her and even the sharp sting of my teeth bruising her one last time for the night.


She screamed and tossed her head, twisting the flesh in my mouth deliberately to make it bruise more. Tonight, she was brazen. Tomorrow, she might be timid or she might be normal, but this was what she’d needed from me. She wanted to be free of everything that had happened and this was what freedom looked like for Beck. She was far more liberated being held down and pounded than she’d been in the whole time we’d been apart simply because this was her choice and we all knew it. Being able to return to it with me was therapeutic, cathartic and spiritual. It was her purification from the desecration that she’d suffered all through the last four months.


When the orgasms finally abandoned us, I slowly unclenched my jaw and released her. I started to kiss her bites tenderly, whispering that I loved her and welcoming her home again. She cried a little. We both did, but they were tears of release, not pain or sorrow. I held her for a long time until she started to squirm.


“As much as I want to stay like this,” she told me, “that sweater needs to fuck off.”


I laughed and slowly got off her, stripping the sweater off and tossing it aside. Lana had left the room while we’d cuddled together, drifting in our post-coital bliss, but she came back now, wearing a robe.


“Shower’s ready and the cleanup crew is on their way down,” she said with a smile. Beck still hadn’t moved, so I helped her up, even as Patty appeared in the doorway.


Patty took one look at Beck’s back and neck and rolled her eyes. “You need to learn restraint, Matt,” she scolded gently.


“The restraints are in that one,” I pointed to the tote in the corner with a grin. “I usually do,” I said, turning serious. “Tonight was different though. Beck needed this.”


Beck, for her part, was stretching and feeling every welt on her back with a slight smile. Patty turned toward her and shook her head. “Go get showered, both of you,” she said, a little frustrated that we weren’t offering to be more gentle from now on.


The two of us walked across the hall to the bathroom and got in the shower. Lana had started it so the water was the right temperature and I started washing Beck from her hair down to her toes, taking my time and letting her bask in the attention.


“You didn’t hold back tonight,” she said approvingly. “Thanks. Does this mean that I’m not going to have to keep prodding you to get treated like this?”


I shrugged. “I dunno,” I admitted. “I knew that I had to go hard for you tonight though.”


“Why?” she asked. “You told Mom that it was important too.”


I thought out my answer. “You changed after it all came out,” I said slowly. “There were days where you were the same as you used to be and there were other days, like the day you had to leave school because you wanted to die. You were fragile at times. It scared the shit out of me to see you like that. Even earlier this week, you were a wreck waiting for those results. You needed to know that I still saw you the way you’ve always been. For us, that meant that you played with Bad Matt. I wanted to give you a lot of him tonight because I didn’t want you to dwell on what happened. If I’d held back, you’d probably have thought I was treating you gently because of September.”


“So you went all out so that I wouldn’t feel like you were treating me like I was damaged?” she looked over her shoulder at me.


“That’s part of it,” I admitted. “If I’d refused to give you Bad Matt, you’d have felt like it was still in the room with us. Maybe not DAMAGED, but like it was still affecting things and it’s honestly done getting in our way.”


“I still see Dr. Gionetti though,” she reminded me.


“That’s fine,” I said. “It’s still part of our lives, but it’s done steering the ship. You’re both cleared medically and we’re all recovering.”


She nodded and then turned around, kissing me. “You didn’t choke me or cum up my nose though,” she said.


“Save something for the weekend. Hanna’s never seen that particular perversion. We can surprise her with it.”


She laughed at that and kissed me again before she started washing my body, her hands gliding over my skin. “I’ve missed this,” she confessed. “I like touching you. It was kind of torture, not being able to do all this.”


“I know,” I said. “I feel the same way. I just got all of my best friend back. It’s a big day.”


She looked up at me, surprised for a moment. “You still think of me as your best friend?” she asked, taken off-guard.


“Of course,” I said with a smile. “We’ve been joined at the hip for years. We needed time apart these past few months, but the job’s still yours if you want it.”


“I want,” she grinned and seemed much happier for that than for everything else we’d done tonight.


“Then it’s settled. Of course, we’re gonna have to make up the rules between the ten of us for what that means. Like whose side are you on if I have a fight with one of the other girls.”


“Yours,” she said without hesitation. “This got all fucked up because I wasn’t on your side. You deserve better than that.”


“I don’t expect you to side with me when I’m being an asshole,” I grimaced. “I’d expect my best friend to tell me that I need to step back and check myself.”


She nodded. “That doesn’t mean I’m not on your side,” she said. “It just means that I have to change your mind so YOU’RE on your side too.”


I nodded. “I can live with that,” I said and we finally shut off the shower so we could dry off and go upstairs for our traditional break before bed, or in tonight’s case, Lana’s turn.


When we went back across the hall to get our robes, the room was empty and there was a candle burning, filling the room with a pleasant scent. We climbed the stairs and sat at the table, which was a little bit of an ordeal for Beck since I’d paddled her pretty good.


When we were seated with drinks and a piece of cake each, the questions started. “So how sore is Beck going to be tomorrow?” Emma asked. She’d known that Beck was going to be looking for the worst treatment I could give her tonight.


“Let’s just say that she’ll be getting a reminder of the evening every time she sits on a hard chair tomorrow and maybe Friday.”


She nodded in agreement and squirmed, shifting her position. “He didn’t hold back this time,” she said brightly and dug into her slice of cake hungrily.


Dan shook his head in wonder. “I don’t think I’ll ever understand how you can enjoy pain like that,” he said.


Beck shrugged. “I dunno. It’s like I feel it, but it only focuses me. I like it.”


“Well, God help Matt when he needs to find a way to punish you in the years to come.”


“That’s easy,” I said with a snort. “I tie her up and make her watch while I punish someone else. It’s like watching someone else get a treat and not her.”


That made him laugh a little, but he was still quietly amazed at the concept that she preferred this.


We chatted a little more, finished our cake and then I took Lana’s hand. It was her turn and she’d waited as long as she was going to, I’d decided.


She grinned and rose to her feet with me. Her hand trembled in mine, but that was understandable. She’d been my first and I’d been hers. This was the last step in putting things right. I had no doubt that she’d chosen for Beck to go first, wanting to serve penance by making herself wait to be the last. She’d led them away from me. Part of her wouldn’t accept her place until they’d all been welcomed home.


All the talk at the table stopped as we got to our feet. I paused as we were about to leave the room and looked back at Beck. “Are you coming?” I asked her.


She looked surprised at that. “I had my turn,” she pointed out.


“Our first time was the three of us,” I reminded her. “Come on. This is for the three of us tonight.”


She nodded and joined us, taking Lana’s other hand as the three of us returned to our room to finish the evening.


When we had the door closed behind us again, we all hung up our robes and moved toward the bed. Beck scooted away to the other side of the bed to watch us, as Lana had done earlier.


I stepped into Lana’s arms and kissed her. We’d kissed before over the last few weeks in particular, but this was a different kiss. We’d resisted the temptation to get heated before now, not wanting to have to pull back once we’d started the fire and now we didn’t have to. I felt her moan into my mouth and I knew I was moaning into hers.


I tried to lower her onto the bed, but she made a sound of disagreement and shook her head slightly. She wanted to stay standing for the moment. Instead, she broke the kiss and turned around, with her back to me. She looked at me over her shoulder, her eyes swallowing me up. “I’m too worked up to wait,” she said. “I want it like this for my first time back.”


She suited her own words and spread her legs slightly, bending over and reaching between her thighs and stroking my cock. She guided me to her entrance and looked up at me with need in her eyes.


I nodded and let her seat the tip against her entrance, working it between her lips until she could feel it start to enter her. Then she took her hand away and pushed her ass back at me, impaling herself deliberately until her ass was pressed against my stomach.


I groaned involuntarily as I felt myself welcomed home as much as I was welcoming her home. I moved a little, flexing my hips and rocking back and forth to test the pace that she wanted from me tonight. It was clear that she wanted it a lot more forceful than I was used to with her. She was thrusting back at me with more and more enthusiasm until I got the picture and took hold of her hips and started fucking her harder.


Instead of the slow, sensual buildup that I’d envisioned, we were soon lost in pounding, sweaty, frantic sex. I was slamming into her every bit as hard as she was pushing back at me and the room was filled with the sound of flesh slapping together and moans of passion. I could feel her hand between her legs, playing with her clit as I took her, watching the cheeks of her ass ripple each time I bounced them off my hips.


She was moaning and whimpering, hunching her hips to angle my thrusts so I’d hit the places she wanted more pressure on as we made love. As physical as it was, it was still love. I adored her. I always had. Our breakup had changed that love. It had made places for others that neither of us had anticipated. But the taint of that breakup was being washed away tonight, even though the changes would always stay with us.


I realized that I was sinking into a trance, distracting myself with these random thoughts. I chased them away, letting Lana have all of me, and exploring my feelings, and letting my thoughts dwell on healing things between us. No matter how frantic we were going at it, it felt spiritual, like we were finally fixing what Marlene had broken for whatever reason she had to turn on her best friend.


In the end, Lana’s body betrayed her. She was cumming over and over again. She was babbling that she loved me and telling me each time she climaxed until she stiffened and her whole body trembled in the grip of a huge orgasm. She lifted up off the bed, throwing her head back and blinding me with a curtain of her hair as she screamed one last time. She would have crumpled to the floor, if I hadn’t had the presence of mind to wrap my arms around her, anticipating her losing consciousness.


I pulled out of her and picked her up, putting her back on the bed in a more comfortable position. Beck grinned at me and then looked down at my still hard cock, noting that I hadn’t gotten to cum this time. She arched her eyebrow at me in a silent question and I nodded.


She scooted toward me and I climbed onto the bed to meet her. I wasn’t done with Lana though, so I wrapped Beck up in a kiss and then turned her toward her sister, guiding her to Lana’s pussy. She got the idea and she started licking and sucking on Lana’s pussy, sticking her ass in the air. I was tempted to fuck her ass again, but slotted my cock against her pussy instead, smearing Lana’s cum over her lips before I slid into her, making her moan into Lana’s petals.


I set an easy pace, not wanting to cum too soon. I was hoping to hold off until Lana was awake again and I watched her as Beck ate her, watching for signs that she was starting to stir back to consciousness.


Beck was far more vocal and lifted her head to groan loudly and look over her shoulder at me. “Fuck! I missed this!” she confessed. I knew what she meant. She missed more than just the sex. She missed that too, but she missed the feeling of freedom that she had to do whatever she wanted to explore while she’d been with us. She was in for a lot more than she’d left behind, now that we knew that Jessie was a switch and bisexual. I smirked at the thought of Jessie experimenting on Beck.


“I’ve missed you too,” I told her truthfully, then I spanked her ass firmly. “Less derping, more slurping,” I told her, reminding her to return to her task.


She yelped and then grinned at me before burying her face back in Lana’s pussy. I was incredibly turned on by the sight of her between Lana’s thighs and I took long, purposeful strokes, wanting to draw out the moment as long as I could.


Eventually Lana started to come around, moaning and rolling her head from side to side sleepily as she came back to us. When she finally opened her eyes, she looked up at me and smiled beautifully. I’d tried to put her smile out of my mind over these last few months, but now, I was reminded all over again of why I’d started collecting her smiles in the first place.


I smiled back and she groaned, reaching down to stroke Beck’s hair. She’d caught on to what we were up to pretty quickly and she just let it continue. It wasn’t our first time together as a threesome and it wouldn’t be our last. When she was ready, I started fucking Beck harder, wanting to make her cum and then finish with Lana, but Lana had other plans.


She sat up and scooted around, working her way underneath Beck into a sixty-nine while we fucked and just settled in to work on Beck’s clit. I could feel her tongue on the underside of my cock occasionally, but she focused on Beck and I approved of that.


Beck was determined not to go down without a fight though and I could feel her muscles clench as I slid into her repeatedly, trying to hold herself back from cumming too soon. I could hear her slurping noisily and Lana’s own moans told me that she was having an effect. I was feeling less of Lana’s tongue as she got distracted and I smiled as her thighs snapped shut around Beck’s head. She squealed loudly and I took the opportunity to slam my hips forward, fucking Beck hard and fast, trying to push her and myself over the edge together with Lana. I couldn’t hold back any longer and pulled Beck back onto my length as I thrust into her, cumming hard and feeling her pussy clench around me, milking me insistently.


I gasped and let my eyes roll up into my head for a moment, savoring the rush of pleasure and letting myself go with the feeling. The first thing I was really aware of, outside that feeling of pure satisfaction, was Lana’s tongue. She was licking the underside of my cock again and presumably Beck’s pussy. I was softening and not really interested in trying to go again. I felt like we’d had enough for one night. We had years together ahead of us. We didn’t need to do it all in one night.


I pulled out of Beck slowly, causing both of us to groan. Lana moved right in as I backed up, latching her mouth to Beck’s entrance so fast that I only got a glance at the pearly-white cum that was flowing out of her into Lana’s waiting mouth. I climbed onto the bed and presented my cock to Beck, who was only too happy to suck on it, getting a small taste of what Lana was feasting on. She seemed like she was working me up to another erection, but I pulled back and shook my head.


“Enough for tonight,” I told her with a slightly tired smile. “We’re not in any rush anymore.”


She nodded and then rolled off of Lana to let her up. The three of us kissed and then went across the hall for a quick shower before we rejoined the land of the living.


When we came upstairs, they were still talking around the table and had been joined by Gina. “Is everyone a little more settled?” Emma asked with a smile, getting up to come meet us. She hugged the girls and then me before we all sat down again.


“I think we’re all a little more relaxed now that the waiting is over,” I nodded in agreement. “I definitely need to work on cloning now though.”


That made Collie laugh. She’d made the claim that they needed to clone me last summer before it all came apart. “Maybe you could do time-travel instead,” she suggested. “Get some of your future selves in to help out before you send them home.”


We all laughed and then settled down to talk before bed. Nothing really important was said, but the talk was an important milestone. It was the first one we’d had in the wake of me truly welcoming Beck and Lana home where they belonged. I felt more relaxed, knowing that we were whole and healthy and safe and healing for real now and not just holding onto positivity out of necessity to avoid considering the worst possibilities our minds could envision.


I was just enjoying the banter when Beck touched my arm. “Have you read Roberta’s list yet?” she asked quietly.


I nodded. “Like your list, hers is private,” I told her, cutting off the question I knew was on her mind. “She said she was going to give me some time to think about what she had written and then come talk to me.”


“What are you going to tell her?” she wanted to know.


“Mostly that there’s some things in her note that I’m not comfortable doing, but there are other things that I agree with,” I said casually. I had no intention of ever getting into bed with Roberta, but her acceptance of Beck and I and her determination to serve her penance by watching our happiness, those I could accept.


“That’s pretty much what you told us,” she said with a grimace.


I shrugged apologetically. “It’s the best answer I can give without going into specifics. Some of her ideas are less about punishment and more about accepting things as they are. She knows that she’s not going to draw you away from us now. She’s promised not to try again. I don’t think that’s an earth-shattering revelation. Some of it is things that we’ve guessed she might suggest, but she avoided anything that would suggest that she might be looking at that list as a way to get another chance with you.”


The others had quieted down to listen to our conversation, each of them having heard about Roberta and her attempt to pull Beck away from us.


“Are you going to forgive her?” Gina asked. She wasn’t hostile about the prospect, but I got the sense that she was measuring my response to figure out whether she needed to take steps to protect me.


“No,” I said, considering the idea carefully. “Part of the problem is that Roberta has been in love with Beck for a while. She started to do shitty things to me before this year because she resented how close we were. I get that she’s sorry, but she hasn’t been a friend of mine in a long time. I’ll treat her with compassion because she’s kind of lost a lot over this, but I don’t see me inviting her to hang out, you know?”


She nodded, and I thought she was mostly mollified by my response. “Are you going to tell her that she’s out of luck?”


“Nope,” I said more certainly.


“Why not?” she demanded and this time she sounded like she was on the verge of taking matters into her own hands.


I also noticed that the rest of them were silently watching our exchange and I looked at Emma questioningly. She shook her head, letting me know that she hadn’t discussed the matter with Gina ahead of time. This was all my Latina protector. “Because not so long ago, I was warned that Jessie wasn’t right for me and the answer was no, if she asked to join. That changed and we all welcomed her home. Roberta’s at the beginning of trying to make things right. Today, the answer’s no. Next week or next month or next year, we could all feel differently about her. She knows that I’m not going to forgive her just because. She probably doesn’t expect me to really forgive her at all. I think she knows that it’s always going to be in the back of my head that she might try again.”


“If she does, I’ll bust her in the face,” Beck promised with a sour look on her face.


“I’m guessing that you don’t even want to stay friends with her after this?” I asked gently.


“Would you?” she snorted. “Seriously. Would you want to be friends with Cheryl if she came back to school and told you that she wanted to let bygones be bygones?”


“No,” I said. “I might play nice so that life is easier for Tricia, but that’s different from wanting to be friends.”


“She might not think so,” Lana pointed out. “She might get it into her head that you, playing nice is the same as you, wanting her as a friend or even wanting her back.”


I rolled my eyes in disgust at that thought. “Frankly, I was more upset about losing the chance to be part of her daughter’s life,” I said, feeling free to be a little more frank tonight. Tricia wasn’t here, so I didn’t have to keep my comments sweet and soft. “When she took back that letter, she told me that there was nothing true in it. As far as I’m concerned, she can go fuck herself. I’ll be polite to her for Tricia’s sake to a point, but past that point, I’m not afraid to tell her that any affection I had for her died at the bottom of Eddie Bishop’s staircase.”


“That’s a little harsh, isn’t it?” Emma asked gently.


“No,” I answered. “I think Cheryl went to that party to spite me, knowing that I was warning people about the party. If she went there and got trashed as a way of saying ‘fuck you!’ then she succeeded. Finding out that her baby died is the one thing she could do that would hurt me again. I can be civil to her, but I’d never want her to have the chance to get close to me. I’d be certain that she was looking for some clue about how to hurt me. I even told Tricia to keep her pepper-spray handy while she was with Cheryl because it crossed my mind that she might hurt Tricia to inflict suffering on me.” That was something I hadn’t really talked about beyond the brief mention that she wasn’t well at the time I’d asked, but I wanted to stamp out the thought that Cheryl was capable of finding her way back.


They nodded one by one, getting the drift of how much I’d considered Cheryl to be an enemy. “Shouldn’t you tell Tricia that you’re worried about that?” Gina pressed me.


“No,” I said. “I promised that I wouldn’t put pressure on her to choose. I told her that I was worried about her safety and left it at that. Does it still bother me? Some, but all I can do is hope that the thought never pops into her head and hope that Tricia doesn’t hesitate to use her pepper-spray if it becomes a problem.”


“I’ll talk to her,” Emma said quietly. “I’ll make sure not to scare her, just remind her that if Cheryl goes crazy, that she’s in a vulnerable position.”


I grimaced at that. It still felt like putting pressure on her and I didn’t want that. I nodded reluctantly and sighed. “Just make sure she’s aware of the possibility? Don’t push her. The chances that she’d ever be in danger are slim. I’m just wary of Cheryl.”


“We know,” Beck said lightly. “She’s a problem for another day though. Right now, we’re still celebrating.”


“Right,” I agreed with a smile, shaking off my mood and putting an arm around her shoulders.


We deliberately steered the topic away from Cheryl and talked about light subjects until it was time for bed.


When we made our way downstairs, we found Dawn already curled up in the center of the bed. She was very disgruntled when we woke her and banished her to the sidelines. She let us know that she wasn’t happy with a round of aggrieved whining before we settled down, Beck and Lana claiming either side of me for the night. Life was finally back to normal for us. I breathed a sigh of relief and let myself relax, hoping that this was the beginning of nothing but good things for us all.


Edited: booksnmusic, Steve


Chapter 12


Thursday started early for me. I heard Dawn whining and carefully got out of bed to take her out, trying not to wake the other girls. I got her leash and let her lead me around the backyard, rather than put her on her tether, since I intended to take her for her walk right away. Once she’d attended to her most pressing needs, we took some time to patrol the neighborhood, just to make sure everything was still the way she liked it. She sniffed around and frisked in the cold, ranging as much as I’d let her, enjoying the more energetic pace that I was able to keep with her, now that I was recovered from my wounds.


“Ready to head back, girl?” I asked her, and she stopped, turning to mind me, her ears twitching slightly. She gave a coughing bark and bounded back to my side for the trip home. She was secure that her domain was free from cats, squirrels and unfriendly dogs, but I was sure that we’d have to check it all again tomorrow.


When we got back to the house, I let her go and she took off to her water dish, slurping madly while I returned to the basement to make sure the girls were awake. The light was already on when I got there, and they were moving slowly, Lana and Beck feeling to aftereffects of last night as they started to get dressed.


I smirked and stopped Beck. “You already been to the bathroom?” I asked.


She looked at me strangely but nodded. “Yeah, why?”


“Just making sure,” I told her and then turned her back toward the bed, pushing her to bend over. Her eyes widened, obviously thinking that I was looking to have sex. Instead, I walked to one of the toyboxes and got the piece I was looking for. She was watching me from the bed, looking over her shoulder curiously to see what I was up to.


I returned to the bed and showed her what I had in store for her. Her eyes widened, and she bit her lip before pushing her ass out a little more. “Oh fuck!” she breathed.


Tabby and Emma had noticed what I was up to and fell into fits of giggles as I put lube on the butt-plug and started working it into Beck’s ass slowly. She groaned and pushed back until it popped past her anal ring, her own muscles holding it in place. Once it was settled, I stood back and grinned. “Get dressed,” I told her. “That’s part of your outfit for the day.”


“You want me to wear it at school?!” she gaped at me, wide-eyed.


“Yup,” I said simply and smiled at her. She had no idea how long her day was going to be.


She bit her lip and hurriedly got her clothes on, wiggling a little more than usual. “It feels weird,” she commented, frowning slightly, like she was trying to decide if she liked it or not. “I feel like I’m walking funny.”


“Everyone expects you to be walking funny today,” Gina pointed out, giggling. That got us all laughing and we went next door for breakfast. Beck WAS walking a little differently. There was more sway in her hips and I wasn’t sure whether that was because of her welts or the plug.


Patty and Lilly had the table ready and were starting to serve up scrambled eggs and sausages, toast and coffee for those interested in it. I passed on coffee. My stomach still couldn’t handle it, as harsh as it was. Instead, I got some juice and dug in.


“I half-expected us to have to call the three of you off for the day,” Dan admitted, glancing at Lana and Beck. “I think we could have been persuaded to let you sleep in and continue celebrating.”


“We have cheer today,” I told him. “I don’t want to miss it.”


“No, I suppose you’ve worked too hard to give that up to lounge around in bed,” he agreed.


“It’s been a goal,” I admitted. “I like the girls there.”


“Not to mention ‘NAOMI’!” Lana smirked, using a sing-song voice for her name.


It had some of the impact taken out because they’d all heard about who she was. “I’m just getting to know Naomi. She’s been working with me since I was cleared by Diego. I’m still not strong enough to work on the routines, but she’s teaching me tumbling and she wants me to start competing.”


“She wants to coach you full-time?” Mom asked, surprised by that turn of events.


“Yeah, but I want her to wait on that,” I said.


“Why?” Emma asked.


“She’s training for the Olympics and her mother thinks she’s starting to lose sight of that dream due to the appeal of coaching. I’d rather she wait, compete and then have the medal to add to her credibility as a coach.”


“You’re doing it again, Matt,” Emma said not unkindly.


“Not really,” I shook my head. “She and her mother have both told me that she wants to coach. Her mom wants her to get to the highest level, so that when she does start coaching, she has the best credentials in her field. I’m not trying to go out of my way to do something for her and I’m not throwing money at the problem. I just happen to think that her mother has a point about having that resume.”


“Maybe she’s got her eye on coaching actors for big roles,” she pointed out.


I considered that. “Maybe,” I admitted. “I don’t think she’d be trying to push me to compete if she was looking for a Hollywood gig, though.”


We tabled that topic for the moment though. I hoped Tina convinced Naomi to put her focus on this summer and then maybe she’d feel better about having her retire and take up coaching.


After that, we finished getting ready and headed off to school. I rode with Gina to pick up Tricia and let them in on my last surprise for Beck. That got them both laughing, and Gina asked if I was going to do that to her sometime.


“Maybe,” I grinned, “but definitely NOT on a cheer day. The last thing we need is you distracted in the gym.”


She nodded in agreement and we drove the rest of the way in silence, thinking about different things. When we got to school, Lana, Beck and Jessie were waiting for us and the three of them were talking animatedly, presumably about last night.


“Good morning!” I said with a grin and kissed Jessie sweetly. “Has Beck been bragging again?”


“She’d drop her pants and show it off if there weren’t so many guys around,” Lana said dryly, making us all laugh.


Beck was about to say something cutting but jumped and squealed in shock instead. Lana and Jessie looked at her in surprise and I smirked as she squirmed and clapped a hand over her ass.


I chuckled and pulled the remote for the plug out of my pocket and looked at it curiously. “I wonder what this button does,” I mused, pushing it.


“GAHH!” Beck blurted out, her eyes bulging as the plug vibrated harder in her ass. We could hear it now that it was turned up and Beck was obviously getting into the feeling, now that the shock was wearing off.


“Maybe not that high while we’re in class,” I admitted and turned it back down, letting her relax.


Lana’s hands flew to her mouth, realizing that it was one of the remote-controlled toys from our collection. “Ohmygod!” she whispered excitedly. “Are you seriously leaving it turned on all day?!!?”


“Maybe just at lunch,” I relented and turned to Beck. “Would you like that? Have that buzzing away in the middle of the lunchroom?”


She bit her lip and nodded. Beck was into the idea of cumming in a roomful of people that had no idea that she was getting off. “Yes!” she breathed finally.


“You think you can keep from screaming when you cum?” I asked her seriously.


She nodded more vigorously this time. “I promise,” she assured me.


I nodded and smirked. “Then let’s turn it up until we get to class,” I said and suited my words by cranking up the setting, so the vibrator buzzed more intensely. She flinched, and her eyes rolled up in her head briefly while she quaked her way through an orgasm, controlling herself enough to keep anything more than a low moan from escaping her lips.


I smiled and took her hand. Gina took her other one and grinned at me. I got the feeling that we were going to need to search the collection for more toys like this. I sometimes had no idea what sort of monsters I was prone to creating with stunts like this.


We got to our lockers and got our books, Beck squirming a little, like she needed to pee the whole time. Then we separated with kisses and hugs, Beck and I walking into class a few minutes early. She sat down and immediately got back up. When the base of the plug had touched the seat, it had rattled against the hard plastic audibly. I quickly shut it off with a small chuckle and she settled into her seat grateful to be off her feet, her legs feeling a little unsteady at the moment.


She looked over at me and grinned, still squirming a little in her seat. I keyed the remote to a lower setting and she wiggled a little before I turned it off. There was no need of distracting her through class.


I turned it back on while we were walking to our next class, reducing her to ecstatic gurgles of approval before I turned it off again, once we got to the point where we had to separate. I gave her a quick kiss and then slipped into the room, taking my seat and hoping that she enjoyed the rest of her morning.


When it was time for lunch, I walked to the lunchroom and found that Beck had beaten us all here. She had lunch waiting for us, having ordered and gotten through the lunch line by the time I’d gotten there. I joined her and gave her a deep kiss before I took my seat.


“How was your morning?” I asked as Gina and Lana showed up together, with Jessie only a few steps behind.


“I don’t think I even know what happened in my classes this morning,” she sighed happily. “Turn it on! It’s lunchtime!”


Gina laughed and kissed me, sitting down beside me. Jessie dropped into the seat on my other side, taking her normal place as we settled down to talk.



This is as far as Xalir wrote before his untimely death. He did not leave any notes on the direction of the story so we are unable to ghostwrite an ending.
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