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It was Halloween and the local bar that my friends hung out at was packed. I had managed to sneak in because the doorman was a friend of mine from school. Nice guy, dumb as a bag of rocks, the starting middle linebacker on our team and I had helped him with algebra during our freshman year, so this was his way of helping me out. Every now and then he let me in the door. Tonight, I thought was going to regret it. As it turns out, I didn't.
I looked across the bar at one of the hottest chicks in the place, complete with painted whiskers, a cute little black nose and kitty cat ears perched atop her brown hair. She also had the greenest eyes I had ever seen. The only problem was I had seen them before and they belonged to my Aunt Kari. That wasn't so much a problem, the problem was that I was looking across a bar at my aunt. I was only twenty and she damn well knew it.
I did the best I could under the circumstances, I grabbed my beer and headed back to my booth. If I was going to be humiliated, I might as well make it epic. Besides, I was two hundred miles away from home! What the fuck was my aunt doing here? Here of all places? I slid into the booth and looked across at my friends "Uh guys. I've got a problem..."
Before I go any further, let me explain something.
My Aunt Kari is only five years older than I am. She was the youngest child of my grandparents and my mom is the oldest. They are seventeen years apart in age so Kari and I grew up more like a brother and sister than aunt and nephew. (I'm no expert, but I don't think Kari was "planned" if you catch the meaning.) It was kind of funny in Kari's teenaged years because my mom would get on to her about something and Kari would say "Yes mom."
When Kari was about seventeen or so she let lose with an F bomb over a dropped pass during the Cowboys game at grandma's house and mom started in on her. Kari responded with "Sorry mom." and mom shot back with "Young lady I am NOT your MOTHER!" Kari smiled and then sniped back "Yeah? Well you're damn sure old enough to be!" The three or so seconds of awkward silence was followed by a screeching banshee running through the house chasing my laughing aunt.
It didn't help that my dad and I were both bent over laughing so hard that tears were running down our cheeks. I learned a valuable lesson that day, never, under any circumstances, make fun of a woman's age. Dad and I ate take out for two straight weeks.
So now you kind of understand what I am dealing with here, my aunt is my aunt but she isn't...anyway back to the present.
"Uh guys. I've got a problem..."
"Sup?"
"I'm kind of busted." I said nodding toward the bar.
Then I looked up to see Kari heading our way and my reaction was one of absolute awe. She was wearing five inch stilettos and a little black dress that showed every bit of her 5'9" frame to perfection. This wasn't my aunt, this was a fucking goddess walking toward our booth. The guys just sat there, slack jawed.
I remember thinking "Damn, the only thing more perfect than her boobs are her legs." and then thinking "Damn dude! That's your aunt for fuck sake."
"Derrick Davidson don't you dare walk away from me again! You owe me an explanation!"
I put my beer down and stood up.
"Sorry?" I offered meekly.
"Sorry's sweet ass! You told me you were going to call me last week and I don't like being lied to!"
Which was technically true because she had left me a voicemail asking me to call her and I returned the call but we started playing voicemail tag and I just stopped playing.
"I lost your number? Earthquake? Flood? Tornado?" I said smiling.
"Bullshit, you've had my number since last year." Which again was technically true, she had changed her number last year after she broke up with her boyfriend because the creep kept drunk dialing her at two in the morning.
"But, just in case..." She reached into her purse, pulled out a pen, grabbed my hand and wrote her name and number on my palm. "There, now you have no excuse."
"You know there are several ways to get in touch with someone..." I offered.
"And you didn't use any of them so what was I supposed to think?" she countered.
Then it hit me. Kari wasn't pissed, she was playing with the guys I had gone out with. That little tease!
She looked at my buddies and asked, "If I called anyone of you would you have ignored me the way Derrick did?" She was met with three shaking heads and a chorus of "Hell no!" from my trusted associates.
"Thanks assholes." I muttered.
"Any time Dude." my roommate Jared piped up. "Any damn time!"
Kari's self-righteous smirk caused all of us to laugh. She pointed at Jared and said "I like him! Seriously Derrick, give me a call tomorrow, or better yet with your track record, I'll call you. But Honey this is the last time I will chase after you, I don't care how nice we play together. Got it?"
"Got it." I replied.
"Good, because you owe me dinner and a movie now. My friends are waiting on me, we have a party to go to. I'll see you tomorrow."
With that she smiled, rose up just a bit on her toes, and surprising me she draped her arms over my shoulders and gave me a kiss on the lips. To say I was shocked was an understatement, then she almost, almost bit my lower lip before she broke it off, winked and turned away. Maybe it was my imagination, but I swear to God she added a little swish in her hips when she walked off.
Three things happened at that moment. The first was I became a hero to my buddies and I didn't buy a beer for the rest of the night because they were plying me with questions about Kari. The second was I realized that between the beer, the little black dress and the added swish that I was wrong about the boobs and legs; my aunt's ass was perfect. The third was that between the beer, the kiss and the twinkle in her eyes as she smiled at me, I had popped a serious boner.
Well, four things...I found myself asking what the fuck had just happened, and I tried to remind myself that the woman who had done that was my aunt. Then I realized that throughout the entire exchange, I hadn't introduced Kari as my aunt and she hadn't mentioned it either.
The first day of November found me face down on my bed, hung over, hungry, bleary eyed and wanting to find the ninja that had kicked me in the head and shoot him in the face. Then at the ungodly hour of noon, my phone rang.
"This had better be important." I mumbled into my pillow and phone at the same time.
"Well good morning Stud. Did we have a late night or early morning?" I heard Kari ask.
"We had a little of both. My buddies kept buying beer to get me to loosen up and talk about the hottie that wanted to jump my bones at the bar last night."
"Really? There was a hottie that wanted to jump your bones? And I missed it? Damn!" she said laughing.
"What are you doing in town?" I asked, honestly perplexed.
"Bridal shower for Susan, you remember her don't you? You had a serious crush on her a few years ago." She responded.
True. I did. Again. I was busted.
"Seriously Kari, thank you for not embarrassing me last night, I really appreciate it." I said honestly.
"No problem Sweetie, any time. Just don't tell your mom okay?"
"Yeah, like that is going to happen. Tell you what, I won't tell her that you kissed me if you don't tell her we went out to a bar together. How's that?"
She laughed. "I didn't kiss you! It was an innocent peck on the lips."
"Okay, but that innocent peck on the lips would have sent mom into a conniption and you know it."
"Nah, she can be a tight ass at times, but she wouldn't get upset unless I grabbed your ass when I did it." She quipped.
And, the boner was back...I will say this about Kari, she is brutally honest. My dad is a corporate attorney and says exactly what he means. Kari is a Project Manager and has the same ability to let everyone know what she is thinking. My mother, Denise, is the perfect corporate wife and companion for a guy like that. She would have died of embarrassment if someone we knew had seen that kiss no matter how innocent it was. When Kari and I were growing up mom would admonish either of us for stepping one toe over a line that might not be socially unacceptable under the smallest of circumstances. That kiss would have caused her to stroke out.
"Well, let's not find out. I don't want to be eating take out the entire time I am at the cabin for Thanksgiving."
"Spoilsport!" she said, laughing again. "Listen Sweetie, that's why I needed to talk to you last week. I've been tasked, by YOUR mother, with stocking the cabin this year for Thanksgiving dinner. I was wondering if you want to help your decrepit old aunt and do the heaving lifting for me?"
The cabin belonged to my grandparents. I would like to say it is a small humble abode nestled in the Rockies, but the truth is it is a 4,000-square foot, five bedroom, six bath monster setting just outside of Gatlinburg, Tennessee. Somehow it survived the wildfire there last year. The cabin was where we spent most of our summer vacations, half of our Thanksgivings and half of our Christmases. If we spent Thanksgiving, we skipped Christmas and vice versa. This year it was turkey in Tennessee and Christmas in Mobile. Grandpa hates it, he calls it the Mountain Top Money Pit. Grandma loves it, so, they have a cabin in the Smokies.
"Sure, and you're not all that decrepit. At least you didn't look that way in the dress you were wearing last night." I replied, with a very pleasant and nasty memory of my aunt walking away in high heels and a dress that barely covered her ass.
"Well thank you for noticing, at least somebody did. The other party was a dud, I should have stayed where I would have been appreciated. I'll be heading up there the Monday before, do you want to come up separately or do you want me to stop on the way and pick you up?" she asked.
"Stopping and picking me up would be better, that way we can take turns driving. And I can brag that the hot chick from last night is kidnapping me for a week or so in the mountains." I said laughing.
"You would tell them that wouldn't you?"
"Damn straight, oh and one last thing, writing your number on my hand may have been a bad idea." I replied.
"Why is that?"
"Well, I kind of passed out a little and I'm pretty sure the heathens I was with may try to call or send you God only knows what kind of text messages. I need to apologize for that up front."
"Passed out a little? Is that like being kind of pregnant?" She said laughing and then added "Don't worry about it, if I see something I haven't seen before I may just call you back to say thank you."
"KARI!"
She was still laughing when she hung up the phone.
I put my phone down and jumped up to go take a shower; a suspiciously long shower. (Hey, it's my soap and my dick, and I will wash it for as long as I want to and as fast as I want to. Your judgement is neither desired nor required.)
Twenty-three days later found me sitting in my dorm room, suitcase packed, pacing nervously back and forth. I had only spoken to Kari once since the first. She had called me at six in the morning to let me know she was on the road from Mobile to pick me up. I punched the speaker icon on my phone and mumbled "Hello."
"Good morning Sunshine. Am I on speaker?" she asked.
"Yes." I responded sitting up and yawning.
"Okay, well, I'm on the road, headed your way." she said, just a bit too cheerily for six in the morning on a freaking Monday.
Jared rolled over in his bed, shading his eyes and staring at me with utter loathing and contempt for disturbing his beauty sleep.
"Okay" I replied sleepily.
"My, my aren't we excited? I would have thought hearing 'road headed' would have perked you right up."
I thought Jared's eyes were going to bug the fuck out of his skull.
"Who is that?" he mouthed.
"Kari." I responded back silently.
He flopped back on his pillow and groaned.
"What was that?" Kari asked.
"Jared, he's pissed that we woke him up."
"Aww the poor Muffin, maybe I can make it up to him sometime." I swear I could hear her smiling again.
"It's never gonna happen Sweetie." I responded. I decided that two could play this game.
"Really?"
"Yep, I can cock block with the best of them and besides, he has this really nasty rash. I'll tell you about it on the way up to Gatlinburg."
"ASSHOLE!" Jared shouted as he sat up in his bed.
Kari laughed and said "I'll see you in a few hours. You can drive after I pick you up. I like it when you do the driving."
"Cool. I like it that way too. See you soon." And I hung up.
And Jared's eyes were bugging out of his skull again.
"Dude, she had better have a hot sister."
I stared at him for a minute then honestly replied, "She does, a real MILF, but her husband would kick your ass."
"Life isn't fair." He said as he dropped back onto his pillow.
"Tell me about it." I responded as I sat there knowing that all the banter was fun but that it was just Kari teasing the shit out of a bunch of college boys.
Four hours later there was a knock at my door. Jared had glued his ass to a chair about an hour before Kari's ETA and the horsemen of the Apocalypse couldn't have moved him from it. I opened the door and there she stood. She was a bit more modestly dressed than Halloween night but still hot enough to turn heads when she walked into a room. I say a bit more modestly dressed because she was wearing tennis shoes instead of stilettos, a very short jean skirt with a white tank top and a large blue button down over the top tied at the waist. Her hair was up in a ponytail and she was smiling from ear to ear.
"Hi there!" she said as she stood up on her tiptoes and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "I hope you don't mind that I stole one of your shirts."
I decided to play along with Kari's game. If nothing else, it would drive Jared batshit crazy and my credibility in the dorm would be monumental by the time I got back.
"Nope. It looks better on you." I said grabbing my suitcase. "You remember Jared, don't you?"
"Yes I do. He was the sweet one at the bar. I'm sorry for waking you up so early this morning, but I promise once you get that rash cleared up, I'll make it up to you." she said laughing.
"I DON'T" was all he could get out before we walked out, shut the door and started walking to the elevator. "HAVE A RASH!" he shouted down the hallway at us.
We walked into the parking lot and Kari pulled out the key fob for her car, tossing it to me she said, "You promised to do the driving for the rest of the trip."
"BMW huh?"
"5 Series. Your decrepit old aunt is stepping up in the world. Being a Project Manager pays well."
I put my suitcase into the trunk noticing that my one was matched by her three. I couldn't help but smile. When she was a teenager she could fill a car trunk for a weekend trip. Somethings never change.
"Six hours to Gatlinburg." She said settling into the passenger seat.
"Yep." I replied. "The only request I have is that I can control the radio."
"Sure. Just no cheesy Eighties crap."
"Deal."
"By the way, this really is yours." she said, looking down at her stomach and playing with the tied end of the button down.
"Huh?"
"It's yours." She looked me in the eyes. "I stopped by your house last week to talk to your mom abut Thanksgiving and while I was there I sort of...borrowed it."
"Really?"
"Yep." She responded, then she looked at me with those beautiful green eyes and an impish little grin on her lips and said something that will be burned into my brain for the rest of my life.
"I've slept in it every night since. I figured if I was going to have my favorite nephew alone in the mountains for two or three nights, I might as well get use to sleeping in his shirts."
"Kari?"
"Yes?"
"What the fuck is going on?"
"Do you really want to know?"
I sat there looking at her for a solid five seconds before I shook my head no. Neither one of us said a word. And I was shaking like a leaf when I leaned over and kissed her. If mom had seen that kiss, she would have shit herself and then had the stroke. We broke the kiss and I dropped my head onto her shoulder wondering what the hell was going on and not really carrying all that much.
"Let's get to the cabin. We have six hours to either talk ourselves out of this or tease each other silly." She whispered into my neck.
I sat up, put the car in Reverse and pulled out of the space.
I might be on the road to Hell for what I was thinking and doing but at least I was driving a 5 Series BMW while I was going there.
To be continued...
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I pointed the car east on I-20/59 and honestly did my best to concentrate on the road for the first fifteen minutes or so of the trip. Birmingham was an hour and a half away and I had planned on stopping there for lunch, but Kari had other plans and it was a guy's worst nightmare. She wanted to talk.
"No questions?" she asked, turning down the radio and looking over at me.
"Tons, but honestly Kari, I have no idea where to start. Do I ask when you lost your mind, where you lost your mind or what caused you to lose your mind?"
"I can ask those same questions smartass, but I need to tell you that your kiss was amazing. I haven't been kissed like that in years."
"Really? I didn't know all the men in Mobile were gay. Surely there has got to be one straight guy in the city that isn't living in his mommy's basement."
"There is one but he's away at college, so I had to go after him. Honestly, you want me to answer those questions. When? When I caught a glimpse of you walking out of the bathroom after a shower, wrapped in a towel and dripping wet. Where? This past July when we were at the cabin for our family vacation. What caused it? When I realized my fingers and my vibrator weren't going to cut it anymore and I had to go after the real thing."
"Holy shit! I'm, I'm not, really, hang on a sec. I need to set the cruise control before I get a ticket for 90 in a 70." I sputtered.
I set the cruise at a safe and reasonably sane 80 and tried to collect my thoughts. Here I was cruising down the interstate, talking to my aunt about her wanting to bang my brains out. To say it was surreal was an understatement. We were past surreal, and we were knee-deep in the Twilight Zone. This was my Aunt Kari, this was the aunt that had shown me how to slow dance for my prom. This was the aunt who had given me the courage to ask a girl out on my first date by telling me she wasn't my mom, so I should listen when she said I was good looking, smart and funny. This was the woman that every one of my high school friends use to drool over. (I made a mental note to get kill those sick bastards, burn their bones and salt the ground they were buried in one day.) This was my aunt for fuck's sake. I wasn't supposed to be thinking about screwing her brains out but here I was; killing it.
"Okay, look, I can handle a lot of things. Honestly, I'm a big boy now."
"I noticed that when I saw your abs and pecs."
"Thanks, what I'm saying..."
"When did you notice I was a woman."
"Huh? What?"
"When did you notice I was a woman?"
"Halloween."
"Really?" she rolled her eyes at me. "Those bikinis by the pool at your mom's house had no effect huh?"
"Nope." I lied.
"Not even a little bit." she purred looking at me as demurely as she possibly could.
"Nope." I lied again.
Her laughter rolled through the car.
"Oh Baby, don't ever play poker. Ever. You are the world's worst liar."
I got pissed!
"Alright Kari, you want to know the truth? Between me, Steve and Robert (my best friends in high school) you and your bikinis probably filled up more socks with teenaged cum than half the porn stars we watched on the internet. They would have found a reason to sit by the pool and wait for you to show up in your bikini if they had to sit through a hurricane to do it. Me? I didn't have to find a reason, that was the summer you stayed at our house to save money for your first apartment after college. I saw you strutting around half-dressed so often that I almost got used to it. Almost. I'm also damn near positive that you were the reason dad was home so much that summer; even mom mentioned it to him. There, feel better?"
"Much thank you. I was beginning to think I was losing you for a minute." Then she paused for a minute. "Really? Your dad? My brother-in-law?"
"Yes. Mom got kind of pissed after you left because dad went from straight nine to five to more like eight to six-thirty. After Labor Day she said, 'Well maybe if Kari came back you would be home more often.' I'm no expert but if the diamond earrings he got her right after that are any indication, she was right."
She giggled then said, "Really? As sweet as that is, he wasn't the Davidson I was going after. But seriously? Richard? Really? That adds a whole new concept to "Thank you Daddy!"
"Don't even go there! But don't worry, decrepit as you may be, you won me back with that little black dress on Halloween. You were damn near hot enough to melt gold in that thing."
She laughed, then she punched the shit out of my right arm!
"THAT is for calling me decrepit. I can say that; you can't, and thank you, hot enough to melt gold was the look I was going for. It's too bad no one recognized it after we left the bar." she said as she slumped back down into her seat, "Honestly, meeting you guys at the bar was an accident. A total accident. Susan suggested it and since she was the bride to be she won out. Seeing you there with your friends and being able to tease the shit out of you all was a bonus that I wasn't going to walk away from. And speaking of teasing, there is something you should know about that dress."
"What?"
"I wasn't wearing anything underneath it. Nothing. Nothing at all." she said smiling up at me.
It took everything I had to concentrate on the road and not the raging hard-on that had suddenly appeared in my jeans. I swerved to the right while I was staring at her.
She squealed saying "Watch the road Silly! If you can't handle this there is no way that you'll be able to handle the rest of our time alone!'
She paused for a minute and said "I tell you what Derrick, you think about that for a little while. I'm going to curl up and take a nap. I've been up since three packing and driving up to get you. Wake me up when we stop for lunch." And with that, she turned away, sort of curled up and dozed off leaving me wondering just exactly what I had gotten myself into.
I kept glancing over at her every few minutes and the thoughts running through my mind were unbelievable. If she were a co-ed at school, I would have crawled across broken glass for a shot at her. If she had been one of my high school girlfriends I would still be living in Mobile trying to figure out how to tell mom and dad that I had knocked up a cheerleader. With her looks alone, she had silenced two of my three friends at school by just walking up to our booth at the bar. And she was coming after me like a force of nature that I wasn't prepared to deal with. If she weren't my aunt, we wouldn't have made it past the first Holiday Inn Express we had passed.
But she was my aunt and what she was suggesting, however appealing, was wrong. Or at least I had been taught that it was wrong. I'm pretty sure, reasonably so anyway, that somewhere in the Bible it says "Thou shalt not boink thy Aunt." I don't know, it had been a long while since I had read the Thou Shalt Not parts but I'm pretty sure it was in there. Somewhere.
We blew through Birmingham and Kari was sleeping so soundly that I didn't have the heart to wake her up. Please don't think I had succumb to some misguided sense of chivalry. There was another reason.
When she had gone to sleep she had twisted away from me and sort of curled up into a little ball. Her position gave me an unobstructed view of her ass wrapped in the jean material of her skirt. Every so often she would wiggle or shift around, and the skirt would ride up another quarter inch or so. By the time we hit Birmingham I could just make out the curve of the cheeks of the bottom of her ass. I had just gotten use to that when I suddenly realized that if I could see her ass cheeks, she might not be wearing panties. So, stomach growling, and the hopes that my questions about her underwear choices might be answered, I pressed on until we hit Fort Payne.
"Hey Beautiful, time to wake up." I said as we pulled off the interstate and into the parking lot of some chain steak house. Kari scooted up in her seat and looked at me with some seriously sleepy eyes.
"Where are we?" she asked yawning.
"Fort Payne, the home of the group Alabama."
"Cool. Maybe I can get an autograph." she said as she stretched her arms over the back of the seat.
That innocent stretch had a profound effect on two things. First it stretched the tank top she was wearing to the breaking point and I saw her nipples outlined in the tight material. Secondly it caused the chubby I had been sporting for the better part of three hours to go into overdrive. She had no idea what she had done to me or at least I don't think she did; I wasn't too sure about anything anymore. Still, she looked amazingly cute and innocent stretched out like that. I couldn't help but admire her form and wonder what she was really like underneath the clothes; aunt or not.
Two over-priced hamburgers, some steak fries, a couple of Cokes, a quick trip to a gas station and we were back on the road. Thankfully for my bulging crotch, the rest of our small talk for the next five hours was us basically catching up with each other, family gossip, her job and my education. She was somewhat happy that I had a 3.35 GPA and hadn't "pissed away a year and a half chasing pussy and drinking beer." I was amazed that a Project Manager could command a six-figure salary, especially one who had only been out of college for four years; maybe I needed to change my major.
Thanks to a traffic accident in Chattanooga and rush hour traffic in Knoxville it was 6:30 p.m. before we stopped in Sevierville, Tennessee for dinner at another steak house. As we ate Kari started playing footsies under the table with me. At first, I thought it was an honest mistake and she had simply bumped my leg with her foot, but she kept going with it. I almost choked on my Coke when I realized what she was doing and then I looked across the table at her. The smile on her face and wink she gave me said that she was enjoying every moment of teasing me in public.
She excused herself as the check arrived and went to the restroom. I was just signing the receipt when she re-appeared and told me that we needed to stop at the grocery store on the way up to the cabin, so she could grab stuff for breakfast in the morning. Then she went on to explain that we would do the heavy grocery shopping later tomorrow.
"How does French Toast, bacon, OJ and coffee sound for breakfast? It's fast and easy and it won't take me five minutes to grab the stuff for it." she said as we walked to the car.
"Sounds great!" I honestly replied. After months of cafeteria food, a home cooked meal would be awesome.
"You know, if I'd known you were this easy I would have said Frosted Flakes and coffee." she laughed as we got to the car.
I opened the door for her but before she climbed in she wrapped her arms around my waist and placed her hands into the back pockets of my jeans and giving my ass a quick squeeze she rested her head on my chest and said "Regrets?"
"None so far but honestly, I've still got a shit ton of questions."
"As do I Derrick. I'm just hoping I haven't scarred you to the point that you think I'm a slut for the way I'm acting."
"Kari."
"Yes?"
"You are not a slut. Don't ever use those word to describe yourself in front of me again. Ever. Do you understand me?"
She looked up at me.
"Okay." she responded with a wide-eyed look and a smile on her lips.
Ten minutes later we pulled into the parking lot at the local Kroger and Kari jumped out.
"Wait here, I won't be five minutes." Kari said as she bounced out of the car.
"Okay."
"Oh, I left something for you in your back pocket when I hugged you at the restaurant. It's so little you probably didn't realize it was there." and with that she turned around and walked into the store.
I sat there for all of .5 seconds before I reached into my right hip pocket and pulled out nothing. I reached into my left hip pocket and pulled out a very small lacy blue thong. She must have slipped them off when she went to the restroom at the restaurant.
Perverted as it was, my first reaction was to bring it to my nose and sniff them. I was in Heaven. That sweet musky aroma was one I will remember for the rest of my life. Then the sixteen year-old in me took over, and I was smiling like the Cheshire Cat as I looped them over the rearview mirror of her car.
If she wanted to play, so could I. What was she going to do? She gave them to me and if she was going to go this far, I was going to take full advantage of it. To the victor goes the spoils and the right to display them as he so desires.
I looked up at the windshield and noticed that it was starting to drizzle. I love Tennessee in the Autumn, it can be sunny and warm one minute and cold and rainy the next. The locals here claim that if you don't like the weather, you can stick around for ten minutes and it will change. Experience has proven them right.
Kari came out of the store in a trot and dropped the groceries in the backseat. Climbing in she took one look at the new adornment on the mirror and laughing she said, "Oh Lord!" She started to reach for them and I grabbed her hand saying, "Nope. You gave them to me and I get to decide who knows it."
She smiled and responded with "Okay, but they come off there on Wednesday. If my mom or your mom see them I won't be allowed within five hundred yards of you until the restraining order is lifted."
"Deal." I said, giving her a light peck on the lips "But I turn twenty-one in February, so you won't have to wait all that long."
Seriously, I had won a small victory in the tease game and I was going to take full advantage of it.
Then I realized I was still holding her hand, and I kept holding it. It felt right so I squeezed it just a little bit harder and she returned the squeeze with a small grin on her lips. I couldn't believe how natural holding her hand felt. It was so warm and so small, and it fit into mine perfectly. I knew I wasn't going to let go until I had to, so I brought the back of her hand to my lips kissed her knuckles. Her smile lit up the inside of the car. Still holding her hand, I put the car in reverse and backed out of the parking spot.
About twenty minutes later we turned onto the driveway of the cabin. I pulled the car into the garage and telling Kari to grab the groceries I went for the luggage. The drizzle had turned into a slow steady rain and I was grateful that the place had a garage. (I'm a nice guy and all but getting drenched while trying to be a gentleman would have sucked. Seriously, do you think I'm kidding? Ladies, I don't care who he is; ask him, I promise you, he's thought the same thing.)
I walked into the cabin with four bags perched precariously on top of one another and saw Kari standing by the thermostat in the Great Room wondering why the heater going. She looked cute with her head cocked at an angle and a blank look on her face. If I hadn't been subjected to her teasing over the past month I would have sworn that she was almost innocent.
"What's wrong?"
"Why is it running?" she asked innocently.
"The lawn company has a set of keys and the alarm code. Before we come up Grandpa calls them, and they fire up the heat or AC and clean up the hot tub."
"Oh, I never knew. Of course, I never cared to ask either, anyway at least we won't freeze to death tonight." Kari said, seemingly relieved that we would have heat.
"Yep, my sweet little Southern Magnolia Blossom." I thought to myself. Anything below seventy classified as winter to anyone in Mobile. Tonight, it was dropping into the upper thirties, secretly I was glad the heat was already on.
"Tell you what." I said. "If you can manage to put the bags in our rooms, I'll see if I can get the hot-tub and firepit going. If nothing else, we can have at least one or two relaxing evenings here before the old people show up."
"Done! The groceries are on the island in the kitchen, but your bag will be with mine in the Master Bedroom."
I was smiling as I made my way to the kitchen. I put the eggs, bacon, OJ and milk in the fridge and tossed the cinnamon, nutmeg, maple syrup and bread on the counter. Then I noticed that there was a bottle of wine in the bags that she had carried into the house. I went to grab it when I saw what else was in that bag. There was a box of condoms and a small tube of lube. My heart stopped, and my breathing got really ragged.
I'm not joking. I know, you'd think I'm a suave and debonair lover who can pretty much make panties drop with the mere mention of my name, but truth be told, I'm a college guy who has struck out more times than I care to think about. You could have counted the number of successful conquests I had up to that point on one hand and you would have two fingers left. (Well one if you counted Heather Simpson in the 11th grade but everybody counted Heather so that one didn't really count.) I was literally dumbstruck.
Until I saw the condoms there was some small part of me that still believed that this was all an elaborate ruse by Kari to see just how far my Sunday School classes had gone. Then I came to the realization that maybe, just maybe, my aunt really wanted me to fuck her. Honestly, it was all just a bit much.
Grabbing the entire bag and a couple of wine glasses, I slipped onto the back porch and got the hot tub going. Again, the lawn company guys had done their thing with the hot tub because the water had been changed out and balanced and the heater was already running in it. Once it was flowing I turned my attention to the firepit and when it had started to heat up the air and I figured "Why not? Let's go for broke. What is the worst that can happen?"
This was my plan.
I would pour two glasses of, what was it? I would pour two glasses of Cupcake Moscato, set them on the edge of the hot tub, strip down to my birthday suit, then get in the hot tub and then when Kari appeared, wave a glass of the vino at her with my best Matt Damon toast and invite her to join me.
This is what happened.
I poured the wine and managed to set it on the edge of the hot tub without spilling any. Then I kicked off my shoes and socks and was just peeling my shirt over my head when I heard a cough. I wheeled around at the sound, lost my balance, stumbled back and pitched head over heels backwards into the hot tub. Like I said before, I'm the living embodiment of sexual experience and suave demeanor.
All I remember was a huge splash followed by me swallowing enormous amounts of water and Kari screaming "OH MY GOD! DERRICK! ARE YOU ALL RIGHT?" as she ran toward the tub.
I sat up sputtering, trying to retain what little dignity I could muster while fighting my shirt at the same time. Once I had ripped it off over my head and tossed it onto the deck I said "Yep, I'm good." Believe it or not, the two glasses of wine that I poured were still exactly where I'd left them! I had finally caught a break!
I propped my arms up on the sides of the tub and reached for a glass of wine and in my best cool guy voice said, "The water is perfect. You should join me."
Kari stood in front of me wearing a really fluffy white robe and carrying another across her right arm. She placed that one on the bench beside the hot tub and then looked at me smirking.
"Really dude, you're in the hot tub with your jeans on?"
"Umm. It's a thing?" I said hopefully.
"It's a thing?"
"I never said it was a good thing."



"Off."
"What?"
"Take. Them. Off." she said punctuating each word. "I'm not stepping one foot, or any other part of my body, into that hot tub until those jeans come off."
Well, what's a guy to do? I reached under the water and loosened my belt then started to pull my jeans off. I was going to leave my boxers on but then I thought to myself that if she was calling my bluff I might as well go all in. So, I stripped naked underwater and tossed it all on to a wet pile on the deck.
Kari stood there for a minute looking at me and then looking at the pile of wet clothes on the deck, all the while toying with the belt on her robe. Then she slowly reached out, took her wine glass, and after taking a long pull from it she looked at me with those beautiful green eyes and said, "Derrick, if I climb into that tub with you, everything changes. Everything. Do you understand that? Everything changes, so if you have reservations, if you have the slightest doubt, if you,"
"Kari."
"I'm not finished."
"Yes you are." I had decided that this play was mine. I was taking command of the situation before she had the chance to change her mind. "Let me explain this to you in short simple words. I've wanted you since I was sixteen years old. I've fantasized about you. I've dreamt about you. I've wanted you in ways that you can't possibly imagine."
"Derrick."
"Shut up Kari. Stop thinking, drop the robe and get your ass in here."
She shrugged her shoulders, untied the belt, let the robe drop to the deck and stood there completely nude by the light of the firepit looking down at me. Then she smiled at me and it wasn't the smile an aunt would give her nephew, this was a smile a woman would give her lover before they, well, before they fucked each other's brains out.
I was mesmerized. I had completely forgotten that she was my aunt. "Thou shalt not" was replaced with "What the Hell, let's see what happens?". Here was a beautiful woman standing nude in front of me; it didn't matter to me that she was my mother's baby sister. I estimated her boobs at thirty-six inches and a very generous C cup, her waist couldn't be any bigger than twenty-four or twenty-five inches and her hips had a perfect flare out to about thirty-four inches. Her soft brown hair was framing her face in the fire light and those legs went on for days, and when they did end, it was at a pussy that was perfectly trimmed with a landing zone. Then I looked up into those green eyes. I was done. Done.
I held out my hand for her and she took it and climbed in sitting down beside me. She nestled her head against my left shoulder and finished off the glass of wine she had. I reached over the side of the tub, grabbed the wine and refilled her glass.
She took another long pull from the glass then sat it on the edge and curled up against me. Within moments fingertips of her left hand were doing a serious number on my neck.
"I'm going to Hell for this." she began.
"No you're not."
Like I said before, somewhere in the last ten minutes I had decided that age and family hierarchal rules be damned, I was taking over here. Call it genetics or testosterone or millions of years of human evolution; I was the Alpha Male and she was going to be mine.
"Yes I."
I didn't give her a chance to finish that thought or sentence. She almost gasped as I grabbed her hair and gently pulled her head back until I had tilted it back far enough that I could kiss her. When my tongue slipped between her lips I heard her moan. When my right hand parted her thighs and my fingers started dancing across her clit, she groaned and with that I broke the kiss.
"Touch it."
"Touch what."
"Don't play coy, it's not your style. Touch my cock."
I felt her fingers brush against my thighs and then slowly move up toward my dick. I'm not all that gifted, seriously, if a woman wanted eight plus inches of dick she would need to find another guy to bang. I've got six, maybe six and a quarter on a good day but I've never been told it wasn't enough.
"It's perfect." she moaned and then she wrapped her fingers around it and then she slowly started moving her hand up and down. I was in Heaven. Her hand was like a vice, a warm, tight vice that was dangerously close to squeezing everything I had out of me.
She tossed her head back and sighed "Can't. Be. Happening."
I snickered. Yes, snickered; somewhere between a snort and a laugh I made a sound that would classify as a snicker. "What can't be happening"
"I'm jacking my nephew's dick in my parent's hot tub." she moaned.
"If it's any consolation, I'm fingering my aunt's pussy in my grandparent's hot tub."
"Yes you are and if you keep it up, she's going to be cumming very quickly."
"That's the plan."
"It is?" she gasped.
I looked down into her eyes and said, "Yep, I'm going to make you cum before you make me cum and that gives me rights; because when I do, you're mine and I can do with you as I please." Then I leaned in and kissed her again.
It was game on from there.
Her hand was moving up and down as fast as possible and my fingers were moving in and out as fast as possible. Fortunately for me, at some point I had seen a video with Nina Hartley where she let guys in on a little secret. If you want to make a woman think she has something in her that is bigger than what is there, you put your fingers on her clit, your thumb in her pussy and press it down toward her ass and then hang on for the ride; so, I did.
I won.
Her orgasm was a screamer and I mean a screamer. Seriously, the neighbors had a cigarette after she came. I was rather pleased with myself because in all my years I'd never caused a woman to cum like that. This was turning into a record breaking week for me.
Her body stiffened, and she began panting and then she started moaning and crying out "AHH! AHH! OH! OH GOD JUST LIKE OH GOD BABY! OH GOD! YES! UH! UH! OH YES! YES! YES! OH GOD YES PLEASE DON'T STOP, PLEASE DON'T! PLEASE! I'M CUMMING! GOD YES! GOD! FUCK! YES! PLEASE DERRICK YES! DON'T, YES, GOD! YES GOD! YES! YES!" and then she went limp.
Her orgasm continued to rock her body as she floated around in the hot tub. Honestly, I was beyond my experience level here. The only thing I could think to do was to hold her and let her come back down to Earth. Eventually, she did, although there were quite a few twitches and an occasional hip thrust involved.
When it was over I released the pressure of my thumb and pulled it out of her pussy; but I couldn't help myself, I brushed my fingertips over her clit and smiled as she jumped and clamped her thighs together. With her head tossed back over the edge of the hot tub she moaned "NO! NOT! TOO! NO! Give me a minute please Lover. Good God Derrick, where did you learn? Never mind! Don't wanna know" I took the incomplete sentences as a sign that Aunt Kari would be sleeping in her favorite nephew's shirt tonight.
We listened to the rain falling on the tin roof over the deck and I continued to hold her in my arms letting her calm down for a few minutes and then I said, "You're mine Kari."
"I'm yours Derrick. I am absolutely and unconditionally yours." she said, with a sigh snuggling on a little closer to me.
"Unconditionally?"
"Lord God yes." she stammered.
"Really?"
"I'll do anything."
"Anything?"
"Yes Baby." She replied, lifting her face up to kiss my chin. "Anything."
I reached over the edge of the hot tub fumbled around in the grocery bag then grabbed the box of condoms; handing them to her I said, "Get rid of these damned things."
Without a moment's hesitation, she took them from me, cocked her arm back and tossed them off the balcony saying, "I am so going straight to Hell for this."
Then suddenly she stood up and stepped out of the tub. I sat there confused and watching the water running off her body in rivulets. The sight was incredible. I could have sat there all night just watching her taunt body moving in the firelight. Then she picked up her robe and threw it on shivering in the chill of the night air.
Grabbing her wine, she said "Come on Lover, move your ass. There is a California King in the Master Bedroom and I plan on taking full advantage of that playground for the next two nights." And with that she turned and started walking inside. I picked up my glass and the bottle and followed her. I grabbed my phone of the island in the kitchen as we passed through and glanced down at it. It was only 8:05 pm, tonight was going to be a long one.
Watching her climb into that huge bed was surreal. It was like watching a jungle cat crawling around in her perch in a tree. It finally dawned on me where the term "cougar" must have come from because Kari was on the hunt for something tonight; me. She turned to face me sitting up on her knees and with a grin on her face she wiggled her index finger at me.
"Come here."
I put the wine, my glass and cell phone on the bedside table and still shaking a bit from the cold air outside I got on the bed.
"Lay back." she said, gently pushing my chest with the palms of her hands.
I propped my head up on a pillow and sat there staring at her. I had an idea about what was going to happen, and I wanted to watch the entire show.
Kari bent over me and reaching down she slowly started playing with my cock. Then she tossed her hair out of her face and took it in her mouth. I was in Heaven. She didn't break eye contact with me for the first two minutes. I instinctively reached out and started playing with her tits and felt her moan as I brushed my fingertips across her nipples.
I lay there watching her head bobbing up and down on my dick and the view I had of her body was sending shivers down my spine. I know she had only been at it for a few minutes, but I swear it seemed like eternity. She went from a gentle pressure to a full vacuum then she would slow down and lick for a few seconds, then back to the gentle sucking. It was the most intense thing I'd ever had happen to me.
Suddenly she stopped and looking at me she said, "I can't do this anymore!"
I panicked. "What! Why?"
"I need you inside me, right now!"
She swung her leg over my hips and nestled her pussy against the head of my dick, then she pushed down and sat up at the same time. I slipped inside my aunt's pussy for the first time by going all the way to the base of my dick because she was that wet and turned on by our little romp. She groaned and then dropped her entire body down on mine. She started kissing me and grinding her hips like she was trying to push me through the mattress.
I'm 6'3" and weigh close to two hundred pounds so I'm not a little guy. Kari is 5'9" and might weigh one twenty fully dressed and she had me pinned to that bed. I wasn't just pinned, I was being ridden like a bull. I wasn't going anywhere until she was done with me and I was cool with that. Then I felt the pressure start to build up in my balls and suddenly tossing the condoms out didn't seem like such a good idea.
"Kari. Kari! I'm about to, Kari I need to pull out."
She doubled down on the grinding and thrusts and then placing her palms on my shoulders she sat straight up looking down at me.
"Don't you dare pull out! I need it, I need all of it." I was really concerned about cumming inside her because I really didn't want to risk getting her pregnant but then she looked me with those beautiful green eyes and whimpered, "Cum inside me Baby. Please? Please cum in my pussy."
That was all it took. I unloaded everything I had into her. When she felt it, she groaned and collapsed on top of me with both of us moaning "Oh God!" at the same time.
She lay on top of me for a few minutes with both of us trying to catch our breath. Finally, she rolled over on to her side and kissed my cheek, then just as suddenly she flopped back over onto her back and said "Oh God! What have I done?"
I looked over to see that a tear had formed and was starting to roll down her cheek, so I sat up in bed and started gently brushing her hair with my fingertips. She lay there silently crying beside me for a little bit before I worked up the courage to say something.
"Well, honestly? You just fucked the shit out of me, that's what you've done."
She groaned, grabbed a pillow and pulled it over her head as she rolled over onto her side. I pulled the pillow back noticing that this position gave me a rather splendid view of her beautiful ass. She lay there sobbing and I was beginning to get upset so I added, "Kari, I don't have a single regret, not one. Eventually, I'm going to sleep tonight beside a beautiful woman that I have loved and adored my entire life and the fact that she is my lover now is going to make me sleep that much more soundly."
"I feel like such a slut!" she moaned.
My hand went from the top of her head to her left ass cheek in record time. The sound of it echoed through the bedroom and left an instant red handprint on her ass.
I almost felt bad about it, but she had been warned.
"OUCH! Damn it Derrick! That stung!" she cried jumping out of bed and covering her ass with her hands.
I was done playing.
"Didn't I tell you to never use that word to describe yourself?"
"Yes." she replied meekly, standing stock still and looking down at the ground.
"I'm done with Kari's Pity Party. We did what we did and like you said earlier, there is no going back now. I'm not a child. In fact, I was a very eager participant in this. It happened and now we're going to figure out what to do, where we are going with this and how to handle it; together, as a couple. Now get your ass back in bed." I demanded.
Kari was still looking down at the ground while I spoke but when I said the words "together, as a couple" her head snapped up and she stared at me for a good five seconds; then she smiled softly and climbed back into the bed with me. Resting her head against my shoulder she lay there for a moment and then gently whispered "I love you Derrick."
"Love you too Kari." I whispered back.
Then she said, "You know, all women like to feel a little bit submissive and slutty for their man. They just don't admit it all that often."
"I don't care. Don't ever call yourself a slut again. A slut will fuck anybody and I'm the only man that is going to be tapping this." I said patting her ass. "Do you understand me?"
"Yes Sir." she whispered.
A few moments went by and she asked softly, "If I can't be a slut can I be your slut occasionally? Is that okay?"
"Yes."
I could feel her smile against my chest when I answered her.
"So, if your slut wanted to say, give you another blowjob, you wouldn't mind?" she asked as she traced her fingertips around my chest.
"Not at all. Honestly, I've never had one before."
Her head snapped up, her eyes lit up and she almost looked giddy.
"Wait! Never?"
"Not really. Not one where the girl let me finish with anything other than a hand job when I got close."
"Oh, dear God! Oh, Baby, I am about to rock your world!"
What can I say? If nothing else, my aunt is honest. She rocked my world with the blowjob she gave me. It started out just like the last one but about five minutes into it she looked up at me and smiling took the entire length in her mouth. When I realized that I was buried in her throat I knew I wasn't going to last another minute. I was griping the sheets with everything I had my ass hadn't touched the mattress for a solid thirty seconds when I finally came in her mouth. I was too busy twitching and gasping for air to realize that she had stopped and when I did realize it, Kari had already sat up in bed, but she was still gently rubbing my cock with her hand.
"Seriously? That was your first?" she asked with a small smile on her lips.
"Uh, uh, umm."
"Never mind, that was your first." She said laughing and wiping her lips.
"Uh."
"I swallowed every drop." she said smiling down at me. "I may not be a slut, but I'm my nephew's slut and I swallowed very drop of his cum. Is that okay?"
"Is it always going to be like this?" I asked.
"Oh Sweetie, we are just getting started.
Things finally slowed down for us around 10:30 or so that night and we drifted off to sleep in each other's arms. I do remember a very sleepy session between the two of us sometime in the middle of the night where I shot another load into her hot little pussy and after it was over I slept the sleep of the dead until around 8:00 a.m. or so.
I love Tuesdays.
Tuesdays are awesome.
Every guy on the planet should have a Tuesday like I had. Let me ask you this: have you ever stumbled out of bed, wondering if the last night had been a dream, moseyed into the kitchen and seen a goddess wearing one of your tee-shirts that didn't even begin to cover her ass standing at the stove making you French Toast? If not, you've led a pitiful life and I feel sorry for you in some small way.
I walked up behind her as quietly as I could, lifted her hair away from her shoulders and kissed the side of her neck.
"Mmmm." she said, "If you keep that up, we will be eating brunch instead of breakfast and it will be at I-Hop instead of here because this stuff will be burnt to a crisp."
"Can't have that!" I responded. "I'm a growing boy that needs a high caloric intake."
"Yes you do but not for the reasons you think Sweetie. We are going shopping and I'm about to wear your ass out today."
"Promises, promises, promises."
Seriously, that was the extent of the sexual innuendos between us because we only had today to get things ready for the onslaught of old people that would be descending on us tomorrow. Let's get real, life isn't all about sex. Food must be involved at some point or we die and that means planning a menu and buying food and drink.
After breakfast and after doing the dishes we sat down and planned out what we would be buying for the crew headed out way. I had never in my life bought groceries before. Seriously the kitchen was a mystery to me; all I knew was that there was food there. Man was I in for a shock!
Four hundred, thirty-six dollars and twenty-nine cents later, the BMW was full of food for six people over a four-day weekend including a twenty-four pound Butterball turkey and a six pound Honey Baked ham. Figure in another three hundred dollars at the liquor store and we were done.
Now, you may be wondering why I threw this into a story about me boinking my aunt. The answer is simple. I figured out later that sex wasn't the only thing Kari was teaching me about that weekend. She was teaching me to plan out a budget for a family meal. She did look at me funny when I tossed a couple of fillets and potatoes in the basket though at Kroger's though.
We got back to the cabin at about 4:00 and got the groceries put away and Kari started fussing around in the kitchen talking about dinner. I just looked at her and smiled. She looked so cute standing there all flustered.
"Excuse me, but I seem to remember a conversation I had with a hottie in a bar had a few weeks ago where she told me that I owed her dinner and a movie." recalling our conversation at the bar.
She looked at me and smiled. "Are you serious?"
"Absolutely."
I walked up to her, wrapped my hands around her waist and smiled. "Here's how serious. You carry your sweet little ass into the bedroom, throw on something comfortable and find something on Netflix for us to watch for the rest of the night. I've got dinner covered; it will be ready in about an hour." I think she took me seriously when I asked her if we had olive oil and sea salt for the baked potatoes.
Guys, here's a tip. If you don't learn to cook a single meal for a woman, learn how to cook a pan seared fillet and a baked potato. I promise you, she will make you see stars if you learn to do it right. Ironically, it was Mom that taught me how to sear a steak in a cast iron skillet. Yep, my own mother taught me a tip that helped me get into her baby sister's pussy. If Mom had known that I would have never been allowed near the kitchen, but what Mom don't know won't hurt her.



I wandered in and out of the Great Room over the next hour checking on Kari and the food and figured out that we would be binge watching the most current release of Supernatural. (Season Nine) and noticing that from the looks of things "comfortable" meant one of my button downs and nothing else. I also learned that Kari has a "thing" for guys that are six feet plus, (Thank you Sam.) and when I showed up carrying a medium rare fillet, a loaded baked potato and a glass of red wine I became "that guy".
Damn the bad luck.
By 9:00 p.m. or so, watching Supernatural had basically turned into a very hot make-out session. My aunt was naked, my button-down was on the floor and I was laying on the couch with my jeans around my ankles and my aunt's mouth was bobbing up and down on my hard cock. Suddenly, she stopped and looked me in the eyes.
"Do you want to try something different?"
"Different how?" I asked.
She gave the head of my dick a gentle nibble and said "Different."
"Sure." I replied, flinching.
"What did you do with the lube I bought?"
Lube? Lube? Oh, the lube!
"It's probably still in the bag, on the porch." I said.
"Oh God!" she moaned, "It's probably going to be freezing but that might be a good thing. Go get it. I'll be in the bedroom." and with that, she jumped up and walked toward the bedroom.
I pulled up my jeans and ran out to the porch. Grabbing the bag, I and started to head back to the bedroom. Looking fondly at the hot tub, I remembered what had happened there last night. Honestly, in retrospect, I should have seen what was coming but the blood flow in my body was not going to my brain right now. I trotted into the bedroom and the sight that I saw froze me in my tracks.
Kari was on all fours on the bed with her ass pointed toward the door and she was looking over her shoulder at me. I stopped dead in my tracks when I walked into the room. Kari smiled and then seductively wiggled her hips. As I started walking toward the bed and she reached back and ran her index finger from her clit up to her asshole. Then she slowly pressed her fingertip into it until it disappeared and said, "So, do you see anything different you'd like to try?"
"Are you saying?" I began.
Still looking over her shoulder at me she said, "I'm not saying, I'm asking. Have you ever fucked a woman in the ass?"
"No." I answered honestly.
"Come here Baby." She said grinning.
To Be Continued...
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My name is Michael, Mike for short. I'm twenty-eight years old and I work for a construction company as a foreman. I make decent money, but I have very little time off in the summer. Because of that I tend to be very protective of my days off an I try to do the things that I enjoy. That and the fact that I didn't want to have children right away were huge points of contention with my ex-wife. They both led to our divorce after three years of marriage. Well, that and me catching the cheating bitch banging her old college boyfriend when I came home early one Saturday afternoon.
I ended up with the house and the furniture and an $1,800.00 a month alimony payment for a year. She ended up with a boyfriend that dumped her for a second time and his baby. I called it a win and kept moving forward. I suddenly understood why dad was so relieved after mom left. Trying to stick it out in a failing marriage will suck the soul right out of you. The only difference was mom left me and my sister with dad and we hadn't seen her since. Honestly, I didn't know if she was dead or alive and after twenty years, I really didn't give a shit.
This all happened in the early fall and right after that my dad was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer so the tail end of last year had been rough on me. Winter slowed the job down somewhat, but I was still putting in a lot of hours just to have something to do. My baby sister, Debbie suggested in April that I needed to take some time off just to figure things out. After all we had been through that seemed like a good idea, so we agreed that when the weather warmed up a little bit we would spend a few days on dad's boat.
Dad bought the boat at a repossession auction last Spring and because of that he paid far less than it is worth. I had been out on it twice before he was diagnosed, and I enjoyed it, but I didn't think I would enjoy it enough to keep it after dad died. Just after the New Year, he was gone. It took Debbie and me a few months to come to grips with the fact that he was gone but by Spring we had learned to deal with it. I saw the boat as a source of income if we sold it and a 35' money pit if we kept it, but Debbie thought about it a little differently. To her this was the last thing that dad had bought that had truly made him happy and she wanted to keep it, so we could have a reminder of those memories.
I love my baby sister to the point of distraction. At twenty she is going into junior year in college this fall, and she is still unjaded by life and how it can suck, even though ours has at times. She is intelligent, bubbly, and stunningly beautiful. I used to make fun of her as a kid because she is my polar opposite in appearance. I'm six feet even and tip the scales at close to 190; Debbie is 4'10" tall and might weigh one hundred pounds if she was fully dressed and wearing steel-toed boots. She is a blonde with blue eyes and I've got brown hair and hazel eyes. Her physical attributes are what sets her apart though her measurements are 34C-26-32 combine that with her smile and her good looks and she could stop traffic wearing a potato sack.
I thought there was going to be a problem with my vacation request when my supervisor called me into the trailer but surprisingly he was all for it. His exact words were, "It's about damn time you took a few days. With all you've been through, I'm surprised you haven't snapped. Go, enjoy, we can handle it for a week without you. Take Friday too, I'll clear it with the big wigs." So, the first Friday in June found me and Debbie at the marina getting the boat ready to go out.
I got the engines running and unplugged us from shore power then got the generator going. Debbie worked the lines and got us untied from the slip and we were off. I eased us out around the docks and past the No Wake Zone sign and then opened the throttles up a little to bring us up on plane.
"I'm going below to finish putting away the groceries." Debbie said with a huge smile on her face. "Do you want a drink or anything?"
"A can of Coke would be nice." I said.
"With or without Jack Daniels?"
"It's ten o'clock in the morning kid!"
"Okay, with or without Jack, bacon and eggs?" she said laughing at me.
"Without. I don't drink and drive."
"Okay. I'll be back up in a few." and she headed below deck.
We were on Chickamauga Lake just north of Chattanooga, so I got us out into the channel of the Tennessee River and pointed the bow south toward Alabama. This stretch of the Tennessee is beautiful any time of the year but today is was perfect. The water was flat, there was just a hint of a breeze in the air and the view of Signal Mountain was clear. Rounding Moccasin Bend I had a ski boat cross our wake and the poor guy on the tube must have cleared six feet of air before he tumbled into the water at about forty miles per hour.
Debbie popped her head back up and sat my drink in a cupholder on the dash and then disappeared again before I could say thanks. A few minutes later she reappeared wearing shorts and a bikini top. I took a sip of my drink and then complimented her appearance. Baby sister or not, she looked amazing and I didn't hesitate to tell her.
"Aww, thank you, but you're just saying that because you get to stare at my boobs all day." she laughed.
"Nope. You really do look good kid. Staring at your boobs is just a pleasant side effect." I said grinning at her.
"Perv!" she exclaimed slapping my arm.
"Tease."
"Miscreant."
"Juvenile delinquent."
"I'm not juvenile! I'm twenty and only just a little short of twenty-one." she pouted.
"Sis you've been a little short all your life." I said, knowing what was coming next.
At the same time, we both said it. "Ass!" and she stormed out to the cockpit to catch some sun.
An hour or so later and we came to the first of the dams we would lock through, Chickamauga. I contacted the Lock Master and found out that we only had a 15 minute wait time to get into the lock which meant we had timed it just right. Debbi got the lines ready and we sat there talking about the run we would make from the dam down to the marina we were staying at tonight. I had opted to open the boat up because this stretch of the Tennessee has a strong current and is very narrow and I didn't want to risk being on it after dark. Debbie agreed with me so after we got past the lock and on to Lake Nickajack, we opened it up to about 35 knots and kept going.
"Mike?" Debbie started.
"Yes?"
"When's the last time you had sex?"
When she asked me that I was in the process of taking a drink of my Coke. She is constantly doing things like this to me and has since we were kids. I honestly believe sometimes that there is a website out there with videos on it of all the times she has pranked me. If so, this one would have gone viral in an instant. I had Coke coming out of my nose and was gasping for air, I couldn't see because the tears in my eyes and I was coughing and choking.
"Geeze brother, relax! It's a simple question." she deadpanned. "When was the last time you got laid?"
"Debbie!"
"When?"
"It's, um, it's been a while, okay? Jesus! What kind of question is that anyway?"
"A normal one." She said smiling up at me.
"Normal for who?"
"Anyone. It's been a while for me too. Like, three weeks, so I just thought I'd ask." she said.
"Three whole weeks huh?" I said, thinking sadly about my nine month dry spell.
"Yep, want me to tell you about it?"
"Debbie!"
"What?"
"No!"
"Really?" she asked with an impish grin.
"Yes!"
"So, you don't want me to tell you about the blowjob I gave him?"
"Debbie. Don't. No!"
"I guess you don't want to hear that he put it in my butt either huh?"
"Jesus! Have you been drinking?" I asked her.
"You don't want to hear about that?"
"NO!"
"Then stop with the fucking short jokes." she demanded.
"Deal! Deal! No mas! I'm done with short jokes!" I said forcefully and waving my arms around like a maniac.
"Good, I'm going out back to get some more sun, but there is one last thing I'm going to say."
"What is that?" I asked.
"When he put it in my ass? I loved it." she said smiling up at me, then she winked and walked out back to the sun pad.
"What the fuck just happened?" I asked myself aloud after she was gone.
Like I said, this portion of the river can be dangerous if you don't keep your full attention on what you are doing. Taking a boat that weighs 6.5 tons and hurling it downstream at 35 knots requires your attention on a good day and from the looks of the radar and clouds forming up ahead today was about to become a not so good day. I glanced back to see if Debbie had noticed the clouds yet and my eyes bugged out. She was laying on her back on the sun pad. She had removed her shorts and had her bikini bottoms on, but she was topless!
Four thoughts went through my mind in quick order. What the fuck IS going on here? What is she trying to do? Damn her tits really are spectacular. Dude! That's your sister!
I jerked my head back around when I heard a horn sounding and saw that I had drifted into the path of a bass boat. I jerked the wheel to starboard and brought the boat back to our side of the channel. The quick course correction grabbed Debbie's attention and she came inside to see what was going on.
"Are you trying to kill us?" she asked.
"Um," I sputtered.
"What?" she demanded.
"Are you going to put a top on?"
"No. I hate tan lines."
"Debbie!"
"What?"
"I'm your brother."
"And?"
"I shouldn't be looking at your,"
"My what? My Boobs? Hooters? Jugs? Melons? Tits?"
"Damn it!"
"Dad never raised a stink like this last year."
"WHAT?"
"Dad didn't mind, why are you being such a prick?"
"SAY WHAT?"
"I said."
"I heard you!"
"Besides, you've seen them before."
"On accident." I replied
"Either way, you've seen them. I hate tan lines, I'm getting a tan, they are mine to show as I please and I'm going back out."
"Debbie?"
"What?"
"Dad let you run around topless huh?" I asked not really believing her.
"Yes. Me and Kristi too, she doesn't like tan lines either." she said with her hands on her hips.
"Kristi too?"
"Yep, if you hadn't been so mesmerized by Super Slut and had come out with us more often last year you would have been amazed at the number of times you could have had 34C and 36D boobs in your face. Now if you will excuse me,"
It started to rain.
"Well shit!" Debbie exclaimed, then she walked outside to grab her clothes.
I flipped on the wipers and turned on the de-fogger because it was really coming down. Re-entering the cabin Debbie shook out her hair then walked below deck, all the while topless, to hang her clothes up to dry out. She came back up with a white tank top and shorts on and I finally breathed a sigh of relief.
"To answer your questions, yes, honestly Dad let us go topless. He didn't mind, I think he really enjoyed it when Kristi was here because hers are so much bigger than mine, but unless it was cold out, I rarely wore a top when we were in the channel. I'd toss on a tee shirt when we hit a dock for fuel or when we locked through a damn and a night, but other than that, I was topless."
"Okay."
"Okay? That's it? Just okay?" she said looking at me.
"What do you want me to do? Ask for pictures so you can prove it?"
"Hang on." and she popped below deck again.
"Here, look. Just flip through the next ten pics or so, but there are hundreds like those in there." she said, handing me her phone. I glanced down at the screen.
"You drive for a minute."
She laughed at me and said "What's wrong Mike? Can't you ogle your sister's boobs and drive a boat at the same time?"
I was looking at a picture of my dad and Kristi standing side by side at the galley and she was topless. The next picture was a selfie taken from the bow of the boat Kristi and Debbie, both smiling and topless, with Dad behind the wheel at the helm. The next picture was one showing some guy that I had never met standing behind Kristi with his arms around her, she was, again, topless. "Who's the guy?" I asked and showed her the picture.
"Oh! That's Jared, her boyfriend." she explained. "So, do you believe me now?"
"Well, the evidence seems to confirm your story, or you've got some serious photoshop skills."
"No skills, just a nice rack." She said smiling and thrusting her chest out. "Look, if it upsets you that much, I'll stop while you're on the boat but honestly Mike, it doesn't bother me at all to walk around in front of you like this. I'd be completely nude if I thought you wouldn't dive overboard and swim to shore, but only because I'm not sure how to dock this beast by myself."
"Nude!" I exclaimed.
"I told you I hate tan lines. What part didn't you get?"
"So, where is Kristi now?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"Why, do you want to see her twins in person?"
"No smartass, I was just asking." I said.
"She is in Utah with her parents. She had to drop out of school last semester because her mother got sick and she had to go help with her." Debbie replied with a sad look on her face.
"Damn. That's too bad. Is she coming back?"
"I don't know yet. Her mom is still kinda sick, so it may be another year or so."
"Keep driving, I have to hit the head."
"Uh huh." she laughed and started making an up and down motion with her wrist.
"Seriously, I've really got to pee."
I did what I needed to in the head and walked back upstairs. Debbie was looking at me with a grin on her face.
"That was fast." She said smiling.
"I really had to pee. Jesus! What has gotten into you?" I asked becoming more confused by the moment.
"Nothing in the last three weeks. Weren't you listening earlier?"
I gave up!
It was still pouring outside, and we were coming up on the marina that we were staying at for the night. I eased back on the throttles as we pulled out of the channel and into the cove the dock was located in. Then I dropped us back to Idle and we puttered in to the gas dock. Debbie ran out to get the bumpers over the side and stayed out to tie us off at the dock. She was drenched when she came back in, but she was laughing.
"Those poor dock boys are going to be talking about today until next season." She said as she stood there dripping water onto the floor.
"Why is that?" I asked turning around. "Oh, never mind, yeah they will."
Debbie hadn't bothered to put her bikini top on under her tank top, so she had basically given the guys at the fuel dock their very own wet tee shirt contest. From the looks of things, the rain was cold because her nipples were standing out like pencil erasers and the top was clinging to her like a second skin. She looked down and then laughing said, "Well, I guess we don't have to tip them now."
"Most likely not." I replied smiling at her. "You look like a drowned rat!"
"I'm going down to dry off and change. Are we eating at the restaurant tonight or do you want me to whip something up onboard?"
"Onboard I think. I don't feel much like going out tonight."
"Okay."
Debbie came back dressed in a polo shirt and shorts, but I could tell that she wasn't wearing anything under it because of the jiggle and sway of her breasts when she walked and the way her nipples poking up in the material. She sat down as we waited for the rain to pass so we could get fuel and get to the visitor's dock; after a minute she shivered.
"Are you cold?" I asked.
"A little, that rain sure was, I'll tell you that!"
"Come here."
She stood up and walked over to the helm seat and crawled up beside me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her for a few minutes.
"Better?" I asked after she seemed to relax a little.
"Much, thank you, you're really warm." She said softly.
"Anytime, Sis." I said kissing the top of her head.
"If I promise not to shock you anymore today can we talk more about this all later tonight?" she asked quietly, "There's a lot you should know, and I want to clear the air between us as soon as possible."
"Sure, and I don't care if you do shock me. You're my sister and I love you."
"Don't pass judgment too fast big brother, I've got some secrets that would floor you."
I remember thinking that two could play at this and then said, "Nope. You're my sister, I don't care if you fuck hobos to get beer money, there's nothing you can say that will change the fact that I love you."
"Have you been following me?" she asked laughing, then she kissed me on the cheek and jumped off the seat heading outside to the fuel dock. It had stopped raining and I hadn't noticed it.
Two hundred and forty dollars later and we untied from the fuel dock and headed toward our slip. I backed the boat in and after I got us plugged into shore power, connected the cable for the TV and got the dock-side water connected I shut the engines and generator down for the night.
Debbie sat there watching my every move like a hawk. And then said, "You know Mike, I'm really impressed. You make operating this thing look so easy. Dad would have cussed a blue streak in the air by now."
"Do you remember the four years right after high school when I was gone for so long and wore that funny blue outfit? The one with the button fly bell bottoms and the funny white hat? That meant that I was in the Navy. I drove a big landing craft to take the Marines onshore, so they could get shot at and do other stupid things."
"Mmmm, Marines!" Debbie grabbed the front of her seat with both hands, closed her eyes and threw her head back, "I love Marines! Their Dress Blues do things to a girl. Yours made you look like Pop-Eye, but theirs do things."
"Smartass!" I said glaring at her.
She laughed. "Jealous?"
"Not at all Sis. If you want to toss your panties at knuckle draggers and crayon eaters go right ahead."
"If I was on a date with a Marine, I wouldn't be wearing panties to toss at him. So there Pop-Eye!"
"You win."
"I always do Mike. Write that down somewhere so you don't forget it." she said looking me straight in the eyes.
Damn! When did she grow up?
She started dinner shortly after that and I started drinking shortly after she started dinner. She outdid herself with a salad, sautéed squash, steaks that were grilled to perfection and loaded baked potatoes. I was the one that was impressed now; the girl has some serious skills in the kitchen! Some guy is going to get the complete package with her. Beauty, brains and serious sammich making skills. Who could ask for more?
"That was awesome," I said as I pushed my plate back from the edge of the table. "As soon as I can move, I'll do the dishes."
"You're welcome. I'm glad you enjoyed it. I like it when my man is happy." she said grinning at me. "Since I have nothing to do, I'm going to watch TV now."
"Besides, you couldn't reach the top cabinets anyway." I said smiling and getting up from the table.
She stopped in her tracks and turned gawking at me. "What the fuck did you just say to me?"
"Oh shit! Debbie, I didn't mean it. I'm sorry, I know I promised no more short jokes. Seriously! I'm truly sorry."
"Apology accepted." she said smiling at me and setting down to an episode of Pawn Stars.
I was just clearing the last plate from the table when I heard, "Hey Mike?"
"Yeah." I said looking over my shoulder at her.
"When I gave him that blowjob, I swallowed everything he gave me." Laughing at the shocked look on my face, she turned her attention back to the TV.
I just sort of hung my head and whispered "Fuck." She wasn't joking around; no more short jokes.
After about thirty minutes she stood up stretched and walked downstairs, when she came back up she was wearing an oversized tee-shirt with an Aerosmith logo on the front. I was standing at the wet bar making myself another drink when I saw her. She really did look adorable.



"Want one?" I asked holding up the glass.
"Sure, so long as it's not tequila, that makes my clothes fall off and since this is all I'm wearing." She left the rest hanging and flopped back down on the couch. Scooting into a corner she sat cross legged and looked at me.
"Right, Beam and Coke coming right up."
I handed her the drink and then sat down, then I noticed something.
"Is that my shirt?" I asked.
"Yep, I didn't think you would mind. All the tee-shirts I brought are too small to sleep in, so you volunteered to let me use this one. Aren't you just the sweetest big brother ever?"
"I reckon so." I said shaking my head at her.
She took a sip of her drink then said, "Well, it's either this or we lower the shades and I walk around wearing a smile."
"The shirt is good." I squeaked.
"Time to clear the air." she stated in a matter of fact voice.
"Okay."
"Let's just say I don't like clothes, at all. If I didn't have to wear them, I wouldn't, so I wear as few as possible as often as possible. I'm not an exhibitionist, I don't get off on people seeing me nude or even partially nude. That is why I love this boat. I can be me here and nobody sees it except the people on board. Dad understood that and before this goes any further, he kept his clothes on all the time and if you ask if anything happened between us, I'm getting a butter knife out of that drawer and I'm cutting your dick off. Do you understand me?"
"Clear as a bell."
"Good because that caused one hell of a fight between me and Kristi when she asked me last year. It took two weeks before I spoke to her again." She continued, "Here, I get to be me. Out there, in the real world, I only get to be me part of the time and I must be careful about it, and that brother dear is why we are keeping this tub. Are you clear on that?"
"Crystal."
"I've got a couple more things to say." she said rather quickly.
"Go ahead."
"Just because I see clothing as optional, doesn't mean I'm an easy lay. Nobody touches this," she motioned to her body, "unless I let them. I've had two boyfriends my entire life and you've met both of them. I was lying about fucking some guy three weeks ago. Like I said, two boyfriends and neither of them have touched my ass. It's going to take a smoother lover than those two dudes could ever hope to be to get me to give that prize up. One last thing and then the floor is open for comments and questions."
"What is that?" I asked as waves of relief were spreading over my body.
"Okay, two things, I made the story up to see if I could get a reaction out of you and to be honest, you took it a lot better than I thought you would, but seriously, stop the fucking short jokes. I'm tired of that. Genetics gave me a rocking little body and I happen to be very comfortable with it, so stop with the jokes."
"And the second thing?"
"I swallow, every time."
"Debbie, Darlin' that last part was way too much information."
"Deal with it."
"Yes Dear."
"Good, now hand me the remote, I want to watch Big Bang Theory re-runs."
And that, boys and girls, is how I found out that my sister is a devout nudist; more on that later.
Morning found me sitting on the back of the boat enjoying a cup of coffee and wondering why I suddenly had no desire to check my email or voice mail. Then I realized that this must be what relaxed feels like and I liked it.
Around eight Debbie showed up carrying her toilet kit and a small bag, she muttered "Shower." and then stumbled up to the marina's guest facilities. The head on the boat does have a shower but she says the water doesn't get hot enough for her. I don't have that problem, so while she was up the hill showering I used the one on the boat. We ate breakfast at the marina and then got back on the river and cleared the Guntersville lock around eleven.
As we cleared the locks, it was really getting warm and the sun was out in full force. Debbie came up from below deck wearing a tank top and her bikini bottoms. She jumped up onto the seat, looked at me and said, "It might be in your best interest to keep your eyes on the road and off the back deck for a while." Then she smiled an evil little smile and kissed me on the lips. "You've been warned." Then she jumped down and walked aft.
I had the throttles set for about eighteen knots, so we were making decent time down the river. Hell, it was only Saturday, I had three more days before I had to turn this thing around and head back home and I was going to enjoy every one of them. I did a 360 scan of the cabin to check the river out and when I did my heart almost stopped.
Debbie was laying on the sun pad nude. Totally nude. Little sister or not, she had been right about one thing last night; genetics had indeed given her a rocking little body. She was glistening with oil or sunscreen, one of the two, and her tan was perfect. If I had been any other guy or if she were any other girl I would be doing backflips and handstands to try to get her in the sack. I don't know that I would have gone so far as to join the Marines, but I would have considered it, I would have definitely considered it.
"What the Hell?" I thought, let's see what happens. Steeling up my courage, I throttled down a bit and then walked back to the door leading to the cockpit. "Hey." I said sticking my head out the door, "Can you come in and drive for a bit, I have to hit the head."
"Sure." She said sitting up. "Be right there."
"Thanks! I really need to go!" then I turned and trotted toward the head.
Yes, I'll admit it, I used the old going to the bathroom ploy as an excuse to checkout my naked sister. Tattoos? None. Pubic hair? Shaved completely. Scars? Nope. Tan Line? Nada. Damn she was hot.
I walked back up on deck and found out that Debbie had indeed taken the helm. What she hadn't done was put her clothes back on. She jumped off the seat and said, "Do you want me to make lunch?"
"Sure. Why not?"
"Ham sandwich and chips okay?"
"Perfect."
"Be right back."
She strolled into the galley and started making lunch. It was going to take some adjusting on my part to handle this, and I thought, "If she doesn't get dressed soon, part of that adjustment is going to be me adjusting my shorts."
She walked back to the helm carrying a tray with my sandwich, chips and a Coke on it. She sat them down on the seat beside me and then smiled. "Anything else Captain?"
"Nope, that should do it Galley Wench. Thanks for the sammich!" I said laughing.
"Anytime Sir." she said with a wink and a smile and then she walked aft again to the cockpit and resumed her sun worshipping.
Two hours later and the Alabama sun had set us up for another round of pop up thunderstorms. These were looking bad and the weather radio was going off with tornado watches and warnings in the areas south and west of us. I stepped out back and said, "Bad weather ahead." Then ducked back in to the helm again.
The wind was picking up and the waves were starting to white cap within minutes. The boat was built to take that and more, but Debbie is terrified of thunder and lightning, so I was trying to get us to a dock to ride this out. The navigation system showed a big cove just ahead to port, so I made for it instead. Just as we came to a stop and dropped the anchor, the first thunderclap struck.
Debbie was wearing my Aerosmith tee-shirt now and when the thunder hit she screamed and ran inside. I got the anchor set and went below to check on her. I knocked on her cabin door, called out to her and got no response, then I heard "I'm in here." coming from my cabin.
I opened the door and she was curled up in a tight little ball in the center of the bed.
"Are you okay?" I asked, seriously concerned.
"Yes. No." she said with tears streaming down her cheeks.
"Debbie, plenty of people are afraid of storms. Come on up topside and we can do like we did when we were kids. I'll hold you and we can watch it together."
"Really?"
"Really."
"Okay." and she pushed herself up off the bed then reached out to take my hand.
When we got topside I sat down on the couch and patted the seat beside me, she sat down and nestled her head on my shoulder. I slipped my arm around her and pulled her in a little tighter as another loud clap of thunder rattled the boat. She whimpered a little but held her ground.
"Just like old times huh?" I said.
"Yes." she replied pulling the hem of her shirt up and tucking her legs under it.
"I'm not going to let anything hurt you Deborah." I said using her full name.
Hearing me use her full name was something she wasn't prepared for. I hadn't called her Deborah since she was in the fifth grade and had decided to go by Debbie instead. She snuggled in a bit closer and simply sat there trembling. Ten minutes later I noticed that her breathing had evened out and then I realized she was drifting off the sleep. I sat there feeling the warmth of her body next to mine, listening to the rain lash against the side of the boat and the wind howling outside and before I realized it, I had drifted off as well.
I woke up to the most pleasant sensation of my hand on a very full, very warm, very soft breast. Then I realized where I was and whose breast it was, and I started to move my hand away slowly when I heard her gently say "No."
"Um."
"No. I know what I'm saying Michael. No. Leave your hand right where it is." she whispered softly.
"Um." I started feeling my dick getting hard and I looked down at my sister. She was still curled up beside me, but her shirt had ridden up and I could see the curve of her left hip from this vantage point. Then I realized that her fingertips were slowly rubbing up and down my thigh.
I started to sit up when she grabbed my hand and mashed it into her boob. "I said no."
"Debbie, this is wrong."
"Nothing that makes me feel this safe can be wrong."
"Really?"
"When have you ever heard me talk during a thunderstorm?"
My eyes popped open at that. She never said more than two or three words during a storm. Never.
So, I kept my hand there. It felt awkward at first, I mean this was my sister's tit I was holding, but the longer I stayed that way the more natural it felt. Then I felt her nipple start to harden under my palm.
Outside the sky was still black, the rain still coming down hard and the wind was really howling but in here, inside the boat, it was calm.
I went to readjust my body position and Debbie again said "No."
"Hang on a minute." I only shifted a little to get a bit more comfortable and then I went right back to holding her except that I lifted my hand off her breast and placed it more to the side. She reached up, took my hand and pulled it back down to cover her breast. "Don't move it again." she said.
She would jump at an occasional thunderclap but for a majority of the time she stayed right where she was. Thirty minutes went by with neither of us making a sound. The weather radio said the storms were building back into Mississippi and Louisiana and that we would be under a Severe Thunderstorm Warning until 8:00 that night.
So much for making it to the dock.
Debbie heard the forecast and stood up, then said "Come with me."
She walked back down stairs and into my cabin, climbing on the bed she said, "Please hold me."
"Umm."
"Please Michael. Please. I can't sit up there anymore. Please? Here?" I took one look at the fear in my sister's big blue eyes and gave up all hope of getting out of this. I lay down beside her and wrapped my arm around her and she immediately pulled my hand up to cover her breast again. Between the darkness in the cabin, the rocking of the boat and the feel of her body next to mine, I fell asleep a second time.
I woke up about an hour later and realized that Debbie was nude and that my hand wasn't on my tee-shirt anymore, it was skin to skin contact. I was holding my sisters bare breast. I no sooner went to move my hand than I felt her pull it back. "I said no."
"Debbie, this is stepping over a line."
"No, stepping over a line was me undressing and then masturbating while you slept beside me. Now hold me."
"You did what?" I asked incredulously.
"I undressed and then masturbated while you slept beside me." She whispered.
"Why?
"Because I could."
"Debbie!"
"I felt safe and I felt loved and laying here beside you naked was a huge turn-on. I've want to do this for years with you and I desperately needed to cum."
"So, you just," I started to ask.
"I'm doing it now."
"What?"
"I've got two hands. One is holding yours and the other is playing with my clit. Do you want to watch?"
"What!"
"Do you want to watch me play with my pussy?" she whispered.
Without waiting for an answer, she flipped over on her back and I was treated to the sight of my sister's fingers slowly going in and out of her pussy. I was dumbstruck. In my wildest dream I couldn't imagine this happening. Sister or not, I felt my dick getting harder and harder under my pants.
I sat there watching her as she slowly spread her legs further and further apart all the while running her hand up and down and her fingers in and out of that glistening hole. She gasped and then slowly started moving her hips to the speed of her fingers.
"So, so close. So close." She moaned softly. "So very close."
I was so turned on by all of this that I couldn't help it, so I whispered, "Deborah, look at me."
She opened her eyes and looked directly into mine. "Cum for me. Go ahead and cum for me. I want to watch my baby sister cumming for me."
Her fingers went into overdrive and she sat half up in the bed clamping her thighs together and moaning "Oh God Mike! Oh God! I'm cumming! Oh God! Fuck! God!" Then she collapsed back onto the pillow and lay there gently rubbing the swollen outer lips of her pussy with her orgasm still rolling through her body in smaller and smaller tremors.
A few minutes later, after I was sure she was done, I leaned over and kissed her cheek then lay back down beside her and took her in my arms. Speaking into her hair I whispered "You are safe, you are loved and I'm never going to let anything, or anyone hurt you. Just lay here and relax Deborah, if you need something, I'm right here."
To be continued...
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Derrick,
I went for a walk to the river to clear my head and think. I spoke to my mom a little bit ago and she said that the old people should be here by six. I should be back by four or four-thirty at the latest. We need to talk about this before they get here.
Love,
K
I placed Kari's note back in my pocket, and glancing down at my phone I saw that she would be back in thirty minutes to an hour. The river was about a half a mile down the road from us, so I walked out to the front porch to wait for her. I plopped down on the swing and gave up any hope of just relaxing for a bit because the events from the last few days were still playing out in my head. Yes, I had in fact spent the better part of two days and nights with my aunt in and out of bed, in and out of clothes and in and out of her. I was still in shock from it all and from the tone of her short little missive I was becoming increasingly terrified that last night was going to be the last night. I wanted more, a lot more.
I thought about the whimper that escaped her lips last night when I pushed the head of my dick past her tiny little asshole and what it felt like as it slowly expanded. The only time she spoke during the entire episode was right at the start when she told me to take it slowly and to let her control the speed after I was inside her. After that, the only sounds I heard from her were a series of grunts and groans as her orgasms took over her body.
By the time I came she was begging me to drive it harder and deeper into her. I would have never thought that my aunt, as hot as she was, would fuck like a porn star on steroids. When I finally came in her she screamed so loudly that I thought I had hurt her. When I asked if she was ok she smiled, nodded her head yes and collapsed in a sweaty heap on the mattress. We curled up beside each other and drifted off to sleep. Neither of us woke up until the alarm clock beeped at 8:00 the next morning.
I knew something was wrong as soon as she woke up. Kari is a morning person and she wasn't her normal chipper self that day. She was more withdrawn and introverted and when I asked her about it she said that we had to clean the house and wash the bed linens because the bedroom smelled like the inside of a New Orleans whorehouse.
"How would you know what the inside of a New Orleans whorehouse smells like?" I joked, trying to pull her out of her funk.
"My senior year I worked in one, in a glory hole, to pay my way through college." she responded.
At least I got her to laugh with the stunned look on my face.
"You win." I responded, once the shock of what she had said had worn off a little bit.
"Oh Derrick, I always win. Write that down on the back of your hand so you can see it from time to time and remember."
I saw her walking down the driveway and sat there marveling at how beautiful she looked here in the mountains. She had changed out of the sweats she had been wearing all day and she had made the most of the opportunity. Her hair was pulled up in a ponytail, she was wearing one of my red flannel shirts tied at the waist over one of her tank tops, a pair of tan shorts and hiking boots. She looked like a model for LL Bean that was finishing a photo shoot.
"Hi." she said as she stepped onto the porch. "Did you see my note?"
I nodded and pulled it out of my pocket and showed it to her.
She sat down beside me and took my hand in hers. We sat there looking at one another and finally she sighed and said, "I want you to know right now that I love you and always will. The past few days have been incredible for me. I would have never thought that this fantasy could come true, but it has and there are some things we need to discuss."
"Are you breaking it off?" I asked, terrified of the answer I was about to get.
Taking her hand out of mine she said, "Derrick you need to understand the ramifications of what we have done and what might happen if we continue with this relationship, all of them. You are my nephew, I am your aunt, I am your mother's sister.", she began.
"Kari, I don't have the IQ of a turnip. I really am smart, I swear to God I am." I said in a snarky tone.
"I'm not saying you aren't, I'm simply laying out the reasons that this madness should not and cannot continue. Think about the other lives that will be affected if word of this gets out. Our entire family would be devastated. My career would be over in an instant, yours as well; academic or professional. It would destroy us, our family and everything we have."
"Go on." I said flatly.
"Honey, what we have is so very special and so very, very wrong. It is wrong on so many levels that I can't begin to count them and in some ways, I am kicking my own ass for allowing it to have happened. I can't see a way that this ends well for either of us."
"So you are breaking it off." I said quietly.
"I'm putting an end to it for the rest of the weekend or until I can re-evaluate what we should do. I have to have more time to clear my head." her fists were clinched, and she had started to cry.
"Okay."
"That's it? Okay? That's all you have to say?" she said hotly with tears rolling down her cheeks.
"Pretty much. I've been dumped before so, yeah, that's all I've got to say about us not being lovers. I do have some things to add about us being family and us being friends if you can come down off your moral high horse long enough to take a Xanax and listen." I was getting angry again and Kari was looking at me strangely.
"Well please, do tell.' she snipped at me.
"First things first. When I saw you walking down the driveway I thought that you were the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. I was jealous of every guy on the planet who had taken you to bed before I did. Not sexy, not hot, not gorgeous, just beautiful. You looked like you belonged here and that you were at peace with yourself. I think you needed to hear that before I go any further.
"Thank you." she said softly looking down at the ground.
"With that said, yes Kari, I have considered every possible ramification of what we are doing and what we have done. Are you on birth control? Because if the answer is no then there is the possibility that you could be pregnant."
"No I'm not and yes, I thought about that as well. If I am, I'm keeping the baby and if I'm not, then I'm not." she stated flatly.
"Really?"
"Yes, really. If I am, I'm keeping the baby."
"I love you."
"Don't Derrick, please. I'm begging you. don't" She almost sounded like she would start crying again.
"I'm sorry." I said as sincerely as I possibly could, "But listen to me very carefully because what I'm about to say may shock you a little bit. You can take sex out of this equation and I will still love you. I will always love you and I will always be here for you to come running back to. You are my aunt and always will be; nothing will ever change that. No matter how many times we've slept together or how many time in the future we might sleep together. You will always be my aunt and I will always love you for being Kari, not Aunt Kari, just Kari and not because of the sex. But in all honesty, I need to say that the sex is damned hot."
She laughed, sniffed then added shyly, "Yeah it really is, isn't it? And thank you for understanding. When did my little nephew become so mature?" she asked running her fingernails down the side of my face and looking directly into my eyes.
"About five minutes ago when you said you were dumping me for your pool boy in Mobile."
"That's not going to happen." she said laughing. "Juan is handsome, but he would hit on you before me so, no. There is no other man in my life, so that isn't why. I honestly do need the time to think about this and where we are at."
"Take it. I'll be here when you get back, either way."
"Thank you." Then she stood up, kissed me on the cheek and slipped into the house.
And with that, my relationship with Kari came to an end, or so I thought. Little did I know that within two hours I would be defending her by going toe to toe another force of nature; my mother. That was going to be the game changer.
With the hustle and bustle of us putting the finishing touches on the cabin before the old people showed up time flew by. Before we realized how late it was my phone rang and my mother was telling me that they were five minutes away and that I needed to get the car out of the garage, so they could unload the car they were in.
Kari tossed me the fob and I walked into the garage. I no sooner walked in than I said, "Oh shit!" and smiled. Kari's thong was still hanging off the rearview mirror. I took it off and shoved it in my pocket, then backed her car out and walked back into the house. Kari met me at the door with a concerned look on her face that caused me to laugh at her.
"It is in my pocket and it is going into the bottom of my suitcase as soon as I get to my room."
"Oh, thank God! It completely slipped my mind until just now."
I couldn't help myself, I bent down and gave her a quick peck on the lips. "Relax. That is why God made nephews; to keep their naughty little aunts out of trouble with the rest of the family."
"Uh huh." she said laughing. "Well, this naughty little aunt is done being naughty for a while, so you just keep those as a reminder."
"Like you were ever going to get them back." I said laughing at her.
Then the old people showed up. After the hugs and greetings and kisses, I got to play "fetch" for a half an hour or so getting everyone's luggage placed in their respective rooms. Mom and dad went for a short walk to stretch their legs before dinner. Grandpa went for a short walk to the bar to stretch his liver before dinner and grandma went to lay down for a bit; so that left Kari starting dinner for everyone. As I passed through the kitchen on my last luggage trip I told her that I would be in to help her as soon as I dropped off the last of the suitcases.
I hate potatoes. Potato peeling was my kitchen job since I was a little boy during the holidays. I was, by my estimation on spud 14,288 for my lifetime when mom stormed into the kitchen with dad hot on her heels.
"WHAT IS THIS?" she hissed loudly enough to make us both jump as she threw the box of condoms that Kari had tossed off the balcony on Monday night on the kitchen island.
Kari stood wide-eyed off to one side as I looked down at the box.
"What is what?" I asked regaining my composure.
"That!" mom hissed again pointing to the box, "Don't play games young man."
"Mom, if you don't know what they are then it certainly explains why I'm here." I stated flatly. Dad coughed and hid his smile behind his hand and I could see Kari visibly relax.
"Derrick don't you DARE get snarky with me young man."
"Exactly what are you saying mom? Huh? I hope to God that you aren't implying that those are mine. Why would I need condoms here? There are three women here; you, Grandma and Aunt Kari. You and Dad might need them, Grandpa and Grandma might need them, but I can assure you that Kari and I will never need them. The thought of that is just too weird to contemplate. They were probably dropped by some local kid. Where did you find them?" I said rather forcefully.
I was literally starring down my mother who seemed to be implying that I had been fucking my aunt for the past two days and that we needed protection. Apparently, it worked because mom's demeanor and look softened a bit as she realized what she was saying. (And all the while I had a pair of my aunt's underwear in my left pocket. For the record, the irony of that wasn't lost on me.)
"At the tree line in the back yard." Mom said, kind of taken aback by the forcefulness in my voice.
Dad said, "Yeah, that makes sense, we get calls from the alarm company about three times a year where kids are sneaking onto the property to use the hot tub. They could have easily been dropped by some of them."
"Well, I didn't buy them," I said honestly, "and like I said, the only women here are you, Grandma and Kari and all three of you are way too damned old for me."
That statement was followed by about three seconds of silence while the two of them looked at me and then at each other. Then I had two screeching banshees chasing me through the house. Dad was too busy laughing to help me and I was too busy thinking that the poor bastard was going to be eating takeout again to worry about his lack of assistance.
Once we got that sorted out things went a lot smoother for the rest of the evening. While we were eating dinner, I looked around the table at everyone and realized that my whole life, every person I could call family was sitting here with me; Grandma and Grandpa at the heads of the table, Mom and Dad sitting across from me and Kari. My paternal grandparents had passed away in a car accident when I was three and since dad was an only child, I had no family there. This little gathering was it, this was my entire family so maybe Kari was on to something. Did we really want to risk losing this for something that would probably never work out in the long run?
I briefly slipped my hand onto Kari's thigh and gently squeezed it. Then I pulled it back and smiled at her. It wasn't sexual, I just wanted her to know that I was there. A few moments later I felt her hand on my thigh and got the same type of gentle squeeze. It was rather nice and really reassuring.
We finally got a few minutes alone while we were doing the dishes. We told the old people that we would take care of it tonight because they had been on the road all day. After they all said thank you we found ourselves standing beside one another at the sink.
"Thank you." Kari said quietly
"For?" I responded.
"For taking the lead when your mom brought the condoms into the house. My heart stopped when I saw that box. I had no idea what to do or say but you were perfect."
"You're welcome." I responded.
She glanced at the door for a moment and then stretched up and gave me a quick peck on the lips. "That was for defending my honor." she stated looking up at me.
"I'll be honest Kari, I was looking around the table tonight and I realized what you meant about getting caught and destroying the family. You're right, there is a lot at stake here. A lot. I don't want to hurt anyone, especially you, so take the time you need to figure things out and let me know."
"It sucks, doesn't it?"
"A lot."
Thanksgiving came and went. There was turkey, ham, sweet potatoes, mashed potatoes, (I added 12 more to the peel count) cranberry sauce, pumpkin pie, wine, booze, football, more wine, more booze, more football. There was so much wine and booze that nobody, but mom, seemed to mind that I had found the bourbon. My dad put an end to mom's complaining by saying that twelve more weeks wasn't going to matter, that I wasn't driving anywhere today and that is was nice for him to be able to have a drink with his son. Then much to my grandparent's surprise, he said something about Spring Break 1991 and mom blushed and sat down. I really do love my dad.
Kari and I had zero physical contact all day. None. I wanted to touch her so badly by then that it physically hurt to think about it and each time I glanced at her, I saw the same far-away look in her eyes that I saw Wednesday afternoon on the front porch. The lights were on, but Kari wasn't home. I had no choice but to respect the boundaries and barriers she was putting up.
Like I said, the booze and wine were flowing and by 10:30 or so the old people were off to bed, and I knew that I wasn't that far behind them. I was more than a little buzzed, so I stepped out onto the back porch to star gaze, get some fresh air and gather my thoughts for a moment when I heard the door open. Kari stepped on to the porch and walked over to me.
"Hi there, sailor. New in town?" I said quietly as she stood there looking out over the lawn.
"Shhh." she whispered nodding her head toward the trees.
I looked up and a young buck was standing there looking at us and at his side was a small doe. They stood there looking at us and then slowly stepped onto the lawn and began to nibble on the grass. I didn't notice it happening at first but as we stood there watching Kari had somehow managed to move in front of me. I wrapped my arms around her and we just stood there watching the deer. We must have silently watched them for five minutes before a car drove down the road and spooked them back into the trees.
"What are you thinking about?" I asked quietly.
"Us. This." she responded snuggling back toward me a little.
"Oh."
"You know we can never live together, that would be far too dangerous. There are too many people in Mobile and Tuscaloosa know us and our family."
"Yeah." I responded.
"Remember when you said you had a shit ton of questions for me?" she asked.
"Yes."
"Ask one."
"Why did you decide to follow through with this?"
"Because I finally convinced myself that you loved me enough that you would never hurt me if my plan to seduce you worked, and that you would never tell anyone about it if it failed."
"True story."
"Ask another one."
"Do you think you are pregnant?"
"I won't know for another week to ten days. But Derrick you need to know that I am serious about keeping the baby if I am."
"Okay."
"Does anything fluster you?" she said turning around and looking up at me. "I just told you that I could be carrying your child. I'm your aunt, your mother's sister, and I could be carrying your baby and you respond with "Okay."
"I was there at the conception remember? Don't you think I would have gotten flustered about this situation before now?"
"Well, there is that." she said still looking up at me smiling.
I couldn't help myself; between her smile and those green eyes I had to do something. I wasn't about to risk her leaving me and I wanted to let her know that, so I used my body to push her against the railing and gave her a long slow kiss. When I broke it off I said "As much as this hurts me to say this Kari, I have to go to bed now. If I don't I can't promise you that I'll be able to control myself much longer around you and I don't want to risk getting caught. I love you. Good night."
"Good night Baby." She said softly. "Oh, and Derrick, one other thing."
"Yes Kari?"
"I love you too." she whispered.
Friday and Saturday were Hell on Earth for me. My mother and grandmother both are blessed with an over-abundance of "Mom Sense"; that subconscious sense a mother has when there is something wrong with her cub and or her immediate family. They could both see the distance that Kari and I were imposing on each other. By trying to distance ourselves from the situation we had distanced ourselves from each other and they had both picked up on it. Kari and I had always been as close as a brother and sister and now there was something going on and our moms knew it.
To try and fix it they kept throwing us together; sending us to the store together, having us do chores together, dragging us into family chats by asking us if we remembered doing such and such as kids. It was Hell. But slowly it started to work and eventually, by Saturday night, Kari was swatting my arm and telling me to shut my mouth when I told on her about catching her and her high school boyfriend skinny dipping at a swimming hole near home. I thought Grandma was going to have a shit fit! Kari got even by telling mom about catching me at the bar on Halloween. If Dad hadn't started laughing, I would have died from the look that Mom was giving me.



It was very, very early Sunday morning, when I felt my mattress shift just enough to wake me up. I looked up to see Kari wearing her robe and setting beside me on my bed. I was just getting my bearings and was about to ask her what was going on when she gently pressed her finger to my lips and said "Shhh." With her other hand she reached under the blankets and slowly started rubbing my cock. Within minutes it was rock hard and then she leaned in and whispered "This is probably going to be the last time I get to be your naughty aunt for a while Derrick, so I wanted to give you something else to remember. Just keep in mind that my sister and your father are just on the other side of that wall."
And with that she turned around and started giving me a blowjob. I was really getting some mixed signals here. One minute it was stay away, I need to think and the next she was sneaking into my room at 5:45 in the morning to give me a blowjob. I was chewing a hole in the pillow to keep from making noise when I came. I looked up to see Kari wipe a dribble of cum off her chin and then lick it off her finger. I felt my dick twitch watching that.
Smiling she bent over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek then whispered, "I'm going back to my room, so I can get up in thirty minutes and pack to take you back to school like the responsible aunt that I am. You can just lay here and think about all the things that your naughty aunt is going to do to you over the next few weekends in a hotel room before we see each other again for the first time in Mobile at Christmas." Then she walked out of the room, softly shutting the door behind her.
By 7:00 everyone was up and moving around, showering, shaving, packing and getting ready to head home. Since Kari was taking me back to school we pleaded out that we needed to get a jump on the traffic and leave early or that she would end up in a hotel room tonight. It seemed to make sense to everyone; and by eight, after the goodbye hugs, kisses and the numerous "I love you" exchanges, we were on the road.
We grabbed a quick bite to eat at Mickey Ds and hit I-75 south toward Chattanooga. Our conversation sounded more like a couple than an aunt and nephew. We were talking about places we would both like to visit and things we would like to do and see. It was early so traffic was still light and we were making good time. We had just hit the Alabama state line when Kari's phone rang, she looked down at it and I saw her go ghost white pale. I glanced over at it and the Caller ID said, "Tennessee Highway Patrol".
Kari answered it and after a few yes and no answers she groaned and said "Sweetie, turn around at the next exit. We have to go back, they've been in a really bad wreck in Knoxville."
Really bad was an understatement; a semi had crossed the median and taken out their car, two others and an SUV. Nine people had died, five were critically injured and the only person who walked away was the truck driver. He didn't have a scratch on him. He did however have a BAC of .09 so he went to jail and later prison.
Mom, Dad and Grandpa all died instantly. Grandma had made it into surgery but there was too much damage and she passed away on the table. At the ages of 25 and 20 respectively, Kari and I were orphans. I was devastated. We both were and had there been time to grieve we would have both broken down but there wasn't.
Their funerals were the following Saturday. Kari and I both stayed at my parent's home, but we slept in separate rooms with me in my old room and her in the guest room. There were too many people in and out at all hours for the funeral arrangements for there to have been anything else. Staying here made sense because it was between her apartment and my grandparent's home. We did have two new additions to the family that was left on Tuesday though; Maniac and Misfit, grandma's cats. I got the snot punched out of my arm when Kari brought them into the house and I said, "Oh look! It is my decrepit Aunt Kari, the Crazy Cat Lady." I also got told to go to Hell and that I now had litter box duty.
At the funeral Kari and I sat together since we were the only immediate family left. There must have been two hundred or so people in attendance because the story had made the local news so everyone that knew or professed to know our parents were there. At one point in the service I reached out to take Kari's hand, but she pulled it back from me and placed them both in her lap. I really didn't understand what was happening until the two of us and our family pastor got into the limo to go to the cemetery and she raised the privacy screen separating us from the driver and then lifted the veil over her head. Her eyes were red from the crying.
"Derrick, if I had held your hand I there I would have broken down in hysterics and I'm not going to have their funeral ruined by my hysterics."
"Kari, if you need some time to compose yourself at the cemetery let me know." the pastor said as we started moving.
"I should be okay now but thank you." she said softly smiling at him.
We got home a little after five and Kari immediately went to her room to change and I headed to the bar to drink. The past seven days had truly sucked ass and I needed to spend a few days reflecting on the color and taste of Kentucky's finest before I dealt with anything else. Then there was a knock at the door.
I sat the tumbler on the bar and walked to the door. Opening it I found a middle-aged man standing there in a very well-tailored suit and carrying a satchel. Beside him stood a mini-me carrying a laptop bag.
"Mr. Davidson?"
"Yes?" I responded.
"Sir my name is Gerry Gaston, I'm a senior partner with Gaston, Young and Barrows, we've represented your father and your grandfather for a number of years. I'd like to extend my condolences and say that we too are mourning their loss." His voice cracked as he said that and if he wasn't sincere, he deserved an Oscar for the performance.
"Come in gentlemen, please. Can I offer you a drink?"
"No thank you, unfortunately we are here on business. Is your aunt here? We were told that she was staying here temporarily until the funeral was over."
"She's upstairs, I'll go get her."
I walked up the stairs and saw Kari coming out of my room.
"I heard voices. What's up?" she asked.
She hadn't changed yet.
"It is our parent's attorney." I said. Then added "Why were you in my room?"
"I'll explain in a bit. What do the sharks want?"
"I have no idea, they asked for you as well, so I came up here to fetch."
The men stood as Kari entered the living room.
"Miss Christenson, it is nice to see you again, I don't know if you remember but we met when your trust fund matured last year. I handled the paperwork for you and your father." the lead attorney said.
"I do remember!" Kari stated, smiling at him.
Two thoughts went through my mind; the first being that if Mini-me over there didn't stop staring at Kari and put his eyeballs back in his fucking head I would do it for him. That was followed by me wondering where Kari found the energy to smile today when all I wanted to do was drink myself into oblivion.
"Getting down to business so that we can get out of here and leave you two to some peace and quiet I have some paperwork for you to sign so that the firm can continue to represent the family in your legal matters. I hate to sound so impersonal, but these things have to happen to move forward."
"What kind of things?" Kari asked.
"Well for starters Mr. Davidson's trust fund. Currently the balance, you don't mind me discussing this with your aunt do you Derrick?"
"Go right ahead, I didn't even know I had a trust fund."
"Well, you do and currently the balance is just shy of 1.2 million dollars. Then there is the matter of your parent's real estate. The wrongful death lawsuit that we are planning to file against the trucking company that killed your parents. Along with the insurance policies that we know of, the retirement plans and pensions, a conservative estimate is that you, young man, are worth just over 3.5 million dollars and you ma'am are now worth a little over 4 million."
Do you remember that drink I sat on the bar? I got up walked over to it and killed in in one long gulp. Then I made another and walked back to the couch.
"So now you understand why you might need legal representation? We naturally assumed that since we already know your family's holdings and investments that it might be simpler for us to handle it. Unless of course you want to find other representation."
"How long were you my father's attorney?" I asked.
"Let me put it this way." he said standing up and walking to my parent's wedding picture on the wall. He pointed at it, smiled and then quietly said, "I'm the third groomsman from the left."
"Where do we sign?"
An hour later and the sharks had gone and for the first time in days Kari and I were alone. She went upstairs and changed her clothes and was back down in the living room in about ten minutes.
"Kari, I'm dropping out of school."
"The fuck you are Derrick!" she responded so angrily that for a minute I thought my recently departed mother's spirit had possessed her body.
"No really, I am. At least until next fall and I'm changing my major to Accounting or Finance. If I'm going to manage this kind of money I need to know what I'm doing. When we get the estates settled and I can wrap my head around being independently wealthy and not having to eat Cup a Soup for the next two to three years, I'm going back, I promise." I said and then added "Did you know? Did you know our family was this well off?"
"Yes, but I was just as shocked as you and sworn to secrecy about it. My trust fund matured when I turned 25 and I almost passed out when the check cleared the bank. It's a shock to go from having an average balance of $1,500.00 dollars to having a total balance of just over an even million. Fortunately, Daddy had more than enough people, honest people, advising him that when I showed up they were willing to handle my finances as well."
"Well dip me in honey and toss me in a gay bar."
"Derrick!"
"Seriously, here I was thinking that mom and dad were struggling to pay for my school and that I was going to be paying off student loans forever and the old man could have just written a check to cover it."
"True but he wanted to teach you the value of a dollar and guess what, he did. But now I'm beginning to agree with you, maybe a semester off to get use to this might not be a bad thing. I'm not sure turning you loose with a seven-figure checking account is a good idea. There are too many distractions up there with silicone tits and no morals who would love to latch their claws into a meal ticket like you."
"Are you jealous?" I asked smiling.
"No Baby, I'm territorial. Jealous means you're insecure; I'm simply protecting what I've already laid claim to." she said with a smile on her face that was more than a little unnerving.
"Oh."
"Derrick, you are the only family I have left. I'm not losing you to some sorority whore who sees you as the way to finance her a collection of Mercedes Benz and Coach purses. It's not going to happen, deal with it."
"Well, unless you kick me out the only skirt I'm chasing is yours, but we do need to get out of Mobile for a little while."
"I couldn't agree more, we really do but not right away, maybe in a week or two. There are some things I need to clear up first. I'm putting in my notice at work on Monday and I have some stuff going there that needs to be gone over with my whomever my replacement turns out to be.
"I can understand that, but now I want to know why were you in my room earlier."
"Oh. That. I was in our room because I had moved my suitcases in there and I was unpacking."
"Oh, okay."
"Does anything fluster you?" she asked smiling at me. God her eyes were sparkling.
"After the two weeks that we've just had? Seriously?"
"Yeah, that I understand." she said and then she added, "Now, one last thing and I'm not saying this as your aunt, I'm saying this as the woman in your life and as your lover. You can have one maybe two more drinks and then you're done for the night. I'm not going to let you turn into a drunk and hide in a bottle to get away from your pain about our loss. I'm hurting too but we have each other and you don't need to be drunk or get me drunk to talk to me or get me in bed. And I'm certainly not going to have you pawing on me tonight or any other night smelling like a distillery and poking at me with a whiskey dick. Got it?"
"Got it." I said.
"Good, now be a dear and order a pizza while I finish unpacking. I'm famished!"
Jared called me later that night and I put him on speaker. He was calling to give his condolences and to let me know if I needed him to do anything for me at school. I felt like an instant ass for not bringing him down because in the past year and a half he had really become my best friend.
"Hey Jared, listen man, I am so sorry for not having you down here for this. I could have really used the support."
"No problem dude, If I could have gotten away I would have been there but you know my schedule. I feel like shit that I couldn't make it."
"Well, you can make it up to me."
"How?"
"So, listen, for Christmas how would you and the local lovely of your choice like to join Kari and me in Gatlinburg for a week of fun and wholesome entertainment? I know for a fact you could use the break and I'll be more than happy to fly you both into Knoxville and meet you at the airport."
"Man, that would be awesome, even if I had to fly solo."
"Cool, listen, I'll be up next weekend with Kari to pack up my stuff and clear out of the dorm. We can talk then. I'll see you soon dude, keep your nasty rash off my pillow."
Kari laughed at that. It was the first time I had heard her laugh in forever; it was nice to hear it again.
"I DON'T HAVE" and I hung up.
Leaning over I kissed Kari's cheek and said, "We need to talk about Jared."
"We need to talk about a lot of things, add him to the list."
"No, we need to talk about him now because the next semester is coming up soon and I'm paying for his. The guy and his family are flat broke. He is there on a scholarship but that is contingent on him being able to renew it every year with his GPA. I know for a fact that he is struggling in two classes and I'm not going to watch my friend's dream crash and burn if I have the means to stop it. According to the sharks, I do. So, my question is, Oh Love of My Life, do you want to help me convince him to take the cashier's check I am going to offer him on Friday or am I on my own doing it?"
"You really do love him, don't you?" Kari asked with a tear in her eye.
"Rash and all." I said smiling at her.
She laughed again. God in Heaven I had missed that sound.
We found out on Monday that Kari wasn't pregnant. I'm not sure if I was more relieved or disappointed. I was really trying to get use to this entire situation, so it was probably a little of both.
Friday found me and Kari driving up to Tuscaloosa in her car, where we would rent a small U-Haul and drive back to Mobile with my stuff. We had rented a room at the Hilton and I was really looking forward to testing the theory that a woman is more willing to let go in a strange hotel room than in her own bed.
Then, shit happened in a big way.
I called Jared when we got to the room and told him that Kari and I were taking him out to dinner tonight. About an hour or so later he showed up and when I opened the door where I was greeted with "Look Asshole, I swear on the graves of my ancestors that if you say I have a rash one more fucking time, I will kick your ass so far into the future that you will see Missouri's football team win the South-Eastern Conference title."
"You win." I said laughing and hugging him in the hallway. It was nice to have my friend back.
He strolled into the room like he owned the place and hugged Kari. "Hello Beautiful, it's nice to see you again. I'm still having trouble believing that Derrick could land something like you. I've seen him in the shower. I wasn't that impressed."
"I've seen him there too, trust me." Kari responded with a wicked little grin on her face.
"So, you two really are a thing?"
"Afraid so." Kari responded.
Jared turned to look at me and I nodded.
"Have you both lost your fucking minds?" he asked. "Seriously dude, you just admitting to sleeping with your aunt?"
The next couple of seconds were, to say the least, awkward. Kari's hands flew to her mouth and I felt like I had been dunked in ice water and kicked in the chest by a mule. Jared on the other hand stood there with a look on his face that was a cross between amazement and amusement.
"Have either one of you heard about this thing called the internet? I was trying to figure out how to get down to Mobile for the funeral, so I Googled your name and this article popped up about Derrick Davidson and his aunt, Kari Christenson and the tragic loss they had both suffered." He paused for a moment and let that sink in. "It was complete with pictures of both of you."
"Jared, I can explain." Kari started.
"Hang on a second Kari, I'm not done and you're probably going to thank me when this is over so just sit there for a second, look gorgeous and let me finish. I promise, it won't hurt a bit." Jared said smiling as he sat down.
For some reason I trusted him.
"Look, I'm not going to judge because I'm not able to judge. The first woman in my life was my cousin Kristi so I know damn well what you two are looking at and going up against. I can cover both your asses in the dorm by saying you pranked the shit out of us at the bar on Halloween but really, you two need to find a place where nobody knows you and nobody can find you and nobody can discover your past if you want to continue with this."
"Really dude, your cousin?" I asked incredulously.
"Seriously bitch, your aunt?" he responded and then added "But looking at her I can understand why you said yes."
I laughed. I couldn't help it. I laughed.
Kari looked like the world had ended. Seriously, she was shaken to her core. Her worst nightmare had come to fruition: someone knew. She was sitting on the bed with tears in both eyes and looking like she wanted to jump out the hotel window when Jared said "Kari? Kari? Kari? Darlin' are you still with us?"
"How much do you want to keep quiet?"
"What?"
"How much do you want to keep quiet about this?" Kari asked trembling with fear.
"Nothing. Not a damned dime. My lips are sealed, I just want to make sure that you and Derrick are safe and that nobody else knows about this." Jared stated in a matter of fact tone. "So, let's put our noggins together and look at this, shall we?"
It turns out that Kari and I weren't as careful as we thought. Susan, the "bride to be" saw the kiss at the bar and she knew that we were related. Susan was our wild card. That was the one thing we hadn't counted on. How discrete would Susan be about this if she managed to put two and two together.
"I can handle Susan, trust me, she won't say a fucking word to anyone." Kari said with an evil smirk on her face.
"Sorry Kari but I am going to need more convincing than that before I feel comfortable." I said.
"Do you remember the party I told you we were going to? The one on Halloween where I got ignored?"
"Yes."
Kari dug her phone out of her purse and opened the photo app, she scrolled down for a moment and then handed me the phone. I was looking at a very graphic picture of Susan between two male strippers, one with his dick in her mouth and the other with his dick in her ass.
"Yep. That should shut her up for eternity." I said with a smile. "Of course, if you threaten to use that you have lost a friend forever."



"I don't have to threaten to use it, she knows I took it. Hell, I sent it to her in a text message later that night and watched her rub out an orgasm to it in the back of the limo. I've even got a video of that somewhere."
"Okay, what does her new husband do for a living?" Jared asked.
"He's a Methodist minister." said Kari.
"Well, I think that problem is solved then.' Jared smirked, "So on to the next one. Where do you two love birds plan on living? Obviously, Alabama is out of the question."
"Tennessee. Gatlinburg specifically." I replied.
"Who knows you there?" Jared asked.
"Nobody." We parroted together.
"Nobody?"
"Not a fucking soul dude, I swear." I said flatly.
"Cool." Jared said sounding relieved. "Now, let me tell you why Kristi is coming to Tennessee with me for Christmas."
To make a longer story boring, Jared was and has remained true to his word. Our little secret is safe with him and with Kristi. I eventually talked him into accepting my offer to pay for his education. It took a lot of persuading and I finally had to show him the cashier's check that was dated two days before our trip up for him to understand that it wasn't a payoff for his silence. It really was a gift to a friend.
The color returned to Kari's face after she realized that Jared would take the details of our relationship to his grave. By the end of the night he had her in tears laughing at my failed attempts at romance during our freshman year at school. I think he really won her over when he said that he was the reason she never got a text message from a horny college kid because he told the other two guys that he would cut their nuts off "if they tried to keep that poor, dumb bastard from getting some of that".
For the record, women are more willing to let go in a strange hotel room. Trust me on this one, it was awesome. Don't wait up for a description, a guy needs to have some memories to keep to himself.
By the middle of December, we had pretty much cut our ties to Mobile and Tuscaloosa and were living full time at the cabin. I've noticed something about women, if you give them a nest and they will make it their own. By Christmas the entire cabin had been repainted and redecorated. Even the pictures on the walls had been changed out. By the time Jared and Kristi arrived on the 22nd the place was completely different. I was more than touched by one wall though. Kari had taken every picture of our parents that she could find that didn't have us both in them and placed them on one wall. That was called "The Family Wall". Mom and Dad's wedding picture and Grandma and Grandpa's wedding pictures were in the center and the rest spread out from there. It really was kind of amazing.
Christmas was a subdued affair since it was our first without our parents and in retrospect it was nice having Jared and Kristi there with us. They stayed through the New Year and we flew them back to their homes with a promise to bring the both out again for Spring Break. Having them over for Christmas has become a tradition of sorts and it is a lot easier now since they only live about four miles away. There are now three people on the planet that know our secret and we aren't all that concerned anymore about them saying anything.
Fourteen months later:
Valentine's Day 2015 had rolled around. I had taken Kari out to her favorite restaurant in Knoxville. Dinner was perfect. It's a lot easier to get a good table and a decent waiter when you're known for leaving a big tip. After dinner we headed back to the cabin and during the drive I couldn't help but ask for the 100,000th time since this had begun, "Any regrets?"
She lifted my hand to her lips and kissed my knuckles. "None."
"Good, that's one less thing I have to worry about." I said smiling at her.
We walked into the cabin and Kari went straight upstairs to change out of her dress. I couldn't help but stare at her ass as she walked up the stairs, it was still perfect. My entire life was perfect. Keeping my promise to her, I had enrolled at a local college and changed my major to Accounting. I was due to graduate in May. It's funny how fast you can churn through a degree program when you aren't worried about finances.
I went to the bar and poured myself a shot of Scotch and then I walked out to the back porch, but not before Misfit had managed to do circle eights around my ankles as I was walking and almost tripped me up getting to the door. I glanced once at the hot tub and smiled when I thought of my back flip and our first night together in it. Then I heard the door open and I glanced up in that direction. I stopped dead in my tracks because Kari was walking toward me in the same robe she was wearing on our first night together. She was wearing slippers but there was a chill in the air and a cold front was moving through that was going to drop the temperatures into the teens by morning.
"Hi there, sailor. New in town?" I asked her grinning.
"Yes. Yes I am. Care to show me a good time?" she responded smiling at me.
"Why not? I've don't have anything planned for the next three minutes or so." I said grinning.
She walked over to the edge of the deck and putting her hands on the railing she looked over her shoulder at me she said, "Take me Derrick. I'm already wet just thinking about it. I'm yours. I'm not your aunt. I'm not your slut. I'm just Kari."
I did. Gently at first, just walking up behind her and lifting the hem of her robe up until I could slip inside her pussy. Once I was there she almost became animalistic. She was gripping the rail and thrusting back to meet me stroke for stoke. Within seconds I could feel the head of my dick bumping her cervix. I knew I wasn't going to last very long and I promised myself that I would make it up to her as soon as I got her in the bedroom.
"Kari, I'm going to cum. Oh God Baby, I'm going to cum."
"It doesn't matter Sweetheart, give it to me. Give me all of it. Now."
I came so hard that I almost went to my knees. It was all I could do to stay standing, so I just wrapped my arms around her, collapsed on top of her and let her support my weight. I was just getting ready to tell her that I loved her when I felt her body freeze up and she nodded her head toward the lawn.
I looked up and saw the buck looking at us, he was bigger than I remembered but he was the same one and there was a larger doe standing at his side.
"Spirit animals." I whispered as we looked at them.
"So it would seem." Kari said softly as she ground her ass into me.
The deer watched us for a minute or so and then they turned and walked back into the forest.
"God, I love you." I whispered then added, "I love you more than you can possibly imagine."
She turned around and looked up at me. "I really hope so Derrick, because I'm seven weeks pregnant. Happy Valentine's Day."
September 2017:
Denise Hope Davidson was turning two tomorrow, so we took her to Dollywood for her birthday. Jared and I had gone to get some drinks at a concession stand and walking back I saw a sight that made me smile. Kristi was fumbling in her bag looking for a tissue to wipe the grime off Jared Junior's one-year old face. Denise was playing with a stuffed bear in her stroller, when she saw me those big green eyes lit up and she cried "Daddy!". Kari was about five months pregnant, and she was just beginning to show a baby bump. As I handed her the drink I said, "Hi there, sailor. New in town?" and then gently pulled her hair to the point that she tilted her head back, so I could kiss her.
"Yes. Yes I am. Care to show me a good time?" she replied with a twinkle in her eyes.
Don't judge me. There are two other bedrooms at the cabin for us to fill up.
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The weather service was wrong, the storms had passed by just after six that evening. We stayed in bed, Debbie nude (I still had my clothes on) until six thirty or so and then I got up. Debbie grunted and sat up, covering her body with a pillow.
"Where are you going?" she asked groggily.
"To the head and then to make us something to eat. Relax, I won't be gone that long." I said.
I walked into the galley and was trying to decide between a white or red wine to go with the cheese and crackers I had on the tray when Debbie appeared from below dressed in my tee-shirt. She looked at me and then looked down at the deck, then she looked back up at me with tears in her eyes.
"I'm sorry Mike, I am so, so very sorry. Oh God! I am so humiliated."
I walked over to her and stood there looking down at her. I reached out to touch her face and she jerked back from me then said, "No. Please don't I already feel bad enough as it is."
"Why?"
"What?" she asked whipping her head up to look at me.
"Why? Why are you humiliated?"
"Because I just, we just, I just masturbated in front of you!"
"Yes, you did. Now why are you humiliated?"
"Are you daft?" she asked. "I just played with myself in front of my big brother. I told you that nobody touches me unless I want it to happen then I held your hand to my boobs and wouldn't let you stop when you tried to. I played with myself, laying beside you, until I had an orgasm and if that isn't bad enough, I did it again with you watching." She dropped her head down and made a moaning sound, then she wiped her eyes and started sniffing.
I looked down at her for a moment and then said, "Do you want red or white wine with the cheese and crackers?"
"What?" she asked incredulously looking back up at me.
I leaned down, put my two fingers under her chin and gently lifted it until her face was upturned toward me. Then I leaned down and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips. It wasn't a peck, it was a kiss and I held it long enough for her to see the difference, then I pulled back and looked her in the eyes.
"I told you yesterday afternoon, I don't care if you are fucking hobos to get beer money, you are my baby sister and there is nothing that you can do that will ever stop me from loving you."
"Mike, I can't,"
"Red or white?"
She stood there for a second and then I saw her take a deep breath; she held it for a second and then she relaxed, let it out and looked up at me.
"Seriously? I just gave you your own personal peep show and the best you can come up with is wine, cheese and crackers? You really need to take lessons on how to score with chicks!"
"Give me a break kid, that was the closest I've come to scoring since September of last year."
"Seriously?" she asked.
"Unfortunately, yes." I replied.
"Damn!"
"Tell me about it."
"White."
"Huh?"
"White. You cut the cheese and pour the wine, so I have something to nibble on. I'm making us a real meal, I'm starving."
One hour later found us setting on the back deck finishing up a very good meal of grilled chicken breasts, corn on the cob and green beans. I was becoming more and more appreciative of Debbie's skills in the kitchen and let her know it. She blushed and looked down at her plate when I told her, "You know, the guy that gets you is going to be one lucky bastard."
"Thank you, Mike." She said humbly.
"I'm serious. You're beautiful, intelligent, a great cook, and you have a terrific sense of humor. Those four traits will land you a rich husband or one that is flat broke but loves you more than I do."
"Is that possible?" she asked looking up at me her blue eyes glittering in the fading sunset. "Could any man really love me more than you do?
"Probably not, but it could happen. Plan for the worst and hope for the best."
"What's the worst?"
"You end up marrying some guy thirty years older than you and you start banging the gardener until you get caught. Then you get tossed out on your ass with nothing more than the two million-dollars the pre-nuptial agreement says you get."
"Two million huh? How hot is the gardener?"
I laughed.
"Seriously, you are a catch Debbie. You really are."
"Thank you." she said demurely.
"So, do you want to talk about what happened this afternoon?" I asked.
"Do you mean me freaking out in a thunderstorm, molesting my brother, playing with myself in front of him and then having monumental feelings of self-loathing, regret and remorse?"
"Yeah, that." I said grinning at her.
"Nah, I'm good. I'm working past all of that already." she said smiling back at me.
I looked up and realized that the sun had set. A thought crossed my mind and as hard as I tried, I could not stop thinking about it. A few minutes later I stood up and walked to the swim platform realizing that if I went through with this, Debbie would probably think I had lost my mind.
"What are you doing?" Debbie asked laughing as I pulled my shirt over my head.
"Going for a swim. Care to join me?" and with that I dropped my shorts and dove into the lake.
I broke water just in time to catch a glimpse of Debbie's spectacular ass going under it. She popped up a few feet away from me and slowly stroked her way over to me, smiling as she did.
"Was it the wine at dinner or did you bump your head on the way out of your cabin?" she asked me, still laughing.
"Nah, I just realized that it was getting dark, I was in a secluded cove with a beautiful woman who hates wearing clothes and the weather was perfect for a skinny dipping before we went to bed."
"Perfect answer." She said smiling as she swam over to me.
She began to tread water in front of me then she reached out and draped her arms over my shoulders, wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled in close to me. I felt her body press against mine and the reaction was immediate. I felt my dick start to come to life.
"Regrets?" she whispered.
"Do you mean this afternoon?"
"Yes."
"None." I said flatly. "Honestly, that was the hottest thing that has happened to me in very long time. The guy that lands you really will be a lucky son of a bitch"
"Good to know. I'm probably not going to give you a repeat performance anytime soon, but it is nice knowing that you aren't going to swim for the shore in a panic."
I gave her a quick kiss on her forehead and then with her still hanging on to me I started slowly side stroking my way to the boat.
"Ooh, I like it when my man takes charge." she giggled as we moved toward the boat.
"I'm full of surprises tonight huh?" I said as we reached the swim platform.
"Yes, you are!" she said as she reached out and grabbed the platform to support herself.
I pulled the boarding ladder down and looked over at her. "Ladies first."
"You're just saying that, so you can look at my butt when I climb out."
"Nope. I have other plans."
"Really? Now I'm intrigued." she said laughing.
"I'm going straight to bed."
"Oh wow! That sounds exciting." She muttered under her breath as she grabbed the ladder and climbed onboard.
God, she looked beautiful standing there in the moonlight. The water was running off her body in small streams and her nipples stood out from the water and the post storm chill in the air. I couldn't help but admire her body and see her as a woman instead of my sister.
I pulled myself on to the ladder, looked up and said, "Turn around."
"Shy?" she asked me in a semi-coy manner.
"Yes, turn around." I said again.
"No."
"Ok," I said with a fake frown on my lips as I started climbing out of the water. "but I would never ask you to do something that made you feel uncomfortable."
She whipped around so fast I thought she was going to lose her balance. "NOT FAIR!" she cried out as she turned her back to me.
I pulled up my shorts as quickly as I could then I leaned over, kissed her cheek and whispered, "If life were fair I would be rich instead of so damned good looking. Besides, I was getting out whether you turned around or not."
"Tease!" She giggled as she grabbed my (now her) shirt and pulled it over her head.
"You have no idea Deborah."
"I melt inside when you call me that."
"Nice to know." I said looking down at her. I reached out and pulled her to me then wrapped my arms around her and gave her a hug.
She gasped and then pointed toward the opposite shore of the river. "Oh! Fireworks!"
Sure enough, someone was setting off commercial grade fireworks across the river from us, so we stood there on the swim platform watching them. Debbie had backed up to me when they started going off and I again pulled her in to me and wrapped my arms around her. Our private fireworks show lasted for about fifteen minutes and when it was over I was somewhat disappointed.
"Bedtime." I said letting her go.
"Whose?"
"Mine. I'm old." I said.
"Fine Grandpa, I'll see you in the morning." she said smiling and walking to the cockpit, then she glanced down at the dishes on the table and sighed. "A Galley Wench's work is never done."
"Leave 'em, we can do them tomorrow at the marina." I said seriously getting ready to turn in for the night.
"No, with my OCD, if I walked away from this I would just lay in bed and twitch all night long." she replied sadly.
"Okay, you wash, I'll dry and then we are going to bed."
"I knew I could guilt trip you into helping!" she said with a smirk on her face. We finished the dishes making small talk about our plans for tomorrow and then I headed below to turn in.
This had been a very, very strange day but at least it had ended well. Debbie didn't seem nearly as upset as she had been immediately after the incident during the storm and I knew it would never happen again, so I just chalked it up to "Weird Shit that Happens on the River". I was determined to keep it from affecting the rest of the trip. I hit the Head one last time and when I walked into my cabin I got a bit of a shock. Debbie was in my bed; she was propped up on pillows and had the covers pulled up just under her breasts, so I knew that meant she was most likely nude under the covers.
"You know, this could be considered mutiny." I said, trying to recover from the shock as smoothly as I could.
"You'll never make me walk the plank. You would starve if you did." she responded smiling up at me.
"Seriously Debbie, what's going on?"
"I'm going to bed." She said reaching for the TV remote and turning on the TV.
"In here?"
"Yes."
"So, where am I supposed to sleep?"
"In here."
"Um," I, started to mumble.
"Question." she said.
"Okay."
"When you were married to Super Slut did you ever go to bed with her and not have sex?"
"More often than not." I replied honestly.
She was smiling at me as she turned the covers back on the other side of the bed and looked back up at the TV.
"You win." I said climbing in nervously.
"Didn't I tell you to write that down? Besides, we use to sleep together all the time when we were kids."
"True, but you had clothes on and you weren't built like a Playboy Centerfold back then, so, there's that."
She gave a surprised gasp and looked over at me saying, "Do you really think I look that good Mike?"
"Absolutely." I said sincerely.
Her smile lit up the room.
"Umm, Mike?"
"Yes."
"Do you always sleep fully dressed, with the lights on?"
I sighed, climbed out of bed and turned off the lights. I stripped down to my boxers and then started to climb back under the covers. She grabbed the covers and pulling them up said, "No."
"No what?" I asked.
"No boxers."
"Debbie, that's not going to happen." I protested.
"Yes, it will. We will argue about it, and you will lose. So, to save time let's just assume that I'm going to win, and you drop the boxers. If it helps, I won't look." she said as she turned her head away.
What I should have done was stand the moral high-ground, and retreat to her cabin and lock the door. What I did was drop the boxers and climb into bed, naked, with my sister. I distinctly remember telling myself "This isn't one of your more intelligent moves Dumbass."
Debbie turned over, smiled at me and said "I'm always right. Remember?" She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek and when she did I felt her nipples brush against my arm. Then she sighed, rolled over, turned the TV off and snuggled down into the mattress.
We lay there in the dark for a few moments and she said, "Good night Mike."
"Good night Deborah." I said, smiling into the darkness of the cabin. I smugly folded my arms behind my head in victory. If she wanted to play, I would play.
"You said that on purpose." she muttered reaching back and playfully swatting at me. She was too far away to make contact and I knew it.
"Maybe, but whatcha gonna do about it?" I responded. I remember smiling up at the ceiling and thinking I had won this round, but I was so wrong. One day I might learn not to challenge her, but this wasn't that day.
She lay still for a second or two and then she turned onto her left side and grinned a wicked little grin at me. She scooted across the bed, snuggled up next to me, then began to gently kiss the underside of my chin and then my neck. I could feel the heat coming off her body as she draped her right leg over mine, locked her ankle behind my calf and slowly started grinding her bare pussy against my thigh. I froze as I felt her finger tips start circling and playing with the hair on my chest. Within seconds I felt my dick start to harden, my breathing got ragged and I knew that she could feel my heart starting to race as I felt her hand sliding down my stomach. My cock was rock hard when she reached further down and slid her fingertips lightly across the tip. Then she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and gave it very gentle squeeze.
As suddenly as she started; she stopped. She turned me loose, quickly scooted away from me, flipped over on to her right side and said, "Nothing."
I lay there silently for a moment, staring across the bed at her back and the curve of her hips under the sheet and then whispered, "You little wench!"
"Galley Wench, that's me!" she said giggling from the other side of the bed.
I lay there wondering how I was going to get my dick to deflate. I could go to the head and take care of things, but this was a boat and it rocked with the slightest movement and she would know what I was doing in there. I could also just lay here and suffer in silence. Honestly this was all my fault and maybe laying here with a hard dick and blue balls would be a great way to remind myself that I wasn't supposed to be in bed with my naked sister. Or, I could get up and go take a cold shower.
I had just decided that the shower was my best option when Debbie shifted around in the bed, and said, "Are you going to take care of that or do you need me to help you?"
"Huh?" I said in surprise.
"I said, do you want me to take care of that hard-on for you?"
"Uh Debbie" I began to stammer, "That's called incest."
"It's called taking care of my man." she said in a tone that sounded final.
"Debbie, Honey, I'm your big brother, not your man."
Without a word of warning Debbie shot up to a setting position, twisted around, straddled my stomach and looked down at me. By now the moon was out and the light coming through the skylight gave me a perfect view of my sister's tight little body. I was still as amazed by it as I had been earlier on the swim platform. Then she reached behind her back with her left hand, wrapped her fingers around my shaft and very slowly started giving me a hand job.
"You're my man until we get back home. End of discussion." She said fiercely.
"Debbie. This is so wrong, we really shouldn't," I started but then I stopped in mid-sentence because her hand felt so incredible.
"If this is wrong then just tell me to stop and I will stop; or I can keep going and in a minute or two my big brother can blow his load all over his baby sister's tight little ass." she purred. Then she leaned back slightly to give me a full view of her pussy and started to separate the lips using the fingers of her right hand.
Still looking down at me and smiling she dipped her index finger inside her pussy and then quickly leaned forward and placed it on my lips whispering, "It's up to you Michael."
My lips involuntarily parted and my tongue darted out; I got a small taste of her pussy and groaned, "Oh God!"
"So close." she purred increasing the speed of her hand on my dick.
She removed her finger from my mouth and placed it back on her clit. I lay stock still looking into her soft blue eyes as she masturbated us both.
She got this positively evil little grin on her face then said in a low voice, "You know, if you really feel that bad about this I can stop and call Kristi to have her fly out to fuck you for a few days. I could crawl into bed with the two of you and a vibrator and whisper words of encouragement to you both."
"No." I moaned.
"No?" she questioned me looking surprised by my answer.
"You're all I want and need." I said looking her in the eyes.
"Yes! Finally!" she whispered and then biting her lower lip, she threw her head back and smiled a smile that seemed to say, "I won."
Debbie leaned forward, shifting her weight off my stomach and slid down towards my hips. Suddenly I felt the head of my dick slip between the lips of her wet pussy and before I could react, she grunted and pressed back hard, and the rest of my dick slid inside her. It happened so fast I wouldn't have been able to stop it if I had known it was going to happen.
Sitting back just a tiny bit she planted her feet on either side of my hips and started bouncing up and down on my dick. Reaching up she grabbed both of her breast then pulled hard on her nipples. She moaned at the pleasure and the self-induced pain and then said, "You liked it when I played with them this afternoon, do you like it now?"
It was too much for me to handle.
"Oh God Debbie," I groaned loudly. "I need, I need to, Debbie I need to pull out I'm going to cum."
She slammed down on me and started grinding harder, then she whispered, "I'm on the pill Mike. Give it all to me, I want every drop of cum that you can put inside me. Fill me up Baby."
I lay there gasping for air as my orgasm subsided. Debbie had collapsed on top of me and was completely silent as I softened inside her. When my dick finally slid out of her she whimpered and wiggled her hips a little as if she were trying to find it to ride it again. I kissed the top of her head and let my fingers trace up and down her spine.
"Mmmm" she cooed. "That feels nice."
"Yes, it does." I said then continued, "Debbie?"
"Mike, I swear to God, if you say that we need to talk and ruin this moment for me, I'm going to grab you balls and squeeze them until you pass out. I've been waiting on this for years so just shut up."
"Deborah?" I whispered.
"What?" she asked sighing.
"I love you."
"I love you too Michael." she said softly.
"Debbie?"
"Yes?" she giggled.
"Are you going to get off me?"
She wiggled around a bit and then snuggled back against me, "Nope. If you want me gone, you'll have to toss me to the floor."
"Nah, there is more room up here." I said smiling kissing the top of her head again.
"Am I too heavy for you?" she asked sincerely.
"Please! I've carried tool bags that weigh more than you do."
"You say the most romantic things Mike." she said laughing.
"It's a gift." I said laughing and sliding her off my chest, depositing her on the bed beside me.
Looking at her laying there I couldn't help myself, I slid my head down and placed my mouth over her left nipple and began to gently suck on it. She groaned and thrust her chest up in the air. Grabbing the back of my head she pushed it into her chest saying "Yes! I love that! My nipples are so sensitive after sex." Hearing that I reached up with my hand and very gently began pulling on the right one. She groaned again and arched her back. When I stopped I heard her whimper and she tried to force my head back to her chest.



"It looks like that thunderstorm helped to end my drought" I said jokingly.
"Shut up! It's been over a year for me." Debbie said quietly.
"Really?"
"Really, and since we are telling secrets I've got another one for you."
"What?" I asked her truthfully interested.
"Storms just don't scare me, they make me almost uncontrollably horny. My therapist told me that it was some sort of reaction to the fear and that my arousal was a subconscious reaction to me looking for a mate to protect me." she said laughing.
"Has that ever worked out for you?" I said smiling.
"With Kristi, last fall."
"Woah! Really?"
"Yeah." she said blushing somewhat.
"Wait. You just said it had been over a year." I said, feeling a bit confused.
"A year with a guy. Kristi and I had sex twice last fall. She had broken up with Jared and I was feeling bad about dad's diagnosis. She was over at the house one weekend and a bad storm hit. One thing led to another and before I knew what hit me, I was flat on my back, legs spread wide open, she was going down on me and I was cumming like a freight train."
"Wow!" I said as the mental image of that made my dick twitch
"That was all I could say when she finished. She is really good at that." Debbie said giggling.
While she was telling me this she was laying beside me, her head was on my chest and her fingertips were tracing a line up and down my ribs. She seemed pensive, almost like there was something important she wanted to say but couldn't bring herself to say it. She lay there for a moment and then quietly asked "Mike?"
"Yes?"
"You need to understand something."
"Shhh." I said trying to cut off the flow of tears I was sure was coming.
"No Mike, I won't shhh. There really is something you need to understand."
"What?"
"I've wanted this for years. Call me sick, twisted or perverted if you want to but I have wanted you for years and I'm not stopping now that I've started. I'm not Super Slut, I'm not going to cheat on you. I love you more than you will ever understand and I'm yours Mike. Heart and soul, I am yours."
We made love twice more that night. Both times were slower and a less intense than our first time, but they were every bit as satisfying. I slept like a log after the last time and when I did wake up Debbie wasn't in the bed.
I slipped on my shorts and a shirt and stumbled up on deck. She was standing at the stove dressed in a blue polo, a pair of black shorts and white sneakers. The scents of bacon and coffee were in the air and I realized that this must be what relaxed felt like. Smiling at her I walked over and pulled her hair away from her shoulder then leaned down and kissed her neck and then her lips.
"You need to stop that," she said smiling, "I'll burn the bacon."
"We've got more." I said moving back to her neck to nibble on it.
"No, we don't."
"Oh! Then I'll be on the back deck." I stood up and dropped her hair back to her shoulder.
"Really! I'm being cast aside for part of a dead pig?" she said looking a bit upset.
"Look Galley Wench, even as sexy as you are, a guy has to have priorities."
"Ass!" she exclaimed and then she shooed me out of the cabin with the tongs she was turning the bacon with.
I walked to the back deck with my coffee, lifted the engine hatch and did the daily engine checks. Then I sat back and relaxed while Debbie finished making breakfast. The sun was up, and I realized that I had no idea what time it was, and I really didn't give a damn. This vacation thing was turning out to be cool; a guy could get use to this.
She sat the plates down on the table and then slid in beside me. Looking over at her I noticed a somber and serious look on her face. This couldn't be good.
"So, do you want to hear a shameful secret or two now or after you've had breakfast?"
"Umm" I began to speak and then I looked down at a Bloody Mary, orange juice, Eggs Benedict, bacon and toasted French Bread. One sniff told me there was just a hint of garlic in there somewhere and I was determined to find it.
"Keep this in mind before you answer; both will to shock you to your core."
"After." I said with a little trepidation. Picking up my fork, I paused for a second wondering how bad this was going to be.
She glanced at me and picking up her fork she said, "Okay."
"So, what are the deep dark secrets?" I said with some anxiety as I pushed my plate away and picked up my second Bloody Mary.
"Jared isn't simply Kristi's boyfriend. He is her first cousin." she blurted out without any type of warning.
The Bloody Mary came up through my nose and on to the deck of the boat. I grabbed a napkin and started wiping it up with my eyes watering profusely; I made a mental note that Tabasco Sauce was not nasal passage friendly.
"Do what?" I said gasping for air and praying that there wasn't snot running out of my nose.
"She is in love with and sleeping with her cousin, they have been together for over two years now. They broke up last summer for a few months because Jared told her that she needed to find someone who she could spend her life with instead of some guy she would have to sneak around to be with. That broke Kristi's heart and she didn't have anyone else that she felt she could trust to talk to it about, so she came up to my dorm room and came clean about the relationship to me because I am her best friend at school."
"So, are they back together or what?"
"Sort of. He is starting his sophomore year of college this fall. She normally lives in Kentucky full time, with his parents no less, and he lives in Alabama on campus. With her mom being sick she had to drop out of school and move back to Utah to help her dad out. Really the whole situation is fucked up, but they do seem to love one another. They see each other when they can and when they can't, they Skype."
"Wow."
"Mike, please, please you can never let Kristi know I told you about them. She would never trust me again if she found out."
"I understand."
"Thank you, I just wanted you to know in case it slipped out in a conversation."
"Okay, is that the worst of it?"
"No." she said looking me straight in the eyes. "I'm sorry Mike, I am so sorry. I lied to you last night."
I took a long pull out of what was left of my Bloody Mary, swallowed it and then pushed it to the center of the table.
"When?" I said, seriously taken aback with that news.
"I'm not on any type of birth control." she said with a looking down at the table.
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Why did you let me cum inside you, three times no less, if you aren't on birth control?" I asked feeling my anger starting to build.
"Because I wanted you to think that,"
"Think what? That I wouldn't eventually find out that you had lied to me about it?" I snapped at her.
"Mike please! Please, I didn't know what else to say or do. It felt so good and I didn't want you to stop." she said with tears instantly forming in her eyes.
I stood up furiously and started walking toward the helm to get the engines going and half way there I spun around to say something else to her. The words froze instantly on my lips. Debbie was sitting in her chair with her head down and I could see her shoulders moving up and down as she sobbed uncontrollably. I walked back to her and placed my hands on her shoulders and she jerked away from me angrily when I did.
"Stand up."
She shook her head from side to side and remained in her chair.
"I said stand up."
"No." she sobbed.
"I'm not angry Debbie." I said honestly because the sight of her crying had drained the anger from my body like someone pulling a plug on my soul.
"At least not with you, not anymore. I was but the sight of you crying made me realize that I wasn't so much angry at you as I was with myself because you felt you had to lie to me. I promise that you will never have to do that again, now stand up."
She slid her chair away from the table and stood up; all the while looking down at the deck still crying.
"Look at me."
She shook her head again, her long blonde hair hiding her eyes from my view.
"Look at me." I said reaching out and lifting her chin up until our eyes met.
"I love you Deborah, nothing will ever change that. Just be honest with me Baby, that's all I ask."
Tears were streaming down her cheeks as she nodded. She sniffed and then wiped her face with her forearm and the back of her hands, "Mike, I am so, very sorry."
I took her in my arms, and standing there on the deck I made a promise to myself that this was the last time I was ever going to make her cry. I held her until her sobs had stopped and she was still in my arms. Then I stepped back, looked down at her and softly kissed her lips.
"Let's go Sis, we have a lot to do today and we need to get moving." I said, giving her a gentle hug.
"Okay." she sniffed and then she headed to the bow to start working on the anchor.
I brought the engines to life and let them idle a bit to bring them up to running temperature and then we lifted the anchor and headed back to the channel. Since we had plenty of time to make it to the marina I throttled back, and we set a more leisurely pace. Debbie was busy clearing the table and doing the dishes and that gave me time to think about the past few days events.
Somewhere between leaving the job site on Thursday evening and today, Sunday morning, I had walked into an alternate reality where my baby sister was a devout nudist who had planned on seducing me for the past four years. During a five to six-hour period yesterday, I had seen her masturbating, gone skinny dipping with her, she had given me a hand job, ridden me like a race horse until I came inside her, and allowed me to use her like a living sex toy for the rest of the night.
My recently departed father had not only known that she ran around nude but had allowed and apparently encouraged it. Her best friend from college was not only in a long-term relationship with her cousin but she had nailed my baby sister as well. Combining all of that with the fact that we had unprotected sex all night last night and she could potentially be carrying my child and I was about to, as they say in some circles, flip my shit.
Two hours later we puttered up to the fuel dock of the marina and Debbie tied us off. Shutting the engines down I handed the fuel guy my Visa card and asked him to fill it up with fuel and water and to pump out the Black and Grey tanks. Debbie appeared on deck with a laundry bag and told me that she was going to wash our clothes and the bed linen and then headed to the guest area. She re-appeared to help me move the boat around to the guest dock and then told me that they had a very nice store, so she was going to replenish our groceries after she finished the laundry.
She was being almost business like about it, as though she wanted to talk but didn't know how to start the conversation. She was still wearing the polo and shorts and hadn't once changed into her usual bikini top. I wrote it off as embarrassment and figured that time would fix it if I just kept my mouth shut and let her work through it in her own way. She would figure out eventually that I wasn't going to go anywhere, and she would relax enough to finally start talking about whatever was bothering her.
By mid-afternoon, I had gotten bored sitting on the boat by myself, so I went up to the store to see what they had. At the back of the store, there was a tee-shirt section with a sign that said, "Custom shirts available." I walked up to the girl standing at the counter and asked how long it would take her to do a custom shirt. She told me that it wouldn't take long at all and then asked me what I wanted on it. I smiled. I had a plan.
At five-thirty I suggested that we go up to the restaurant and grab dinner.
Debbie looked at me and said, "Why? Are you tired of your little Galley Wench's cooking this soon? She puts out for you once and you kicking her to the curb?"
I was relieved that there seemed to be a little spark of Debbie left after the way she had been quiet all day.
"Nah, she's an awesome cook and I don't care if she puts out or not, she's been fawning over me like a slave for the past few days. I figured I would spoil her tonight and let someone else do the dirty work."
"Perfect answer." she said smiling as she sprang up onto her feet. "Let me get ready."
We came out of the restaurant an hour later and headed back to the slip. Stepping on board I began to disconnect the water, shore power and cable and Debbie asked me what I was doing.
"Slip the lines. It's a beautiful evening and there is still plenty of sunlight left, I thought you might like a short cruise."
She smiled, kicked off her heels and said, "I thought you'd never ask." As she walked away I couldn't help but admire her ass moving under the skirt that she had thrown on before we had gone up to eat.
Once we made it back to the channel I headed back upstream and put the rest of my plan into motion. I opened the throttles and took the boat to its maximum speed. At forty miles per hour we covered the distance we had covered this morning in just over forty-five minutes.
Debbie sat beside me silently during the entire run, watching the shoreline fly by. She was sitting to my left and it was hard to concentrate on driving with her sitting there. I had opened the sun roof so there was a breeze blowing through the cabin. Her hair had started whipping around as the speed increased so she had reached up and pulled it down over her shoulder. Regardless of our future together, the sight of my baby sister sitting beside me, holding her hair down in the breeze, with a serene look on her face is a memory that I will cherish until the day I die.
I pulled back into the cove, shut the engines down and we slowly drifted to a stop. I used the remote to drop the anchor and then grabbed my cell phone. Debbie looked at me seeming to want to ask what I was doing, I held up a finger and then called the marina and told them that we had decided to stay out on the lake tonight and that we would be back in and out to replenish out fuel, water and groceries as needed, then I hung up and sat my phone down on the dash.
"I love you." I said to her.
"Mike, I know you do and you're right, what I did last night was foolish and wrong and dangerous and stupid and"
I kissed her to shut her up and it worked. After I broke the kiss, she stood there looking up at me with a beautiful smile on her face. I reached out, gently touched the side of her face and then walked over to an overhead locker and pulled the tee-shirt out. Handing it to her I said, "Here, I got you a present."
She took one look at the front of it and squealed "OH MY GOD! I LOVE IT!"
I had used a picture on my phone that I had of her and showed it to the girl working the counter. The front of the oversized shirt I had purchased had an airbrushed characterization of Debbie's face and upper body. It showed bare shoulders and just enough cleavage and the tops of her boobs to make it cute, and to make her appear topless. She was winking and wearing a sailor's hat cocked over to the right and underneath that, were the words "Galley Wench".
She jumped into my arms, kissed me and said, "I'll be right back." Then she disappeared below deck. I went to the bar and poured a couple of drinks. I was just putting the bottle away when she re-appeared wearing the shirt.
"How do I look?" she asked holding out the edges of the shirt, so I could see it. It came down mid-thigh on her and she looked adorable standing there in it.
"Beautiful." I said.
Her eyes softened, and her smile was amazing. "Thank you."
I held out her glass and she took it and then set it on the counter. She reached out and took mine away from me and sat it beside hers.
"I need to say something, and I don't want anything, not even a drop of anything clouding my judgement while I say it, or yours while you hear it." she said quietly.
"Okay."
"You're mine Michael. We aren't going to stop making love to one another just because I might get pregnant. If I do, we can deal with it then. I'll be on the pill as soon as we get back home but until then, you're just going to have to learn to handle it."
Then she reached out and killed her cocktail with one long gulp. Handing me the empty she said, "Be a sweet big brother and make me one more of those, then cut me off for the night. I don't want to get drunk and do something so kinky tonight that you'll think I'm a freak."
I took her glass and smiled, then said, "Yes Dear."
"So, how do you want to handle this?" she asked after I handed her the drink.
It was my turn.
I never said a word to her, I simply looked her in the eyes and took the drink out of her hand. Sitting it on the counter I reached out and very easily picked her up and sat her beside it. I spread her legs apart at her knees and stepping in between them l ran the palms of my hands up her thighs. Once I reached her crotch I began to slowly run my fingers over her mound. She gasped sharply when I placed my thumb on her clit and started rubbing it in a circle. Staring into her eyes, I kept applying more and more pressure until she was squirming on the countertop.
I dropped to my knees and buried my tongue inside her as far as it would go and then I placed my mouth over her entire pussy and started sucking on her outer lips. It only took a few moments until I felt her start to orgasm. She gasped sharply, and her hands clamped down on the back of my head holding me in place. Her legs went straight out, and she then locked them behind my shoulders. As her orgasm hit she began to scream, she wasn't speaking, she wasn't talking, she was screaming.
I reached down and unbuttoned my pants and then I stood up, I lifted her off the counter and lowered her onto my dick. She was so wet that the entire six inches of my dick slid into her with no resistance at all. She was grinding her clit against me for all she was worth, biting her lower lip, she arched her back and threw her head forward, looking me in the eyes as she locked her arms around my neck. During the entire episode, I never said a word to her: I just took her.
It was raw sex; nothing more, nothing less and I was loving every second of it. I didn't even make a noise when I came inside her. I just stared into her eyes and held her against me until my orgasm was over then I lifted her off me and sat her, gasping and trembling, back on the counter.
"I'll tell you in nine months or so." I said, pulling my pants back up and re-buckling my belt.
Debbie sat there silently looking down at her spasming legs; her body was still spasming from her orgasms and my cum was slowly pooling on the countertop beneath her pussy. She was shaking like a leaf while the tremors wracked her tiny frame. She lowered one finger to the countertop, dipped it into my cum, looked up at me and then brought it to her lips. Moaning softly, she lowered her head and closed her eyes again, staying that way for several minutes. I could tell she was still cumming because every now and then she would whimper, and shudder then get very still.
She finally looked up and with a stunned look on her beet-red face said, "Wow! Holy fuck Mike! Wow! Where did THAT come from?"
"You brought that on yourself Debbie. Don't blame me." I said, taking a sip of my drink trying to calm myself down.
"Damn Lover you need to warn a girl before you fuck her like that! She might need to stretch out and limber up first."
"You won't ever get to make that decision. If you want to play; you have to pay."
"Yes sir." she said meekly, "Now please help me down. I don't think my legs work anymore." she said grinning and holding her arms out to me.



I picked her up and eased her to the floor. Then I caught her as her knees buckled, and both of us laughing, I picked her up, tossed her over my shoulder and headed to our cabin.
I reached up and popped her hard on her ass and when she yelped in surprise I said, "I'm not done with you yet."
********************
It was August now, Debbie was on her hands and knees on our bed, moving her hips like she was possessed by a demon. Her head was hanging down in front of her and she was making guttural sounds from deep in her throat. My cock was buried in her pussy as far as I could get it and I was driving into her so hard that I could feel and hear my balls slapping against her. I knew I wasn't going to last long and I wanted to tease her in some small way before I came.
I pulled out and very quickly dipped my index finger inside her drenched pussy and then replaced it with my dick driving it to the hilt as I did. I reached out, grabbed her hair and pulled her head up, she cried out in surprise and then began to move her hips again. Then I placed my index finger against her asshole and slowly pressed it inside stopping when I felt her start to pull away. I pulled her hair a little more causing her head to snap back.
"Mike, no! Please." she moaned.
"It may not be tonight, and it may not even be next month," I hissed to her, "But this ass will belong to me eventually. Do you understand?"
"Yes, just not tonight. Please! I'm not ready yet."
I removed my finger, released her hair and grabbing her hips I continued to drive into her until I heard her start grunting again. When I heard her start saying "Yes!" I knew she was about to cum. I did my best to wait until she had finished before I came inside her. I'm proud to say that I could do that and we both ended up cumming at the same time.
She collapsed on the bed and I lay down beside her. She placed her head on my shoulder and then kissed my cheek. We lay there catching our breath for a few moments and then she said, "You really do want my ass, don't you?"
"Yes, but I'm not going to rush it. It will just make it that much sweeter when you are on your hands and knees begging me to take you there."
She laughed. "Oh really?" then she started moaning playfully, "Oh God Mike. Oh God! Please fuck my ass!"
I reached out and flipped her over onto her stomach and then grabbed her by the hips and pulled her ass up to my crotch. "Okay but remember you asked for it!"
"No!" she squealed and then laughing when she realized that I had let go of her hips, she flipped over onto her back and held her arms up to me. I dropped down on top of her and she wrapped her arms around my neck smothering my shoulder with gentle kisses.
"God, I love you!" she said.
"I love you too Deborah." I responded pushing up, so I could look at her face.
"More than bacon?" she asked smiling.
"I love you too Deborah." I said smiling and waiting for her reaction. When she balled up her fists and started hitting my back I laughed and added, "More than bacon."
"Perfect answer, a little late and possibly coerced, but perfect." she said kissing me hard.
Our week-long vacation was a pleasant memory. We had dodged a serious bullet and Debbie had not ended up pregnant after our vacation was over and true to her word she had started taking the pill as soon as we got home.
By late June we had settled into a routine. Debbie had been staying at dad's old place but for all practical purposes she had moved in with me. She only went there to grab her mail, feed her cat and occasionally saying there overnight to keep up appearances for the neighbors. I placed my house on the market and started looking for one further out of town; eventually settling for a house close enough that the commute wasn't that far and far enough that nobody wanted to commute to see me.
By the middle of August, Debbie had basically moved in. Then one memorable Wednesday evening, she deposited a very large, very angry black cat there.
"He doesn't like car rides."
"I noticed." I said, as I watched Binks prowl around the house, hissing at everything that moved and half the stuff that didn't.
"He will be fine." she said. "Besides, he's a lot like you. He's gruff and he complains a lot but deep down inside he is a big cuddle buddy."
"I'll take your word for it." I said, as I watched him jump onto the dining room table, hissing and growling at the ceiling fan.
The last weekend of August was particularly awesome because we got to the boat about two hours after the painter had called me to tell me he was done. As we walked down the dock toward the slip, I was side by side with Debbie, so I could see her reaction. When we reached the slip, she paused and then turned to me and said "Really?"
"Really."
In black paint on the aft end of the boat the name "Deborah Jo" was painted in a flowing script. It really stood out against the white of the hull. Beneath that in block letters were the words CHATTANOOGA, TN.
Debbie had tears in her eyes when she looked up at me. "You're keeping her?"
"Yes." I said smiling down at her.
"You named her after me?" she said with a tear forming in her eye.
"Yes." I replied smiling at her. I reached out and wiped the tear away and then added "Actually, I named her after my Galley Wench. You should meet her sometime, she's a handful."
"I bet she is but I'm pretty sure that she is worth it." Debbie said looking at me with complete adoration in those beautiful blue eyes.
"Occasionally." I said flat faced.
"Ass!" she said smiling up at me.
"Let's get this thing on the river Sis."
"Aye, aye, Captain." she said with a smile on her face.
As usual, just as soon as we hit the channel Debbie's clothes came off. We were headed north toward Watts Bar dam and Debbie was below deck unpacking when I heard the "WHOOP, WHOOP, WHOOP" of a klaxon. I looked back to see a small Coast Guard vessel gaining on us from astern. I immediately yanked the wheel to the starboard side and chopped the throttles. I heard a crash come from below and muttered "Aww shit. Here it comes!"
Debbie popped her head up like a meerkat from below and shouted, "WHAT THE ACTUAL FUCK?"
As we drifted along I said, "We are about to be boarded by the Coast Guard for a safety inspection. You might want to throw on some clothes."
"Oh! Okay." and she disappeared.
She popped back up wearing her Galley Wench shirt and a pair of sandals. I couldn't help but wonder what she had on under it.
The boarding party consisted of a Chief Petty Officer and two Third Class Petty Officers in a small boat now lay tied along our port side.
"Sorry to bother you Sir." the Chief said as he climbed aboard. "It's a routine safety inspection we should be out of your hair in ten minutes tops."
"No problem Chief. Welcome aboard the Deborah Jo, and this is Deborah Jo." I said nodding toward Debbie.
He looked at Debbie admiringly and then smiled when he read her tee-shirt, "Ma'am." he said, nodding at her.
He had looked at me funny when I used his rank, so I explained "Navy for four years, I made BM2 just before I got out. I helmed an LCAC on the Iwo Jima."
"Iraq?"
"Two floats." I responded.
"Aww Hell! Davis!" he snapped his fingers in the air to grab their attention.
"Yes Chief?" one of the Petty Officers piped up.
"Check the appropriate boxes and hand this wayward Squid his paper work."
"Aye Chief." Davis said grinning.
The other Third Class looked over at me smiling. "It's a good thing you weren't in the Marines. The Chief really hates grunts."
"I'm not fond of them either but there is a mutineer aboard." I said jerking my head toward Debbie.
"Two words boys. Dress. Blues." Debbie said, almost purring in her best husky voice. Then she smiled her best innocent smile at them, complete with dimples. They were done.
"Damned Jarheads." grinning as he said it the Chief handed me the inspection certification. "Have a great weekend sir."
"You too Puddle Pirate." I said laughing. Reaching out to shake his hand I added, "Fair winds and following seas Chief."
"Thanks sailor, nice boat by the way. Let's go guys." he said as they climbed back into their boat and sped off.
We were standing in the lounge watching them depart when Debbie said, "Holy crap! You really were a sailor!"
"I told you so. Are you impressed now?"
"Yes." she said peeling off the tee shirt, tossing it at me and leaving me standing there admiring her nude body. "But if you had been in the Marines; those puddle pirates, as you called them, would have never made it on board." Then she laughed, turned around and walked back below deck.
"Really? Really Sis? REALLY?" I said raising my voice to her as she walked away. She was still laughing when she went below.
Later that evening as we sat on the back deck watching the sun set Debbie innocently made a statement that changed our lives forever. Earlier, Debbie had excused herself for a moment which turned into five minutes or so and when she came back she was carrying our drinks for the evening. Handing me mine she said, "So, I was thinking,"
"Uh huh, how much is this going to cost me"
"Not too much, honestly it may save some money. I go back to school in a couple of weeks. I've already paid for the semester so there is no backing out; I'm stuck there until the semester ends." she said slowly sitting down in her chair.
"Don't remind me." I said, starting to feel sad that aside from the occasional weekend, she would be gone for four months.
"Anyway, I was thinking that I could transfer to a college near here and then we could really justify me living at your house for a while. The problem is that the schools here cost a little bit more than the school I'm at now in Kentucky."
"How much more?"
"About fifty dollars per semester hour." she said scooting around in her chair a little.
"That's all? You would save ten times that in room and board!"
"So, you don't mind?" she asked excitedly, squirming around in her seat.
"Hell no! Besides, it means I get you full time and don't have to worry about you developing some serious Daddy issues with a professor or something." I quipped.
"Yippee! I finally get to quit fucking hobos for beer money!" she said rocking back in her seat, kicking her legs, clapping her hands and giggling.
We had never really talked about my finances, so Debbie had no idea that I was making about 120k a year. After taxes, about half of my paycheck went into my savings and 401k and the rest I lived on. I lived modestly, and I had managed to save enough over the years that I wasn't at all concerned about what her classes cost; then I had a thought.
"Hey, how is Kristi doing? You haven't mentioned her lately." I asked her sincerely.
"She's fine. She will be back this semester! Her mom is doing a lot better and basically told Kristi that she needed to get back to school."
"If you leave in January, wont that leave her up there without many friends?" I asked.
"Yeah. Like none." she said forlornly.
"Then bring her with you."
"Are you sure? I don't think we could hide this from her if she were living with us." she asked.
"You haven't told her already." I asked, honestly surprised.
Debbie blushed slightly, looked down at the deck and then looked back up at me grinning.
"Um, well." she started and then wiggled around in her chair guiltily.
"Uh huh."
"I may have mentioned that I had a guy in my life now."
"Uh huh. Did you mention he was your brother?" I said with a smirk on my face.
"Let's just say I told her that the two of us had a lot more in common now and I let it go at that."
"Her reaction?"
"She told me to be very careful and that we would talk in September."
"She sounds almost as smart as you are Sis."
"So, you are seriously cool with her knowing?"
"It wasn't like I could have stopped it from happening."
"And you're cool with her living with us?"
"I suggested it remember? And you can tell her that this is a lot closer to Tuscaloosa than where you guys are; that might get her attention."
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yes, why?"
"You seem to be a little fidgety this evening and I was wondering if everything is alright."
"Just excited I guess," and then she added, "I love you Mike."
"I love you too Debbie."
She stood up and walked over to me then sat down on my lap. She draped her arms around my neck, lay her head on my shoulder then kissed the side of my neck. After a moment, she took my hand, placed it under her shirt and guided it to her thigh, then pushed she it further up her leg until I felt my fingers meet her pussy. I slowly started massaging her lips and as they parted, my index finger slipped inside her. That's when I felt it. She had a small butt plug in her ass! She gasped as my fingertip pressed against it and then lowered her head as I continued, until she was really squirming around in my lap.
"You know," I began as coolly as I possibly could without mentioning the plug. "We've never done this on the back deck before."
"Uh huh." She said moaning slightly as I worked a second finger into her.
"Do you want to go inside?"
"No." she said panting.
"Do you want me to stop?" I said, placing the tip of a third finger inside her.
"No." she gasped.
I continued working on her and felt her orgasm start to build. She was thrashing around violently when she came. I felt her pussy constrict around my fingers and she was moaning loudly enough that it echoed through the cove we were in. As she was coming down I held her and watched her legs tremor and shake. She couldn't control the spasms and sat there looking down at her legs laughing. I asked her what was so funny, and she said that she had to learn how to walk again, every single time, after got my hands on her. She slapped my arm laughing when I said, "You're welcome." She was still having mini-orgasms, so I let her sit there until they subsided.
Her birthday had been in July and at twenty-one now. She was a much better lover, much more receptive, much more intuitive and much more experienced than my ex ever had been or could ever be. I sat there for a moment wondering how I could have gotten this lucky. She was a beautiful, sexy, intelligent, caring, devoted, loving woman and she had come after me. I briefly considered everything that could go wrong if we got caught but then decided that I really didn't give a damn. We would simply have to be very careful.
Suddenly, the memories of everything that had happened this past summer hit me like a ton of bricks. I couldn't help it and once I started, I couldn't stop. I started to laugh.
"What?" Debbie asked looking up at me with a confused look on her face.
"You little minx! You wicked little vixen!"
"What?" she said laughing at me. "What did I do?"
"You've been playing me like a fiddle since June!"
"It took you long enough to figure that out Mike." she said smiling at me, then she added, "Now, if you will excuse me, I need to go below and take care of something before I do the dishes. Why don't you find something to watch on TV, I've got plans for you later tonight and you're going to love them, I promise." Then winking at me, she blew me a kiss, turned and walked toward the front of the boat.
To be continued...
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It was Sunday November 22th, 2015 and I had taken my nine-year-old son to Disneyland to celebrate my birthday. He had finally reached the age where got excited instead of whiny when we had to stand in line for a ride. I was really enjoying the day when my phone buzzed in my pocket and, half annoyed, I pulled it out. As the next few minutes went by waiting for the Pirates of the Caribbean, I stared at the text messages on my phone in complete and utter disbelief. They were between me and my son's twenty-one year old babysitter Lindsay.
"Just wanted to say Happy Birthday. Hope it is a good 1 4 U."
I had responded back with "Thanks! It is shaping up that way."
"Well, it is your special day so what Daddy wants, Daddy should be able to get."
"What the fuck? Daddy?" I thought as I typed my reply, "You would think so huh?"
"Aww does Daddy need some help today?" came an almost instant response.
"Daddy can always use help."
"Really?" She replied with a winking icon.
"Yep." I smirked as I hit Send.
"If I knew where you where maybe I could come by and give you some. Help that is."
"Disneyland, there will be ticket waiting at Will Call for you, if you want it."
"I'll be on Main Street in an hour."
What the hell is going on here? "Daddy?" Really? I thought as I placed my phone back in my pocket. A minute went by and then the phone vibrated again. I almost dropped my phone because when I slid the screen over, I was greeted with a bathroom selfie of my son's babysitter in a matching red bra and thong set. Beneath the picture it said "Seriously Mitch, here's a little birthday present for you. This is what I will be wearing all day today. Think about this while you are waiting for me to show up."
By way of introduction, my name is Mitch and as of today, I am 36 years old. I'm a Service Manager for a high-end car dealership in Orange County, California. Most of the people that walk into my service department would never believe that I have a six-figure income and I'm okay with that. I spend most of the day dealing with whinny, privileged soccer moms, trophy wives or their egotistical husbands and occasionally the guy who made it the hard way like I did. Truthfully, my job sucks in ways that people can't imagine but it more than pays the bills and honestly, I do enjoy it.
The main reason I put up with my customer's crap is my son David. At nine he is a bright, articulate and intelligent kid and I'm more than willing to sacrifice a small bit of my pride to make sure that he doesn't end up turning wrenches to make a living like his old man had to. He has my brown hair and his mother's green eyes. There are still days that I miss her so bad I ache when he looks at me with them.
Lindsay is the only babysitter that he has ever had. She is basically a member of the family now because she spends as much time taking care of David as she does at school or at her parents' home. It was going to be hell explaining to David that she wouldn't be able to babysit anymore after she graduated from Cal State Fullerton in the spring and had to get a real job.
I've canceled dates because Lindsay called and said she was sick and couldn't make it over to sit with him. I've also changed my clothes going out because she gave me 'the look' when I came downstairs wearing something. She started babysitting before his second birthday; she was barely fourteen herself and thankfully she stayed on through the death of his mother from cervical cancer five years ago. Aside from my older sister Stephanie; Lindsay is really the only female influence he has ever had in his life and I can't complain about that at all because they both love the boy and dote on him endlessly.
Lindsay is a beast when it comes to caring for and protecting David. Last year I got held up at work and she took him to the Parent/Teacher meet and greet at school. When I got home, I had a complete schedule and a run-down of which classes he would excel in and which classes he would need help in; both were spot on accurate. I couldn't imagine what David's life, or mine for that matter, was going to be like without her in it.
She was taking such good care of him that I leased her a 3 Series BMW through work last year, so she would have reliable transportation to and from her classes and to cart David around in. Her parents objected to it at first, but I sat down and explained that I my priority was my son's safety and well-being and that Lindsay was putting hundreds of miles a month on her car taking care of him. It was cheaper for me to lease her a car than to reimburse her for the mileage. Besides, I thought to myself, she looked cute as hell driving it.
At 5'8" tall, with jet black hair and grey-blue eyes she is absolutely striking. She has an athlete's body that was toned to perfection by her being both a cheerleader and playing on the girls' volleyball team in high school. David and I went to a couple of her games in her senior year and even back then I had to admit that the sight of her bending over in volleyball shorts was probably the reason a guy created girls' volleyball shorts; it was nothing short of spectacular. It was also embarrassing trying to hide a hard-on with my son and her mother and father sitting right beside me and I felt like a total perv for days afterwards.
So, back to my current situation, my son's babysitter was either drunk, or she was really drunk. Either way, I decided to play along just to see what she was up to. "Young lady, you are not wearing that out in public!" I responded back.
David and I climbed on the boat and headed into the darkness of the Caribbean and out of cell phone coverage for the next seven minutes or so. As soon as we exited the ride my cell phone went off and I looked down to the new messages.
"LOL!"
"Fine! Is this okay?"
There was another selfie of her. Her hair was pulled back in a pony-tail and she was wearing a pair of black shorts and a mid-riff tee-shirt that said, 'Costa Mesa Cheer' on it with a mega-phone. She had lifted the left side of the shirt and I could see just enough under-boob to make it obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra. Why the hell was she teasing me like this?
"Barely! We are headed to Will Call now, let me know when you get here. See you soon Lindsay."
"See you soon Mitch."
Snapping back to reality, I looked down at David and said, "Hey Buddy, would you mind if Lindsay showed up and crashed our party?"
"HECK NO! That would be awesome!" he shouted.
I tussled his hair and said, "Yeah I thought you might like that."
"I think she kind of likes you Dad." David said innocently.
"Why is that?" I responded.
"Because when we are in the pool in the back yard, she always wears one your tee-shirts over her bathing suit. She says they smell like you."
"Really?"
"Yep."
I instantly decided to drop the subject. I had no idea what had set her on the path she was walking down but I did know that whatever she had in mind, it did not need to include my son at this point. Kids are a lot more perceptive than most adults give them credit for and I did not want to have David getting involved in this in any way if I could help it. If I had only known what would transpire over the next month.
We walked to the front of the park and I bought her ticket. Then I suggested that we hang out on Main Street until she showed up. He was all for it when I said that we could buy ice-cream now and go on Thunder Mountain as soon as she showed up. About forty-five minutes later my phone buzzed again.
"Here!"
"Where?"
"At the entrance. Where are you?"
"Be right there."
"K"
She was standing by the entrance to the park dressed exactly as she had been in her last picture. When David saw her, he jerked his hand from mine, screamed her name and ran toward her. She scooped him up, gave him a kiss on the cheek then they walked toward me smiling. I couldn't help but notice the way her breasts jiggled when she walked, telling me that she hadn't put a bra on.
She gave me a hug and then surprised me by giving me a quick kiss on the lips. Smiling up at me she said, "Thanks for inviting me Mitch. Happy Birthday"
"You're welcome and thank you." I said, sort of stunned by the show of affection and trying to figure out how to explain it to my son.
"So, where to first?" she said looking down at David.
"Did you just kiss my dad?" David asked grinning up at her.
"That wasn't a kiss Silly, that was a friendly peck on the lips; there's a difference. Where to?" she asked him eagerly.
"Thunder Mountain! Dad said so!" he replied instantly.
She reached out and took his hand in hers and then grabbing mine she said, "Thunder Mountain it is then. Let's go!"
My feet were sore, as my Georgia born grandfather would have said "My dawgs were barkin'." So, Lindsay and I sat down for a few minutes as David stood in line to meet Mickey and Minnie. I was dividing my time between staring at her and looking at David. She on the other hand never took her eyes off him; it was like watching a momma bear looking after her cub.
"You do a great job with him Lindsay." I said truthfully.
"Thank you." she said never taking her eyes off him.
"So?" I said and then left it hanging.
"So."
"Are we going to talk about what happened earlier?" I added.
"Eventually, but I don't think it would be appropriate for David to hear his babysitter discussing her plans to make love to his father later tonight." she responded with a smile on her lips.
"Uh." I mumbled, flabbergasted by what she had just said.
"You don't want to?" she asked softly, turning her head and glancing at me.
"Um." I said, still to stunned to put together a coherent sentence. God, she was stunning.
She stood up and fishing her phone out of her back pocket began to take pictures of David as he stood next to Mickey and then Minnie. I hadn't even thought of pictures of them together, but she had. I was being out-parented by my babysitter! After a dozen pictures or so pictures, she stopped and then motioned to David who came running back to us. They began to breathlessly plan out the next hour or so of activity.
As we headed toward It's a Small World, Lindsay looked over at me and said, "You never answered my question Mitch. Do you want to or not?"
"Can we talk about that first?"
"After you answer my question." She said flatly.
"I would have to unequivocally say; maybe."
David was walking between us and kept looking up at the exchange. "What are you guys talking about?" he asked innocently.
"Nothing Sweetie, your dad and I are just making some plans for later tonight."
"Oh." then he added, "I need to go to the bathroom."
I was standing in the bathroom when my phone buzzed in my pocket. I looked down at the screen and saw it was a text from Lindsay. When I opened it, I was treated to a picture of her in her bathroom, wearing the same black shorts but no top! Her breasts looked to be perfect D-cups and she was winking at the mirror. Beneath it was written "Tonight?" Then suddenly another text popped up saying "I'm sorry Mitch, are my boobs starring at your eyes?"
I almost dropped the damn phone. I had seen her in the pool before wearing a bikini, but this was totally different. I was becoming more than a little nervous and trying desperately to figure out why she was coming on so strong. I wasn't Quasimodo, but I wasn't Sam Elliott or Matt Damon either and a young, attractive woman like her had plenty of options when it came to sex.
When we got back to her she was smiling at the look on my face and holding three drinks for us and a churro for David. As he munched on it while we walked to the next ride, Lindsay and I resumed our back and forth banter with each other.
"You certainly brought up two big points for your plan."
"I thought you would start seeing things my way." She said glancing at me with a grin on her face.
"But we really need to talk."
"We will, I promise." She said earnestly. "I don't make decisions like this on a whim."
I felt a serious sense of relief when she said that. As much as the pictures and flirting had stroked my ego, she was, literally young enough to be my daughter. As hot as she was, I didn't want to risk losing her, sooner than I had to as David's sitter, over a situation that I could have and probably should have, avoided.
By seven that night David was exhausted, and he was the one that suggested that we leave. As we walked toward the exit Lindsay was walking beside me and David was to her left. Glancing back toward the park entrance, she sighed and then said, "This was really fun. I had a blast."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I said.
"Me too!" David piped up. "I like it when you're with us Lindsay! It's funner when you're with us."
"More fun. It's more fun when I'm with you." She said, correcting him gently.
"Yes, it is!" he added, smiling up at her and causing both of us to laugh.
"I had fun too Mitch." she said looking me directly in the eyes. "It was a beautiful day, I was at Disneyland, I had two good looking guys with me and we have some great pictures to remember today by."
"Yes, we do." I replied honestly.
Climbing on the trolley to go back to the parking garage Lindsay said, "Thank you again for inviting me." She was sitting so close to me than I could feel the heat radiating off of her body and smell the perfume she was wearing. Both of those sensations were really pleasant.
"Lindsay?" David asked.
"Yes Honey?"
"Can you spend Thanksgiving Day with us this year?" he inquired.
I started to tell him that she probably wanted to spend the day with her family, but Lindsay stopped me before I could get started.
"Well," she began and then glancing over at me said, "I could; my parents left to go on a cruise this morning and they will be gone for eight days. So, I could spend the day with you guys."
"Wow! They will be gone for eight days? Even Thanksgiving? Won't you get lonely with them being gone that long?" David asked innocently.
"Not really, that's why your dad and I were making plans earlier, so I won't be lonely."
"Oh. Cool." he said sounding really sleepy.
We got off the trolley and Lindsay walked with us to my car.
"Where is your car at?" David asked with a confused look on his face, his look mirroring mine.
"I had a girlfriend bring me here. I'm going to go home with you guys and spend the night in the guest room. Your dad can take me home on his way to work tomorrow after we drop you off at school. Is that okay?" she said to him.
"I don't have school. We are off all week for Thanksgiving." David said.
"Well, since you are out of school, I guess you need a sitter, so I will have to spend all week with you." she said and then locked eyes with me as if she was challenging me to a contest of wills. I lost and glanced down at the ground as David responded with an enthusiastic "Cool!"
The excitement of her announcement lasted all of five minutes and before we got to the 5 Freeway, David was zonked out in the back seat with his Mickey Mouse ears on the seat beside him. I was finally starting to accept that she really was planning on sleeping with me. We drove in silence for several minutes and then I cleared my throat.
"Yes?" she responded looking over at me with a small smile on her face.
"You do remember me telling you that I was taking the week off, right?"
"Uh huh."
"So, David doesn't need a sitter this week."
"I've seen your idea of a balanced diet and I've sampled your cooking Mitch. You boys won't last the week eating peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and Fruit Loops. What did you have planned for Thanksgiving? Popcorn, pretzels, toast and jelly-beans?"
"Hey! It worked for Snoopy!" I said laughing.
"Maybe, but I'm not going to risk it, so you're stuck with me for the week. Look on the bright side, if you play the right cards it will be a week full of nights that you will ever forget." she whispered.
"This is a first." I replied.
"What?"
"I'm not use to being hit on by a woman who is young enough to be my daughter."
She reached across and lightly scrapped her fingernails across the stubble of my chin and then replied, "You might want to start coming to grips with it."
"I don't suppose it matters that we have to pass right by your home to get to mine?"
"Nope!"
"Not even a little bit?"
"Not even a smidge. I stashed a toothbrush, make-up and a suitcase full of clothes in your guest room closet on Friday, so I would have them there for tonight and the rest of the week." she stated in a manner of fact tone.
"Really? You've been planning this since Friday?"
"Mitch I've been planning this since my mother told me about the cruise in September. The best seductions are planned, not a spur of the moment thing. Hasn't anyone ever told you that before?"
"Not in recent memory, no." I said as we pulled into my driveway. "By the way," I said over the top of the car as we shut the doors, "your body is amazing."
"I'm giving you ten minutes to get David to bed and ten minutes to make sure he stays there, then you can see it up close." she purred.
Scooping David up out of the backseat I carried him up to his room. I got him changed into his PJs and in bed. I gave him a kiss on the forehead and as I started to close the door he mumbled "Can Lindsay come in and say good night?"
"Sure, Buddy, let me go get her." I said smiling.
"He wants you to tell you good night." I said as I walked into the den.
Lindsay smiled and then handed me a drink, sat hers on the bar and padded barefoot out of the room heading upstairs. I couldn't help but stare at her as she left. If I had to describe her movements, I would use the words lithe, elegant and graceful; she didn't walk, she glided, and her ass was spectacular when she did.
I guess I had been too focused on my job to notice the attractive woman she had become. That or maybe it was the age difference or the close proximity that we had been in over the years. Whatever the reason, I certainly admired it now, I thought to myself as I sank into my recliner.
Lindsay walked back into the den, picked up her glass and after taking a sip said, "He's out like a light." Smiling at me she walked over to the couch and sat down, leaned back and crossed her long legs.
"So." she began.
"So?" I countered.
"You're not going to make this easy for me, are you?" she said giggling.
"Why should I? You've been making it hard on me all day."
"Pun intended?"
"Absolutely."
"Well, that was a part of my evil plan. Catch you off guard and tease you relentlessly."
"Mission accomplished."
"No. Not really, not all of it."
"What's left?"
"You, taking me to your bedroom, undressing me and making love to me until we pass out from exhaustion."
"Not so fast." I said polishing off my bourbon and sitting the empty glass on the table beside me.
"Huh?" she responded with a confused look on her face.
"Why?"
"Huh?" she repeated, staring at me.
"Why? It's a simple question. Answer it." I said more sternly than I wanted to. "Why now? Why, suddenly, do you want to sleep with me? I've been beating my head against a wall all day long and I cannot figure out why you want to do this. So, until I can wrap my head around it, it's not going to happen."
"Why suddenly? Suddenly?" She threw her head back almost cackling with laughter. Setting her drink down on the coffee table, her eyes went flat, and she turned stone cold serious in the blink of an eye.
"How long have I been working for you Mitch?"
"A long time." I said.
"How long?" she demanded.
"Almost eight years."
"New Year's Eve, 2008 was my first night in this home. You, Kim, Stephanie, James and my mom and dad went out and I stayed here with David. I turned fourteen at midnight and Kim kept calling the house every fifteen minutes to make sure it was still standing. Stop acting like you don't remember."



She was right, that had been her first night and Kim had called the house so often to check on David that we all started joking about it. She responded by saying that she didn't think a fourteen-year old girl could handle the responsibility of an infant. God in Heaven, was she ever wrong about that.
"Here we are, almost eight years later and I'm still here. Yes, I'll admit that I had a crush on you for a long, long time but then I also realized that when you looked at me you didn't see a potential girlfriend; even though I tried my best to make you. Do you have any idea how many times I threw myself at guys your age just to try and scratch the 'Mitch Itch'?"
She paused and before I could respond to any of it, she started in again.
"Do you have any idea how many dates and plans I've broken off, so I could babysit David while you went out? Do you realize how excited I got during the summer because it meant I could practically live here with you and try to become a part of your life? Do you know how many times I sat at home or in some stupid damn classroom praying that my phone would ring just so I could come over here to be around you, even for a little while? Do you understand what it was like for me to have you look right through me like I didn't exist? No? Try this; it crushed my soul each time you did it damn you!"
She had started making sniffing sounds as she was talking, and I was afraid she would start crying at any moment. Then she reached out, picked up her glass and downed it in one swig.
Sitting the empty glass down on the table, she continued, "Do you have any idea how hard it was for me to smile and laugh and act like I was happy to be here knowing full well that the reason I was here was because you were out and getting laid later that night by a thirty-something, bleach-blonde, OC beach slut with fake tits? Do you?"
I sat there stunned and speechless listening to her pour out her soul and realizing the amount of emotions that had built up inside her over the years.
"Damn it Mitch! Answer me! Do you?" she said slapping the coffee table with the palm of her right hand.
"No." I said softly.
"I was in Hell, absolute Hell. I finally caught a break in September when my mom told me that they were taking that damn cruise my father has been wanting to go on since like, for-fucking-ever, and I saw an opportunity to spend eight days getting what I've wanted for so long. You."
She stood up, wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and stripped off her shirt and then her shorts and stood there staring at me both confidently and defiantly with her entire body on full display for me. She walked around the coffee table and took three steps forward and leaned down in front of me with her hands on the arm rest of the recliner with her breasts inches away from my face. Then she lowered her face to mine and kissed me, hard.
Her tongue slipped between my lips, into my mouth, and as it did she groaned, then she broke away and looking me in the eyes she said, "I'm going to bed Mitch, in your bed. I'm going to your bedroom, I'm taking a quick shower in your shower and then I am climbing into your bed and I am giving you my body to play with until you can't get it up anymore. You can make love to me or you can just fuck me like you own me. Either way, I don't care, because by the time I am done with you, you won't remember the names of any of those whores you were fucking while I sat here, waiting for you to come back home to me."
She was almost hissing when she added angrily, "Maybe you don't understand Mitch, but I'm done! I'm done with you looking through me like I don't exist. I'm done acting like I don't care who you are screwing, and I am most certainly done sitting here alone so you can go out and get some bitch to put out for you. The only pussy you will be getting from now on is mine or so help me God, I am out of here. So, like I said in the car, you had better start coming to grips with it!"
She wheeled around and walked out of the room leaving me sitting in my recliner wondering if I had always been this dense or was it something that had happened to me slowly over the years. I sat there for a solid five minutes thinking about all of it and then realized that I was in way over my head. Her parents were friends of mine and my sister. If they found out, when they found out, that I had slept with their daughter, there would be hell to pay. Stephanie would probably disown me, and I didn't even want to begin to think of David's reaction to it.
Determined to be the adult in this situation I stood up and resolutely walked to my bedroom with the intention of telling Lindsay that nothing was going to happen between us. That's what I was going to do; end this now and be done with it. That is exactly what I had planned, right up until I walked into my darkened bedroom and saw her laying in my bed, propped up on the pillows, illuminated by the moonlight streaming through the windows; playing with her pussy.
"It took you long enough. I was beginning to think you had fallen asleep on me." she whispered as I stood there looking down at her.
"I uh, Lindsay, um, look."
"Do you like what you see?" she asked me, lifting her hand to her mouth and licking the juices off her fingertips. "I'm really wet and it tastes wonderful."
"Linds," I tried to say her name, but my voice cracked, and I couldn't finish it.
"I'm not fourteen anymore Mitch and you're not the first man that I've slept with. You didn't decide to do this, I did. I'm begging you Mitch, please just give me this one night. Please?" she whispered, laying back and spreading her legs wider.
I caved.
I walked back and closed the bedroom door and making sure I locked it behind me then I turned back toward her. I stripped my clothes off and walking to the bed I eased myself down gently beside her form on the bed. I had reached the point where I didn't give a damn anymore; she had given me her body and I was going to claim what was mine.
I reached out and touched the side of her face and looking in her eyes I asked her, for the only time, "Are you sure about this?"
She nodded, silently smiling at me and then she took my hand and brought my fingertips to her lips, kissing them softly.
She sighed as I slowly traced my fingers across her lips and cheek and then down her neck, across her chest to her breasts and gently squeezed the left one. It was so firm and warm, and her nipple popped up immediately begging to be played with. I lowered my mouth to it and bit it softly listening to her beginning to moan and feeling her hips shifting side to side, further down on the mattress.
I ran my hand down her taunt stomach and paused as I came to the curve of her hips. Her legs parted further, and I deliberately hesitated before I moved my hand to her pussy and brushed my fingertips across her clit. Her back arched and she hissed "Yes!" into the darkness of the bedroom.
I slowly spread the lips of her pussy apart and inserted my index finger into her and began to rub her swollen clit with my thumb. She was dripping wet and began to moan as I shifted my body around and lowered my mouth to her pussy. As my tongue slipped between her lips I felt hers begin to slowly lick the shaft of my cock and then she engulfed it, taking half the length in her mouth.
We stayed locked together like that for what seemed like an eternity, slowly and gently licking, sucking and nibbling on each other until she stopped and whispered "I need you inside me. I need to feel you inside me. Please?"
I shifted around and kneeling between her legs I lowered myself onto her and placed the head of my dick against the folds of her pussy. "How badly do you want it Lindsay?" I asked teasing her and pulling back each time she tried to thrust upward. "How badly do you need it?"
"Oh God Mitch! Please! Please don't do this now. Don't tease me. Please!" she moaned, as she sank her nails into my back and raked them down until I was gasping from the pleasure the pain brought.
I slipped the head of my dick past her lips and heard her gasp "Please Baby! Please! Don't make love to me, just fuck me hard! Use me, I'm yours, use me!"
I drove into her as hard as I could, sinking all six and a half inches of my dick into her in two strokes and listening to her gasp hard with each one. Then moving my hips as fast as I could move them I did exactly as she asked and fucked her as fast and as hard as I could. She was gasping "Yes! God yes, just give it to me. Don't stop, don't ever stop Baby."
I was on the verge of my orgasm when she locked her legs around my waist, pulling me in deeper, and moaned loudly, "Do it!"
That was all it took. I exploded, groaning as I came deep inside her, feeling her hips bucking underneath me like she was trying to claim every inch of me while she could. As I collapsed on top of her I couldn't help but wonder if she'd even had an orgasm.
"Wow!" I said as I rolled over onto my side and kissed the side of her face. "That was,"
"Everything I've wanted for years." she said looking over at me and gasping for air.
I groaned as I realized what I had just done and before I could say a word she said, "No. Don't say it. My parents and your sister will just have to get over it."
"How did you know what I was thinking?" I asked laughing lightly.
"You couldn't have made it more obvious if you had set off a siren and bells." smiling at me she added, in a conspiratorial tone, "Oh God, I just fucked my babysitter, what-ever will the neighbors and my family think?"
"Yeah, that covers it pretty well. Seriously Lindsay," I said rolling over on my side to look at her, "I did just fuck my babysitter, that wasn't making love to you, that was me fucking you."
"This might surprise you Mitch, but I know the difference and I was the one asking, no, I was shamelessly begging you for it." She said as she began stroking my now flaccid dick. "And guess what Stud? You're going to do it again. You're going to keep doing it until I'm so sore I can't walk tomorrow morning without wincing."
"Lindsay, this is insane." I whispered as I lay there feeling her warm hand milking my dick and somehow bringing it back to life after only a few minutes.
"No, it isn't. My dad is thirteen years older than my mom." she stated solemnly.
"Really?" I said, surprised by that.
"Yep, they met at his office. She was a new administrative assistant, fresh out of college and he was a junior partner in the law firm. To hear him tell the story he didn't stand a chance in hell of getting out of her clutches and to hear her tell it, he got her drunk and then took her to bed. I think the truth is somewhere in the middle. So, I come by the Older Man Syndrome honestly; it's genetics and you can't argue with science." she said playfully.
"Maybe not, but I'll be the one sleeping with their daughter and I'm pretty certain that they will have an argument or two about it."
"Possibly." Then looking down at my slowly hardening dick she giggled and said, "Oh look, someone is starting to act like he wants to play again." Then she lowered her head to my cock and took me in her mouth for the second time that night. After ten seconds or so she stopped and then looked up at me and smacking her lips said, "Ya know what? We taste great together."
I groaned loudly as I laid my head back on the pillows and she dropped her head back down and went to work on me again.
I hadn't had sex three times in one night since I was in my early twenties but somehow, she managed to get me up and keep me there two more times that night. By midnight I thought she was going to blow through the entire Karma Sutra before she let me get some sleep. When we finally did go to sleep I didn't move until nine in the morning.
Lindsay wasn't in the bedroom as I stumbled to the shower, wincing at the hot water and the effect it had at the scratch marks on my back. I stood there letting the water run over me and wondered what the rest of the week was going to bring. I eventually dried off, got dressed and went downstairs to see about breakfast.
She was standing at the stove, dressed in tan shorts and a black tee-shirt and David was sitting at the breakfast bar eating a short stack of pancakes and laughing at something Lindsay had just said. I stood there leaning against the kitchen door, looking at them for a moment silently before I cleared my throat and got their attention.
"Good morning Dad." David said looking up at me. "Lindsay made us pancakes and bacon."
"I see that." I said smiling as I walked to the coffee pot poured a cup of coffee and then sat down beside him.
Lindsay walked over to me with a plate full of pancakes and bacon and glass of milk. Setting them on the bar in front of me she leaned in and gave me a quick kiss.
"Good morning." she said as she turned back toward the stove.
"Good morning." I said smiling back at her.
"I KNEW IT!" David yelling out so loudly that both of us jumped a little.
"Knew what?" Lindsay said with an innocent tone in her voice.
"I knew you kissed Dad at Disneyland yesterday!"
"Nope, and that was just another peck on the lips. I've never kissed your dad in front of you." she said winking at him.
"Oh." He said a little dejectedly.
"Buddy, that just means you've never seen her kiss me." I said grinning.
"Oh." then pausing he said "OH!" with a huge smile coming over his face and his eyes widening as it dawned on him what I had just said.
"So, you wouldn't mind if Lindsay and I started spending some more time together?" I asked broaching the subject as delicately as I knew how, given the circumstances.
"Heck no! I love her, and she is a lot cooler and prettier than most of the other women you've dated." David responded with the innocence that only a child could have in a situation like this.
Lindsay moved the pan off the burner and turned to look at David.
"Most of?" she asked arching an eyebrow and staring at him with a look of amusement on her face.
"Um, all of?" David said smiling back at her with maple syrup dripping down his chin.
"He's yours alright." she said laughing and turning back to the stove.
I held up my left hand and David slapped it giving me a big high-five and smiling up at me.
"I heard that." Lindsay said with her back still turned to us.
My phone rang at around eleven that morning and looking at the caller ID I saw "Shelby". Shelby was the last woman I had gone out with, over a month ago now, and Lindsay had made it clear on our last date that she didn't like her in the least bit. She was a thirty-two year old real-estate agent that fit Lindsay's description of my previous girlfriends to a tee.
Putting the phone on speaker I answered, "Hello."
"Mitch, it's Shelby, how are you doing Sweetie?" I saw Lindsay tense up at the sound of her voice and freeze at the mention of her name.
"I'm doing great how are you?" I said looking over at Lindsay whose facial expression was screaming "Hang up now and you get to live."
"I'm doing good, listen I was wondering if you have any plans for Thanksgiving? I am having a small get together and I thought you and your son might like to show up."
"My son?"
"Davie." She said quickly.
"David." I responded flatly while Lindsay rolled her eyes.
"Oops! Sorry!"
"Shelby, I'd love to, but I've already made plans and in all honesty, I am kind of dating someone exclusively now, so I'm going to have to pass."
"Oh! Well, I just thought I would ask. Good luck with her, you really didn't strike me as the type that would exclusively date anyone. She must be special."
"She is and thank you. Good bye Hun."
I heard the call disconnect and my screen went dark.
"Hun?" she asked quietly with her head cocked to the side.
"Figure of speech." I replied, wincing at my own stupidity.
"Do yourself a favor Mitch."
"What?"
"Never, ever refer to me as Hun. Ever."
"Noted."
"Exclusively huh?" Lindsay asked looking at me with a smile on her face.
"Uh huh."
"I kind of like the sound of that." she said smiling at me.
"Kind of?"
"I guess this mean I have to quit flashing my boobs at mom's pool boy."
"Cut it down to twice a week okay?"
"Aww!" she said laughing at the look on my face.
The next few days were fun. On Wednesday I loaded everyone up early in the morning and surprised them with a trip to Sea World in San Diego. We called it a day very early though because the traffic would be horrendous by three pm and Lindsay wanted to get back to the house to get a jump on Thanksgiving dinner. I promised David that we would be back soon and with that we headed to the car. As I held the door open for Lindsay to get in, she paused for a moment and then grabbing the front of my shirt, she kissed me holding it for at least five seconds. She looked over at David, winked and said, "That was a kiss."
"Okay." He replied with a grin on his face almost as big as the one I had.
"Get in the car goofballs." she said laughing at us as she sat down.
"You heard the lady Son, get in the car."
"Yes sir." He said smiling up at me.
Thanksgiving was, with one huge glitch, a blast.
Stephanie, her husband and kids came over and they were pleasantly surprised to see Lindsay there. I think they were more pleasantly surprised that the meal wasn't catered in and that I wasn't the cook but who was I to ask? Before they showed up Lindsay and I had a sit down talk with David. We explained to him that mentioning what was happening between us wasn't a secret, but it didn't need to be shared either. He seemed to be a little depressed by the news, but he took it as well as a nine-year old can.
"Honey, we aren't asking you to keep anything a secret. If it were a secret, you wouldn't know about it. We just need to be the ones to let the other adults in our lives know about it. Do you understand that?" Lindsay asked him as he sat on the couch.
"Yes. It's kind of like you wearing dad's shirts because they smell like him."
Lindsay blushed furiously and then recovering quickly she said, "Just like that you little snitch!"
"See? I do understand!" he said as he bolted from the room laughing.
"How long have you been doing that? I asked inquisitively as David's laughter faded down the hallway
"I've had a crush on you since I was jailbait Mitch. Do you really want to know?"
"No, I'm good." I replied honestly.
"Good, because I've been stealing them from you and sleeping in them at home, since I was sixteen." she said sweetly as she winked at me and turned to head back to the kitchen and check on the turkey.
After that little revelation, I went to the bar to make myself a very stiff drink. Fortunately for me, Steph and crew knocked on the door a few minutes later and I was saved by my brother-in-law James, who insisted that we watch the Lions beat up on the Eagles. As David and his cousins ripped through the den to play in the back yard, James and I took over the TV. I took the Eagles and what I thought was a sure fifteen points and James took my twenty dollars at the end of the game.
By the time dinner was over I was feeling very relaxed. For the first time in five years I had a complete family around me for the holidays. Looking around the table I saw a group of people who were laughing and telling stories and it felt good. A piece of this had been missing for years and that missing piece sat to my immediate left. We glanced at each other and smiling, she winked at me then she quickly turned her attention back to my niece.
Looking up I saw my sister staring at me with a strange look on her face. I knew right then that she knew, or thought she knew and if my sister thought she knew, she knew. We were busted and there would be no getting away with saying it was just a friendly wink. "Oh well," I thought to myself, "they were going to figure it out by Christmas anyway. Why not get a jump on all the holiday madness?"



After dinner I had stepped onto the patio to grab some fresh air. I heard the sliding door open and my sister appeared out of nowhere beside me. She opened the conversation as subtly as a bull in a china shop,
"So, imagine my shock this afternoon when I realized that my baby brother was sleeping with his babysitter."
"Yeah, so I guess it means I have a lot more to be thankful for."
"Really Mitch? I mean I should have figured it out when you leased her the car last year, but really?"
"Yes, really, but this didn't start until a week or so ago. The car had nothing to do with it and this is neither the time nor place to have this conversation Steph, so for now, drop it."
"Fine! But we will discuss this soon Mitch." She replied with a tone of finality that told me it wouldn't be a normal family chat.
"Until then Steph, what you will do is go back in the house and treat Lindsay with the same respect that you treated her with before you figured this out. I'm serious about that, do not mention this to her or embarrass her in any way. She means a lot to me and David absolutely adores her."
"Mitch?"
"Yes?"
"I love you Little Brother."
"I love you too Old Lady." I said, kissing the top of her head. "Now let's get inside so I can watch some more football."
"Men!" she responded with exasperation in her voice. "It's always football and booze!"
"Nah," I said sliding the door open for her, "You left out rare steaks and hot sex."
"God!" she said laughing at me and swatting my arm. "I'm going to help Lindsay with the dishes. I promise, I won't mention it."
"Thank you."
I thought I handled it rather well, all things considered.
Stephanie and her family had been gone for about ten minutes and I had just settled in to watch the Bears and Packers game when Lindsay walked into the den and dropped a bombshell in my lap.
"Stephanie knows." Lindsay said as she plopped down on the couch and snuggled up next to me.
"Huh? Did she say something to you?" I asked, with my temper starting to build.
"No."
"Did you tell her?" I asked becoming a bit confused.
"No, but she knows. Call it a woman's intuition for both of us. I know that she knows, and she knows that I know she knows; let it go at that." she said giggling.
"Okay and you're right, she knows. She confronted me on the patio this afternoon and I fessed up to banging the babysitter." I said, surrendering to the logic of it and praying I didn't get a headache from thinking about it.
"She! You! What?" Lindsay gasped, pulling away from me and looking up with a surprised look on her face.
"I told her that you and I were a couple and that David adores you and that she was going to treat you with the same respect that she would give any woman in my life."
"Really?" she said, with a look of shock and adoration combined.
"Pretty much. I mean it's not like you are some deep dark secret that I need to keep locked in the attic. Actually, I'm really a little relieved that she figured it out."
"So that just leaves my mom and dad." she said quietly.
"Apparently." I replied.
"Oh joy." she whispered.
"Afraid of them finding out?" I asked looking at her.
"No. I'm think it will be easier for them once they understand that I started this. I just have to figure out when to tell them."
We sat there quietly absorbed in our separate thoughts for a few minutes and then Lindsay softly chuckled.
"What?" I asked.
"Banging the babysitter. That sounds like a fun game; we should play it tonight. I've got a cute little tartan skirt, white blouse and knee-highs in the dresser and a pair of black pumps in the closet."
"I'll keep that in mind." I said grinning.
"You do that." she said smiling up at me.
David bound into the room and jumping up on the couch beside us, snuggled in beside Lindsay and started watching the game. He had recently started watching football with me and was just starting to learn the basics of it. He started asking questions immediately and as I was explaining the rules to him he started yawning.
"Thirty minutes until bedtime Bud." Lindsay said.
"Aww. I can't stay up a little later?" David responded.
"It's already your bedtime Tiger; thirty minutes." She said firmly.
"You were a lot funner when you were just my babysitter instead of dad's girlfriend."
"More fun, she was a lot more fun when she was just your babysitter, instead of my girlfriend." I corrected him.
"That too." David said laughing.
"Really! REALLY!" Lindsay responded slapping playfully at both of us and her grey-blue eyes flashing with the peals of laughter coming from David and me.
"You two are so going to pay for this!" she said as we settled back down.
Later that night Lindsay headed for bed and I puttered around sitting up the coffee pot, arming the alarm and making sure the lights were off. I walked toward the bedroom thinking that this had been one hell of a week and I would be very disappointed when her parents returned, and things had to go back to normal around here. As I walked into the room Lindsay was already in bed.
"Aww. I thought we were playing Banging the Babysitter." I said laughing and half disappointed that she wasn't wearing the skirt.
"Nope! I told you that you would pay. The babysitter is the funner one, you get stuck with dad's girlfriend tonight."
"Cool! She's the sexy one." I said, winking as I climbed in bed.
"Aww that is so sweet, you're still in trouble, but that was sweet." she replied kissing me softly.
One thing led to another and before I knew what had happened Lindsay was setting on top of me and I was holding her hips as she ground her clit against my body. I was watching her breasts heave up and down with her breathing and thinking that my life couldn't get any better than it was right now when the bedroom door flew open. David stood there looking at us for a split second and then turned and fled back up the hallway to his room.
"Oh crap!" Lindsay whispered as she dove under the covers.
"Yeah." I said chuckling as I climbed out of bed and threw on my pants. "I need to remember to lock the door."
"Yes, you do. Are you going in there or do you want me to?" she asked.
"I got it."
"Okay." she whispered, still blushing and smiling up at me.
I walked down the hallway and pausing at his door, I knocked softly and then opened it slightly. Poking my head inside I saw him under the blankets, he had pulled them up over his head and I could hear him lightly sobbing underneath. I walked over and sat down beside him placing my hand on his shoulder.
"Hey Buddy. Is everything okay?"
"I'm sorry Dad! I should have knocked first."
"That's okay, what's wrong, why were you out of bed?"
"Had a bad dream." he sat up sniffling and wiping tears from his eyes.
"About?"
"Lindsay. I dreamed that she was gone, and we couldn't find her. We were looking everywhere but she was gone."
I leaned over and kissed his forehead then told him that it would be a long time before Lindsay went anywhere. He sniffled again and then asked, "Did you ever say that about mom?"
My blood ran cold for a split second and then I said "Yes, but that was then, and this is now, and Lindsay isn't going anywhere. She will be here tomorrow morning when you wake up. Okay?"
"Dad?"
"Yes son?"
"Did mom love me?"
"More than anything."
"More than Lindsay does?"
"Yes and no. It's a little hard to explain right now."
"Dad?"
"Yes."
"If you two got married, would Lindsay be my mom?"
"If we got married then yes, but that is a long time away partner. We've only been together for a few days."
"You've been together a lot longer than that." he said innocently and then he threw his arms around my neck and gave me a hug. "Good night Dad. I love you."
"I love you too Son." I said softly as I stood up and left the room.
As I turned around to walk back to my room; Lindsay was standing just outside his bedroom door with tears streaming down her cheeks. I put my arm over her shoulder and led her back to the bedroom. I got in bed and as I lay down I propped myself up on my pillows and folded my arms behind my head. Slipping off her robe, Lindsay lay down beside me and rested her head on my chest. We stayed that way for a while, each of us lost in our own thoughts about what David had said. Lindsay was the first to break the silence.
"When did he get so smart?"
"I haven't got a clue." I said honestly.
"I thought my heart was going to break when he asked if his mom loved him more than I do."
"Yeah, mine too; the boy adores you Lindsay."
"I know. I am not looking forward to June."
"Me either. Telling him that you won't be around all the time is a conversation I don't want to have."
"We will have to eventually because I am going to have to get a job after I graduate and that will mean no more me all the time."
"I know, but today isn't that day so we will cross that bridge when we come to it. He was spot on about one thing though."
"What?"
"You really have been a part of my life for a lot longer than a few days, I was just too stupid to see that. We have raised him together and you know what?"
"What?"
"We've done a pretty good job so far Kiddo." I responded, kissing the top of her head.
"Yes, we have."
"Honey," she asked a moment later, "why did you forget to lock the door?"
"I'm not use to locking it. Honestly, you are the first woman who has been in this bed in over five years."
She sat up and looking me in the eyes, "Really?"
"Yes."
"I didn't realize that." Then she slid her hand down my stomach whispering with a husky voice, "Now, where were we?"
I suppose the fight was inevitable. I knew it was coming even though Lindsay had remained optimistic about it. I was a dad and I knew it would happen sooner rather than later. Her parents were livid when she sat them down on the Friday afternoon before Christmas and told them that we had been dating and sleeping together for more than a month. I was on the way home when my phone rang, and I saw Lindsay's number on the caller ID.
"Hey!"
"Mitch, I told them, and my mom went nuts! Dad is so mad he isn't speaking right now. I am at your house. I told them before I left to pick up David from school. My mom was screaming all sorts of obscenities at Stephanie on the phone when I walked out, and I am humiliated beyond belief at what she was saying. Please get here soon." she said breathlessly, her sentences running together like she had panicked.
"I'll be there in fifteen minutes Honey. Just stay calm and don't open the door for any of them until I show up."
"Okay." she said softly.
"Hey Lady,"
"Yes?"
"I love you." I said for the first time.
"I love you too Mitch." she replied softly before she hung up.
Okay, I'll be the first to admit it, maybe beginning a relationship with a woman who is fifteen years younger than me wasn't my smartest move and beginning one with the daughter of two of my oldest friends was even dumber. But things had been going well between us for the past month and honestly, I had never seen David happier. At twenty-one, Lindsay wasn't as worldly as she would like to believe she was. Right now, she was terrified of the confrontation that was coming once I got home and was doing her best to protect David from it. When her mother went off on her and then on my sister; Courtney had managed to do something that few people rarely do, and walk away from it unscathed. She had truly pissed off a Momma Bear.
I pulled into a driveway that had a Jag, a Lexus and a BMW in it and thought to myself, "I need a newer car. Maybe a pick-up, and a ranch; a nice one in Montana. Hell no, it gets cold in Montana. No, what you need to do is go and face the music." I climbed out of my car and muttering "Well shit!" under my breath as I walked toward the porch under the glare of Stephanie, James and Lindsay's parents Bill and Courtney.
"You son of a," Courtney started to say.
"Stop right there. We can go inside and discuss this like civilized people but I'm not going to let you cause a scene on my front lawn." I said firmly, then walking to the door I unlocked it and stepped inside.
"Lindsay, David, I'm home." I shouted.
Lindsay appeared at the top of the stairs, obviously shaken, and said, "I'll be right down." as the crowd outside filed in past me. She appeared in the den a minute later and said "David is in his room. I told him to let the adults handle this and that he would be okay." Then she stood up on her tiptoes and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"Have a seat Honey." I said softly to her.
Both the couch and love-seat were taken up by the others, so she slid into my recliner and looked over at her mother.
"Have you calmed down any Mom?" she asked.
Courtney ignored her and looking me in the eyes said, "I'm going to sue you for every dime you are worth you damned pervert."
"No, you're not." I said flatly, "You can scream about a lawsuit all you want but it is an empty threat; I know it and more importantly, Bill knows it. What has happened between Lindsay and I happened between two consenting adults. If you file a suit the judge will dismiss it and the only thing it will do is drag our names through the mud of social media and the court of public opinion. Bill's firm won't allow that to happen and he damn well knows it. The only reason he hasn't told you that is because he is either letting you vent or he is too terrified of you to say anything right now and I don't know which it is."
I watched her deflate instantly and Bill, bless his heart, looked down at the tops of his shoes and didn't say a word.
"Next!" I said looking at Stephanie.
"Mitch, all I have to say is that I'm so very sorry that I suggested to Courtney that Lindsay be allowed to babysit all those years ago. I never thought that you would betray her trust or mine and it is killing me."
"Sis, you can go fuck yourself. You've known about this since Thanksgiving and if you had meant a word of what you just said you would have talked to Courtney sooner or had that chat you spoke about with me on the patio when you found out."
I had never taken that tone of voice with my sister before and she sat there silently in shock. Her husband was looking at me like he had just realized that his wife's baby brother was a grown man. Courtney's head had popped up and she was glaring at Stephanie when she screamed, "YOU KNEW! YOU BITCH! YOU KNEW?"
Springing to her feet Lindsay said, "Oh, for the love of God, Mother, stop with the damn Momma Drama! Dad is thirteen years older than you are and Mitch is fifteen years older than me. You are nothing but a hypocrite! If you are trying to call Mitch a pervert, what does that make Dad? Huh?"
"LINDSAY!" her mother gasped sinking back into her seat.
"And you!" Lindsay said wheeling around on Stephanie. "You're sorry that you suggested I babysit all those years ago? I'm not! It was the best thing that has ever happened to me. The only thing you should be ashamed of is the way you've walked away from Mitch and David over the past two years. You use to come over once or twice a month. How many times have you been here this year?"
Stephanie started to answer and then Lindsay interrupted her, "No, wait! Let me answer that for you. Three. Easter, Thanksgiving and today! You didn't even bring his cousins over for his birthday party this year! David loves you more than you can possibly imagine, and you are too damned busy to drive for ten minutes to spend some time with him each month? Please! You are a worse hypocrite than my mother is."
I stood there fully understanding why Bill and James had remained silent; it was pure Fight or Flight instinct. Get small, stay small and stay still; maybe the Momma Bear will think you are dead and leave you alone.
Lindsay continued, "Ladies, you both need to listen to me because I am going to say this one time and one time only. I am not going to stop seeing Mitch and I am certainly not going to stop taking care of David. There is not one valid reason that I should and if either of you can come up with one, I will be more than happy to ignore it!"
The "talk" had almost turned into a shouting match and we had forgotten that David was just upstairs, and that he could probably hear every word that was being said.
That is why it stunned us all into silence when he walked into the room, stood beside Lindsay and asked, "Can I say something please?"
"Go back to your room young man!" Stephanie almost screamed at David. Lindsay instinctively moved between the two of them, but David side-stepped around her and shouted back at his aunt, "No!"
Then much more softly he said, "Lindsay has raised me since I was a baby. She taught me how to tie my shoes, and she taught me how to write my name. She is the one who puts me to bed at night and she takes care of me when I'm sick when Dad isn't here. She is the one my teacher calls when something is wrong at school."
He paused to catch his breath and then continued, "They don't call you Aunt Steph and they never call Dad; they always call her, and you know what? She is always here for me. I don't remember my mother, but Lindsay loves me just like she is my mother. Why are you trying to keep her away from me by keeping her away from Dad? They haven't done anything except fall in love with each other. I've already lost one mom, why are you trying to take Lindsay away too?"
Lindsay's hands flew to her mouth and she sobbed as the tears began streaming down her cheeks. Pulling David in close to her she looked up at the ceiling, trying to calm herself enough to speak, then looking back down at him, she lost it again and the tears kept flowing.
I had never been so proud of my son as I was at that moment. In less than ten seconds he had silenced every heated exchange that had happened or was about to happen. Words that might have irreparably broken two families apart had been stopped with the honesty and innocence of a child's love for his, well, for his mom.
Once he finished speaking, David paused for a moment and then he turned and fled the room crying; with Lyndsay right on his heels.
I paused for a split second and then turned to her parents and my sister and brother-in-law and said, "I don't often lose my temper because what is said in anger is impossible to take back. So, I am asking as nicely as I can; do the four of you want to stay long enough to apologize to her or do I start tossing you out of my home now? I can live without any one of you, but I am not, and I can't stress this enough; I am not going to live my life any longer without Lindsay as a part of it. End. Of. Discussion."
She stormed back into the room a few minutes later and pointing toward the second floor said, "There is a very scared, very confused, very upset little boy up there." Then with her eyes turning as cold as ice she added, "I'm not going to allow any of you to terrify that child any more than he already is; I don't care who you are."
"Linds." her father said quietly, "I owe you, Mitch and David an apology. Your mother and I both do. It's just really difficult to watch your little girl go from being a little girl to a grown woman overnight and all of this is going to take some adjustment time for everyone." Courtney nodded but remained silent.
"Thank you, Daddy." she said softly.
Stephane spoke next. "Look, I don't know how this got so out of hand, but I want you both to know that I am sorry for some of the things I said earlier. I do think that Mitch,"
"Oh, for Christ's sake Steph, shut up!" James interrupted her, causing Stephanie to sit back in her seat in shock. "Mitch, Lindsay, I'm happy for both of you. Seriously, I really am. I've been setting here thinking that between the two of you, you have both managed to raise a well-adjusted little boy who isn't afraid to stand up for himself or for the people he loves. I promise you both that we will start becoming a bigger part of his life again."



"Thanks James." I said smiling at him and feeling sorry for him at the same time. When Steph got him alone there would be Hell to pay, yet a small part of me also admired him because they had been married for twelve years now and this was the first time I had ever seen him step up like that.
Courtney stood to leave and quietly said, "We can discuss this more tonight when you come home Lindsay."
"I'm not coming home tonight Mom; I'm staying here for a few days. I think we all need some time away from each other to get through the raw emotions of all of this."
"That might be a good idea Honey." Bill said, kissing her on the cheek and reaching out to shake my hand.
We said goodbye to Stephanie and James as well, and then we stood beside the Christmas tree in the front window and watched them get into their cars and drive away.
Turning to look at me Lindsay asked softly "Did you mean what you said on the phone?"
"What? When I said that I love you?"
"Yes."
"Every word of it Lindsay."
She smiled and then stood up on her tip-toes and kissed me; then settling back down on her heels she slapped my chest and smiling said "It took you long enough."
She took my hand then we turned and together we went upstairs to check on David.
November 11th, 2017
It was 8:30 pm when I took all seven pounds and six ounces of Julia Renee McLaren out of her big brother's arms and handed her to her mom. She was an hour and a half old and her tiny fists were clinched next to her perfect little face. Her jet-black hair was a small, soft powderpuff on the top of her head and she was starting to fuss because she was probably getting hungry.
Leaning over Lindsay I kissed her forehead and whispered "I love you Baby."
She smiled tiredly and whispered back "I love you too Sweetheart."
"We will be back tomorrow morning to bring you two back home. Try to get some sleep okay?"
"I don't think I get to decide that anymore." she said laughing.
"Nope." I responded knowing that, barring a business trip, tonight would be my last night of full sleep for a long time.
David walked over and looked down at the two of them smiled and then kissed Lindsay on the cheek.
"Good night Mom. I'll see you tomorrow morning."
"Good night David. No junk food and make sure you take the trash to the curb tonight, tomorrow is trash day."
"Yes ma'am." he said sighing as he turned for the door of her room.
I closed the door softly and we walked down the hallway. Standing by the elevator I said, "So, Five Guys or In-N-Out?"
"Mom said no junk food."
"Yeah well, Mom's not here." I let it drop, winking at him.
"In-N-Out." he responded grinning up at me.
On the way across the hospital parking lot David looked at me and said, "Can I tell you something Dad?"
"Sure."
"Do you remember the day that Mom showed up at Disneyland?"
"Vividly." I said honestly.
"I told her that Friday that we were going for your birthday and said that she should text you to ask if she could come too."
I stopped in my tracks and just shook my head laughing, then still laughing, I gave the kid a five dollar a week raise in his allowance.
**********
Author's Note:
I honestly debated as to whether I should put this under the Mature or Romance category. I ended up choosing Romance over Mature because I felt that the full story was more of a long-term relationship rather than being solely focused on the differences in Mitch and Lindsay's age.
As always, I hope you've enjoyed it.
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"Come on Bandit, time to go to work." I said to my service dog Bandit as I took his vest out of the closet and headed to the living room. I had spent most of that entire early December morning chopping firewood and filling up the water containers inside the house getting ready for the onslaught of a massive winter storm that was sweeping down from Canada. Now it was time to go to town and buy the stuff I would need to last a week or more by myself in my cabin.
Bandit sat beside the fireplace, alert with his ears and eyes signaling that he was more than ready. His tail thumped excitedly on the floor of the living room and he was almost giddy with excitement at the prospect of having something to do today. When I am here at home, I feel safe and secure enough that I don't really need him, but when I go out in public, Bandit becomes my furry, four-legged, sidekick and companion.
I retired as an Infantryman from the Army after twenty-three years about five years ago with the rank of Master Sergeant. When I retired, at the relatively young age of forty I was a wreck, both physically and mentally. Three tours in Iraq and two in Afghanistan had taken their toll on my body and my mind. I didn't do anything sleek and sexy. I was never a Ranger or a Green Beret, I was just a grunt who walked the soles off more pairs of combat boots than I cared to think about. I sound like a bowl of Rice Crispies when I wake up in the morning, and I finally, with the help of the VA and a small support group of other veterans, am coming to grips with the effects of what living with Combat Related PTSD is going to be like.
The later had taken a toll on my marriage and my daughter and son. My ex needed stability and a stay at home husband; or at least one who stayed home more than half the time. My five tours had taken place over a ten-year period and that was too much stress and strain for her. Combine that stress with the fact that I was a twitching wreck by the start of my fifth tour and the marriage dissolved. My daughter was sixteen now and my son was twenty and I had been estranged from them for over six years because my ex had me declared a danger to them all during our divorce in 2011, shortly after I got home from my final tour. Even though I had already dropped my retirement packet, the damage was done. Honestly, that was probably the truth because back then, I was a danger to myself and everyone around me.
That is the biggest reason that I had Bandit. He would let me know when I was starting to have an anxiety attack before I knew I was having one. He was four now and had been with me for two years. It could be anxiety, depression or anger; it didn't matter because he could figure it out long before I could and when I saw him alert I knew to take a step back and figure out what was wrong. I had finally started slowly moving forward with my life because of him.
Today was one of the days where I had to go out and be around people and I really hated being around huge crowds, but the storm would be pushing through soon and hitting us hard for the next twenty-four to thirty-six hours. I really had to pick up a few essentials at Wally World to make sure I could get through the 8-10 inches of ice, snow and single digit temperatures that were in the forecast. The essentials in this case meant, bread, milk, toilet paper, a few cases of bottled water, maybe, maybe a twelve pack of beer and a lot of propane and kerosene, in case the power went out.
I live in a very rural area in the mountains of western Virginia. By rural I mean my nearest neighbor lives a mile and a half away and there are so many trees on my two hundred acers of property that for me to see the sun rise I would have to drive for two minutes to get a clear view of it. 'Town' is fifteen miles away over some very mountainous roads and has a population of just under six thousand. When it does snow up here the highway department doesn't scrape the roads, they just let it melt naturally so making sure you have what you need to get through a big storm is a necessary evil. If the power goes out, you can be living on propane for heating and cooking and kerosene lamps and candles for lighting for a week or more.
As we walked toward my old Jeep CJ7, I mutter a silent prayer that the store wouldn't be too crowded, and I could get in and out without any drama. Bandit and I were regulars there and most of the staff knew not to approach Bandit while he was wearing his vest; the other customers, not so much. Their reactions ranged from fear to amusement seeing a twenty-six inch tall, eighty-pound German Shepard on a leash in Wal-Mart. Even with a yellow vest that said, "SERVICE ANIMAL DO NOT APPROACH", people were constantly walking up and asking to pet him and some, if not most, would get miffed when I said, "Please don't."
As we pulled into the parking lot I realized that my worst fear had come true. The place was jam packed with last minute shoppers who were trying to beat the ice and snow. I sighed, grabbed shopping cart and headed in to the chaos that was Wal-Mart, on a Saturday afternoon. This was not going to be fun.
Walking by the entrance to the store I noticed what appeared to be a young woman standing near the door. She wasn't asking people for money or even remotely harassing the steady stream of customers going in and coming out in a rush. She was simply standing there with her jammed deep into the pockets of her jeans. She was wearing a light blue jacket, well-worn jeans and sneakers and what she had what appeared to be short blonde hair, peeking out of a pink beanie cap that was pulled down over her ears. She also appeared to be shivering somewhat, which wasn't surprising, because the temperature had already begun to drop, and I estimated that it was in the lower forties by now. Bandit cocked his head looking at her as we walked by; oddly, he even turned his head to look at her once as we walked passed. Trudging past the Salvation Army bell ringer, we stepped into retail Hell; and he became all business.
As we exited the store forty minutes later with our groceries and other stuff in the cart, she was still standing there. I walked past her and looking at her I noticed that she still wasn't making eye contact with anyone, she was just standing there shivering. I got a few feet past her and noticed that Bandit had turned his head back to look at her; only this time he whimpered. That's when I decided to stop and see what was going on.
"Hey." I said softly, not wanting to spook her.
She didn't answer and continued to look down at the ground.
"Look I know this sounds awkward," I said approaching her slowly, "but, if you are in some kind of trouble, maybe I can help. Seriously, If I can't, I know plenty of people in town that can."
She glanced up at me and when I saw her eyes. They were a vivid shade of blue, but I couldn't help but notice that they looked far more tired than mine did on my worse day. They were almost dead; she looked up at me like a puppy that had been abused its entire life. It was sad considering that she had a very pretty face and only looked to be, maybe, twenty-five at the most.
"I'm okay."
"Uh huh. Let me guess, you stand here until you can't take the cold anymore and then you duck inside for a few minutes to warm up."
"What's it to you if I do?" she said defiantly, her eyes flashing angrily at me.
"Well, if you haven't heard there is a hell of a storm on the way and that jacket isn't going to protect you much when the temperature drops to single digits tomorrow afternoon. But, I know of a church just up the road that operates a woman's shelter and they might have room for you for a few days. I can call and ask them if, you'd like."
I could tell she had some sort of retort on her lips when Bandit raised his right paw and then sat it back down on the ground whining. That was an alert for anxiety but given my current surroundings I didn't know if it was the young lady in front of me or if I was the one who was beginning to have problems. She glanced down at him, almost smiling so, I paused for a moment and then grinned at her.
"This is Bandit, be careful, he's a real ladies man. My name is Sam, Sam Williams. So, do you want me to call the shelter and see if they have room?"
Before she could answer I heard a voice behind me say, "Sir? Is she bothering you?" I turned to see a kid not much older than she was standing there with his arms folded across his chest. He was wearing a nametag that said 'Mike' and below that 'Loss Prevention'.
"No, I've got it." I said looking at him as the girl shrunk back and tried to get small.
"Okay but if,"
"I said I've got it son. Don't make me say it again." I responded a lot more firmly than I should have.
Wal-Mart's version of Paul Blart looked at my face for a few seconds and then trying to put as much distance as he could between the two of us, he almost sprinted across the parking lot.
I looked back to the girl and still couldn't read her emotions. I couldn't tell if she was angry or relieved that the LP guy had left us standing there alone. Just then, Mother Nature decided the issue for her and it started to mist a light, but very cold rain. Bandit sat there looking back and forth between us and then he leaned against my leg. Again, it was another alert that someone's anxiety level was on the rise.
"So. Stand here, cold, wet and miserable or go someplace warm and safe and dry? It's your call."
"Why?"
"Huh?"
"Why do you give a shit about me? Nobody else seems to." she mumbled, looking down at the ground with a finality in her voice that said, "I gave up a long time ago."
"Because four years ago, when I was at my lowest and thinking about jumping off a bridge in Richmond, an off-duty cop that didn't have to, reached out his hand and said, "Let me help." Maybe, just maybe it's time I paid him back."
She shivered in the cold rain that was falling and after a long while, softly whispered "Call them."
"Thank you." I said smiling and reaching for my phone.
"Sam, I am so sorry, but with the storm rolling in we are already over capacity. I have been on the phone with every shelter in town all day long. We are all scrambling to find spaces and there aren't any. I wish I could help you but," the minister said leaving it hanging.
"How about if I bought her a cot, pillow and sleeping bag? Could you take her in then?"
"I'm sorry Sam." he said gently as the call disconnected.
I had the call on speaker, so she could listen in to and see that I wasn't trying to bullshit her. I thought I had made a huge mistake when I saw her shoulders slump as the minister said there wasn't any room in the inn, so to speak. She looked at me and with tears in her eyes said, "Thank you Sam, at least you tried. That is more help than I have had in over two years."
"I'm not done yet, umm, sorry I haven't asked before but, what is your name?"
"Misti," she said, "Misti with an I. Misti Smothers"
"Well, Misti with an I, I have, what is known as 'Plan B' up my sleeve." I said smirking at her smugly.
"What's Plan B?" she said, looking up at me.
"We get arrested and go to jail. It's warm and they will feed us there."
"I hope to Hell that there is a 'Plan C', up another sleeve." she said half laughing.
"Well, that depends on how daring you are."
"I'm standing in a Wal-Mart parking lot, six hundred miles from where I was born, in the cold and rain, talking to a total stranger. I've got two dollars and thirty-seven cents to my name. The clothes on my back are all that I own and my only possessions in the world are a dead cell phone, a half a bar of soap, some hotel toothpaste and my toothbrush. Does that qualify daring or do I need more?"
"Plan C. You wait here in my Jeep. Bandit and I will go back inside, grab you a change of clothes or two and you can hang out at my place; at least until the storm blows past."
She stared at me briefly and then said sadly, "No Sam, I can't let you do that. It is sweet, but it is way too much to ask. I'll figure something out, I always do."
"You didn't ask, I offered, now say thank you and help me load the groceries. I won't be twenty minutes. I promise. I'm not a serial killer or a rapist and you'll be a lot safer and warmer at my place than you would be here in town tonight." I said walking to the Jeep.
She paused for just a second before she started following us.
"You are nuts!" she exclaimed. "And if you were a serial killer or a rapist would you tell me?"
"Would you?" I asked smiling at her.
"Probably not." She said laughing.
"Can you cook?"
"Yes."
"Good! I can't, at least not well. That is how you are going to earn your keep."
"If you say so but I still think you're nuts." She said smiling and shaking her head as she grabbed a bag to put in the back of the Jeep.
"What sizes do you wear?"
"Extra small shirts and," she began before I cut her off.
"Maybe you need to come in there with me instead." I suggested, remembering what it was like to try to shop for a woman, "There might be a few more things you need that I wouldn't think of on my own."
"That might be a good idea." She added after pausing for a minute to think things through.
We were in and out in twenty-five minutes. We did get some strange looks inside the store, but I cut them off with the best 'Go fuck yourself.' glare I could give them. Even my new friend Mike decided that discretion was the better part of valor and retreated a few dozen yards away. All in all, I spent just over three hundred dollars on a coat, gloves, shirts, jeans, a pair of pajamas, a flannel nightgown, a robe, underwear, two new bras (32C), hiking boots and some other things that I would have never thought about like; deodorant, tampons, pads, toothpaste, Emory Boards, a hair brush, a new toothbrush, a toiletry bag and a medium sized back pack.
"I have no idea how I'm going to pay you back for all of this." She said quietly as held the Jeep's door open for her and waited for her to climb up.
"Don't worry about it and before you even think that I would suggest it, sex is off the table. So that is one thing you don't have to worry about."
"Thank you." she said, blushing and looking down at the floorboard.
"Load up Bandit!" I said, opening the back door.
He looked at me as if to say "Dude! Really? Who is THAT tiny human and why is IT sitting in MY seat?"
"Load up!" I repeated pointing at the backseat.
He jumped in the backseat and lay down with his head on his paws, trying to figure out why he was being punished. I took his vest off and tossed it in the back with the food and other items and then got in behind the wheel. Once the vest came off, he became a different dog. He immediately sat up and then wedged his way between Misti and me in the front seats. His tongue was lolling out of the side of his mouth and he was bouncing around excitedly. He had gone from Work Mode to Pet Mode that quickly.
"Can I pet him?" Misti asked in what sounded like a hopeful tone as I backed out of the spot.
"Sure, just be careful because he may try," I was too late. Bandit leaned into her and ran his tongue up the entire length of her face in one fell swoop, "to lick you."
"You tried to warn me." Misti said squealing with laughter, sitting back in her seat and pushing Bandit's head away from her face. When she started scratching his ears, he was toast, he kept his head between us the entire trip and every time she stopped he would gently nudge her hand until she started again.
"Typical male; he steals one kiss and if you scratch his head and neck afterwards he will follow you anywhere, huh Bandit?" she said laughing as she softly scuffed his neck.
Bandit didn't say anything, but the "Neener, neener." look I was getting from him spoke volumes.
The sky had gotten dark with clouds by the time I backed into the garage. We were unloading the groceries into the kitchen as the first snow flurries started to fall. On my last trip I locked the hubs on the front wheels and shifted the transfer case into Four Low, just in case we did need to try and leave over the next few days. I didn't want to be screwing with it when the temps were going to be in the single digit to negative range for highs.
I showed Misti the guest room and the bathroom and shut the bedroom door, so she could shower and change clothes. Then I went to the kitchen and started making plans for dinner wondering if I was doing the right thing by letting a total stranger into my house. What if she was the one who was the serial-killer and rapist? Seriously, a woman can kill you just as dead as a man can. That was painful lesson that I learned in Afghanistan years ago. I gave up on the dinner plans instead deciding to let her make the decision and went to light a fire in the fireplace instead.
I had just gotten the fire going when she re-appeared, freshly showered, wearing jeans and a flannel shirt with socks on her feet. She was holding the clothes she had worn, shoes and jeans and beanie in one hand and her shirt and underwear balled up in the other. I thought she looked a little dirty standing in the parking lot but the transformation to what I saw now and what she was then was amazing.
She was tiny! She might, maybe, be five two and looked she looked like she weighed about one hundred pounds at the most. The jeans she wore now were form fitting instead of baggy and loose and they fit her form perfectly. Her shirt was certainly filled out more than the shirt and jacket from earlier suggested it would be. Her hair wasn't hanging down in her eyes anymore either; instead it was pulled back into a ponytail that pulled it away from a small delicate face with an ivory complexion and some seriously high cheekbones; it wasn't as short as I had thought either. It was moderately long; she must have had it tucked under the beanie and jacket collar earlier. It was her eyes that grabbed my attention though, her eyes were still tired and dull, but I could tell now that she might be in her very early twenties at most.
"Washing machine and garbage can?" she asked.
"One is under the sink and the other is behind the big paneled doors in the kitchen, I'll let you figure out which is which." I said grinning up at her.
"Smartass." she said grinning and her smile was beautiful.
"Right in one." I replied laughing.
"Be right back."
I heard the washing machine kick on a moment or two later but then, five minutes passed, and she hadn't returned. I got up from the couch to see what was taking her so long and when I walked into the kitchen she was staring at the pantry with a blank look on her face. Bandit had plodded along beside me and was standing there silently looking back and forth between the two of us.
"Something wrong?"
"Um, no, not really, I was trying to decide what to make you for dinner and I got a little overwhelmed, that's all. I haven't seen this much food in one place in ages." she said softly.
"When is the last time you ate a full meal?"
"Do you mean real food?"
"Yes."
"I had a Cheeseburger Happy Meal from McDonalds on Thursday afternoon."
I stood there stunned for a moment realizing that she had just told me that she hadn't eaten in over forty-eight hours.
"Go in the living room and sit down, I'll handle dinner." I said firmly.
"You said you couldn't cook."
"I said I couldn't cook well. I can handle a salad, baked trout and some steak fries. Go in there and sit down, I got it. You can do the dishes later."
"Okay." she whispered and walked past me with her eyes downcast again.



I walked back into the living room after I put the trout in the oven and saw her standing by the window looking out at the snow falling on the yard. It had only started an hour ago but there was already an inch or more on the ground. Bandit was leaning against her leg as he sat on the floor at her side. She was absently mindedly scratching his ears as she stared off into space.
"Penny for your thoughts." I said softly.
"Do you know how incredibly lucky you are?" she said after a moment still looking out the window.
"Yes."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"God Almighty, I hope so." she said turning to look at me with tears streaming down both cheeks.
"Wanna talk while we wait for dinner?" I asked sincerely then added, "We've got a few minutes."
"Will it do any good?" she responded almost bitterly.
"Beats the hell outta me, but it's better than standing here watching you drip tears on my dog."
She sniffed, wiped her eyes and then said, "Sam, three hours ago I was in a Wal-Mart parking lot, thinking that tonight might be my last night on Earth because I was going to freeze to death. That shelter you called, I already knew what they were going to say because I had just walked from there when you two showed up and walked past me like I didn't exist. I was doing exactly what you said I was doing, I would warm up and then leave before an employee threw me out."
She paused for a moment as if to steel herself for what she was going to say next, then went on, "I was honestly considering propositioning you or some other single guy, so I would at least have a place to stay tonight. If worse came to worse, I would have had to give a strange man a blow-job for a place to sleep for the night. I was hoping someone would just call the cops though, so I would get arrested for trespassing and have a place to go for a few days. Then you and Bandit walked into my life like avenging angles of God and here I am. I'm wearing clean clothes and for the first time in over two weeks, I've had a hot shower. I'm in a warm house, I have a real bed to sleep in tonight and I'm about to sit down at a table and eat a hot meal. So yes Sam, I honest to God hope you realize how lucky you really are."
I decided right then that if I ever found the asshole who had broken her, I was going to instantly fall back on the training of my former profession and remove them from the face of the planet with extreme prejudice by using superior tactics and overwhelming firepower. Failing that, I would simply go full-on Negan and hammer them into the ground with a barbed wire wrapped baseball bat. As luck would have it, Karma had the same plans.
"Some days are better than others." I said.
"No shit!" she said and then added sniffling, "By the way, I think I broke your dog."
"Why do you say that?" I asked confused.
"Because he won't stop leaning against me."
"Oh! He's letting you know that he senses an anxiety attack coming and he wants you to do something about it. So, find something you can touch, like him for example. Then find something you can see and then find something you can smell and concentrate on those three things until the anxiety eases up. Once it does he will know, and he will back off a little."
"You mean like him, the smell of dinner cooking and the snow falling?"
"Exactly."
That's what I was doing when you came in here."
"Oh. Sorry." I said turning to leave the room.
"No Sam, please, I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable, especially in your own home, and I want you to know that I do appreciate everything you've done today. You are the first decent human being I've met in close to three years. I'm really afraid that I'm freezing to death on a park bench out there and this is just my last dream. At least it is a nice one." She said softly stroking Bandit's head.
"You're not freezing to death out there. Now I have a question."
"Sure."
"How old are you?"
"Ancient."
"Seriously."
"Nineteen."
"Seriously."
"Eighteen, nineteen in four months."
"How long have you been on the streets?"
"Two years, it will be three on New Year's Day; exactly."
"I'm not going to ask, but someday, when you feel comfortable enough discussing it, we can talk about why."
"You don't want to know. But now it's my turn. How old are you?"
"Forty-six."
She whistled a low whistle and then smiling said "You must have been a great swimmer back in the day?"
"Why do you say that?"
"How else could you have made it onto the Ark?" she replied laughing.
"Smartass." I responded smiling at her.
"No, seriously, what was Moses really like?" she said grinning at me.
"Go wash the stinky dog smell off your hands, dinner is almost ready."
She smiled at that and walked to the bathroom to wash her hands.
I could tell she was holding back as she ate dinner and I understood why. When you are hungry, really hungry, and you eat too fast, it just comes right back up, so I let her set the pace and told her that I had ice cream for dessert if she wanted any. As soon as we were finished eating she jumped up and started clearing the table. I started to help, and she slapped at my hand telling me, "Go find a football game or something else on TV, the kitchen is mine for the next few days."
Holding my hand to my chest by the wrist and feigning injury, I began to limp into the living room with her shaking her head at me and laughing. It made me feel good that I could make her laugh because God only knows when the last time she had a reason to was.
I had just started watching the original How the Grinch Stole Christmas when she came in and sat down beside me. She laughed and said "Wow, I haven't seen this in ages! I watched it every year as a kid."
"All of us did, even old guys like me." I replied.
"You're not that old."
"Misti, my son is two years older than you and my daughter is two years younger."
"See, you have a kid that is younger than me, so you can't be that old. You've probably got a few more miles left in your tank."
"Thanks for trying to make an old guy feel good." I said looking at her and smiling.
"Your welcome."
"So." she began and then paused.
"So?"
"So, almost three years ago I was living the life of a semi-well-adjusted teenager in Jacksonville, Florida. Until the night that my mother and her boyfriend Carl came back to the apartment after a New Year's Eve party. Mom passed out drunk and Carl decided that he wanted a piece of ass that wasn't comatose under him for the night. He came into my bedroom and started to rape me. I kneed the douchebag in the balls and ran screaming my head off into the hallway."
"You have got to be shitting me!" I said in complete shock.
"Oh, it gets worse, much worse. When the cops showed up, my mother told them, slurring every word mind you, that I was nothing but a two-bit tramp who had given her trouble for years and that she had been making out with her boyfriend when I caught them and went ballistic running into the hallway screaming "Rape!". My own mother lied to protect the man who had just tried to rape me."
She paused for a moment to catch her breath and regain her composure, then added,
"The truth of the matter is that I had, until then anyway, 3.97 GPA and I had never missed a day of high school. Since I had no physical evidence to back up my side of the story, they handed me back to my mother and made the jackass leave. I walked inside waited for her drunk ass to pass out again then I got dressed, grabbed her purse and car keys and I bolted. I got as much money as I could out of her savings account and then drained my bank account over the next two days." She paused and then gulped for air.
"I got as far as Columbia, South Carolina and ditched the car. She was blowing my phone up with text messages and voicemails telling me how sorry she was and begging me to come back home. When I didn't respond to any of them she started getting ugly with me. I started posting screenshots of some of the text messages to my Facebook page so everyone we knew could see what I was going through. The last one I posted was her calling me a lying slut and telling me to stay the fuck away from her boyfriend. I guess she saw my Facebook page because right after that she shut my phone off."
She waited for a moment and then softly added, "Since then, I've been on my own on the streets. I still have the phone if you want to see the messages." she said, nodding toward her bedroom.
I sat there in stunned silence not knowing what to say or how to react. I had decided that the Negan thing was my best bet with the boyfriend, but I had no idea how to deal with her mom. Maybe a barrel of battery acid? I mean Sweet Holy Mary, Mother of God, I had spent six years dreaming and praying that I could spend a single afternoon with my daughter. What that bitch had done to hers was un-fucking-conceivable; I could not begin to comprehend the depths of betrayal that Misti must have felt or must still feel.
"Just, wow! Wow!"
"Yeah so Sam, that is what you have holed up with you for a few days during a mini-blizzard. If you want me to leave now, I understand." she said quickly.
I paused for a minute and said "Nope. You're staying right where you are." Patting her on the knee I added, 'Worse-case scenario is that you kill me in my sleep tonight; best case scenario is that we both get a good night's sleep and you eventually start trusting me enough to let me find you some help to handle all of this."
"I don't think I can trust anyone anymore." She said with tears in her eyes.
I paused for a moment considering what I was about to say to her. If I went through with this, then she would be the first person I had ever confided in this deeply. Once I realized that she probably needed to see it far more than I needed to keep it hidden anymore, I said, "Let me show you something and then you can decide." Then I added quietly, "Come with me."
With Misti following, I walked down the hallway to the third bedroom. I reached up and pulled the key off the top of the doorframe and then unlocked it. I kept that door locked for good reason and when I unlocked it a flood of memories came rushing back to me; some good, some bad and some so horrific that I closed my eyes and paused before I stepped into the room. I called it "The War Room" and I usually kept it locked because I never wanted to see some of the items that were displayed in there ever again.
Every certificate and award that I had ever received from the Army from Basic Training until my retirement ceremony was hanging on the walls. Every medal and ribbon were displayed in a shadow box, from the Meritorious Service Medal I received when I retired, the Bronze Star and Purple Heart I won simultaneously in Iraq on my first tour, down to the UN Medal I had earned in Egypt on a peace keeping tour prior to 9/11; all eighteen of them.
My Brown Round from my days as a Drill Sergeant at Fort Jackson, that damned Black Beret that the Rangers should still rightfully be wearing, and my hat for my Dress Blues were sitting side by side on a credenza along the back wall. All of it; every award, every commendation, every rank insignia, every nightmare, every anguished scream, every time I heard another soldier cry out for his mother just before he died, I tried to keep it all locked away in here. Some days it worked; most nights, it didn't.
Misti walked in and slowly turned around taking it all in. She walked up to a couple of the certificates and paused to read them, taking the longest time at the Bronze Star citation. Then she turned and never having uttered a word, walked back into the hallway. I closed and locked the door again, replaced the key above the door frame and started to walk back to the living room when she reached out and grabbed my hand to stop me.
"I knew you were in the military at some point. I mean, I grew up in Jacksonville, Florida, it's a Navy town so I know the walk and the demeanor that you guys have. But that?" she said softly pointing back toward the room, "Jesus, Sam you're,"
I cut her off.
"Don't say hero. I'm not a hero; I'm a survivor, just like you. I did what I had to do in order to survive in some very bad situations. The difference is, someone in the government said, "Thank you." and gave me a bunch of baubles, bells and whistles to wear around town and impress the local lovelies with. All of that in there and three bucks will get me a cup of coffee at Starbucks." I paused and then added, "You're safe here Misti. I swear to you, on my life, you're safe here." I said it looking directly into her eyes and meaning every word of it.
She stood there silently as tears started streaming down her cheeks. She looked back down at the floor and shaking her head mumbled something that I couldn't quite make out.
"Huh?"
She looked up at me with a half-smile on her face and said, "I said, I was right, you are nuts."
"And I've got a medicine cabinet full of prescription grade medication from the VA to back you up on that theory. That is who you are holed up with in a mini-blizzard for the next few days. Want to start running now?"
"Nah, it's way too cold out there. Besides, you wouldn't let me take Bandit."
At the mention of his name, Bandit nuzzled her hand and then turned back and looked at me as if to say, "Don't blame me Dude, YOU let HER sit in MY seat. Neener, neener."
If you don't believe a dog can say "Neener, neener." with a single glance; you've never owned a German Shepard Dog.
We sat back down on the couch and watched TV for a while longer. At ten or so I told her that I was going to bed but before I could move from the couch Misti said "Sam?"
"What?"
"Please don't read anything into this." Leaning over she softly kissed my cheek and quietly said, "Thank you."
"For what?" I asked, still feeling the warmth of her lips on my skin.
"For all of it. For everything you've done for me today and for everything you did in that room back there. This local lovely is impressed, so thank you."
"You're welcome, but maybe you need to start thinking that you are worth the effort."
She gasped when I said that and then teared up again.
"Good night Misti."
Bandit was sitting on the couch beside her and I looked down at him and said "Bedtime!"
Normally "Bedtime!" would illicit frantic a circle around the living room and a headlong dash to the bedroom, complete with a doggy bouncing competition on the mattress before he settled down and went to sleep. Tonight, was different though. Tonight, he simply lifted his head, cocked it at me and then settled in beside her again.
"That's okay Boy. I understand." then to Misti I added, "Hey, there is a laptop on the desk if you want to check your email or surf the web for a while."
Then I turned and walked to my room. I wasn't worried about Bandit's reaction to all of this. He was a smart enough dog to figure out who needed him more. Who was I to argue?
"Thank you, Sam. I'll see you in the morning." she said softly as I turned to go.
At midnight I woke up and lay there disoriented for a moment wondering where Bandit was, then I remembered. Walking to the door I opened it softly and peered down the hallway. The light was still on in the living room and I could hear the muffled sound of the TV. Before I could close the door, I heard a soft "ruff" sound and Bandit appeared, looking around the corner of the hallway at me; then he turned and disappeared from my view.
Around five or so I woke up again and when I opened the door he was lying beside it curled up. He looked up at me and then slowly got to his feet and tail wagging, walked to the bed. He paused for a moment then returned to look down the hallway before he went back and jumped up. He immediately curled up and dozed back off.
"Yeah, I know Boy. It's been a long night for both of us." The thump of his tail on the mattress told me that he had heard me. I crawled in beside him and drifted off to sleep, staying that way until eight that morning.
I walked into the kitchen to grab a cup of coffee and paused for a minute. It had been six years since I had a woman in the house when I woke up. I swore to myself after my divorce that I wasn't going to put any woman through that kind of strain ever again. The view I had made me begin to think I might have made a grave tactical error with that line of thought. It wasn't erotic, and it wasn't sexy; there wasn't a tee-shirt or button down that covers most guys kitchen fantasies at all. It was, simply put, nice to look at.
Misti was standing by the stove and I could tell from the smell that she was frying bacon. She was wearing the gown and robe that I had bought her yesterday. Her hair was down and loose and she was wearing a pair of socks on her feet. Had I been twenty years younger, the promise of sex being off the table might have been stretched to the breaking point. But I was probably older than that bitch who had given birth to her and there was no way I was going to betray what little trust she had in me on a whim. So, I walked to the coffee pot and poured a cup of coffee.
"Good morning boys!" she said smiling sweetly over her shoulder when she heard Bandit's nails clicking on the hardwood flooring.
"Uh huh, yeah morning."
She laughed and then said, "Not a fan of mornings, are we?"
"I would be if they started at noon." I replied honestly.
"Aww. Well, you go watch the news or something, I'll have breakfast on the table in ten minutes or so, I just put the biscuits in, how do you want your eggs?"
"On a plate and warm, I was in the Army remember? I'm not exactly a picky eater." I said grinning and thinking to myself, "News." That gave me an idea.
I sat down at my laptop and used Google to look up Misti Smothers, Jacksonville, Florida. The hit came back instantly with numerous TV stations and a Jacksonville newspaper covering the story.
There was her picture, or at least a picture of her in her former life. She looked like she was the second sweetest kid that had walked the planet next to my own daughter. She had been listed as a runaway, three months shy of her sixteenth birthday. There had been an altercation between her and her mother's boyfriend and the responding officers could not verify her accusations, so they returned her to her mother's custody. She had then stolen her mother's car and ATM card and a credit card and then drained her mother's savings account of over a thousand dollars. The car was found abandoned in Columbia, South Carolina three days later. Her name was removed from the national runaway data base when she turned eighteen, but the auto theft charge and the theft of the money from the ATM card and credit cards still had active warrants on them and that the FBI was involved because it involved interstate flight to avoid prosecution.
Great. I was harboring a fugitive. Albeit one who was only guilty of saving her own ass, literally, from a derelict mother and her pedophile boyfriend; but still, she was a fugitive. I put the computer on stand-by and then went to the kitchen table.
Sitting down I looked across at her and said "So, I was doing some early morning reading and guess what I found?"
"What?" she responded pausing her fork halfway to her mouth.
"Several stories from about three years ago out of Jacksonville, Florida that validate everything you told me about yourself last night. How does it feel to have someone finally believe you after all this time?"
She dropped her head for a split second and then looked back at me smiling and crying at the same time. "Pretty damn sweet."
"Good, pass the salt please."
Sunday was fun, the snow was only six or so inches deep, but it was still falling, and another four to six inches was expected by morning. It was getting late in the afternoon when I asked if she wanted to finally see the place in the daylight and she said yes; so, we went for a stroll around the property. Not all of it, just enough to check and makes sure that everything was okay. She continually marveled at the beauty of the Blue Ridge Mountains covered in snow when we came to a spot that you could see for a distance.



"You should see it in the fall when the leaves are turning. It is truly amazing." I said thinking back on the number of times a short walk like this had cleared my head, even if it was only eight degrees outside.
"It is beautiful, but can we go back inside? I'm so cold that I can't feel my own boobs!"
I laughed way louder than I should have at that and we made our way back to the house.
"There is nothing like a loyal and faithful dog beside you, a roaring fireplace and a cup of hot chocolate to warm a girl up and remind her where her boobs are." I said as I smiling as I handed her the mug I had made for her.
"There's also a lot to be said for a hot shower and not going out in it in the first place!" she countered laughing. "Damn that was cold! Breathtakingly beautiful but cold!"
"It ain't the beach, that's for sure." I said laughing.
"Nope. Floridians would just die where they were standing if it got this cold down there."
"So," I asked after she had finished the hot chocolate, "do you have any long terms plans or do you just plan on having no plan and staying on the road for the rest of your life?"
"I wish I could stop somewhere long enough to get my act together. That would be a dream come true, but this is the first time I have stayed for two nights in the same place since last year."
"Really?"
"Yes Sam, I'm smart enough to know that she will not let up until she finds me. My mother can be a ruthless and vindictive bitch when she wants to be, and she wants to be when it comes to me."
"Why?"
"Because I embarrassed her. She married that douchebag a year ago; I saw it on Facebook."
"Do what?" I asked, shocked to the core when I heard it.
"May God strike me blind if I am lying."
And the power went out.
"What the Hell!" Misti cried out with Bandit barking at her outburst in surprise.
"Power is out." I said laughing at her. Honestly, I was surprised it had stayed on this long.
"But what about the lights when it gets dark? Will we have heat?" she asked seriously concerned.
"Come with me Beach Bunny and I'll show you how we roll in the hills and hollers."
I walked to the hall closet and pulled out the propane heaters and a couple of bottles then told her to grab the stove and a couple of bottles and I walked into the kitchen. I opened the cabinets under the sink and then took the stove from her and sat it on the countertop near the range. I took the remaining two heaters into the bathrooms and opened the cabinets under the sinks.
Going back to the closet, I grabbed two kerosene lamps from the top and took them into the living room and sat them on the hearth. Then we went, first to her room and then to mine and removed the mattresses and drug them to the living room; we sat them on the floor in front of the fireplace. Then I went to the side pantry and pulled all eight five-gallon jugs of water out and sat them on the counter near the sink. I took the food out of the freezer and sat it in a cooler on the back porch and I took the milk and other perishables out of the fridge and sat them on the floor of my bedroom and closed the door. My final move was to hang a blanket over the hallway entrance, and the kitchen so the heat wouldn't escape down the hallway.
"Wow!" she said, "I'm kind of impressed. So, what do we do for entertainment tonight? Play shadow puppets on the wall with the firelight?"
"Nah, I've got a deck of cards and a lot of change, we can play penny ante poker or cribbage for a penny a point. Oh, and I have a battery powered DVD player and radio too." I added grinning at her.
"Been through this before huh?" she quipped.
"Yep. Couple of times."
"Did you say poker?"
"Yes."
"I haven't played poker in years."
"Don't worry, I'll take it easy on you."
"You do that country boy. You do just that." she said with an evil grin on her face.
By the time the sun had fully set I had lost everything in front of me. I was getting really frustrated when she looked up with a straight face and said "Well, we could switch it up and play strip poker."
"Wait! What?" I sputtered.
"I'm not afraid of you Sam, you'll be wrapped in a blanket and turning blue, long before I would." she said laughing at my shocked expression.
"Let's just lie and say we did okay? That way everyone gets to keep their dignity intact and you don't have to embarrass an old guy."
"Spoilsport." She said with a pout on her face. "You're probably right though, I'd lose the first two hands on purpose and then take off my shirt and bra and clean house while you were distracted."
"That would probably work." I thought grudgingly to myself.
Then she added, "Guys. Show them boobs, scratch their ears and pet their heads and they will follow you like a lost puppy. Isn't that right Bandit?" He lifted his head, snorted and then dropped it back to his paws. I would hazard to guess that you could hear her laughing a quarter of a mile from the living room.
The best part about the evening was when Bandit strolled over and laid down beside me. Since Misti's arrival he hadn't left her side except for when nature called or when he was eating. If he was drifting back to me that meant that her anxiety levels were dropping and that was a good thing. Even Misti noticed it saying to Bandit, "Fine! Be that way, see if you get any bacon tomorrow for breakfast."
His ears perked up when she said bacon, but he dropped them back down and turned back to the fireplace.
"What movie are we watching?" she asked a few seconds later.
"You pick one out, I'm going to make some Jiffy-Pop and grab a beer."
"Do you have any wine in there?"
"Yes."
"Can I have a glass? A small one?"
I paused for a moment and then thought out loud, "Sure, why not?"
"Thank you."
I walked back into the living room shivering because it was freezing in the kitchen even with the heater going. I saw Bandit curled up beside Misti on her mattress. At first, I got concerned but then I noticed his tail thumping up and down and I realized that she had somehow managed to steal my dog from me right from under my nose. Loving and faithful companion my dying ass!
Handing her the wine and popcorn I sat down on my mattress and said, "Misti, I need to say something and then we can watch the movie."
"Sure. What is it?" she asked, shoving a handful of popcorn in her mouth.
"What you said earlier about showing a guy your boobs, promise me that you won't ever do that. Please? You are far too pretty and intelligent to use your body like. Believe me, every man in the room notices when you walk in. You are a beautiful young woman and any guy would be lucky to take you to bed. But sex should be a reward for him treating you like you deserve to be treated, instead of enticing someone you barely know to do something for you."
Her blue eyes stared at me for about five seconds before they started to tear up. "Sam, you really have to stop treating me this way. I'm not use to it and you will end up giving me some very serious Daddy issues that I may never be able to work through."
"I'll get you the best therapist money can buy if that happens Misti, just promise me this one thing and we will call it even. All of this."
"Deal. I promise."
Remembering something my daughter use to do when she was little, I held up my pinky. "Pinky promise?"
She smiled and then tossing her head back laughing said, "Pinky promise.", locking hers with mine and kissing the knuckles.
Then we settled in to watch Draft Day, because it had Sam Elliot in it and he is "a completely doable stud with a nice ass, even if he is older than baseball". I just shook my head at that announcement and hit the Play button.
I didn't make it through the entire movie and right as I was drifting off; I could have sworn I felt a set of warm, soft lips touch mine and a voice whisper "Bandit isn't the only ladies' man around here."
The power was still out when we woke up, and we spent most of Monday morning talking about enrolling her in continuing education courses getting her a GED and a job somewhere in the area. I realized that I had given her the first sense of hope and glance at normalcy that she had felt or seen in a very long time. Since I had done that, I believed that I had a moral obligation to continue to help her out. That is also when I realized why most counselors tend to remain aloof and distant from their clients on a personal level.
While we were eating lunch, I turned on the radio to listen to the local news at noon. The lead story was the local female newscaster breathlessly warning the listening audience about a fugitive and former runaway from Florida who might be in the local area. She was wanted by the FBI and local Florida authorities relating to auto theft and credit card fraud from three years ago. The entire time we sat there stunned as they said the accused's name was Misti Anne Smothers.
"How in the world do they know where I am?" Misti muttered after she removed her hands from her mouth.
"Did you check your email Saturday night?"
"Yes, that and I went on Facebook for a minute to see if I still had an account."
"They pinged the server that my internet provider used to make the connection when you logged on. It got them in the ballpark, but they still can't find their seat. I didn't know about the warrants then or I would have said something to you."
"I have to go! She will find out where I am!" she cried out in a panic leaping to her feet.
"Relax, she already knows and is probably on her way here with a couple of Jacksonville's finest to have you extradited back to Florida. What we, not you, we are going to sit right here and wait for them. As a matter of fact, I am going to call the Sheriff and offer up an invitation for him to come over and meet you. Then we are going to plan, what is known in the Infantry as, a good old-fashioned ass whipping. Go charge your cell phone up, there are a couple of battery packs by my mattress."
Then I smiled. It felt good to smile that smile. I hadn't smiled like that since my second tour in Iraq. I was back in my element.
"Nine-one-one, what is your emergency?"
"Yeah, that fugitive from Florida? I know where she is." I said immediately.
"Where is she Sir?" The dispatcher responded quickly.
"She is sitting in my living room with my dog's head in her lap and she wants to talk to the Sheriff." I said looking at Misti with Bandit curled up beside her on the couch.
"Are you safe Sir?" the dispatcher asked in a concerned tone.
"Absolutely."
"Has she threatened you in any way?" she asked, again sounding concerned.
"No, but she kicked my ass at poker last night." I said smiling across the couch at her.
"Is this a prank call?"
I handed the phone to Misti, instructing her to, "Give them your name and your old address and tell them you want to speak to the sheriff.", after she did she handed me the phone back.
I gave the dispatcher my name and address and then added "Do me a favor and tell Sheriff Donnellson that Sam Williams said to climb his ass up out of his big comfy chair and do some real police work for a change."
Then with Misti's eyes as big around as saucers, I hung up.
"Did you just really say that?"
"Relax. Bobby and I go way back together. We went to high-school and Basic Training together on the Buddy Plan and served together for my first three years. He got out, came back home and joined the Sheriff's Department; I stayed in and retired. He's a good guy and as honest and level headed as they come."
"So, what does that mean?" she asked nervously.
"It means that I'm going to use every resource at my disposal to keep you safe in Virginia and out of jail in Florida."
"Thank you."
"It also means that I am never, ever going to speak to another strange woman in a Wal-Mart parking lot for as long as I live!"
"Ass!" she cried out and then laughing she hurled a pillow at me.
I figured it would take them at least two hours to get to my home, even in one of the four-wheel drive Suburbans that the department owned. I was wrong. Thirty minutes later Bandit barked, and I heard the crunch of tires on the snow in my driveway. Looking out I saw not one but three Sheriff's vehicles sitting there with their blues and reds flashing.
Six deputies got out with long rifles and side arms held at low-ready and fanned out across my lawn. Bobby stepped out of the lead truck and walked toward my front door like he owned it. I opened the door in time to hear him say, "So help me God if one of you discharges a round, I will skin you myself."
You gotta love southern sheriffs.
"Sam." He said nodding to me as I stepped on the porch.
"Bobby." I said calmly as three AR-15s and three Glock 10s were being pointed at me.
"Why am I standing in your front yard freezing my ass off?"
"Because your men are pointing their weapons at me?" I offered.
"Down!" he barked, and they immediately complied.
"Now it's because you don't have the sense to come inside where it is warm." I said grinning.
"Is she really here?" he asked, looking at me with a perplexed look on his face. "Here, here?"
"Yes. Long story and you need to hear it but yes, she is sitting on the couch."
"Is she armed?" he asked, stepping onto the porch and shaking my hand.
"Hell no! Do you think I would lead my oldest friend into an ambush? What the fuck kind of question is that?"
"It's good to see you too Asshole!" he said grinning.
"How did you get here so fast?"
"I'm the Sheriff, remember? I made a phone call to the Highway Department and POOF, a great big road grader appeared in front of my truck. I can do that because I'm sort of a big deal in these parts." he replied laughing loudly as he stepped across the threshold and walked into the cabin.
Misti was sitting on the couch on the verge of tears and Bandit was curled up beside her, looking at me and Bobby. His tail was lightly swatting the cushion and I knew that he was being hyper vigilant and very protective of Misti right now.
"Misti Anne Smothers?" Bobby asked her, removing his hat and sitting down in my recliner.
"Yes." she said softly.
"You're not under arrest, but you are being detained for questioning. Do you understand that?"
"Yes."
"So, young lady, why don't you explain to me how you went from Jacksonville, Florida and ended up sitting the living room of one of my oldest friends? But please hurry, because I got a phone call from the Richmond FBI field office a little while ago. They are on the way here with two Jacksonville police officers and your mother and step-father. I figure you have an hour at most."
She told him. Slowly, painfully and very tearfully she told him everything that happened that night in Jacksonville. She showed him the text messages that her mother had sent, she logged onto her Facebook account and showed him the timeline of the posts she had made. Twenty minutes later, she was done. Misti was wrecked, emotionally and mentally spent; she was exhausted and curled up on the couch, stroking Bandit's head, sobbing like her world had come to an end.
"Well, I think I've heard and seen enough. Honestly Sam, I don't know how you managed to get involved with this but I'm glad you did. If it had been anyone else, I don't think I would do what I am about to do."
"Which is?" I asked.
"Sorry buddy, but if I tell you, I'll have to kill you later. I'm gonna bring my boys inside to warm up by the fire and then we are going to wait on the Feds and the Jacksonville PD to show up. Call it a hunch but I don't think the young lady is going anywhere today."
Misti's shoulders heaved as she started sobbing in earnest. Sitting down beside her I wrapped my arms around her and said, "Hey, you need to stop that. Don't give those two the satisfaction of seeing you crying. I promised that you would be safe here and I meant it. Now go to the bathroom, blow your nose, dry those big blue eyes of yours and wash your face. We will stand them down together, you're not alone anymore and you're done running Beautiful."
"I am so sorry that I drug you into this Sam."
"I'm not, now go get ready." I said, gently pushing her up off the couch.
By then, the deputies were slowly filing into the cabin to warm up and they looked really confused to see Bandit and Misti standing between me and Bobby. Bandit had immediately jumped down and was standing beside her, suspiciously eyeing the deputies one by one as they entered. Misti paused for a moment and then smiling she leaned down and softly kissed me. Turning to Bobby, she said "Sheriff, I'm don't know what you have planned but I want to say thank you. You are an absolute Angel." Then she rose up on her toes and kissed him on the cheek.
Bobby blushed like a school boy and then looking around a roomful of his smiling and smirking deputies said "Not a word, not a single peep out of any of you. Do you understand?"
"Sure thing Angel." the oldest one said as the rest burst out laughing.
"I'm sorry Sheriff." she said smiling as she headed for the bathroom.
We could hear the siren's echo for two minutes before they pulled into the driveway. They pulled around the sheriff's units in two sedans and the front four doors flew open simultaneously as two Feds and two Jacksonville PD detectives climbed out. They were greeted by Bobby and his deputies, with me Misti and Bandit standing in the middle of the line on the front porch.
"Sheriff." the older of the two FBI agents said nodding as they walked toward the porch.
"Who told you that you could go Code Three in my jurisdiction?"
"Excuse me?"
"I said, who told you to go Code Three in my jurisdiction?"
I'm a Federal Agent." He stammered.
"Mister, I don't give a damn if your name is J. Edgar Hoover! You don't turn on the blinky lights and make noise in my county unless you are in a called pursuit. Do you understand me?" Bobby said angrily.
"Yes Sir." The agent replied and then pausing asked, "Is that her?"
"Yeah that's her." Bobby responded.
"Misti Anne Smothers, I am placing you under arrest for," one of the Jacksonville detectives began to say.
"Slow down Detective, obviously you weren't listening to me when I spoke to the Feds so let me break it down for you as well. I don't know how they do it down in Florida; but here in Virginia, nobody arrests anybody in my county unless I say they can. Do you understand me?"
"Sheriff, what the Hell is going on here?" the lead FBI agent asked, looking really confused.
I glanced up to see the back door of the last cruiser pop open and an older version of Misti got out and stood by the car glaring at us. Then the door on the other side opened and a guy about my age and size climbed out of the car. Carl stormed across the yard through the snow, screaming "What the fuck are you waiting for? Arrest that little bitch! Arrest her now damn it!"
Misti gripped my hand tighter and shrank back as he closed quickly on the porch whispering "Oh God." Bandit stood up and fangs bared, he began to growl from deep in his chest. I hadn't put him on a leash because I never expected a physical confrontation, not with Bobby and his crew here. Pushing past the four cops standing in the yard, he got to within three feet of the porch, still screaming obscenities at Misti when Bandit launched.
Eighty pounds of flying muscle, fur and fangs took the bastard straight to the snow-covered ground. Bandit had him by the right forearm and was jerking him around like he was a chew toy; he was screaming like a little girl, begging for someone to make the bad dog go away. I jumped off the porch and grabbing Bandit by the collar pulled him off. The big bad douchebag wasn't so big or bad anymore as he scampered back across the blood splattered snow like a crab, wincing in pain.



I had no sooner gotten them separated when Bobby folded his arms across his chest and said calmly, "Gentlemen, what you are going to do is stand aside while my deputies place him and her" he motioned to Misti's mother, "in handcuffs and put them in the backseat of your nice warm cars. Then, while we are waiting for the ambulance to show up, you are all going to come inside and look at some new evidence that has come to light since your initial investigation."
Turning to one of his deputies he added "Don't let that bastard bleed out. Put him in one of their car and her in the other until the medics show up."
"Sure thing Sheriff." he said smiling then adding, "Ya know Boss, somedays it is really fulfilling coming to work."
"Yep." Bobby said grinning from ear to ear.
Misti was smiling broadly as she watched her would be rapist get rolled over onto his stomach in the freezing snow and placed in handcuffs. Then with me and Bandit at her side, we walked across the yard toward her mother and Misti stood silently, watching as the woman who had thrown her to the wolves break down in tears when the cuffs were placed on her wrists. Taking her hand in mine we turned together and walked into the house to talk to the men who were here to take her back to Florida.
It ended up a lot better than I ever dreamt it would. Once the JPD detectives and the FBI agents looked at the text message exchange between Misti and her mom, they both agreed that her mother had left some facts out of her statements to their agencies. Like knowing that she had told Misti it was okay to have the car for a day or so, telling her that she could pay the money back over time if she spent any of it. Asking her to forgive her boyfriend for trying to rape her, that he was drunk and that she loved him and didn't want to see him go to jail.
It all added up to, attempted rape of a minor age 16 or younger, falsifying a police report, impeding an investigation and lying under oath for him; felony child endangerment, falsifying a police report, impeding an investigation and lying under oath for her. Those were the minimum charges that the JPD detectives promised to bring. Then one of the FBI agents said smiling, "I won't even have to look hard to find something that will put them in Federal prison once they get done with the state time."
As they were leaving with their two new suspects in custody and an old cell phone as evidence, Bobby turned to me smiling and said, "Is there anything else you need Asshole?"
"Yeah, call the power company and see if you are a big enough deal around these parts to get my power back on. We are freezing up here."
Then he whispered "So, I gotta ask, is there anything going on between you two?"
"Nope. She is too messed up for me to try anything like that. Seriously, she needs a lot of help." I said honestly.
"I'll see what I can do about the power." Then looking at Misti and Bandit standing side by side on the front porch, he added, "One of these days, I'm going to get a dog like that for the department, he was something else today Sam."
"He is something else every day Bobby." I said proudly.
Misti started shaking violently as the adrenaline rush wore off. I sat beside her on the couch with my arms around her, just holding her and telling her that everything would be alright now. It took the better part of an hour and her rushing to the bathroom once to throw-up, before she had finally settled down enough to stop shaking. I remembered what it felt like after my first real fire-fight. There is nothing that can prepare you for how your body will react after that much stress has been experienced. So, I tried to do for her what nobody had done for me, I just held her close and let her know that she was still alive and safe.
Sitting beside her in the growing darkness I couldn't help but wonder what other traumas she had experienced since she left Florida. It would probably take years of therapy before she could even think about leading a normal life again; that much I did know. She would have bouts of frustration, anger, depression and other emotions that can't be described. I just needed to let her know that she didn't have to go through it alone, so I whispered to her that if she wanted to stay, she had a stable place to call home, food to eat and a soft bed to sleep in for as long as she wanted.
Then the lights came back on and with it, the heat. I slowly unwrapped myself from her and got up to begin shutting down the heaters in the other rooms. I had finished the bathrooms and was in the kitchen when I felt her arms slip around my waist and her head nestle into my back.
"Why?" she asked quietly.
Turning around and looking down at her I said, "Why what?"
"You risked everything you had for me today. Why?"
"I told you, you need to start believing that you are worth it. That sacred woman I met in the parking lot on Saturday? She's gone. The one standing in front of me today, she is worth the effort. You tried to call me a hero Saturday night. Hell, Misti, I had help doing what I did and surviving it; you've done this by yourself for almost three years with no support. That is a hero." Then I leaned down to kiss the top of her head, or at least that was my intention.
As I leaned down, she turned her face up toward mine and our lips met. I started to pull away, but she pressed her body against mine, gripping me tighter with her arms. By the time I finally did pull away, several seconds later, we were both gasping for air.
"Where did that come from?" I asked her, looking into her eyes.
"The heart." she said simply. "Bandit isn't the only Ladies' Man around here. You do a pretty good job yourself you know?"
"I'm not trying to seduce you." I said honestly.
"I know," she said smiling up at me, "and it makes it that much sexier that you're able, without trying to." Then she turned around and walked confidently out of the kitchen.
Bandit had been standing by the table watching this unfold. As Misti walked out of the room he trotted over to me sat down beside me and pressed his body against my leg. I couldn't help but shake my head and smile. "No shit Boy," I said as I stood there feeling the coolness of the marble counter top, smelling her scent in the air and looking out the window at the mountain. "No shit."
It took a few minutes, but I finally calmed down enough to get the kitchen squared away. We would have to start thinking about dinner soon and I still needed to move the mattresses back to the bedrooms. I was going to pop a couple of steaks in the microwave to thaw out and then thought to myself, "Nope! This is still her domain.", then I walked into the living room and said, "What's for dinner Chef?"
She was smiling up at me from the couch and said, "A salad, steaks and a baked potato sound okay?"
"You just read my mind!" Then she helped me move the mattresses back to the bedrooms.
My medium rare steak ended up a little more medium than rare but other than that dinner was good. We sat on the couch smiling as we watched the local news broadcast where they announced, "A shocking new twist in the case involving a runaway from Florida who had been wanted for questioning by the FBI and the Jacksonville Police Department." Her mom didn't look at all happy in the mug-shot that had her name and "Federal Bureau of Investigation" on the nameboard beneath it, as she peered down at us in hi-definition. I couldn't help but smile as I thought to myself "Karma truly is a bitch." Then I laughed out loud when Misti muttered "Karma is a bitch, ain't she Bitch?"
I had just dozed off when I felt my covers of my bed being lifted and then I felt the warmth of Misti's body as she slid under them and next to me. I rolled over onto my side and as calmly as I could and asked her what she was doing. She just lay there beside me silently looking into my eyes and then, she smiled at me.
"Going to sleep. Eventually."
"Misti, you don't want to do this, you may think you do but seriously, I am broken beyond repair. You don't need my troubles in your life right now. Honey, the age difference alone will end this sooner rather than later."
"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."
"No Misti, I can't allow this to happen. I can't. I told you when you got in the Jeep on Saturday that sex was off the table."
"No, you said that sex was off the table as far as me paying you back. That debt was cleared when I promised you that I wouldn't use it to entice a man to give me something that I wanted." she whispered, then she held up her pinky finger and smiling at me said, "Remember?"
She reached out slowly and brushed her fingertips across my cheek and then tried to continue, "Sam,"
Sitting up and turning on a bedside lamp I said, "Misti, no. I'm sorry but, no. This is something that I'm not even going to consider. It can't happen. I'm not going to ruin what little trust you have in me by sleeping with you. I can't."
Her shoulders slumped and then she silently climbed out of bed, reaching to the ground she grabbed her nightgown and throwing it on over her head, she walked out of the room. Bandit tried to follow but she firmly told him "No." and then walked down the hallway. I waited a for a full minute trying to pull my thoughts together and then tossing the covers back, I followed her.
I knocked on her door and waited for an answer, after five or so seconds I knocked again. When I didn't get a response, I gently eased it open. She was lying face down on the bed with her face buried in the pillows and I could see her shoulders heaving as she sobbed. Bandit immediately pushed past me and went to her bedside whimpering and trying to climb up beside her.
"Misti?" I whispered from the doorway.
I heard a muffled sound that resembled "way" come from the pillows.
"Misti?"
She rolled on to her side and I could see that her eyes were red from crying. She stared at me as though she saw me, but she was looking past me. I know that look, it had been on my face for over ten years before I finally admitted that I needed help.
"I'm going back to bed, but you need to know a few things before I do. I've been where you are in the recovery stage. Today was a roller-coaster of emotions and what you gone through these past few years should never happen to anyone, let alone someone as young as you are. Honey, you need help, lots of it and I am here to help you and if you let me; I always will be. I promised you that on Saturday, on Sunday and today; and I'll promise it to you every day that you will stand there and listen to me; if you let me. I'm leaving Bandit with you tonight. Please don't do anything stupid like try to run off in the middle of the night. It is too dark, cold and far too dangerous out there right now. If you want, I will take you to the bus station and buy you a ticket to anywhere in the United States tomorrow morning, but you have got to promise me now that you won't try and run tonight. Will you at least do that?"
She hesitated for a moment but eventually she nodded and softly said "Yes."
"Thank you." Then I smiled and added, "Besides, you'd never make it out of the county. In case you didn't notice today; I know the Sheriff."
She almost grinned.
"Seriously, we can finish this discussion in the morning after we've both had some sleep."
"Okay."
"Really?"
"Yes Sam." She said as Bandit had finally managed to climb onto the bed with her.
"Good night Misti."
"Good night Sam."
I started to ease the door shut.
"Sam?"
"Yes." I answered.
Hugging Bandit for all she was worth she said, "Do you remember me saying that you were the only decent person that I have met in two years?"
"Yes."
"I meant it."
"Good night Sweetie."
Tuesday morning was, to say the least, awkward. I walked into the kitchen to grab my morning coffee and found Misti standing at the stove cooking breakfast. For some reason that surprised me, and I stood in the doorway for a minute asking myself why she was doing it.
"Good morning Sam." she said with a half-turned glance over her shoulder.
"How did you know I was here?" I asked confused.
"Him." She said, motioning toward Bandit who was lying beside her with his tail thumping on the floor.
"Oh."
"I kept my promise; I'm still here. How would you like your eggs?"
Walking toward the coffee pot I said, "Whatever is easiest on you."
"Raw it is."
"How about we go with Medium Scrambled instead?" I said freezing in my tracks.
"Okay." She replied with no emotion in her voice.
After breakfast we started talking, or I started talking and Misti sat there patiently while I did, listening to me explain why I had done what I did last night. About three minutes into it she said "Just stop! Seriously, shut up!"
"Huh?"
"Look Sam, I've been on the streets for almost three years. I'm not nineteen years old yet and you have no idea of the number of men and women I have had to fight off me just to try and survive. You were the first one with the integrity to tell me 'No.', so I took it kind of hard. I don't care why you did it; you did it and after I calmed down I realized that I had found the one man on the planet that didn't want me around for my body, you wanted me around because I was just me."
"Okay, please, go on." I said, hoping this would lead somewhere that I could handle without freaking out.
"Yesterday I told you that it was sexy that you could seduce me without trying. Do you remember that?"
I nodded vigorously.
"Well, it is. But last night I also realized that you really were more concerned about me than you are about getting laid. So, for the time being, I'm going to accept that you are willing to help me get back to a normal life; or at least as normal as my life will ever be. Is that acceptable?"
"Yes, it is." I said, relieved beyond measure.
"Cool. With that said, I haven't had a Christmas morning or a Christmas tree in two years. We need to go shopping. I want a live one. I want a great big, fill up the entire front window, Chevy Chase-Christmas Vacation, it's gonna scrape the ceiling, live one. Where can we find one?"
"I have no clue, but we just started looking." I said, determined to find a tree that would give a Christmas Elf a stroke.
"Cool!"
It took three lots and sixty dollars, but we finally pulled back into the driveway with a ten-foot-tall Douglas Fir strapped to the top of the Jeep. Getting it into the house was quiet the adventure and getting it set up another. It took up a quarter of the living room and required me, Misti and Bandit to go to Wally World to buy about two-hundred dollars' worth of lights, garlands and ornaments to decorate it. I figured what the Hell, it's only money and I hadn't had a Christmas tree in six years myself. Honestly, I was a giddy as a schoolboy who had just gotten kissed on the playground.
Later that evening we sat on the couch together with the lights blinking while we watched George C. Scott's A Christmas Carol. I had changed into a pair of sweats and Misti into her pajamas. I poured Misti a glass of wine and I had grabbed a beer before the movie started. I knew she was underage, but after all she had been through, I reasoned with myself that she was far more mature than the average twenty-one-year-old could ever could be. With the fireplace roaring and Bandit curled up on the couch with us we started watching the movie.
I couldn't help but think back of the times that I had been deployed and wished that I had been sitting at home with my wife and children in a similar scene. I sighed, perhaps a little too loudly, and Misti picked up on it immediately.
"Reminiscing on the Ghosts of Christmas Past Ebenezer?"
"Well, what do you know? Belle has read Dickens!" I said, and then immediately regretted saying it that way.
"She has!" she said, looking at me with a smile on her face. "It was required reading in my sophomore year of high-school. You know, three years ago, well after you turned so ancient and decrepit."
"OUCH!"
"Still want to play?" she asked laughing softly.
"Nope."
"That's too bad; I was sitting here thinking of what the Ghost of Christmas Future might bring."
"And that would be?"
She hesitated for a moment, almost like she was thinking of how she should answer it; then she stretched out on the couch and placed her head in my lap. There was nothing sexual about it, she just stretched out and placed her head there. Settling in she said, "I am hoping He brings, Love, Hope, Joy and Peace; but most of all, Peace."
"That would be nice Belle."
"Wouldn't it Ebenezer?" she said laughing gently.
"I'm not a Scrooge"
"Uh huh." she said giggling as I began to absentmindedly run my fingers through her hair.
The entire time the movie was playing Bandit was curled up on the other end of the couch asleep. Not one time had he moved or reacted. He was basically nothing more than an eighty-pound couch potato. I should have seen that. I should have recognized that the service dog that I owned, the dog who had been my constant companion for the past two years, the dog who was trained to the core of his soul to recognize my stress, anxiety and anger, hadn't flinched in the past ten hours; but I didn't.
Ten minutes later I felt her body relax and her breathing soften and just after that, she began to gently snore. As Tiny Tim was saying "A Merry Christmas to us all; God Bless us, everyone." I eased her head from my lap then stood up, reached down, picked her up and carried her to her bed. Her breathing never changed even when I turned down the covers and lay her down on the bed. She snuggled in and sighed as I covered her up and the Bandit and I turned to go to my room. As I was closing her door I heard her softly whisper "Good night boys."
"Good night Misti." I said as I closed the door.
By the time Christmas rolled around we had pretty much settled into a routine. The mornings were spent with me tutoring her for her GED classes and at least two hours a day in the afternoon was spent studying for her driver's license. On Tuesday and Thursday afternoons she spent an hour talking to a mental health counselor that I had found in town.
I could tell that her getting a GED wasn't going to be a problem because we had gone to a local community college to do a math and English assessment test and she had tested out as a college level Senior in English and up to Trig in math. Basically, she just had to complete her GED and she could enroll there for classes in the spring. She was thrilled that she could go back to school and I was happy that she would finally be around kids her own age in a normal situation during the day.
Christmas morning arrived bright and early and Bandit and I strolled leisurely down the hallway to grab some coffee. Instead of finding Misti in the kitchen I found her sitting beside the Christmas tree holding the smallest of the three gifts I had gotten her. She had tears in her eyes when she looked up and sniffing she said, "No fair Sam. I couldn't get you anything."
"Yes, you can."
"What?" she said looking down at the floor.
"I get to watch a beautiful young woman open her Christmas presents sitting in front of my Christmas tree."
"And on Tuesday she will be talking to her therapist about some prescription strength Daddy issues." she said looking back up at me and laughing.
"We all have to make some sacrifices Lady." Still smiling I added, "Go ahead and open them, but open the smallest one last."
She squealed with delight as she opened her iPad and again as she opened her iPhone 6S. I figured that she would need the iPad for school and the iPhone was an afterthought. I mean she was an eighteen-year-old girl and she would eventually have friends that she would want to talk to; about whatever eighteen-year-old girls talk about.



Then she opened the smallest of the three gifts and gasped. I had raised an eyebrow or two when I asked a buddy of mine from my support group, who happens to be a jeweler, to do a custom piece for me. I had him make a necklace out of platinum with a platinum pendent of her name on it. The script letters were encrusted with diamond dust and the "I" was dotted with a single 1/8th carat sapphire.
"Sam! This is too much!"
"Do you like it."
"Like it? I love it! But this is just too much! How much did you spend on this?"
"Ten dollars and seventy-five cents. I got it out of a gumball machine last week."
"Liar!"
"It's not polite to ask that question young lady, now come here and let me put it on you."
"Yes Sir," she said smiling, and then added, "Thank you."
With a huge grin on her face, she walked to me, handed me the necklace and spun around she lifted her hair so I could put it around her neck. I had no sooner closed the clasp when she flew out of the room to the bathroom to look at it in the mirror. When I looked in, she was standing in front of the mirror with tears streaming down her face.
"Is everything okay." I asked, silently pleased with what I had managed to pull off.
She sniffled and nodded and then she looked at me for a moment and without saying a word she walked over and wrapped her arms around me. Placing her head against my chest she just stood there holding me and softly crying. We stood like that for several moments before she backed off and looked up at me and then without saying a word she walked into the kitchen and started breakfast.
All day long, whenever I glanced over at her, Misti had one finger on the pendant of the necklace and that was when I knew that I had done a good job with it. We decided to make a trip into town the next day to catch some after-Christmas sales and get her some more clothes. She needed far more than what she had, and I was kicking myself for not having thought of it earlier. It was a decision that would shape our lives forever.
After a trip to Wal-Mart and then lunch we hit a couple of the small Mom and Pop stores in town. We were walking out of the second store when the first slug dug into the door frame missing my head by a couple of inches. The second shot caused Bandit to yelp loudly and then he dropped to the sidewalk whimpering and thrashing around with blood pouring out of a hole in his right shoulder. My blood ran ice-cold as I looked up to see Misti being wheeled around in her step-father's grasp with a revolver held to her right temple.
"You motherfucker!" Carl screamed at me from three feet away, "If I have to go to prison because of this cunt, I am going to make it worth my," He never finished the sentence.
To this day, I cannot tell you when I had drawn my weapon, it was just there. My first round hit him an inch above his right eyebrow and the second one hit him on the bridge of his nose. He crumpled to the ground in a lifeless heap and lay there twitching as the blood began to stream out of the gaping hole in the back of his head and pooling on to the sidewalk.
Misti stood there in shock for a moment and then somehow, she teleported to Bandit's side. It was utter and complete chaos around us as the shoppers ran screaming for cover, hiding behind anything they could find. Years of training kicked in and the first thing I did was scan for other threats and not finding any, I re-holster my weapon and stopped for a second to get my breathing back under control. Then I yelled back into the store for someone to call 911 and to make sure they sent an ambulance.
Then I turned my attention to Bandit and Misti. She was kneeling on the ground beside him with her tears falling on Bandit's body. There was a huge amount of his blood collecting on the sidewalk and she was stroking the fur on the top of his head.
"He's still breathing." She whispered calmly to me. I could hear a multitude of sirens approaching. I handed Misti my wallet and after I removed my concealed carry permit from it and told her to keep it in her purse. Then I said Seven. Three. Eight. Two. Can you remember that? Seven. Three. Eight. Two. Say it back to me."
She repeated it back to me twice.
"That is the PIN for my ATM card. Remember that. I don't know how long I will be here with this, but we need to get him to a vet as soon as possible. Use that card or the VISA in my wallet for the vet bill, I will be there as soon as I can."
She never took her eyes off Bandit. She sat there on the sidewalk beside him, petting his head and speaking softly to him, telling him that it would be alright and saying, "I am so sorry Bandit, I am so sorry."
The first cop on the scene came at me with his weapon drawn, looking down at the douche-bag and then at Bandit he asked, "What happened?"
"Officer, my dog needs to get to a vet now."
"What happened?" he repeated.
Three more officers came running up as a firetruck and ambulance parked down the block from us.
"That dude took a shot at him, then shot his dog and grabbed her and put a gun to her head." one of the witnesses said, "Then he," pointing at me, "shot the dude."
"Show me your hands! Now!" he said as he raised his weapon toward me sending the shoppers who had poked their heads out scurrying back for cover.
I placed my hands behind my head and put my feet shoulder width apart as another officer approached me. "Shoulder holster, left side, it's a Glock 10. There is a round in the chamber so be careful with it. My carry permit is in my right back pocket. Now please get my dog to a vet."
"You sure seem awful calm about this." The youngest cop said as he put handcuffs on me and pulled my weapon out of the holster.
"He has every reason to Son. He has probably killed more men that you've had birthdays." a familiar voice said as Bobby stepped on to the sidewalk. Walking up to Misti he knelt down and scooped Bandit up in his arms. "Come on Boy, let's you to a vet. See you in bit Sam." Then he turned and started walking to his Suburban. "Misti?" he asked over his shoulder.
"Sheriff, she can't leave, she's a witness." one of the officers said.
"She is coming with me. You can tell Chief Watson that if he has a problem with that he can talk to me about it later." Bobby growled, as he pushed his way past the crowd, the town cops and then walked to his Suburban with Misti following him. Gently placing Bandit in the backseat with Misti he jumped in the front and with lights flashing and siren blaring he headed off to find a veterinarian's office.
It had been Bobby that had convinced me to get the carry permit even though I rarely carried a weapon. As the county sheriff, he was the one to sign off on it. His exact words were "Shit Sam, even with PTSD, I would trust you with a concealed carry permit before I would trust half of the Yahoos that work for me. You have more experience in a gunfight than 99% of the people in this county." So, I had applied for it and now, I was thanking God that I had.
I don't know why but after the incident on my front yard with Misti and her mother and step-father I had begun to carry anytime we left the house. Hell, they were in jail almost six-hundred miles away, locked up on state and Federal charges, what were the chances of them getting out? Looking around at the bloody carnage surrounding me, I decided that they were apparently a lot better than I had expected.
As luck would have it, two of the six eye-witnesses to the entire incident, were a Deputy District Attorney and her husband who, like Misti and me, had been out shopping the sales in town. After the cops recognized her and after a very frazzled Chief of Police showed up on scene, I was turned lose with a promise to come to the station to fill out a statement as soon as possible tomorrow morning; the Chief was the one who took me to the vet's office.
I walked into the waiting room just in time to hear a very angry Bobby say into his phone "Look Asshole, I don't give a fuck about his rights or if you are a Federal judge or not. You released that dirt bag out on bond and he just tried to kill two innocent people in my county. By tomorrow morning I am going to make sure that every TV station in the state of Virginia knows your fucking name, date of birth, law school and underwear size. You can take your threats about US Marshalls arresting me for threating a judge and go fuck yourself with them!" Then he hung up muttering something about flaming liberal, inbred, cousin humping assholes.
"Where is Bandit?" I asked Misti.
"In surgery." Misti said looking up at me with red eyes. "I am so sorry Sam. I am so very sorry. If I hadn't been here this would have never happened."
I sat down beside her and then wrapped my arm around her and pulled her in close. She nestled her head against my shoulder and then asked, "How are you so calm?"
"I'm not calm. I'm angrier than I have been in over a decade but if I lose my cool it won't help anything, and it certainly won't help me or you."
"I am so sorry Sam."
"Stop apologizing. You did nothing wrong as a matter of fact, you were pretty damned amazing back there."
"Really?"
"Really." I said as I kissed the top of her head. "It takes a hell of a person to stay calm under that kind of pressure. Right Bobby?"
"Absolutely." Booby replied looking at me and grinning. "Seriously, it takes a hell of a person to be able to put up with your ass for as long as she has."
"No, it doesn't, you just have to understand that he is a big gruff teddy bear, once you figure that out the rest is a breeze." Misti said solemnly.
Bobby laughed and then shook his head.
"You should come over and play poker with us some night Bobby; you don't have to worry about bringing a lot of money either, you'll be playing with his soon enough." She said laughing.
"I see somethings never change." He responded laughing way too damn loud to be able to call himself my friend.
We all stood up an hour later as the doctor walked into the waiting room and over to us. She paused for a moment and then she smiled and said, "I've got good news and better news. The good news is that the bullet didn't strike any bones or major organs. The better news is that there is a lot of muscle tissue damage to his triceps and pectorals, but as far as I can tell, it didn't do a lot of nerve damage. He did lose a lot of blood though; it will be a long recovery and he might never be as fast a runner as he was this morning, but he is going to pull through. He's going to have to stay here for a few days and while he is here, I promise, I will treat him like he is my own. You can come by to visit him as often as you would like."
I had to sit down as the relief washed over me and the tears began to flow. Once Bobby knew that Bandit was out of danger, he left with a promise to call me as soon as he found out where Misti's mother was. As he was leaving he said "Well, at least you saved the taxpayers a shitload of money on a trial. Now if you will excuse me, I have to go sign a coroner's report that says the bastard died from a severe case of lead poisoning. I've got a deputy at your cabin to make sure everything there is kosher until you get back home. I'll call and tell him that you're about an hour or two away from getting there."
"Thank you again Bobby, you really are an Angel." Misti said.
Tipping his hat and winking at her, he replied in his best cowboy drawl, "Aww shucks Miss Smothers, ma'am. T'wernt nuttin'."
"Get out of here." She said laughing at him after she had given him a kiss on the cheek.
We had to wait another hour or so until Bandit was alert enough to go in and see him. A huge patch of his shoulder had been shaved bare and his bandages were wrapped in a gauze material. He was also wearing the cone of shame and he didn't like it one little bit. "I've been here Buddy, it sucks, I know, but we will have you back home in no time."
He lay there panting, just looking up at me with those big brown eyes. Misti walked over to him after a moment and he tried to scoot across the bed to her. She dropped down on her knees and wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing the top of his head and saying, "Hurry home Buddy, we need you there soon." His tail gently thumped the bed at the sound of her voice.
"Me? Nothing. You? He scoots and wags his tail. You broke my dog."
"I did not! I improved him." She said smiling across the bed at me. "He just needed a woman's touch to make his life complete."
"Uh huh."
"All males do, you are all just too stupid to realize it. The species is irrelevant." she added with an innocent looking smile.
"Amen." The doctor replied smiling at her.
"We are going home Doc. Thank you for everything. Call me if there is a change please?" I said as we headed out of the room.
"I will." She promised as Bandit starting whining when I moved toward the door.
"We will be back soon Buddy, I promise." I said, closing the door and walking to the Jeep.
We turned into the driveway about twenty minutes later and one of Bobby's deputies was sitting there. He was in his early twenties and he was all but gawking at Misti as we walked toward the truck he was sitting in. Aside from that I was immediately impressed by his demeanor and professionalism. He asked for the door key and then disappeared inside the cabin for three minutes or so. When he came out, we were standing on the front porch and he handed me the keys back say "It's clear. I kind of figured it would be but I wanted to check it out anyway. The Sheriff told me to let you guys know that her mother is still in custody, so she won't be a problem."
"Thank you, Deputy." I said shaking his hand.
Tipping his hat to Misti and saying "Ma'am." He walked off the porch and headed to his truck.
We walked in and all but collapsed on the couch both of us silent and staring into nothing; lost in our own thoughts. A half an hour of silence was broken when Misti finally spoke.
"Sam, are you going to be okay?"
"Yeah, I'll be fine. You?"
"I'm still terrified. I'm sorry but I am still afraid. My mother is out there and when she finds out that Carl is gone she is going to flip the hell out. Locked up or not, eventually she will get out and that terrifies me."
"I'll keep you safe."
"You shouldn't have to."
"Okay, then I'll teach you how to take care of yourself."
"I've never even held a gun before. I wouldn't know where to begin."
"Good, there will be fewer bad habit to break, now let's see about dinner. I'm starving."
"One last question Sam and then I will drop it for now. What Bobby said about you killing people, is that true? Have you? Other than today I mean?"
"Yes." I said, hoping to let it drop.
She stared silently at me for a moment then she got up and walked into the kitchen leaving me alone on the couch; lost in the past. Carl was number nine and he was the only one where I had known his name. That itself, really didn't make a difference to me but each of them had lives, evil though they were, and I had taken them. Regardless of the reason, that takes a toll on your psyche. When I retired and moved back home I had hoped that I was done with that, I guess Fate had made other plans.
Misti had made spaghetti and garlic toast for dinner and as we ate she kept looking across the table at me. Finally pushing her plate away, she said "Some days are better than others."
"Huh?" I asked her, confused about what she meant.
"Some days are better than others, that is what you said to me on my first night here. I was pouring out my heart about how I thought I was going to die that day and you said, "Some days are better than others." Do you remember?"
"In the living room."
"Yes, now take your own words to heart Sweetie. We are both here and Bandit is still alive because you did what you had to do to survive and keep us all safe. If it hadn't been for you, all three of us would most likely be dead now." she said firmly.
"Thank you." I mumbled sincerely.
Getting up she walked around the table and taking my head in her hands she lifted it up and kissed me, once on the forehead and then softly on the lips. "No Sam, thank you. This local lovely is still very impressed by her hero."
"Misti," I said, becoming concerned about where this might be leading.
"Relax Sam, it's just a few lingering Daddy issues, I'll work through them with Diana tomorrow afternoon." she said laughing at my apparent discomfort.
Sitting on the couch after dinner I couldn't help but think about the missing part of my life that was in a veterinarian hospital downtown. I could tell that Misti was felling the same way, so I said, "He will be home before the New Year, it is only a few days."
Scooting across the couch she lifted my arm and then snuggled against me, laying her head on my chest she said, "I never dreamed that I could become so attached to a dog in such a short period of time."
"I warned you that he was a lady's man." I said laughing.
"You did, didn't you?"
"Yep."
We sat there talking about nothing for another two hours. The one time she did get up she went into her bedroom and then came out wearing her nightgown and robe and then snuggled right back under my arm. It felt surreal sitting here with her discussing nothing and everything at the same time. I felt my eyelids drooping and finally said, "As nice as this has been, I need to get to sleep, tomorrow is going to be a long day."
"I know, just give me five more minutes." She replied with a sleepy voice.
"Okay."
I woke up at one in the morning with her still beside me, sound asleep. When I moved she woke up and sleepily said "Sorry."
"That's okay. Bedtime."
"I think bedtime was three hours ago." She mumbled yawning.
"Okay, Second Bedtime."
"That works." she said as she half stumbled into her room.
By noon Misti and I had given the police investigator our statements on the shooting and had visited the animal hospital to check on Bandit. He was looking much better now, and they had started giving him small amounts of food. The vet told us that barring any complications we should be able to take him home on the afternoon of New Year's Eve. That was the best news I had gotten in a very long time.
New Year's Eve found Misti prowling through the cabin like a jungle cat. If she wasn't pacing, she was fidgeting and if she wasn't fidgeting she was pacing. I almost had to force her to calm down enough to eat lunch and at two, when my phone rang she jumped up and said, "Is it the hospital?"
I nodded and answering the phone I smiled at her. Saying "Thank you." to the doctor I said, "Let's go get him." She almost flew to the Jeep.
There was another snow storm forecast for tonight, so we stopped at a grocery store to pick stuff up instead of Wal-Mart because the crowd would be smaller, and I didn't and wouldn't have Bandit with me in public for some time. Grabbing the essentials, we piled back in the Jeep and drove to the hospital.
After receiving his care instructions, we looked up to see a limping German Shepard coming slowly towards us. Tail wagging, he hobbled up to me and leaned against my leg. Misti and I both dropped to our knees and hugged him gently around the neck. It was Misti who stood up first and said, "Let's get you home and into bed Boy."
"Sounds like a plan doesn't it Bandit?"
She led him outside and I spoke to the doctor for a minute about the bill.
"What bill?"
"The bill for all of this." I said.
"There isn't one."
"Huh?"
"You don't know?" she said smiling at me.
"Know what?"
"Bandit has a page on a funding site. The bill is covered with a lot left over. We are going to help start a local pet rescue with the money that is left over. We are thinking about calling it Bandit's Bandits. Is that alright with you?"



"Absolutely," I said smiling from ear to ear. "but change the name."
"To what?"
"Misti's Misfits. Misti with an I."
"Your daughter?" she said nodding her head toward the door.
"Yes and no. Yes, that is Misti and no, she's not my daughter. She is just a very special young lady. Thanks Doc." I said as I turned to leave.
The look on her face was priceless.
Misti was standing by the Jeep with Bandit when I walked outside still smiling.
"You look happy!" she said.
Picking Bandit up and placing him in the backseat I said "Very happy. As a matter of fact, I couldn't be happier if I wanted to be. Let's go home." I said as I opened her door.
After dinner I told her about the funding site and pet rescue idea that the vet's office had come up with. When I told her the name I had suggested, tears welled up in her eyes as she sat there, petting Bandit's head under the cone. True to form he had come back home and had tried his best to follow her around the house. It took the better part of an hour before we both realized that no amount of coaxing or commands was going to keep him in his bed if he could help it. The instructions said light exercise was ok, so I guessed that if he didn't do any running it would be fine.
That night as I was brushing my teeth and getting ready for bed it dawned on me why she had been so agitated all day long. So, after I finished up, I threw on a pair of sweats and with Bandit limping along beside me I walked down the hallway to her room. I knocked on the door and when she opened the door I could tell that she had been crying.
"I'm sorry. I should have remembered."
"It's okay?"
"Do you want to talk about it?
"No, not really."
Taking her by the hand I led her back out to the couch and sat down, then I patted the seat beside me and said "Sit." We both laughed because as she turned to sit, Bandit complied with the command.
"Sam, three years ago, my old life came to an end. I really don't want to focus on it anymore. I want to move forward with the one I have now. I'm just so afraid right now. I'm still afraid that I am freezing to death on a park bench and this is all a dream."
Wrapping my arm around her I said, "It's not."
"Yes, it is. It is a dream, it's just not that dream."
"Okay, so this is one of the better days then?"
"Exactly." She whispered.
"Then run with it."
"Sam?"
"Yes?"
"Do you realize what you have done to me and for me?"
"I can see the changes in you over the past month. You are a hell of a lot more confident now and you aren't afraid or ashamed to look anyone in the eyes like you use to be."
"Exactly. You did that. You made me realize that I was intelligent and that I was pretty and that I was someone that any man would be lucky to have or to take to bed. I wasn't a two-bit tramp or a worthless cunt like my mother and Carl tried to tell me I was. The girl that believed that? She is the one that froze to death on a park bench a few weeks ago. The one you have your arm around right now? She can do anything that she wants to do, and you are the one who made that happen. Well, you and that furry guy over there with the cone around his neck."
"Thank you." I said chuckling and meaning every word.
"Sam?"
"Yes?"
She stood up and straddled my legs and then sat down on my thighs facing me. Grabbing the front of my shirt she leaned forward and kissed me. I was too shocked to move and by the time I fully realized what she had done she had broken away from me and was looking me fully in the eyes.
"I'm not sleeping alone tonight. I'm through sleeping alone. Learn to deal with it."
"Mist" She grabbed the front of my shirt again and kissed me harder. This time I felt her tongue probing my lips and I couldn't stop myself. I returned the kiss with just as much passion as she was giving me. When we stopped she stood up and dropped her robe, then she unbuttoned her pajama top and slid it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Taking my hand, she turned and walked toward my bedroom.
When we got to the side of my bed she turned and started pulling my shirt over my head, when I took over, she dropped her hands to my waist and started pulling my pants lower. When my dick popped out of the waistband it was semi erect and she paused for a second before she wrapped her hand around it and then ran her tongue over the head. Within seconds she was in her knees in front of me with her head bobbing up and down as her mouth engulfed it.
A couple of minutes later I said, "Misti! You need to stop!"
Stopping what she was doing she looked up at me and shook her head with her hand still holding me.
"No!" she said firmly, "I'm not stopping."
"I didn't mean it that way. I was about to cum. You had maybe two seconds left."
"Good!" and she went back to work on me.
"Oh God! Misti!" Grabbing the back of her head, I held her to me as I cried out while I came in her mouth. I could feel her mouth still milking me as she was swallowing my load and then she stood up, pulled her pajama bottoms off and lay down on my bed.
"Get in bed Sam."
"Misti."
"Get in our bed Sam."
"This is so," I began.
"DON'T YOU DARE SAY WRONG!" she said so loudly that I jumped. "Damn you Sam, you started this, now get your ass in our bed and finish it."
I sat down beside her and tried to pull my sweats back up, but she reached out and grabbed my hands. I stopped looked at her for a moment then I reached out and touched her cheek with my fingertips. Her eyes closed, and she moaned as I slid my hand down her neck and then across the tops of her breasts and her nipples. Pausing there I gently pinched the left one and I heard her groan in anticipation. I replaced my fingers with my tongue and she gasped, pulling my head in tighter by wrapping her arms around my neck.
Stopping I looked up at her, then climbing in the bed and lying down beside her, I said, "Is this really what you want? An old man with a broken body?"
"More than anything." She replied.
"Are you sure?"
Laying back against the head board she propped herself up and pulled the covers over our bodies, then she said, "I'm not offering you myself to get anything from you. I'm doing what you said I should do, I'm giving myself to a man who has respected me and has treated me like I deserve to be treated. You. The past month, for the most part, been absolute bliss for me. For the first time in years, I have felt cared for and safe."
She rolled to her side facing me and propped herself up on her elbow. When she did the covers slid off her and I was again treated to the sight of her beautiful firm breasts. Then she said, "This might come as a blow to your ego Old Man, but I don't need you in my life to survive. I want you in my life because you make me feel like I am the most perfect woman on the planet."
"Misti, I've got kids," I started to argue.
"Yeah, I know, I know, you have kids my age. Blah, blah, blah. Know what? I don't give a damn about that. I really don't and I'm not using you to fulfill some twisted Daddy fantasy either. I'm here because I want to be here; with you."
"You haven't taken anything from me Sam, you have given. You have given me back my dignity, self-esteem and self-worth."
I lay there shocked beyond believe at the words coming out of her. Then she continued,
"Let me rephrase that. Do you remember that scared little girl you met in a parking lot a month ago? You turned her into the woman that wants to be in your bed with you tonight. And you will make love to me tonight Sam, because forty-six or not, I'm betting there is a part of you that thinks it's still twenty and will be ready to go again in about ten minutes. I just have to figure out how to pass the time."
She pulled her right hand from under the blankets and held it up to show me how wet her fingers were. Pressing them to my lips she whispered, "That's how wet I am Sam. Do you like the way it tastes? Imagine what it is going to feel like when you slide into it. Ten minutes from now, when you're inside me for the first time, you won't care if I'm eighteen or eighty."
I couldn't help myself, I groaned loudly.
Then she rolled on top of me and slid her hand down my stomach. She gripped my cock and slowly started moving her hand up and down. Looking me in the eyes she whispered, "See? Still twenty. This is the next thing you're giving me Sam and I am going to take every inch of it and then beg you for more."
"Misti,"
"Sam, just shut up and kiss me."
I did, and she was right. Ten minutes later, as I finally slid inside her for the first time I didn't give a damn what anyone thought. I had made love to her as slowly as I could, teasing her body with my mouth and hands to the point that her back was arched into a permanent bow. She had the enthusiasm of youth and I had the experience that age brought. All in all, it was a perfect match.
When I finally slipped my cock past the lips of her pussy she moaned and whispered "Slowly. Please Sam? Slowly, I want to savor every moment of this."
I slid in as slowly as I could watching her face contort with pleasure. Then I felt resistance and paused for a second until I realized what was going on.
"Are you," I started to ask, but she thrust her hips up toward me quickly and winced in pain.
"I was, until just now." She gasped wrapping her arms around my neck and holding me tightly. "Please finish this Sam; please? Just go slowly, I want to remember every second of it."
"Misti." I began "I promise you that you will remember tonight for the rest of your life." and then I slowly started pumping in and out of her, keeping a steady pace until the reactions of her body and me realizing that she had been a virgin caused me to cum deep inside her.
As she lay in my arms recovering, I ran my fingers through her hair and slowly kissed the top of her head until she looked up and said, "Dear God if more women had a first experience like this there wouldn't be any virgins left on the planet."
"Your welcome." I said, running my fingertips down her spine listening to the steady thump, thump, thump of Bandit's tail on the floor.
"Sam?"
"Yes." I replied.
"You promised me a bed to sleep in, from now on, it's this one; ours."
"Okay."
"What? No lecture on why we have to stop?"
"Nope."
"Seriously?"
"Misti I just came to the realization that I haven't really had a say in this since I offered to let you come here."
"Well, you got that one right anyway." she said chuckling and then she added, "Sam?"
"Yes?"
"There is one thing I am going to change tomorrow morning."
"What?"
"That room of yours just went away. Most of that is going on the walls in the living room; the rest can go into boxes in the attic. I'm sleeping with a hero and I'll be damned if the people who walk into this home won't see that. What you did for those medals? That made you the man that reached out to me when I needed it. I just have to make sure that none of the local lovelies who show up are lovelier than me."
"That won't ever happen Baby Girl." I said as I rolled over on top of her and began kissing her until I heard her start moaning.
"Are you trying to start something Old Man?" she asked smiling up at me and spreading her legs.
"Yeah. You."
"Mission accomplished soldier. Happy New Year Love." She whispered.
*****
Author's Note:
So, why did I write a story that centered around a PTSD Service Dog? There are a lot of reasons, but the main one is that those incredible animals have an 88% success rate in helping veterans cope with the anxiety, turmoil and strain of dealing with Combat Related Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. Their success rates with victims of other forms of trauma are just as high, if not higher.
Bandit, Sam and Misti are fictional characters, but the struggles they faced in this story affect millions of people, not just Americans, daily. PTSD isn't strictly a sad side-effect of military service; it is the human minds natural response to a traumatic event that is so overwhelming and heinous that the victim is incapable of dealing with it on normal cognitive or emotional level. Anyone can develop it.
I am asking one thing and one thing only of anyone who has gotten this far with the story. If you think you need help with PTSD, you do. Please get it as soon as possible, this was a fictitious story; don't think for a moment that you can deal with that beast on your own.
With that said, I hope you've enjoyed it.
YDW
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Headquarters, Army of Northern Virginia, 10th April, 1865
General Order
No. 9
After four years of arduous service marked by unsurpassed courage and fortitude, the Army of Northern Virginia has been compelled to yield to overwhelming numbers and resources.
I need not tell the survivors of so many hard fought battles, who have remained steadfast to the last, that I have consented to the result from no distrust in them.
But feeling that valour and devotion could accomplish nothing that could compensate for the loss that must have attended the continuance of the contest, I have determined to avoid the useless sacrifice of those whose past services have endured them to their countrymen.
By terms of the agreement, officers and men can return to their homes and remain until exchanged. You will take with you the satisfaction that proceeds from the consciousness of duty faithfully preformed, and I honestly pray that a merciful God will extend to you his blessing and protection.
With an unceasing admiration of your consistency and devotion to your Country, and a grateful of your kind and generous consideration for myself, I bid you an affectionate farewell.
R.E. Lee, General
General Order No. 9
Under the terms of surrender I could keep my sidearm and my mount as could my second in command. My men could also keep their horses, but they had to surrender any weapons that they had. After four years of service to the Confederacy I wasn't sure which of us was in the worse shape; me, Thunder or the Navy Colt .36 that I carried. We were all pretty worn out. At 5'8 inches I weighed about 100 pounds and at seven years old, Thunder was probably as skinny, hungry, and as tired as I was.
I was walking Thunder toward the road on the morning of April 18, 1865. We had surrendered to the Yankee Army nine days ago and truthfully, I just wanted to leave. Chronologically, at the age of twenty-two, I wasn't old, but four years of service as a cavalryman had made me feel as though I was ancient. I was old enough to know that I wasn't going back to Georgia. I had no idea where I was going but it wasn't there. I wanted some place quiet and I knew Yankees well enough to know that my family's plantation, The Willows, outside of Milledgeville, Georgia would be anything but. My father and mother were far too wealthy and far too politically connected to prominent Southern government officials for them, or me, to have any peace with an occupying military force in the area.
I had decided on a state out west last night and the more I thought about it, the better it sounded. Texas maybe or possibly even California. I had something that most men didn't; money. Carefully sewn into the padding of Thunder's saddle were fifteen Twenty Dollar US gold pieces that my father had gifted me as I left home in '61. I probably had more gold on me than the entire Confederacy had in its coffers. The problem would be finding a merchant that would be willing to sell what they had in stock for a reasonable price. Inflation had hit the Confederacy hard over the last two years. For the money to be worth anything, I would have to travel through all of Virginia and into Kentucky or possibly as far west as Missouri or Kansas before I turned south toward Texas.
I had no doubt that my beloved parents believed me dead. The last letter I had received from them was in January and they were all but pleading with me to "give up on this foolish notion and come back home where I belonged". I hadn't bothered to continue the correspondence, instead I focused on keeping the few remaining soldiers in my command alive so that when this foolishness did end, they had a chance to go back home. In four years I had risen in rank from Private to Major, mostly because of an incredible amount of luck and usually by being the ranking man left alive after our engagements.
When we left home in August of 1861, I was an eighteen-year-old Private and there were eight hundred of us gaily riding toward Richmond to put lead in Yankees and secure our liberties from those tyrants in Washington DC. After Gettysburg in July of '63, there were less than three hundred of us left and we weren't nearly as boastful, nor did we ride gaily into battle any longer. Seven days ago, when we lined up to receive our parole from the Brigadier General in charge of the Provost of the Army of the Potomac, there were forty-two men and two officers present.
Of those, thirty-two were fit for duty and twelve were wounded. I was one of the twelve, having been hit in the thigh by a piece of shrapnel two hours before the cease fire that eventually ended the war. Thus, ended the valiant military service of the 63rd Georgia Cavalry Regiment, and with it, the military career of Thaddaeus C. Thatcher, Major, CSA.
My last act as the commanding officer was to try and secure bedrolls and rations for my men so they could begin their journey home and I was very successful. I managed to secure them three days of rations and a blanket and after speaking candidly to a very humble General by the name of Lawrence Chamberlain; I was able to secure them a clean muslin shirt, a set of drawers, Union Cavalry trousers, socks and brogans. I ordered them, my last order of the war, to strip and bathe in a creek and then quietly put on their new clothing and slip piecemeal out of Appomattox to begin their journeys home.
Mounted on Thunder, I looked at my former command and quickly said "Travel in pairs, no more than three together if you can help it. Do as General Lee asked of you; as I ask of you also. Go home and be as good as civilians as you were soldiers. I'll see you later and I will buy the whiskey when I do. Good luck, it was an honor to serve with each of you." Then I clucked my tongue and turned Thunder to the west, praying to God for forgiveness for my part in the four years of needless slaughter and hoping that I could, one day, find peace with myself.
It was nearing midafternoon, two weeks later, when I spotted a wisp of smoke from a small farm house nestled in the hills near Williamsburg, Kentucky. It wasn't much of a farm, but it did have a two-story white house with a roof on it and a barn that was still standing. There was a small fenced in yard that was neat in appearance and the kitchen behind the main house looked to still be intact; I also noticed a smokehouse and a chicken coup in the back yard.
Kentucky had been Pro-Union for much of the war and aside from my Richmond Grey kepi and Thunder's grey saddle blanket, I looked like a Yankee. The storm that was brewing over the hills made my decision for me. I put my spurs gently to Thunder's side and headed for the house to see if I could at least hold up in the barn until the storm passed. I hadn't had a moments trouble since my departure from Appomattox and I was really hoping my luck would continue to hold out.
I rode up to the yard and then dismounted and was leading Thunder toward the house when the front door opened and a woman stepped onto the porch. I estimated that she was in her late twenties or early thirties and she had flaming red hair. She was wearing a very plain light blue dress and she was carrying a very large .44 Colt pistol in her right hand.
Using both hands, she raised the pistol toward me she said, "We do not have anything left here for you Yankee, you need to leave."
"Ma'am," I said, tipping my kepi to her, "I'm not a Yankee and the only thing I want is to use your barn as shelter until the storm passes or until sunrise, whichever is first. I surely do not want to spend the next few hours soaking wet."
"No." she replied firmly.
Dropping my shoulders in resignation, I tipped my kepi to her, said, "Ma'am." and then began to remounted Thunder. "Can you tell me, please, where the next farm is, or how far it is to the next town?" Thunder began to prance around as he heard a distant rumble coming from the clouds. He might be named Thunder and he would charge the gates of Hell with cannon booming in his ears fearlessly, but when he hears what he is named for, he gets nervous.
It was Thunder that decided our lodging for the night. He bucked hard as I was trying to mount and tossing me into the air like I was a feather, he bolted toward the safety of the barn. I lay on my back in the dirt wondering how I had ended up there and then opened my eyes to see the wisp of a woman standing over me, pointing a large pistol at me.
"I said leave!"
I groaned.
"Git on out of here Yankee."
"Go tell him that." I said weakly and rolling onto my side I began to pick myself up from the dirt.
She stomped off toward the barn in a huff.
I climbed to my feet slowly and after I realized that the only thing that was injured was my pride I began to walk to the barn to collect Thunder and leave. When I got there, I was treated to the sight of my mount standing as docile as a puppy with the woman holding his bridle and speaking softly to him. I stood in the doorway as the rain began to fall in earnest wondering how she had calmed him down so quickly.
"Ma'am, I'll be leaving now." I said walking toward them.
She spun and pointed the Colt at me again and I simply reached out and took it from her.
"The next time you point this at a man; make sure to cock it first." I said hotly as I cocked it and handed it back to her. Then I grabbed Thunder's bridle and started walking toward the door to the barn.
"Wait." She said softly.
"Ma'am?"
"You can stay, at least until the storm passes. But you stay out here and if you step foot toward the house, I will shoot. Do you understand?"
"I do, and thank you." I said to her gratefully.
Pulling my bedroll off the saddle I shook it loose and my jacket fell to the ground. She looked at it and inhaled sharply and the color drained from her face. "You are a Southern officer! A Major!"
"I was a Southern officer, now I am simply a man trying to get on with his life."
"I lost my husband at Shiloh, my brother at Chickamauga and my son at Franklin this past November. He was barely seventeen. Damn that war and the bastards who started it! They've taken almost everything from me."
"Son?" I thought to myself. "She doesn't look old enough to have had a seventeen-year-old son. It isn't possible."
"Which side did they fight on ma'am?" I asked, trying to sound as respectful as possible, given the circumstances.
"It doesn't matter anymore." She answered glaring at me angrily.
"I was in Virginia with General Lee. I never saw any of the fighting in Tennessee." I added trying to imply that I wasn't responsible in any way for their deaths.
She wheeled around and started to walk back to her house; then pausing in the doorway of the barn she turned to look at me and with her chin lifted she stated proudly, "My husband and brother wore blue, they were Engineers. My son wore grey and rode with Forrest." Then she started toward the house running as she did to try and stay as dry as possible.
I stood in the barn watching her run toward the house. When she got to the porch she paused for a moment leaning back against one of the support beams to catch her breath, with her head lowered; then she turned back to look at me. I raised my arm to her in a half-hearted effort to wave but instead of returning it, she quickly walked into the house and closed the door. With nothing more to do, I turned back to Thunder and began removing his saddle and bridle. Placing it in the small tack room I grabbed a brush and for the first time in over six months I brushed Thunder's coat until it gleamed a glossy black. Then I mucked out an empty stall and after replacing the hay, I led him inside.
The water trough was empty, so I grabbed a bucket and ran to the well to draw up water up for him. On my second trip I refilled my canteen and by the time I returned to the barn, I was soaked through and shivering. The storm had definitely cooled the air off and I was grateful for the shelter the barn offered. I put my jacket on to warm up and sat on an upturned crate beside the door watching the rain continue to fall. My timepiece said four in the afternoon when the rain let up enough for me to run to the outhouse. I was walking back to the barn when she stepped onto the porch and said, "Major?"
"Ma'am?"
"When was the last time you ate?"
"I had a rabbit for breakfast this morning." Remembering my luck when he hopped to a stop, ten feet from me, as I was breaking camp.
She sighed wistfully and said "I would kill to have rabbit. We haven't had fresh meat in two months."
"Do you have a shotgun in the house?" I asked.
"Yes." She replied.
"Well, if you could see fit to trust me with it, I could probably kick up a rabbit or two in no time in that field."
She disappeared back into the house and a few minutes later she re-appeared with the shotgun, a game bag and a possible bag. Handing them to me she wished me luck and then disappeared back into the house.
A half an hour later and I was walking back to the house with two rabbits, and two grouse in the bag thinking that dinner tonight would be one of the best I had eaten in months. Then I had a sudden realization that stopped me in my tracks. Looking around at the farm I realized that it was a farm in name only. There was no livestock at all; no cows, chickens, goats, horses or pigs. The place was bereft of any type of animals and the fields had yet to be plowed for the Spring planting.
She met me as I walked to the porch and I noticed that the ever-present pistol was missing. I handed her the game bag and said "I don't know how many folks are in there, but I think you should have enough meat for tonight anyway. I'll go out again tomorrow before I leave, there is plenty of game around here." Then, placing the shotgun on the porch, I turned to walk back to the barn.
"Major?"
"It's Thaddeus. Thaddeus Thatcher. Please, I would truly appreciate it if you could call me by my name. It has been such a very long time since anyone has."
"Mister Thatcher, supper will be ready in thirty minutes or so. Would you care to join us inside?" she said smiling down from the porch at me.
"Yes, I would," I answered smiling back at her. "Provided you tell me who the chef is."
Blushing lightly, she said "Perhaps we did start off on the wrong foot earlier? My name is Elizabeth Sullivan. We are me and my daughter Shannon." I noticed that she had mesmerizingly beautiful blue eyes, when they weren't looking at me down the barrel of a forty-four.
"Missus Sullivan, I would be honored to join you and your daughter for supper this evening. Now if you will excuse me, I need to go wash up."
I knocked on the door thirty minutes later and waited for her to open it. Instead I was greeted by a young girl who shared her mother's red hair and blue eyes and had an adorably cute splattering of freckles on her nose and cheeks. She appeared to be about ten or so and she had a look on her face that was far too serious for someone so young.
"You must be Mister Thatcher. Mother said to tell you to come in and wait in the parlor, dinner should be ready in another five minutes or so."
"I am indeed Mister Thatcher." I responded and removing my kepi, I stepped into the house and then into the parlor and added "You must be Miss Sullivan. May I call you Shannon?"
"If you wish Sir. I will let Mother know you are here." she said in the same serious demeanor as she left the room.
The room was well furnished, spotlessly clean and very well kept. I knew immediately that Elizabeth was the type of woman that took a great deal of pride in her home. I sat down on one of the wooden chairs too afraid that my travel stained pants would dirty one of the finer ones. I felt out of place in these surroundings even though I had, at one time, been raised in the same environment. It seemed surreal to me that I was sitting in the parlor of a home instead of beside a campfire waiting on supper.
I was lost in my own thoughts to the point that I didn't realize when Elizabeth had entered the room. She cleared her throat and I jumped to my feet at the sound.
"I'm sorry Mister Thatcher, I didn't mean to startle you." she said taking a step back in alarm.
"It is my fault, I was woolgathering when I should have been paying attention."
"Dinner is ready, if you would care to join us."
"I would and thank you again for inviting me into your home." I said as I followed her down a short hallway to the dining room.
Remembering my manners, I held her chair out for her and sliding into it she said, "Thank you." Then I repeated it for Shannon and she responded by saying, "Mother says that you were a cavalry officer in the Southern Army. Did you know my brother James?"
"No, I didn't. I served in Virginia and he was in Tennessee with General Forrest."
"Oh. I miss him and Poppa both."
"Shannon, that will be enough." Elizabeth said shortly. "We mustn't bother Mister Thatcher with our grief."
"It is alright. Everyone needs to mourn." I said as I sat down.
Elizabeth bowed her head and began to pray asking for a blessing on the food and for the safety of the people eating it. As I sat there, head bowed, I wondered how many wives and mothers had said those same words over the past four years, only to have their hopes and prayers crushed by the cold reality of war and the pain and suffering that it inevitably brings the innocent. Then I thought briefly about the number of times my own orders had caused that pain and suffering and added a small prayer of my own to ask for forgiveness in some fashion.
After she said "Amen." I turned my attention to the table and saw the two rabbits had been fried to perfection. There was a plate of biscuits and two bowls, one containing boiled potatoes and the other corn. There was also a small gravy boat the was filled with a light brown gravy. It was a feast in my eyes, but she was apologizing for there being so little food as she prepared our plates.
I complimented her cooking to the point that I feared I had embarrassed her during the meal. Shannon kept quiet the entire time, staring at me as though she wanted to speak but she was afraid of incurring her mother's anger. I finally pushed my plate away, fuller than I had been in months and sighing I said, "Missus Sullivan, that was marvelous, absolutely marvelous. I don't remember having had a meal this good in years."
She looked down blushing slightly and said, "Thank you Mister Thatcher."
"You're welcome, if I may be so bold as to ask you a question ma'am?"
"I suppose." She answered cautiously.
"What happened to your livestock?" I asked.
"The Yankees took them! All of them! Even my little brown hen Matilda!" Shannon piped up suddenly.
I looked across the table at Elizabeth and said, "Took them?"
"Last month three men in Union Army uniforms came here and took everything. Ten chickens, two goats, three pigs, six piglets, both horses and both my cows. They said that they were requisitioning the livestock in order to feed their troops. I didn't know what else to do." She replied with tears in her eyes.
"Did they pay you for them?"
"No. They just took what they wanted and left."
"Do you know where these soldiers are?"
"No, and even if I did, what good would it do? I'm just one woman and it would be their word against mine if I said they didn't pay me. I was just thankful that nothing else happened to us." She said looking at me, knowing sadly that I would understand what she was referring to.
"Well ma'am, I think tomorrow morning Thunder and I are going to take a little ride to see if I can find these mysterious soldiers and see about getting you reimbursed for your sufferings." I said.
"I don't want you getting hurt over livestock Mister Thatcher."



"Missus Sullivan, I have no intentions of getting hurt." I said smiling.
"Men!" she snorted as she began clearing the table.
"Will you try to find Matilda? Please?" Shannon asked innocently.
Knowing full well that Matilda was probably dinner that evening for the men that took her I looked down at Shannon and said "I'll do my best Miss Shannon. I promise."
"Dinner was excellent ma'am, thank you very much for the invitation. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to go check on Thunder." I said standing up from the table.
"Who is Thunder?" Shannon asked me.
"He is my mount. When he runs, the ground shakes like thunder." I said proudly.
"And when he get skittish, you hit the ground like lightning." Elizabeth said laughing.
"That too." I said smiling and knowing that I was defeated, I added, "Thank you for supper it truly was a wonderful meal."
"You are more than welcome and if you are serious about tracking those soldiers down tomorrow; please, do be careful." she said quickly and quietly.
"I promise, on my sacred honor as an officer and a gentleman, I will be. I'll see myself out. Good night ladies." I said as I walked to the door.
Throwing on my jacket at the last minute that morning, I left before sunrise and was in Williamsburg when day broke. I drew some surprised attention from the local populace who were beginning their day and stopping one well-dressed gentleman I asked him if he could point me in the direction of the sheriff. Getting those directions, I turned Thunder toward the office and we trotted off. Walking into the office I asked the sheriff if he knew about the incident at the Sullivan place and he laughed out loud.
"Son, I've got a list of ten farms those soldiers have pillaged in the past month. They are camped about three miles out on the other side of town. Don't do nothing stupid, it's an Infantry company and the Captain that commands them is a mean one."
"I know the type." I said dryly. "Now, if you will accompany me out there, I will show you how to negotiate with Yankees in the manner to which they are accustom. Oh, and bring that list and an empty saddle bag."
Mounting up I put Thunder into a gallop and we made the ride to the camp in good time. It was neat and orderly, and I was surprised that we could penetrate the perimeter without being challenged. Reigning in I stopped in front of Sergeant and watched him stare up slack-jawed as a Confederate Cavalry officer appeared out of nowhere in his midst. Stunned for a moment he paused before he said, "Do you have a death wish Reb?"
"No. I simply wish to speak to your commanding officer. Where, pray tell, might I find him?" I said quietly, forcing him to listen carefully to hear what I had to say.
He reached up to try and grab hold of Thunder's bridle, but Thunder was having none of it and sidestepped to the left and then reared up with his forelegs kicking. Four years of killing Yankees had turned him from a Georgia Quarter Horse into an instrument of war and he seemed to enjoy thinking that he had gotten his old job back.
"Easy Boy." I said as I regained control of him, patting him on the neck. "Now, Sergeant. Where were we? I do believe you were about to tell me where I could find your company commander. Please, by all means, proceed." I added staring down at him as a small crowd of soldiers began to gather.
"I'm right behind you Major." I heard a nasally voice say.
Turning in my saddle I saw a Captain and a First Lieutenant standing about ten feet away. Dismounting and leading Thunder toward them I extended my hand and smiling said "A pleasure Sir. My name is Thaddeus Thatcher, may the sheriff and I have a moment of your time? I give you my word, it will not take us long."
Ignoring my outstretched hand, he turned and said, "Come with me." He disappeared into a nearby wall tent with his Lieutenant following him. The sheriff and I went inside and found him seated in a field chair beside a desk. The Lieutenant had taken the only other chair in the tent, so the sheriff and I remained standing.
"I'm a bit curious as to why a former Confederate Cavalry officer would ride, bold as brass, into my camp with the local sheriff and demand to see me. That is the only reason you are standing here Mister Thatcher. Do you understand me?"
"I do Sir. The reason we are here is that the sheriff and I wish to discuss the conduct of some of your foraging parties over the past month." I responded smiling at him.
"Please Sir, do proceed."
"I spent last night at the Sullivan farm about 6 miles distant from your camp and Missus Sullivan told me a story that was so outlandish that I had to confirm it. It would seem that, a month or so ago, a party of your men paid her farm a visit and stripped it completely of livestock. I've led more than one foraging party myself and when I did, I always tried to reimburse the people affected with money or at least a promissory note and yet Missus Sullivan told me that your men offered neither." I paused to let that sink in.
"This morning, I approached the sheriff and he told me that he has a list of nine other farms and families that have been treated the same way by your men. I simply came out here to see if you were aware of it, but from the smug look on your face I'd say that you are more than aware of it and you are probably encouraging it to pad your own pockets." I said with a righteous anger building in my chest.
"Spoils of war Major Thatcher; spoils of war. An army needs to eat, and my men will live comfortably and eat well while we are here."
"We are no longer at war sir, and the civilian population here is under your protection, not your bootheel. Are your men aware that their commander is lining his pockets with the gold the Army gave you to pay the local citizens for the subsistence items you are stealing from them?"
"I beg to differ sir. I have signed receipts showing that all ten families have been properly reimbursed for the livestock and other items we took."
"And I can have sworn statements from all ten families stating that those receipts are forgeries." The sheriff said, finally breaking his silence. "You know, there were over a thousand men who left this area and joined the Confederacy when the war started and there were about fifteen hundred who are wearing Union blue right now." the sheriff stated.
"And this concerns me how Sheriff?" the Captain said smugly, easing back in his seat and folding his arms across his chest.
"Well, son, let's say only half, no maybe a quarter of them survived the war. That means that slowly, over the next month or so there are going to be close to six or seven hundred men coming back to their homes. I know those men and I can tell you that when they find out that your soldiers have been raiding their farms and stealing their livestock, they will take it personal like. That is seven hundred men, combat veterans, who will put aside their personal differences for a little while and the only people they will be concerned about are you and your merry band of thieves and bandits. That is how it concerns you Captain."
The Captain stood up, then kicking his seat behind him with a beet red face shouted, "Is that a threat old man?"
"No, it is a fact." The sheriff replied softly, standing his ground. "I know those men and you and yours won't last a day against them once they move; and they will move."
"Gentlemen, and I use that term loosely." I said much more calmly than I felt, "Missus Sullivan lost a husband and a brother, both officers, one at Shiloh and the other at Chickamauga and they were both wearing Yankee Blue. I think that the US Army has taken more than enough from her and when the letter I sent by courier this morning arrives in Frankfort asking the military governor to conduct a review of the actions of you and your men, I would strongly suggest that you had best have a plausible set of lies to tell them." Then I stood there and watched the color drain from both of their smug faces.
Crestfallen the Captain looked at me for a moment and then said, "Lieutenant, go get the Quartermaster and have him bring the strongbox."
"Yes Sir." he replied and slipped from the tent quickly.
"Wise choice Captain. I will give you my word as a fellow officer that I will use all the influence that I have to control any former Confederates in this area, provided you treat the local citizens with the respect that is due them."
"This isn't over." He said defiantly.
"Yes, it is, Captain; for now, anyway. I made a promise to not take up arms against the government of the United States and I fully intend to comply with the terms of my exchange and parole. But I am not going to allow you or the Army to run roughshod over the people that live here anymore either. There are other ways to win a battle Captain; violence is simply the last resort."
The Lieutenant returned with the Quartermaster in tow and we went through the Sheriff's list of farmers and the items and livestock that had been taken. The Quartermaster paid out the sums that were prescribed by the Army and when we left the strongbox was much lighter and the Sheriff's saddlebags were much heavier.
"Will there be anything else Gentlemen?" the Captain asked with complete distain in his voice.
Pausing for a moment I said, "Yes. A chicken. A small brown hen, some grain to feed her with and a small crate that I can use to transport her in. No, wait. I want four chickens, a milk cow, pigs, a boar and a sow, two goats, a horse and feed for them as well."
"A small brown hen?" the Lieutenant asked incredulously.
"You heard me Lieutenant." I snapped, falling back on the tone of voice I had to use to get a point across to a subordinate who couldn't seem to grasp the information I had presented to him.
"Yes Sir!" then he replied instantly and then he paused and looking at his Captain asked "Sir?"
"Just get him the damn animals Davis and then get them out of my sight."
"Yes Sir. Come with me gentlemen."
I slipped the Lieutenant one of the Twenty Dollar gold coins in exchange for him loaning me a wagon and a teamster to drive it. Smiling he tucked it into his shirt pocket and ten minutes later a wagon and teamster appeared. Securing the feed, pigs and chickens in it and tying the goats, cow and her calf to the rear I gave the teamster directions to Elizabeth's farm. Then leading the horse, the sheriff and I headed back to town.
"The folks here are surely going to appreciate what you've done for them Major." the Sheriff said to me as we stood in front of his office.
"I hope so Sheriff, but I do need to ask a favor of you."
"What is it Son?"
"Please call me Thad or Thaddeus and stop calling me Major. I am desperately trying to leave that behind me."
"That won't be easy Son. Not in these parts. I served with a young Major down in Mexico a few years back. His name was Longstreet and I'm not a smart man, but I am smart enough to know that you don't become a Major in any army without being able to lead men by instilling trust and confidence in your abilities to lead them. Old Pete, he could do that, and I see the same thing in you. Riding alone into an enemy camp and riding out with everything you demanded? Hell, that story will spread around here faster than a wildfire."
"Can you at least try?" I asked, feeling slightly embarrassed by the platitudes.
"Yes Thad, I can do that." He said grinning back at me.
"Thank you, Sheriff, may I beg one more favor of you?" I asked with a sly grin on my face.
"What?"
"Can I persuade you to loan me a pen and give me a sheet or two of paper, so I that I might write a letter to the military governor in Frankfort and ask him to open an investigation?" I asked.
Laughing the sheriff said, "Absolutely Thad. Hell, I may just deliver it myself."
I passed the teamster and wagon about ten minutes from the farm and I watched as Elizabeth flew from the porch to the yard when she saw me turn Thunder and her new mare off the road and onto the entrance to her farm. Dismounting I untied the mare and led it over to her.
"I told you I would be alright." I said smiling down at her.
"What is this?" she said as I handed her the lead.
"I believe they call it, a horse. The Army wasn't using this one and they said I could take it. The rest of what they said I could take should be here in ten or so minutes." Then taking her hand I mine, I deposited a small pouch containing her payment into her palm.
"Is this a dream?" she said looking at me as if I had avenged every wrong in the world.
"It was simply a misunderstanding Missus Sullivan. I think I have it cleared up for now, but I may have to have another discussion with the commanding officer. He is Infantry and sometimes it takes two or three attempts to get a message through their thick skulls."
"And the Cavalry is different?" she said laughing.
"Absolutely!" I responded laughing and then added, "We are handsome, dashing, intelligent, charming, modest to a fault and we always end up with the prettiest women around." I immediately regretted saying it until I saw her reaction.
Stepping back, she looked at me blankly for a second and then laughing said "Why Mister Thatcher! If I didn't know any better, I would think you were flirting with me!"
"Missus Sullivan, I was a cavalryman. When I start flirting with you; you will know it." Then I winked at her and started to walk Thunder and her new mare to the barn. I hadn't gotten ten feet when I heard her softly say, "Thaddeus?"
"Yes Elizabeth?"
"There are oats in a barrel in the last stall. Make sure you give them some."
I turned back to look at her and she was looking down at the ground. When she looked back up she was blushing slightly, then she turned and walked toward the house.
Shannon was slightly disappointed that I hadn't been able to find Matilda, but she was thrilled when I handed her the small crate with the little brown hen in it. Declaring loudly to all that were present she stated, "Her name is Myrtle!" Then nodding firmly, she walked toward the chicken coup with a purpose and a smile on her face. Elizabeth looked at me strangely for a moment then she grinned and turned her attention to the cow and its calf.
I spoke to the teamster briefly and found out that the unit was from Wisconsin and it had been in Kentucky for about five months to refit after Nashville and had been there since. He told me that the men hated the commander, because he was a replacement that had never seen combat and his father was too politically connected for him to be relieved of his command. Then he said that the men would probably be thrilled that someone had stood up to him and won. "Wonderful," I thought to myself, "I've created a politically connected enemy with over one hundred trained killers at his disposal."
Once I got the animals where they belonged and made sure they had food and water, I settled down in the barn for a bit thinking to myself that this had been the best day I'd had in a very long time. I felt good to have helped someone out and I was going to miss this place when I left in the morning.
About five o'clock Elizabeth appeared in the door of the barn and declared that supper was on the table and that I needed to wash up and come in and eat. Then glancing quickly over her shoulder at the house she stepped across the threshold of the barn and whispered, "I need to say something to you."
"What?" I asked as she walked over and stood in front of me.
"Thank you for what you did today. It means the world to me. I've been so terrified this past month that I couldn't sleep at night and you doing this has been a gift from God for me and for Shannon." Then she stood on her toes and kissed me solidly on the lips. For the briefest of moments, I felt the warmth and pressure of her breasts against my chest and then she broke away from me.
I stood there dumbfounded for an instant then she began to giggle.
"What?" I asked.
"You should have added 'easily made speechless' to your list of attributes earlier."
"It only happens when a stunning woman ambushes me."
"Thank you for the compliment but I'm too old for you Thaddeus. Far too old."
"No, you're older but you are far from being too old."
"I'm thirty-seven." she stated, sounding almost remorseful about it.
"I'm twenty-two."
"Dear Lord! I'm almost old enough to be your mother!" she gasped.
"I reckon you are but you're still a very stunning woman Elizabeth."
"Thank you, but you're just trying to make an old lady feel good."
"No, I'm simply stating the truth. You really are a beautiful woman and you are far from being old or even too old, but you got one thing correct Missus Sullivan."
"What is that Mister Thatcher?" she asked with smile on her lips.
"You clearly are a lady; through and through." I said looking down into her eyes.
She blushed a deep red and quickly looking away and clearing her throat before she looked back up at me saying, "Thank you. Don't run off after dinner tonight Thaddeus, I have a proposition for you."
I arched an eyebrow and said piously, "So soon? I hardly know you Missus Sullivan! A young gentleman has to protect his reputation you know?"
She threw her head back and laughed saying, "You were also right about one thing today young man."
"That is?"
"I would know when you started flirting with me." she added smiling at me, "Now hurry and wash up before supper gets cold." Then she turned and walked out of the barn. Suddenly I couldn't help but notice the gentle sway of her hips beneath the material of her skirt as she walked away from me.
Supper was a simple meal of the grouse I had bagged yesterday, cornbread, green beans and turnip greens but it was the second homecooked meal that I had eaten in as many days. I was in Heaven and glancing across the table at Elizabeth I could not help but notice that she was smiling as she watched me eat. By the time I was finished there wasn't a scrap of food left on the table.
"I must say Mister Thatcher, you certainly eat with a gusto that I am unaccustomed to seeing. Do you eat everything with such enthusiasm?"
"Consider it a compliment to the chef ma'am. Her skills are far superior that those I have been subjected to as of late. And to answer your question; I do when it is possible." I replied smiling at her.
"Momma sure knows how to cook doesn't she Mister Thatcher?" Shannon piped up proudly.
"Yes, she does Shannon and I am truly grateful for it. The greens were delicious."
"The secret to that is easy. You just have to warm the water up slowly and wait for it to get very hot before you dip anything into it." Elizabeth replied looking me directly in the eyes.
"And keeping it hot after you dip something into it?" I asked staring back into her blue eyes.
"Just as important." She said with a knowing smile on her lips.
"I will keep that in mind Missus Sullivan." I said, hoping that my trembling hands weren't noticeable.
"You do that Mister Thatcher." Then pausing she added seriously, "I said I had a proposition for you; are you interested?"
"That depends on the terms ma'am." I said honestly.
"I cannot operate this farm by myself and I cannot afford to hire help to do it for me. I need a man here to help me and you have proven to be one of very honorable intentions and morals. Would you be interested in staying on through the next few months and helping Shannon and me? We can put a bed in a stall in the barn and I would do the cooking and your laundry for you. I would even be willing to split any profits with you at the end of the summer after the harvest."
"May I have some time, a day or two at most, to consider your proposal Missus Sullivan?"
"Certainly, Mister Thatcher, but you must decide soon. Some of the crops needed to be planted weeks ago."



"I'm sure that will not be my biggest challenge Missus Sullivan." I said smiling at her.
"Count on it Mister Thatcher. Count on it."
May 5th, 1865
Dearest Father,
I am writing to let you and Mother know that I am alive, in good health and residing at a small farm near Williamsburg, Kentucky. I will endeavor to return home this autumn after the harvest. I should also like to apologize for not returning as soon as I probably should have. Please give Mother my love and assure her that I am thinking of you both always.
Your loving Son,
Thaddeus
PS, Thunder is still with me.
I scribbled the hasty note on the last sheet of paper that the sheriff had given me and addressing it I handed it over to the postmaster in town and paid the postage to have it delivered to The Willows. Stepping out of the post office I made my way across to the mercantile store and walking in I began to purchase the items I felt I would need to begin working at the farm. I had removed all of the gold from Thunder's saddle padding and I was now putting it to use. Last night I realized that I was still a long way from Texas, but a good or even a moderate season could more than double the money I had, and I would be more financially stable when I did arrive.
When the shopkeeper realized that I would be partially paying in gold, he became a lot more amicable and even agreed to deliver the goods to Elizabeth's farm. My list dwindled to nothing and then I added flour, salt, white sugar, coffee beans, tea, molasses, a case of evaporated milk, two dozen eggs, a side of bacon and beef, a cured ham, and some canned vegetables to the list. My final purchases included a forty-five caliber Henry Repeating Rifle, one hundred cartridges, a saddle scabbard, gun powder, primers, and shot for the shot gun and a block of lead for my pistol. Then as an after-thought, I bought two pair of civilian trousers, socks, boots and a black wide brimmed hat to replace my worn kepi. Finally, I added a small doll for Shannon and new sun bonnets for each of them.
By the time I left I was down to two hundred dollars in gold and I was two hundred dollars in debt to the store, for the seed and grain, to be paid, at five percent monthly interest, by the end of September 1865. The shopkeeper had offered the five percent rate instead of his usual seven because he had heard about the camp incident and because "I knew John Sullivan and their son Kevin very well. They were honorable men and if you are helping Elizabeth with her place you must be a decent man yourself."
Thanking him as we finished loading his wagon, Thunder and I walked beside him down the road toward the farm. I struck up another conversation with him and about half way there I got quite a shock when I innocently said, "I could do so much more if the place were bigger."
"Bigger? Mister, how much bigger do you want it to be? Elizabeth owns damn near eight thousand acres!"
"How much?" I said sharply.
"Just about eight thousand acres. The cleared land is to plant crops for the family, the rest of it is covered in trees."
Trees.
Beautiful, lovely, big, towering, hardwood trees.
Richmond, Atlanta, Chattanooga, Columbia, and huge swaths of Georgia, South Carolina and Virginia lay in smoking ruins and she was sitting on eight thousand acres of hardwood and pine lumber. People would eventually rebuild the South and they would need lumber to accomplish that. By train Atlanta was only ten hours away, lumber that left her farm could be in the city the next day. Richmond was about the same distance and Columbia was even closer as the crow flew. I could hardly contain my excitement as we plodded down the road.
I was smiling when we pulled into the yard and saw the look on Elizabeth's face as we began to unload the goods I had purchased. She stood there with a disbelieving look at the items in the wagon and then grinning widely she said, "I assume this all means you have decided to stay Mister Thatcher."
"I have indeed Missus Sullivan, I have indeed. However, we need to renegotiate the terms of our agreement. Something has come to light and I wish to discuss it with you as soon as possible. Mister Johnson and I will unload the wagon, you just need to tell us where to put everything." I said with a grin on my face as well.
A half an hour later I stood on the porch with Elizabeth and Shannon and we watched as the shopkeeper turned his wagon back onto the road and out of view. Shannon had been thrilled with the doll and the sunbonnet and had sat on the porch playing with the doll the entire time the adults were putting things away.
"Thank you, Thaddeus. I don't know what to say about all of this." She whispered.
"You're more than welcome, you promised to do the cooking and my laundry, and a man has to eat so I bought food and laundry." I replied.
"You certainly did! I haven't had white sugar in the house in four years! That isn't food, that is a luxury. Tea and coffee? You're going to spoil us!"
"I'm going to try." I said earnestly. "Can we talk now?"
"Shannon, be a dear and go inside to play for a while. Mister Thatcher and I need to talk."
"Yes Momma." She said then she added, "Thank you again for the doll Mister Thatcher."
"You're welcome Shannon. No go on inside, your mother and I won't be long."
"Yes Sir." She said walking into the house.
"How much land do you own Elizabeth?" I asked as I picked up my packages and started walking toward the barn.
Picking up my new clothes and walking beside me she said, "Quite a bit actually, almost eight thousand acres. I was thinking about selling some of it soon to try and raise some money. Why do you ask?" she added inquisitively.
"You aren't selling any of it, you will be leasing it."
"To whom?"
"The first lumber company I can find that will look at it."
"Lumber company?"
"Lumber company. I'm sure I can find one that will be willing to lease five hundred or a thousand acres, maybe more, for a reasonable price. Even at two or three dollars an acre per year you could become very wealthy in a short period of time. The South has to rebuild from the ashes sometime and they will be using timber from this farm when they do."
"You're a genius." She said smiling broadly.
Placing my packages on a workbench I said, "I told you that cavalrymen were the intelligent ones."
"You also told me that they end up with the prettiest women, yet you are here with me." she said softly.
Smiling at her I said, "Thank you for proving me right."
Looking down at the dirt floor of the barn she whispered, "Thaddeus, this has to stop."
"What?"
"You need to find a girl your own age then you need to settle down and raise a family with her instead of chasing after an old woman with a ten-year-old daughter. As sweet and as flattering as your flirtations have been, they must stop." she said it so firmly that I was afraid she was getting angry.
"What are you so afraid of Elizabeth?" I asked.
"You!" she snapped at me, "Damn you Thaddeus, I am afraid of you! We haven't known each other for a week and I can't stop thinking about you; that's what! You terrify me! I tremble like a young girl each time you look at me and your smile makes my knees go weak. It has been years since I've been with a man and now I have a funny, handsome, intelligent man flirting with me and he is almost young enough to be my son!"
I stepped forward and taking her by the shoulders, I backed her against the wall of the barn. Lowering my head, I placed my lips against hers and felt her shudder as I increased the intensity of the kiss. Slowly she raised her arms and placed them around my neck and locking her hands together she pulled me in closer. As she did I ran my hands from her slender waist, up her body and began to stroke the sides of her breasts through the soft cotton of her blouse. Then I cupped them in my hands and started kneading them gently until she began to moan softly.
I smiled as I heard her whisper "God!" when I pulled away from her and looked into her blue eyes.
"Elizabeth, if you can honestly say to me that you were thinking that I am only twenty-two or that you wanted me to stop, I will get on Thunder and leave right now; never looking back. Otherwise I am staying, and you will be the one to determine how slowly or how fast this goes."
Sliding my hands up from her breasts and placing my fingertips on her temples I began to slowly massage them as she closed her eyes and tilted her head back with her lips parting; as if she were waiting for a kiss that would never come.
"I'm not John," I said, "and I never will be. You need to realize that on your own and I can't help you. But I will tell you that eventually, I will have you in my bed, that is non-negotiable."
Stepping in to her body so closely that had it not been for our clothing, we could have been making love, I whispered, "Do I stay, or do I leave Elizabeth?"
"God help me." she murmured softly, "Please don't leave Thaddeus. Please don't. I need," she moaned as she stopped speaking and then she turned quickly and fled from the barn; running toward the house.
"Warm the water up slowly and wait for it to get very hot. Thank you for the advice Missus Sullivan, it seems to be working." I thought to myself, smiling as I watched her climb the steps and disappear through the doorway of her home.
Then I turned my attention to Thunder and began removing his saddle.
I lost track of time as the afternoon progressed. I realized that if I were invited back inside tonight for supper that it would probably be a silent and awkward affair. Having nothing else to do, I drew enough water from the well to wash with and then I changed my clothes. It was the first time in over four years that I had worn civilian clothing and they felt strange. The biggest difference was that the boots were made from a very supple leather and they fit perfectly; a vast difference from Army footwear. I considered wearing my pistol and then decided against it. What were the chances that I would get ambushed walking to the outhouse?
A little after five I looked up to see Elizabeth standing in the doorway. She was looking at the ground and I had no idea how long she had been standing there. Looking at her closely I saw that she appeared to have been crying.
"Good evening." I said softly.
She raised her eyes to mine and replied, "Are you coming to supper Thaddeus?"
"Is it that late?"
"Yes. I already have it on the table."
"I'm sorry, I'll be right there. I just need to wash my hands."
"You can do that in the house you know?"
"Alright." I said smiling at her.
"Before we go, I have one question for you."
"Okay."
"Why?"
Pausing to gather my thoughts, I replied, "Because there is something about you that makes me think that it will be worth the time and effort."
"Such as?"
"That's two questions." I replied smiling at her.
"You may as well answer it, there will be hundreds of others until I get the responses I need."
Walking up to her I said, "Because you are an excellent cook and right now supper is getting cold on the table and I'm hungry."
"You sir are a ne'er-do-well and a rascal." she said as she slapped my arm playfully.
"I most certainly am Ma'am, I am also relieved that you came to that conclusion on your own and I didn't have to divulge it to you in secrecy." I said.
Shaking her head and smiling up at me, she stated, "You're right, supper is getting cold and Shannon is waiting. We need to get inside."
As we walked toward the house I said, "There is one other reason."
"What?"
"A woman like you has far more experience in life than a woman my age has. You have the confidence to tell me the truth and a woman my age would hem and haw around. I think confidence and intelligence are two very important traits to look for in a woman and you happen to possess both."
"I should have added arrogant and self-assured to my description earlier." She said laughing.
"Arrogant?" I asked.
Standing at the door she said, "What would you call it? Telling me that it was non-negotiable that I would be in your bed. What kind of woman do you think I am?"
"One who would think long and hard before she acquiesced."
Looking into my eyes for a second, she burst out laughing.
"What?"
"You should really choose your words more carefully Mister Thatcher. Please don't say 'think long and hard' while we are discussing this subject."
"Oh." I replied and then realizing what I had said, I added, "OH!"
"Yes. Now, it is supper time, please stop with the innuendo at the table, at least while Shannon is present."
"And if she isn't?"
"That is entirely up to you Mister Thatcher." she said smiling at me as she stepped inside.
After dinner we sat on the front porch discussing planting crops for the year and the number of acres that should be plowed. I estimated that it would take about a week given that I had no idea how Thunder or the new mare Rose, as Shannon had named her, would react under a plow harness. Then we discussed the types of fruits and vegetables that would be planted based on the shortened growing season. Then I briefly described what I planned on doing about leasing the land to a lumber company. After the discussion was over we sat back enjoying the evening breeze as Shannon played in the yard.
About fifteen minutes later I felt Elizabeth's hand creep into mine and when I looked over at her she was blushing lightly and there was a slight smile on her lips. I didn't say anything, I simply squeezed her hand and then sat back in the swing smiling. This feeling was so different than what I was accustom to after four years at war. What shocked me more was when I realized that when Elizabeth was near, those four years of Hell faded away for a few precious moments. As the sky turned into a black ocean filled with stars, I looked at her watching Shannon play in the yard and thought to myself, "Why not?" then I leaned over and kissed her cheek.
She gasped and then smiling she whispered, "Not in front of Shannon."
"Why not?"
"Because it isn't proper or gentlemanly."
"Is this?" as I stole a quick kiss on her lips, "Was that improper and ungentlemanly as well Missus Sullivan."
"It most certainly was Mister Thatcher!" she said with a devilish grin on her lips.
"I will keep that in mind ma'am." I said, feigning the remorsefulness.
"Please do sir!"
All too soon she stood up and said, "It is almost time for bed Shannon."
"I know Momma." She replied sighing deeply and looking over at me like I had some kind of say in the matter.
"Mister Thatcher?" she asked looking back and forth between her mother and me.
"Yes, Miss Shannon?"
"When you were in the army did they tell you when to go to bed?"
Knowing where she was leading I replied, "They certainly did, as a matter of fact young lady, I was the one who told my troopers to go to bed."
"Really!"
"Yes ma'am, and I am afraid I have to agree with your mother. It is most certainly your bedtime young lady."
"Aww."
"I know, but you can help me with Rose tomorrow if you go to bed without arguing tonight."
"Really?" she asked excitedly.
"Yes."
"Good night Momma! Good night Mister Thatcher!" she said as she whipped around and ran inside the house.
Elizabeth stood beside me silently for a bit and then said, "If I had known it would be that easy I would have bought her a horse years ago."
"I figure ten minutes behind a plow will change her mind about helping." I said grinning at her.
Laughing, Elizabeth replied, "I should think so. Excuse me for a few minutes while I go make sure she is in bed."
Sitting back as she went inside I began to think of the four years I had wasted in the army. Then I realized that if I had not joined, I would not be here today. Looking out over the yard I could see lightning flashing in the clouds in the distance and the wind direction told me that the storm would probably hit in another half an hour or so. I could hear Thunder starting to get anxious inside the barn, so I stood up and walked toward it, to calm him down and to have something to do while I waited.
I lit a lantern and hung it next to his stall. Then I began to calmly speak to him until he walked to the door, so I could pet him. I was still petting his neck several minutes later and just as the storm broke over us, I heard Elizabeth say, "Wonderful, I've been abandoned for a horse."
Smiling, with my back still turned to her I said, "Far from it m' gentle lady. I am merely ensuring my trusted mount's readiness should I need utilize him in defense of your honor on the field of battle. For, if need be, I would, but to see your smile as my soul's only and last reward, lay waste to any scoundrel or rouge whose lands abut yours and smite any mere mortal who would dare besmirch your good name or threaten your safety in any way."
Her laughter echoed in the barn as the rain started falling and she said, "It took me thirty-six years to find a knight in shining armor and now I don't know if I should run him off for deserting me or bed him."
I turned slowly as she said that and as I saw her, I froze in place. Elizabeth was standing in front of me wearing a black silk dressing gown and nothing more. It tied at her waist with a belt and my eyes were immediately drawn to the cleavage of her breasts. Standing at no more than five feet she was so tiny, but her breasts were very large compared to her size. Her hips flared out from her waist, not from being overweight, but from being a fully developed woman instead of one my age who would need time to grow into a true female form. As my eyes roamed her body, I couldn't find a single flaw that could be attributed to anything other than her being a mother; and each of those flaws only enhanced the feelings of arousal that I felt.
Taking a step toward her I reached out and took hold of the belt of her gown but before I could pull it open her hand reached out and took mine. Looking at me she said, "Thaddeus, it has been four years since I have been with a man. I need to know that you will still be here in the morning and that you don't think that you can take me to bed and then ride off tomorrow leaving me here with nothing but remorse, guilt and shame."
Without saying a word, I tugged the belt and then reached out and pushed the gown off her shoulders. As it fell to the barn floor I was treated to the sight of a gorgeous mature woman standing nude in front of me. The red hair covering her head and the area between her legs stood out in sharp contrast to the paleness of her smooth skin. She was small and lean and even though she had given birth to two children the only signs of it were a few stretchmarks across her taunt stomach. She instinctively placed her arms across her bare breasts and closed her legs tightly by placing her knees together and stood still and silent as she looked at me in the dim light of the lantern hanging near us.
"Lower your arms Elizabeth." I said firmly.
She lowered her eyes and shook her head. Reaching out I placed two fingers under her chin and lifted her face until our eyes met. "Lower your arms Beth."
Her lips parted as if she wanted to speak but instead, she retuned my gaze and then slowly lowered her arms allowing her full body to come into my view. Leaning close and kissing her firmly, I let my hands slide slowly down her back until I could grab both cheeks of her firm ass. Squeezing them so hard I heard her gasp, I continued until she was standing on her toes, her arms around my neck, returning my kiss.
Pulling away from her, I released my grip allowing her to slip back to her heels on the floor. Looking into her soft blue eyes I said, "I will be here for as long as you want me here Elizabeth. But right now, I'm more concerned about the fact that we don't have a bed."



Frantically pulling my shirt from the waistband of my pants she paused for a moment and laughing huskily said, "I don't know about the girls in Georgia Thad; but Kentucky women take no shame when our men roll us around in a pile of hay; so long as they do it right."
I lowered my head to her chest and locked my lips around the nipple of her right breast nursing on it softly as I ran my tongue across it.
"Or beside a creek." she moaned.
Pinning her arms above her head against the stall door by grabbing both her wrists with my left hand; I slipped my right hand between her thighs and my fingers separated the swollen lips of her pussy.
"Or a meadow." she whispered.
My thumb began playing with the button of her swollen clit.
"Or the kitchen table." then she added quietly, "Too much talking." as she began to move her hips to the rhythm of my thumb and fingers. A few minutes later her breathing was irregular, and she was biting her lower lip as she ground herself against my hand. I still had her pinned against the wall and she would gasp or even yelp softly each time the soft skin of her back or ass met the rough wood the barn was constructed with.
Suddenly she gasped sharply, and her body began to spasm; her eyes flew open and her head snapped back as she tried to speak. The only sound that came out of her seemed to come from her throat and as she moaned a soft "Oh!" escaped her lips. Her thighs slammed together trapping three fingers deep inside her and when it happened I increased the speed of my thumb on her clitoris.
She backed up hard against the wall gasping as her bare skin contacted the rough boards and immediately lifted her right foot off the ground beginning to squirm and thrusting her hips against my hand. As her convulsions got stronger she lifted her other foot off the ground and using my body to pin her against the wall, I found myself holding her off the floor with one hand as she orgasmed hard on the other.
She slowly began to regain her composure and as she did she began to make some semblance of speech. Although she was still twitching and convulsing, she opened her legs slightly and I removed my fingers from inside her. She gasped slightly as I did and then she lowered her feet to the ground. Her knees buckled, and she grabbed my shirt for support. Wrapping my arms around her, I picked her up and carried her to the large pile of hay on the other side of the barn.
Gently laying her down, I retrieved my blanket from the stall I slept in and covered her with it. Then I lay down beside her and waited for her to speak. That took several minutes because each time she tried I could see her body shudder slightly and then she would shake her head and close her eyes again. I reached out and brushed her cheek with my finger tips and then slowly slid them down her neck, when I tried to go lower she reached up and took my hand and moving it to her lips she gently kissed each fingertip separately.
When she finally spoke she said, "Good God almighty Thaddeus, where did you learn to do that?"
"I didn't learn to do that, I just did it."
"You can tell me, I won't get mad or jealous of her I promise."
"Elizabeth, honestly, I didn't learn it anywhere, it just felt right."
Shifting slightly, and looking at me, she said, "It felt far better than right! That was incredible! I have never experienced anything like it before. When I was in finishing school, one of the girls somehow got her hands on a very risqué romance novelette and we would take turns reading it late at night. I remember giggling when I read the phrase 'her head was tossed back in the throes of ecstasy'. I was married for sixteen years before John was killed and I had never once tossed my head back in the throes of ecstasy until tonight. That was almost sinful; no, it was sinful." she said, blushing furiously as she spoke.
"So, you enjoyed it then?" I asked her, smiling as I saw her close her eyes again and lick her lips.
"Too much. I think I enjoyed it too much. You must think I am a horrible, horrible woman behaving like that in front of you. I can't believe I reacted that way. I don't think I will be able to walk tomorrow; I know I can't walk right now."
"No, I thought you looked beautiful. I still do." I responded, tracing the outline of her left breast over the top of the blanket.
She looked at me and said, "So, my young Major has himself a new toy to play with. What am I going to do when he gets tired of it and wants a younger one?"
Lifting the blanket slightly and exposing her breast I lowered my head to it and whispered, "That is something you don't have to worry yourself with Elizabeth. I'm not going anywhere for a long, long while. Besides, why would I want to ride a green broke filly when I can have an experienced mare under me each night?" Then I flicked my tongue across the nipple and felt her body jerk in response.
"Still sensitive!" she gasped and then laughed. "Experienced mare?"
"Best kind to ride. They know where they want to go and if you can't figure out how to get them there, they take the lead." I said smiling. Then I reached out and pinched the other nipple, gently pulling it into the air.
"Very, very sensitive." she groaned as her hand reached up and began to stroke my hair.
"Good."
"I can't believe I am behaving this way with you! You have me acting like a tavern whore!"
Moving my hand to her hip I said, "Are you worried about what the ladies in town will think and say when they find out?"
"God yes!"
"Don't be. They are just a bunch of jealous old biddies who will be angry that you have a man that can take you more often in a single night than they get in a month."
She lay there for a second before she lifted up on her elbows and laughingly said, "Really now? You have that much confidence in your abilities Mister Thatcher?"
"I most certainly do Missus Sullivan." I replied gently sliding my fingertips across her stomach and down to her pussy.
Slipping the blanket off her body she rolled over and began unbuttoning my pants saying, "Then let's get you undressed so you can try to prove it to me young man."
It was just after midnight when I proved it to her for the third time. She had gotten up to leave and our goodbye kiss turned far more passionate than either of us planned. She broke away smiling up at me and then placed her hand on my growing cock. Stroking it firmly she said "Three?"
"If you keep doing that, yes."
"Do you remember the novelette I told you about earlier?"
"Yes?"
"It described something that I always wanted to try but I was far too ashamed to admit it, let alone attempt it before tonight." She said, tightening her grip and increasing the speed of her hand slightly.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Now you are really going to think I'm a whore."
"Good God Elizabeth! Quit teasing me woman and do whatever it is you want to do!" I gasped.
Glancing up at me with a devilish smile on her lips she said, "Remember you said that and don't think I am a slut for doing it."
Kneeling in front of me she licked her lips and then slid the tip of her tongue across the head of my cock. Then she opened her mouth and engulfed about three inches of it, sucking as she did it. If I had died at that moment, I would have had a difficult time explaining to Saint Peter why I showed up at Heaven's gate grinning like the biggest moron in all of Creation.
Her head bobbed up and down, slowly as though she was unsure of what to do. Reaching down I held the back of her head and gripped her hair tightly as I slowly began moving my hips back and forth. Taking her mouth away she looked up at me as she continued to pump my dick with her hand.
"Pull it." she gasped.
"What?" I responded.
"My hair. Pull it." She replied and then she returned to what she had been doing. I gently pulled her hair and felt and heard her moan from deep within her body. She stopped suddenly and then stood up and spun around. Placing both hands on barn's wall she looked over her shoulder and slowly grinding her hips at me said "Take me Thad. Here, now, just like this."
I stepped behind her and guided my cock into her warm wet hole. Grabbing her hips, I began to pump in and out of her; slowly at first and then gaining speed as my excitement built. Within seconds I was going so fast that she was making small grunting noises with each stroke.
"Do it!" she grunted. "Harder! Harder Thad! Harder! Oh God! Harder! I need this! Need it badly!" she wailed as I felt her pussy begin to convulse on my cock.
I couldn't take it anymore and I grabbed her hips pushing deep inside her and groaning, I came violently. Reaching over the top of her I grabbed a rope hanging from the wall for support. We stood there still connected for a minute and then suddenly she began to laugh.
"What?" I said gasping for air.
"This may work out after all Thad."
"Really?"
"Really. A woman could get spoiled getting it like this, two or three times a week."
"Two or three?"
"That's about all I will be able to take, I'm afraid. Any more than that and I will be an invalid who can't walk."
Running her hand between her thighs she pulled it back up and it was covered with my sperm and her juices, then she said, "I am a wet mess down there!" Looking me in the eyes, she brought her fingers to her lips and quickly ran her tongue over them and immediately looked down at the barn floor whispering, "You have turned me into your personal tavern whore Thad. I've only known you for three days! Three! I've never acted this way for any man; let alone one I just met! What have you done to me young man?"
"How many men have there been?" I asked, believing that I already knew the answer.
"Two. John and now you." she replied softly and then asked, "How many women have you been with in the past?"
"Including you?" I asked as I pulled my pants back up.
"Yes."
"One." I said softly.
"What!" she exclaimed.
"Do you want me to lie to you and say you were nothing more than my latest conquest? I've been with one woman in my life Beth, you."
"I'm your first?" she said still staring disbelievingly at me. "You did that to me without ever having had. Thank God you didn't have any experience! I might not have survived that! I truly do feel like a whore now!"
"Don't say that Honey, I couldn't have done that with a whore. That came from knowing that you wanted me as badly as I wanted you each time."
"That has to be one of the sweetest things a woman could hear her man say to her after sex." she said softly as she looked up at me.
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Then I'll say it to you again tomorrow night."
She burst out laughing and said, "You can try Mister Thatcher. You can certainly try."
"You are my first, Missus Sullivan, and you are most assuredly no whore. But it does beg the question; who has truly tainted whom here?" I started laughing at the shocked look on her face as I tossed my shirt on and started walking her to the house.
Stopping at the barn door Elizabeth looked up at me and then she cupped my chin in the palm of her hand and said, "Can I ask you a question?"
"Certainly."
You have two scars, one on your shoulder and a new one on your thigh. Were you wounded in the war?"
"Twice. The one on my shoulder is from Brandy Station in May of '63. A Yankee cavalryman got a piece of me with his saber. It was still suppurating when we rode into Pennsylvania in June. Hurt like Hell too. The one on my thigh is from last month at Appomattox. A piece of shrapnel grazed my leg two hours before the cease fire." I shrugged my shoulders and added, "They could have been a lot worse. I just got lucky and stayed that way."
She looked up at me and said, "Get your belongings."
"What?"
"I said, get your belongings Thad, you aren't sleeping in the barn anymore. I want you in the house with me and Shannon. You can use Kevin's room. For now, that is."
"Fine but go make sure Shannon is still asleep so we aren't answering any embarrassing questions in the middle of the night."
"Good idea, I'll meet you on the porch in a few minutes." She stood on her tiptoes and gave me a quick kiss before she disappeared into the darkness.
I didn't have all that much, just my old uniform and the few civilian clothes that I owned so I stuffed that into my saddle bags. Putting on my boots, I grabbed my pistol belt and new rifle then I extinguished the lantern and carrying it as well; I walked to the house trying to remember what sleeping in a bed felt like. We didn't realize it at the time but me moving into the house in the middle of the night probably saved my life.
With both of us tiptoeing through the house I deposited my belongings on my bed. Turning to Elizabeth and smiling I said. "Thank you for an enjoyable evening Ma'am. I cannot remember one like it."
"No, thank you. I'm sure I'll remember it with each step I take tomorrow, but it will be worth it."
"Did I hurt you?" I asked out of concern.
"Hurt isn't the right word. I'll be sore down there tomorrow because as you put it, you mounted a mare that hasn't been ridden in a while. But the memories will cause more smiles than the pain will cause grimaces."
"You're welcome."
"God, I still can't believe I let you do that."
"I told you that cavalrymen always end up with the prettiest ones." as I leaned down and kissed her gently.
"Good night Thad." She said smiling as she walked into the hallway.
"Good night Beth." I whispered as she closed the door to my room.
Propping the rifle up in the wardrobe and putting my clothes away as quickly and quietly as I could I undressed and then sank back into the first mattress I had slept on in over four years. Odd, strange, queer, surreal? Yes. I folded my arms behind my head and lay there thinking about how the war had affected me. I'd been little more than an animal fighting for his survival for the last four years and here I lay, in a soft bed. I had just spent the past three hours rolling around in the hay in the passionate and unbridled embrace of a woman who, despite her reservations and protests, was in fact almost old enough to be my mother. That was going to be difficult to explain to my parents.
I woke up when the sunlight hit my face. I got up and quickly dressed and then grabbing my hat I walked downstairs and out to the kitchen, hoping and praying that I could find the coffee and make a pot of it. Walking into the kitchen I was surprised to see Elizabeth standing at the fire, I was also pleasantly surprised to see a pot of coffee sitting by the fire as well. Looking around to make sure that Shannon wasn't present I walked as quietly as I could up to Elizabeth and lifting her hair away from her neck I bent down and gave her a quick kiss there.
"Mm." She sighed and then leaned back against me. "Be careful Mister Thatcher, I'm still on a low boil thinking about last night. You may get in over your head quickly if you keep that up."
"I'll take my chances." I said laughing softly.
"You slept late." She said with a smile on her face.
"Forgive me madam, I was fighting to retain my honor last evening. I found myself in the clutches of a woman who stopped at nothing to show me what I had been missing all my life."
"Really? And did that shameless harlot take advantage of your naivety?"
"She did indeed. I am nowhere near as innocent as I was a mere twelve hours ago."
"What a shame. Your innocence was one of your more endearing qualities."
"No regrets Beth?" I asked, turning her around by her shoulders so I could look at her while we spoke.
"None Thad. Surprisingly, not a single one." she said sincerely. "By the way, no one has ever called me Beth before. I think I like it.
"Really?" I said, genuinely surprised by that.
"Really. It may be time for a change. I woke up this morning sore and satiated and thinking to myself that if it had been any man other than you, I would have woken up angry at myself for the way I threw myself at you last night. I just need to let you know that I honestly have never behaved that way before. I still don't know what came over me! It may be time for Beth to replace Elizabeth."
Our conversation was interrupted when Shannon burst into the kitchen screaming "Momma! Momma! The barn is on fire!"
I ran into the yard and then to the barn as fast as I could. Dashing inside I quickly unlatched Thunder's stall and throwing a blanket over his eyes I led him out. Running back in I opened Rose's stall and led her out as well. On my third trip I got the milk cow Daisy and her calf Socks and led them out. I made one last trip and with that one I grabbed the buggy and pulled it to the tack room. Tossing Thunder's saddle and bridle into it along with anything else I could grab before the flames, heat and smoke over came me I pulled the buggy out to safety and then stood there helplessly and watched it burn to the ground.
Shannon was in tears and devastated and as we calmed her down she looked at her mother and said one word that sent chills down my spine. "Soldiers."
"What did you say Honey?" I asked her not trusting what I thought I had heard.
"There were soldiers Mister Thatcher. They rode off that way." She said pointing toward the back of the barn. "Three of them."
"Shannon, what kind of uniforms were they wearing?"
"Blue ones, they was Yankees."
Looking over to Elizabeth I said "I'll be back. If it isn't me or the sheriff or someone you would trust with Shannon's life use the pistol. If they get inside the house, use the shotgun."
Nodding she said, "You can't solve every problem with a gun Thad."
"You can if your aim is good enough Darlin'." Then I turned to walk upstairs and change my clothes.
I had never received my exchange as a prisoner of war. It was explained to us that field grade officers such as myself had been stripped of our citizenship and would have to apply to become United States citizens again, after a three-year minimum wait. Technically, I was still an enemy combatant of a foreign army on United States soil. Legally, if I raised my hand to a member of the US government, I could be summarily executed, without trial, by any member of the military from a Private, all the way up to General Grant himself. Honestly, I didn't give a damn anymore.
All I had wanted when I left Appomattox behind me was to find a place to live in peace. I had been here four days and that miserable, nasally, Yankee bastard in blue had decided to declare war. If war was what he wanted, then I was about to show Daddy's Boy what warfare was like. After I dressed in my uniform, I put my pistol belt on and grabbing my new Henry, scabbard and the cartridges, I walked to the yard. Placing everything in a pile next to Thunder's saddle and bridle I walked over to the corral I had led him to and whistled. It wasn't any whistle, it was his and he knew what it meant. Since our first day at our camp in Georgia I had trained him to respond to me by whistling "Call to Arms" and he responded every time once he realized it meant I would be in the saddle.
Leading him to the pile of equipment he began to prance as he realized that we were going to work. It took less than ten minutes to equip him for what was coming. Just before I left I led him over to Elizabeth and Shannon and said "It may take a few days, but I will be back. On my life, I will be back Elizabeth."
"Poppa said that when he left too." Shannon said through the tears in her eyes as Elizabeth gasped at her statement.
Kneeling beside her I said, "I know he did Honey and having a daughter as pretty as you gave him every reason to try." There was nothing more to say to her. I wasn't about to tell her to take care of her mother in case I didn't return, because no child needs to bare that sense of responsibility. I simply kissed her forehead and the stood up to look at her mother.



"You don't have to do this Thaddeus. Please, I am begging you, please don't do this." She said with tears streaming down here face.
I opened the pouch in my saddle bag and removing one of the gold pieces I handed her the rest. "This should get you through until autumn. I'll be back in a few days." Then I leaned down and kissed her. Ignoring Shannon's smile when I let her mother go, I looked one last time into her eyes and then I turned and mounting Thunder I wheeled around and headed off in search of three dead men.
The arrogant bastards hadn't even bothered to try to cover their tracks. A mile down the road I found a thrown horseshoe and checking the tracks a bit further up the road I realized that it belonged to one of their horses. That one would pull up lame soon and I was betting that the other two wouldn't wait for him.
I was right.
A mile further up the road I found a lone soldier walking his limping mount down the road about one hundred yards ahead of me as I topped a small hill. I stopped Thunder on a dime and pulling my Henry from the scabbard and taking aim, I fired two shots in rapid succession. The horse fled down the road about a hundred feet or so as the soldier dropped to the ground, then stopped and stood there looking back at him.
Trotting Thunder up to his body and dismounting when I got closer, I walked up to his inert form. One shot had hit in in the lower back, the other in the right shoulder. Flipping his body over I realized he was still alive when he groaned. Blood was bubbling from his mouth and he was gasping for air as he blinked, looking up at me helplessly. He was young, very young, maybe eighteen at the most. He had to be one of the replacement soldiers that the unit had received when they got to Nashville. Looking up at me he groaned and then said weakly, "Who are you?"
Looking down at him, I placed the muzzle of the Henry against the center of his forehead and said, "Death." then I pulled the trigger, firing the third shot of my own personal war.
To be continued...
Author's Note: No story about the southern states during the Civil War can be told without at least touching on the subject of slavery. The "peculiar institution" of the Confederacy caused its demise before it had a chance to succeed. I have intentionally avoided the mention of slavery in this chapter of the story. I will write about it in the following chapters. You have been warned.
As for the story, as always, I hope you've enjoyed it. (So far.)
YDW
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It was a dark and stormy night.
I was on my way home from an out of town meeting to plan for an upcoming project and the storm hit while I was still about thirty minutes away from the house. It was the Monday before Thanksgiving and Debbie and Kristi had gotten there about three hours ago on their break from school. I had gotten hung up in traffic coming out of Atlanta and I had been playing hell trying to beat the storm. I knew that Debbie would be terrified because I could see the lightning flashes silhouetting the boiling thunderheads against the night sky as I drove further north.
Pulling into the garage, I shut the car off and walked into the house as quickly as I could. I was happy that the storm was moving fast and according to the last forecast I heard, it shouldn't take it that long to move out of the area. Debbie and Kristi were setting on the couch curled up beside each other. Kristi was holding her hand and gently stroking Debbie's long blonde hair. As I entered the room Kristi looked up at me and said softly, "I'm glad you're here Mike, she's not doing well tonight."
"I'm sorry it took me so long, I got stuck in traffic." I said lamely as I bent down to give Debbie a quick kiss. "You okay Sis?"
"I am now." She mumbled as she looked up at me. I could see the fear start draining from her eyes as she realized that I was home and that the storm seemed to be lessening as time went on.
Settling in beside Debbie I placed my left arm around her and kissed the top of her head. Looking across at Kristi I winked and then said "Hi there beautiful! Nice to see you again."
She winked back. "Nice to see you again too handsome!" she said with a smile.
"Can you two stop flirting with each other long enough for one of you to get me a blanket? I'm freezing." Debbie whined as she sat there between us.
Debbie was wearing jeans and a black tank top with a simple strand of pearls adorning her neck and I could tell that true to her nature, she wasn't wearing a bra because her nipples were poking through the material of her top. It was kind of chilly in the room but not unusually so. I didn't know if it was from the chill in the air or because of fear, or that she was aroused, but she was shaking quite a bit.
"She's back!" Kristi said laughing as she got up and walked toward the settee across the room to grab the fleece throw that was laying across the back of it. She crossed the room again and sitting down, she draped it across the two of them and then took Debbie's hand to hold. A part of me was happy that my sister had a friend that was willing to take care of her in this situation and then there was the part of me that got just a more than a little turned on watching them cuddle and thinking about the description Debbie had given me about Kristi's abilities in bed last month.
It was the middle of October and Debbie had driven down for a weekend at home. We were laying side by side in bed after a long slow session of making love and Debbie was talking about the previous fall when a storm had blown through and Kristi had found out that storms not only terrified Debbie, they made her incredibly horny as well.
"Honestly Mike, to this day I still don't know how it happened. One minute Kristi was holding me, and we were curled up on the bed. I was shaking like a terrified three year-old then the next thing I knew; I was flat on my back, completely nude and Kristi had three fingers inside me. She was sucking on my right breast like a hungry puppy and making me cum like I'd never cum with any man. Once her tongue got ahold of my clit, it was over. I was so turned on that when my first orgasm hit, I couldn't make a sound. I was just arching my back and praying to God above that she never stopped. We spent two hours going at one another like the world was ending. By the time we finished with each other we had to change the sheets because there were too many wet spots on it to find a dry one to go to sleep on."
"She's that good huh?" I said smiling and feeling my dick start to harden.
"She really is." Debbie said sighing.
"It's a damn shame you didn't get a video or something." I said laughing.
"MIKE!" she squealed, laughing and slapping my chest so hard that it stung a little. "What kind of thing is that to say to your baby sister?"
"A damned hot one."
"So, you want to watch me get it on with another chick?" she asked quietly.
"Not really," I replied honestly. "It's hot thinking about it, but I don't share my toys with anybody."
"So that's what I am to you?" she said slapping me again; "Your private tiny fuck-toy?"
"More like my private walking, talking wet-dream. Besides, would you really like to watch me screw your best friend? Even if you could join in?" I said nuzzling her neck and stealing a quick nibble just to hear her sigh.
"Perfect answer." she replied, moaning as I continued to nibble my way down her body.
"So, when is Jared supposed to be here?" I asked, snapping back to reality.
"Tomorrow around noon." Kristi responded with a smile on her face. "I can't wait to see him." She added excitedly.
"I bet." I responded.
"I'll be glad when he gets here too." Debbie added. "That way I don't have to worry about you jumping my brother's bones for the next six days."
"That's not gonna happen Debbie and you know it." I said.
"Aww!" Kristi responded with mock disappointment in her voice. "I guess I have to settle for Plan B."
"What's Plan B?" I asked with a hint of a laugh in my voice.
"Getting through the next six days without an orgy taking place."
"Slut!" Debbie said laughing as she slapped at Kristi's leg.
"Alright kids, play nice with each other." I said as I got up to light a fire in the fireplace.
"Yes Mike." they chorused together sweetly and then started giggling.
"I've already told you how nice the two of us play together Mike. Don't you remember?" Debbie said with mock innocence in her voice.
"Oh my God! You did NOT!" Kristi squealed, blushing beet red as her hands flew to her mouth, "I can't believe you told him about that!"
"Every sordid detail. Right down to having to change the sheets because of the wet spots." Debbie said winking at her and blowing her a kiss.
"Oh my God! Oh my GOD!" Kristi said laughing and fanning her face in embarrassment.
As I got the fire going, I honestly could not believe this conversation was taking place in my living room. It was hard enough for me to believe that my sister had become my lover over the past six months. Yet, here I was sitting here talking to her and her attractive best friend about it; and Kristi is very attractive in her own right.
She is the type of woman who could walk into a room full of women and give them a complex because she so naturally good looking. With her complexion she doesn't need, nor does she wear a lot of make-up; with a little mascara and some lipstick and she could turn any guy's head in the room. She has legs for days; I had never asked, but if I had to estimate her height, it would be between five nine and five ten. She has brown eyes and her hair is very light brown hair and hangs mid-way down her back.
She has a smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose and they seem to compliment her looks rather than detract from them. Because of Debbie I already knew that her breasts were 36Ds. Although I had never really paid that much attention to her in the past, the flannel shirt and skin-tight Levi's that she had on left me with the impression that the rest of her measurements were in the twenty-six and thirty-four inch ranges. All in all, she was damn near the perfect girl next door type. The one that ends up with the high school quarterback after he boinks the head cheerleader and kicks her to the curb.
Maybe Debbie was right, if I hadn't been so infatuated with my cheating ex-wife, the summer before last could have been very memorable! Oh well. Live and learn, and I had absolutely no regrets about the way things had turned out.
We sat there chitchatting for another two hours or so and then I yawned. I had been up since five and the last seventeen hours had been hectic. I was looking forward to a hot shower and then climbing into bed.
"Getting tired old man?" Debbie asked as I stretched.
"Lil' bit, yeah." I said smiling at her. "It's been a long day. It's time for the old guy to go to bed. Don't mind me ladies, I'm just going to take a shower and collapse."
I stood up to head to the bedroom and after a brief discussion they decided to turn in as well. They both started following me down the hallway and Kristi stopped at the guest room saying, "Good night guys, see you all in the morning." Then laughing she added, "Try to keep the noise down in there, I need my beauty sleep."
Debbie turned to look back at her as she stood by the door to our room and smiling at Kristi said sweetly, "Well, you could always join us."
"Really?" Kristi asked pausing at her door with a surprised look on her face.
"No." Debbie mouthed, shaking her head slightly and closing the door firmly in Kristi's face.
"TEASE!" Kristi screamed from the hallway.
"YOU KNOW IT!" Debbie yelled laughing through the closed door.
She was smiling when she turned around and it became a laugh when she saw me standing there with a "What just happened?" look on my face.
"Seriously Debbie, you shouldn't do stuff like that to me, I've had a long day and that was just wrong!"
"Poor baby." she said running her fingertips across the stubble under my chin. Then looking up at me she added, "Go take a shower. I promise I'll more than make it up to you."
I was standing in the shower with my face turned up to the nozzle and was just starting to get used to the hot water when I felt Debbie's arms wrap around me from behind and she gently started massaging my dick. After a few seconds she said "Well, someone is happy that I'm back home."
"You have no idea." I said turning around, bending down and kissing her firmly. Her hand had never stopped moving and as our kiss intensified so did her strokes.
"Debbie, Honey, stop! If you don't, you're going to be waiting for at least a half an hour before I can do anything for you." I moaned as her hand kept up its pace.
"Not really." She said looking down at her hand working over my dick. "I've got options."
"Really?" I said surrendering to what she was doing to me.
"Absolutely. Three of them to be precise."
"Really?" I asked looking down and enjoying the show she was giving me.
She had spread her legs slightly and was running her free hand between them. Looking up at me she winked and then said, "One, I can use my vibrator while you watch."
"Two, you can go down on me and find out if I have a plug in my ass or not." she added stepping in closer to me.
"Three, I can take my vibrator to Kristi's room and leave the doors open so you can listen to us. Any one of those should cut ten to fifteen minutes off your recovery time." she said as she lowered her head to my dick and took it in her mouth. I lasted all of thirty seconds before I came so hard that I slumped against the wall of the shower.
"Besides," she said, reaching for the soap and lathering up her boobs, then moving her soapy hands up to my chest, "we both know none of that is going to happen, don't we?"
"Uh huh." I said gasping for air.
"What you're going to do is dry us both off, take my hand, lead me into the bedroom, pick me up, lay me on our bed and then make love to me. What happens in our home and in our bed, stays in our home and in our bed and nobody gets to share my big brother with me; I don't care how well she can eat pussy."
"Good to know." I replied honestly.
Seriously, our relationship was just that: ours. I knew that Debbie and Kristi would always be close friends, they had too many secrets between them to be anything but that. The teasing and taunting would always be there between us and between them. But deep down inside I knew I would never risk losing Debbie's trust by banging her best friend, even with her consent.
So, I did exactly what she wanted me to do. I dried her off, led her into the bedroom, picked her up, laid her down gently on the bed and made love to her. We started off slowly and I had no plan to speak of for the rest of the evenings activities.
I know she had at least two orgasms while I was going down on her and at least one more while I was inside her pussy. She was wetter than I had ever seen her. Maybe it was that Kristi was right next door and the excitement of that or some residual of her arousal during the storm had affected her in some way. It could have well been a combination of the two, either way, I wasn't going to question it.
I was starting to feel my balls tighten up and I pulled out of her to try and prolong the inevitable. When I started to put my dick back in her pussy she shifted her hips a bit and the head of my dick was resting against her asshole instead. Then she reached for the tube of lube on the bedside table.
"Are you sure?" I asked softly.
"Yes." she hissed, digging her nails into my back. "Just go slow."
She grunted as I pushed into her and as the head of my dick slid further in I paused to let her get used to the girth.
"Oh God." she moaned, twisting her head around on the pillow, "Please, give me a second."
After a moment she pushed her hips down a little and I sank in a bit further.
"God, it feels so fucking big Mike."
"Want me to stop?" I whispered in her ear.
"No!" she said softly. "More. Deeper."
I kept working myself into her until I was completely inside her ass.
"Debbie, I'm not going to last much longer." I said.
"That's okay Lover, neither am I." she responded as she started to move her hips. "Just fuck me. Stop making love and do my ass. Hard."
Who in their right mind can refuse an offer like that? I did what the lady asked. I lifted her hips up and slowly started fucking her ass. I wanted to give her a little bit of time to adjust.
"No! Harder! I want it rough!" she moaned loudly.
I did what she asked, and meeting me thrust for thrust, we came at the same time. She was biting her pillow to keep from screaming but I didn't have that option and when I came I groaned loudly, very loudly.
We lay still for a few moments afterward, with my dick softening inside her. As our breathing returned to normal, I slowly pulled out and then rolled over. She snuggled into my shoulder and kissed my cheek then said, "God I hope Kristi is asleep. We were a little bit too loud for comfort there."
"Yeah, well, if she is going to be living here, she needs to get accustom to it. And if not, maybe you need to take her your vibrator." I mumbled sleepily.
Debbie giggled and then said, "She has her own and she probably needs it because I don't plan on stopping."
"Good to know." I whispered as I drifted off to sleep.
I woke up at eight the next morning, tossed on a tee-shirt and some jeans and stumbled barefoot into the kitchen looking for coffee. I had taken the rest of the week off at Debbie's insistence and looking back on it, I'm very glad that I did. I learned a lot that week, a lot about myself and about us as a couple.
As I filled my cup I wondered where Debbie and Kristi were at. Kristi's bedroom door had been open when I passed by it and she wasn't in there. I walked into the den and looked on the back porch. They were sitting at the table, laughing at something one of them had said. Coffee in hand, I walked out to join them.
"Good morning ladies." I said with a grin on my face, in a voice that sounded way more chipper than I felt. I paused and kissed the top of Debbie's head as I walked by and then did the same to Kristi.
"How are my Galley Wench and Bilge Rat doing this morning?"
"Bilge Rat? BILGE RAT!" Kristi piped up glaring across the table at me.
"Deck Monkey?" I asked innocently as I pulled out a chair and sat down.
Debbie howled with laughter.
"DECK, what do you see in this guy?" Kristi asked her from across the table.
My sister smiled at her, shrugged her shoulders and slyly grinning over her coffee cup said, "Well, for one thing, he's hung like a mule."
For the record, it is possible to choke on and spit a mouthful of coffee well over ten feet, if you have the proper incentive. After I recovered, and they had stopped laughing at me I asked, "So are there any plans for the afternoon and evening after Jared gets here?"
"Not really, we were just going to kick around here. Why?" Debbie answered.
"Well, I was thinking; its suppose to warm up to the upper sixties or lower seventies this afternoon so why not go out on the Deborah Jo? We could grab stuff for dinner and breakfast on the way there and overnight. Then come back in early tomorrow morning and do the last-minute shopping for Thanksgiving dinner. One last cruise to end the season before I winterize her. What do you think?
"That would be so cool!" Kristi responded. "I don't think Jared has ever spent a night on a boat before."
"Lower seventies huh?" Debbie said smiling. "One last chance to catch some sun on the lake. I'm all for it!"
"Well pack accordingly, it will be in the forties tonight." I reminded them.
"Perfect snuggle weather." Debbie responded with a gleam in her eyes.
"Yes, it is." Kristi responded quickly.
I left them setting on the porch and went inside to grab a second cup of coffee and grab a quick shower. I remember thinking to myself, this is going to be an interesting week.
Jared showed up a little before noon driving an older model truck and after the introductions were made we packed a few overnight bags and headed out. A quick trip to a local grocery store for food and other essentials (wine for the ladies and for dinner) and my newfound crew of merry misfits arrived at the marina and started getting ready to head out. This late in the year the store at the marina was closed but I made a mental note to get a good enough picture of Kristi so that I could have her a Bilge Rat shirt made when it opened next Spring. Yeah, I know it was wrong, but sometimes a guy needs to make a statement.
For once the forecasters got it right and by two that afternoon it was seventy-two degrees and absolutely beautiful outside. We didn't have a plan, so I just puttered north up the river and when we came to a big enough cove, I pulled the throttles back and drifted in to a stop, dropped the anchor and shut down the engines. Debbie stood beside me looking at the sun pad with a faraway look in her eyes.
"Go ahead." I said giving into the inevitable.
"You really don't mind?"
"Topless? No. But that's as far as it goes today." I said firmly.
"I love you Mike." She said smiling and wrapping her arms around me.
"I love you too Deborah."



She smiled and kissed me then disappeared downstairs with Kristi in tow. A few minutes later they both re-appeared wearing bikinis. Jared and I had gone inside, and we were sitting at the table getting to know each other a little better. I was facing aft at the table, so I saw when the girls sat up and took their tops off. Debbie was right, Kristi's breasts were every bit a set of 36Ds and then some. Damn she had a nice rack! Then I was treated to the sight of them liberally applying baby oil on each other. I really needed a drink after that show.
Kristi strolled through the door about ten minutes later, still topless, and said "Gotta pee!" I honestly think we both may have crushed her ego a tiny bit because we both just nodded and then went back to talking as though she hadn't walked by us coming and going with her bare boobs on full display. As splendid as they were, when I glanced outside I noticed Debbie had propped herself up and was staring straight at me; so, I put my best poker face on and kept it there. Debbie smiled, lifted her sunglasses up, blew me a kiss, winked and then lay back down.
Talking to Jared I discovered that he was intelligent enough to be on a full-ride academic scholarship. More surprisingly, the man had common sense. I was also immediately impressed with his maturity. He was majoring in Business Administration and planned on a minor in Project Management. I made a mental note to tell my boss that I may have located an intern for our company next summer. We were always looking for interns to use and abuse as dirt cheap labor and quite a few of them ended up taking full-times jobs with us after their internships were over.
After thirty minutes or so of small talk I finally worked up the courage to ask Jared about their relationship. I wasn't exactly sure how to prudently ask the question like I wanted to or even how to broach a subject like this. I had known this guy for all of three hours. How do you ask someone you had just met how he had kept people from finding out that he was sleeping with his cousin?
"Let me ask you something." I paused for a moment and then blurted out, "How have you guys managed to keep it hidden from your family and friends this long? Seriously, the thought of someone finding out terrifies the shit out of me."
Jared paused for a minute and then pushed his drink back. Sitting up in his seat he half smiled and then said, "Yeah, Kristi told me you guys know and she also told me about your relationship. Honestly Mike, it was touch and go for a little while. Especially the first six months or so when we couldn't seem to keep our hands off each other, then we came so close to getting caught by my mother one afternoon that it put a serious damper on things."
"How close?" I asked.
"Too damn close." He responded sincerely, "To this day I think she suspects something was or is going on, but she doesn't ask because she doesn't want to know. It makes me a little sad when I think about deceiving so many people but I'm not willing to put an end to it just because they won't approve."
"Yeah, I get that." I said softly.
"Besides, it will be easier for the two of you. Especially if you were to move out of the local area to a place where nobody knew you."
"Why is that?" I countered. "Nothing about this seems easy."
"What is the last name on your driver's license?"
"Bentley"
"What is the last name on Debbie's?"
"Bentley." I said and then the lightbulb clicked on in my head. "Oh!"
"Right, if you two moved somewhere new, where nobody knows either of you, all anybody sees is a nice young married couple who are in love with each other. Kristi and I don't have that luxury
"Do you ever worry about getting Kristi pregnant?" I asked. Mainly because the thought of Debbie ending up that way still terrified me after the scare I had in June.
"All the damn time dude, all the damn time." He answered nodding his head.
I liked this guy, I couldn't help it. He was genuine and sincere, and he was honestly answering every question I put to him about the unconventional relationship that he had with his cousin in a matter of fact manner. He wasn't the least bit ashamed of it, because here, on the boat, he felt safe discussing it. I had finally figured out why Debbie wanted to keep this thing and I was glad I had finally decided to. Here we could really be us and the only people who saw it would be the ones that we decided would know about it.
An hour or so later the sun was sinking low in the sky and the air was chilling off when the girls finally gave up on sun worshiping and came inside. When they walked past us Debbie stopped and kissed my cheek then said, "Go do the man thing and fire up the grill so your Galley Wench and Bilge Rat can start dinner."
"Bilge Rat?" Jared asked innocently.
"She means me." Kristi said flatly.
"I like it!" Jared said smiling.
"Keep that in mind tonight mister." Kristi responded smirking at him.
"Oops I did it again." Jared half sang out, surprisingly on key and set all of us off laughing.
Kristi slapped his arm and then kissed him quickly and the women disappeared below deck together.
Jared sat there for a moment and then said, "Please don't take this wrong, but your sister packs an awful lot of sexy into such a tiny little body."
I sat there for a second and said "That she does and the same can be said about Kristi. We are definitely two very lucky men."
"To boobs." He said raising his glass in a mock toast.
"To boobs." I countered. "May they be big, warm, firm and always in view."
"Amen!" he responded laughing.
Then I stood up and walked to the grill to fire it up. Jared followed me outside and I couldn't help but ask him one last question about the two of them.
"So, without the graphic details, how did it start between you two?"
"She wrecked my truck."
"Huh?" I responded. "She wrecked your truck and?"
"Actually, I wrecked the truck. We had gone for a ride and she kissed my neck. It distracted me, and I smashed into a bridge. Things just sort of spiraled after that."
"How's the truck?" I asked him.
"Sitting in your driveway." he answered laughing at the question.
Dinner was awesome. Between the wine and the bourbon, we sat around after for hours just talking and getting to know Jared a little better. He talked about school and his roommate Derrick, who was from Mobile. Derrick was nearby in Gatlinburg having apparently met some local lovely who had taken him to a cabin for the week. I learned that we had a lot in common, his first car had been a 1968 Oldsmobile and mine a 1966 Oldsmobile. He had a love for all things SEC football, as did I. (Even though I was a Vanderbilt grad and he went to "that damned school in Alabama". But the kicker came when he said that he hoped the Falcons could turn their season around this year.
Debbie was nestled against my shoulder and Kristi was leaning against Jared's. Had another boat come by all they would have seen were two young couples setting on the back of a boat, talking and having a good time. For the briefest of moments our hidden lives seemed perfectly normal and serene. It felt nice.
Kristi stood up, stretched and said, "Well, as much as I hate to break up this budding bromance, I am going to bed. Care to join me?" she added looking down at Jared and holding out her hand.
"Your wish is my desire m' Lady." he said as he climbed to his feet and kissing the knuckles of her hand.
Debbie elbowed me in the ribs. "Take some notes Sweetheart. You might learn something here." she said giggling.
"Yes dear." I replied standing up and holding my hand out to her and then in a pirate's lilt I added, "Be Ye ready for the hammock, Galley Wench?"
"Oh God!" she said laughing as she stood up.
I turned off the cabin lights and as I got into bed Debbie said, "See, I told you, they are very much in love with one another."
"Yeah, I noticed that." I said propping my head on the pillows as she snuggled into my shoulder.
"You like Jared, don't you?" she asked, looking at me to gauge my reaction.
"Yeah, I really do. He is honest and sincere, and he doesn't hold back."
"He really is a nice guy. I got to know him really well last summer. Dad loved him."
"He never stayed on the boat?" I questioned.
"No, I think he felt self-conscience about it because his parents don't have a lot of money and he didn't want to seem like he was mooching."
"So why the change of heart?"
"Us. This. Does that make sense?"
I paused for a moment before I answered, "Yeah, yeah it does. He feels safe here now."
"Exactly." she responded and then she asked me, "Did you enjoy the baby oil show you got?"
"Well, it was kinda hot."
"Kinda?" she replied running a fingertip across my chest.
"Okay. Alright. It was smoking hot. Two college chicks rubbing baby oil on each other's bodies. Who wouldn't get turned on by that? Two girls fighting or two girls; well you get the idea. Seriously, you would have, and you know it."
"I did, and it was my idea. I wanted to give you a special treat for inviting them out, and Kristi was more than happy to go along with it. I know you said that you didn't like sharing your toy, but I want you to know something."
"What?" I asked feeling my dick getting hard.
"I loved it when I felt her hands on my body because they were so warm and so very soft."
"Really?"
"Yes, and her nipples were rock hard because she was turned on so much. She is probably going to fuck Jared's brains out tonight."
"Really?" I asked rolling on to my side and pinching her right nipple between my thumb and forefinger.
"Yes." Debbie said, sliding her hand down and cupping my balls, "And when she pinched my nipples like you are now, I thought I was going to cum on the spot."
"Did you?" I whispered.
"No." she responded gasping, "I was so close, but I didn't, and I've been aching ever since."
"I can fix that." I said.
Spreading her legs apart, she grabbed my hand and pushed it down towards her pussy.
"What are you waiting for Mike? An invitation?"
Breakfast was over by nine and by ten we were headed back to the dock. I had a deep feeling of remorse as I backed Deborah Jo into the slip for the last time of the season. I would be calling the marina on Monday to have them winterize her and it would be March or April at the earliest before we took her back out again. As I shut the engines off I really couldn't believe how my life had changed because of a boat.

"Through with Engines", I mumbled to myself as I shut them off.
"Huh?" Debbie asked, sitting beside me at the helm.
"It's a Navy Term Baby. It means he engines won't be needed for a while and you can shut the boilers that power them down completely."
"That's sad." She said mournfully.
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "I said a while. We will be back in a few months and we will have to come back periodically to check on her through the winter."
"Yeah."
"Do you see that switch on the AC unit that says 'Reverse'?"
"Yes?"
"That turns the heater on and nobody will be around to hear anything."
"Oh." she said and then she smiled a wicked little smile. "Oh!"
"Exactly."
"Dude, you would think they could make a list before hand." Jared protested as we got into the car for the first trip.
"Jared, if you want to get laid again between now and the Apocalypse, keep that to yourself."
"But,"
"No."
"I mean,"
"No. Trust me Dude. Just, no, and for the love of all things Holy, remember to say thank you when they start making dinner tomorrow."
"That won't be a problem! Kristi can cook like Paula Dean on steroids, but Nutmeg? What the fuck is Nutmeg and why do we need it?"
"No idea but we can ask when we get there."
"Cool!"
Jared and I had bonded like brothers over the past few hours. First there was the trip to the store to get Nutmeg for the Pumpkin Pie, then came the trip back to the store to get chicken broth and sage sausage for the stuffing, then came the other trip back to the store to get the dinner rolls and 'if they have it a decent red wine for dinner tonight and a white for tomorrow". By the time we were done going to the store to get the things we needed for dinner, we were literally frustrated brothers from a different mother.
I love Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving rocks! I woke up to the smell of roasting turkey and other smells that I couldn't quiet identify. Stumbling into the kitchen to get coffee, I found Debbie and Kristi in there wearing a button-down shirt and a silk robe with little to nothing else, respectively. Raising both hands in the air and bowing my head, I said, "Lord! I'd like to thank You for giving me a glimpse of the Promised Land."
"Can I get an Amen?" said Jared as he stumbled into the kitchen behind me.
They both turned to stare at us and we slowly and silently slinked our way to the coffee maker, poured two cups of Starbucks Holiday Blend and as quietly as church mice made our way to the den to watch the Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade. I have stared Death Himself in the face on far flung beaches putting Marines ashore to go do their thing but the look my sister gave me that morning put the fear of God in me. Honestly, to be so damned little, she can be kind of scary sometimes.
Jared and I had agreed that they purposely intended to ply us with food, drink and the hint of sex for the entire day because they didn't change out of their morning attire until noon or so. When she did shower and change, Debbie showed up wearing a dark blue wool skirt, a white silk blouse, knee high black boots, with her long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. Yeah, Kristi was wearing something else too, but I wasn't paying attention to her; ask Jared sometime, he can probably tell you what it was.
"How do I look?" she asked coyly when she saw me staring at her.
"Beautiful." I replied reverently, watching her eyes light up as I said it.
"Thank you." she rose up on her toes and gave me a brief kiss. "Dinner should be ready by five; six at the latest."
"Okay."
"Mike?"
"Yes."
"Thank you for having Kristi and Jared over for the week. It means a lot to me seeing her this happy and relaxed."
"You're welcome Deborah." watching her smile again when I said it, then I added, "Are you girls going shopping tomorrow?"
"Well." she paused, "Now that you mention it." she added smiling, "We had discussed it this morning."
"Uh huh." I said with a knowing grin on my face.
I reached for my wallet and pulled out a VISA card with her name on it.
"Try not to melt it and keep it under a thousand or so."
She looked down at the card and seeing her name on it looked back up at me with a confused look on her face.
"I added you to my account, the card came yesterday."
"Best big bother ever!" she said grinning hugely and walking toward the bedroom to put the card in her wallet.
"I try." I whispered as I watched her walk away.
After dinner was over I sat on the back porch for a while watching the last of that magnificent sun setting over the hills behind the house and thought back on everything that had happened to me since June. I loved Tennessee, but I knew that sooner or later I was going to have to either leave it behind or run the risk of mine and Debbie's relationship being exposed. This was a small southern town and eventually, people would be able to put two and two together and come up with four. Neither of us could afford that and my main priority was and always would be, protecting my sister.
I glanced at the window and saw Debbie and Kristi looking at their iPads and excitedly talking about where they would be going tomorrow. Debbie glanced up at me and winked, then her attention went right back to the iPad. I knew she was excited to have her friend here and I really was glad that Kristi and Jared had shown up but a small part of me was becoming slightly unsettled at the thought of more and more people learning about us.
The air was really starting to get cold without the sun there to heat it so with darkness falling I stepped back inside and went to the fireplace to start a fire. Once it was going I sat down on the couch and started mindlessly flipping through the channels until I came to the evening football game. Leaving it there more to have some noise in the background than having an interest in the game itself, I resumed thinking.
Jared walked in, looked at the TV, then looked at me and sat down in the recliner and began watching the game. After a few minutes he said quietly, "I know that look man. I've had it on my face a thousand times over the past two years."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. That's the 'What the Hell am I doing sleeping with her?' look."
I snorted and then said "Yeah."
"Want me to let you in on a secret?"
"Anything would help at this point Jared."
"It isn't your call to make. Debbie was and is the one who gets to decide whether this situation ends or not."
"Huh?" I said looking at him like he owed me money or something.
"It's not your call, so don't even try to make it. If she had wanted out, she would have been gone a long time ago. Yes, she's your sister but she decided that you were going to be more than just her brother. I don't know how it started but I have two hundred dollars in my back pocket that says she was the one that made the first move. Do you want to take the bet?"
"Nope!" I said laughing way more loudly than I should have discussing this subject with anyone.
"Damn! I could have really used that money too!" Jared said with a grin on his face and returning his attention to the game.
"So?" I asked him.
"Yeah?"
"How did you come to grips with it?"
"Honestly, it took the better part of a year and me almost pissing it away. I told her we needed to quit and start seeing other people before we got caught and ruined our lives."
Knowing the answer, I asked the question anyway, "How did she take it?"
"Pretty well all things considered. She called me a world class asshole and a dickhead and a couple of other names that I had to Google to find out what they meant, she broke the frame of the camper door because she slammed it so hard and she didn't speak to me for almost three months. Other than that, she was okay with it." He said with a sly grin on his face.
"Yeah, I don't think I would get off that easy. I taught Debbie how to field dress a deer when she was eleven. In retrospect, that may have been a bad idea." I responded.
"Ouch!"
"Yeah."
"So, there I was, keeping the door to the camper shut with a bungee cord and one night I got drunk and started feeling sorry for myself and I called her and apologized."
"Did it work?"
"Aww Hell no! She called me another name that I had to Google then told me to never drunk dial her again and hung up on me."
"Camper?"
"Yeah, a bad storm blew through my hometown one night the summer before last. It was really bad, two tornados touched down and one of them took part of the roof off of my parent's home. Dad didn't have insurance on it and it took a while to get things fixed. The biggest missing chunk was right over my bedroom. So, I stayed in an old camper they own for three months, before I went to school. It was that or the couch and the camper had AC and a real bed, so I took it."
"Oh."
"Hey, it wasn't that rough. It was kind of nice having a place to go where Kristi and I could be alone for more than five minutes. It's kind of like your boat, I felt safe there with Kristi, we could lock the door, and nobody could get in unless we let them."
"Yep." I said.
"So, as I was saying, don't sweat it. This isn't your call and never will be. Just play it cool in public and when you get home, or when you are out on the boat, the two of you can be you. It really is pretty simple."
"Thanks man."



"Anytime. By the way, the first two sessions were free, after this you have to start buying booze." He said earnestly.
"Not a problem." I replied laughing. I was really going to miss talking to him.
The urge to spend money swept over the girls at the ungodly hour of half past four in the morning. Debbie slipped from the bed and got ready and before she left gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and reminded me that we were going Christmas Tree shopping when they got back.
"Yes dear." I mumbled into my pillow and then rolled over and promptly attempted to go back to sleep.
"Don't forget to get the lights out of the shed."
"Yes dear." I mumbled again.
"Oh, and make sure you have the decorations in the living room."
"Why don't I just hire you a hot gardener to do all of that instead?" I asked sleepily.
"You can do that after you get the lights and decorations out and we get the tree."
"Yes dear."
"I love you Mike, see you soon." She said kissing my cheek again and running her fingers through my hair.
"I love you too Debbie."
As promised, by ten or so I had the decorations and lights in the living room, the tree stand, and skirt by the window and Jared and I were working on our third cup of coffee when the girls came back in carrying several bags and laughing. That doesn't look too bad I thought to myself. Jared arched an eyebrow at the bags Kristi was carrying and then said, "Looks like you got off light Dude."
Debbie kissed me on the cheek and said sweetly, "Can you two go and get the rest of the bags out of the trunk and backseat please?"
"Trunk AND backseat?" I asked incredulously sitting up straight in my chair and wondering what I would find out there.
"Nah, this is it. I just wanted to see if I could get a reaction out of you." she said smiling down at me and adding, "Let us get changed and we can grab brunch and go find a tree."
It was twelve feet tall and filled half the living room; Clark Griswold would have been proud of my selection abilities. The girls did a hell of a job trimming it and by sunset the place smelled like a pine forest. I was beginning to look forward to a quiet Christmas at home for the first time in two years.
The rest of the weekend went smoothly and when Jared was leaving, I told him that our door was always open, if he wanted to come up. Smiling he held out his hand and said "It's nice having a place to disappear to. I'll take you up on it."
The girls left for Kentucky shortly after Jared left, and I found myself alone again. A week or so later Kristi told Debbie that she and Jared would be spending Christmas with his college roommate in Gatlinburg. She also said that Jared would be driving to Kentucky after the semester ended to help them move their belongings to the house. Debbie called me shortly after the conversation and opened with "It's just going to be us for Christmas."
"Okay." I replied.
"You don't mind?"
"Mind? A nice quite Christmas morning, my second favorite elf snuggled up beside me with a fire roaring in the fireplace. Who would mind that?"
"Second favorite?" she said laughing as she spoke. "And who, pray tell, is number one?"
"Will Ferrell, but it really is a close race."
"You are just a cotton-headed ninny-muggins!"
"Guilty. See you Friday night Debbie. I love you."
"I can't wait. I love you too." Then she hung up.
Looking around at the empty house I sighed and realized how lonely I was. Maybe I should get a dog I thought to myself. A puppy for Christmas would be nice and I knew that Debbie had a soft spot for them so that wouldn't be a problem. And that is exactly how Christmas went; we sat on the couch watching as the newest family member, Duke the Wonder Beagle, bounced around on the floor sniffing everything he could and barking at the things that confused him.
By the second week of January Debbie and Kristi had transferred and were busy getting ready for the next term to start. They were together constantly, and it felt great not being alone in the house anymore. One bitterly cold afternoon Debbie and I went to check on the boat, more for alone time than anything else.
"Shit it's cold!" Debbie said as we trudged down the dock.
"Yup." I said, picking Duke up so we could walk more than three feet without stopping to sniff something. Stepping aboard I quickly turned the heat on and sat him down so he could get acquainted with his other home.
I was just going to give it a quick inspection and then head back home when I felt Debbie come up behind me and wrap her arms around my waist. "Too bad it's winter." she whispered softly.
"Why do you say that?"
"There won't be another storm for months and I was thinking that it would be nice to relive a very pleasant memory." She responded as she slipped her hands under my coat and began to rub my chest.
"Do tell? Which one is that?"
"The one where you lay in bed beside me and tell me to cum for my big brother while I play with myself."
When we walked into the house two hours later Kristi had a bemused look on her face and then burst out laughing when I removed my coat.
"What?" Debbie asked in a genuinely innocent tone of voice.
"Did we get lost or did we take advantage of an abandoned boat dock for a quickie?"
"What makes you think that happened?" I asked piously.
"Your shirt is on wrong side out Stud." she said leaving the room with peals of her laughter echoing through the house.
"Oopsie." said Debbie smiling up at me as I stood there dumbfounded.
I winked and said, "You're worth it."
"Perfect answer." She responded with her smile broadening into a grin.
January quickly faded into February and Valentine's Day was coming up. I had planned on taking Debbie to her favorite restaurant in Chattanooga. Then, on the 13th, Fate stepped in and my life went to Hell in a handbasket for a day.
"Why did you even answer the fucking phone Michael?" Debbie's shout rang in my ears.
"I don't know! I thought it might be an emergency!" I replied.
"Why would you give a fuck if there was an emergency?" she said loudly and then added "Unless you still love that slut!"
The cause for this was that my ex, Susan, had drunk dialed me on the day before Valentine's Day and had told me that she was sorry for all that she had put me through and that she really wanted to try to make things work out; now that we had time apart from one another to think about our situation. I had answered the phone out of shock more than anything else. I had deleted her as a contact, but I recognized the number on Caller ID and answered.
Debbie had heard every word Susan had slurred out in a teary, drunken outburst but before she heard my response, "Thanks Susan, but I'd rather suck a dick on prime-time TV than to have you in my bed again." she had fled the room.
"No Debbie I don't still love her." I said as I caught up with her in the living room. "I was just surprised that she called, and I answered to see what was going on. That is all there is to it."
"How many times have you spoken to her?" she asked, sitting down on the couch.
"That was the first time I have heard her voice since the divorce finalized."
"How do I know that?" she replied with tears in her eyes.
"Oh, grow up!" I snapped and instantly regretted it.
"What?" she shouted at me.
"Debbie, look, there is nothing going on with her. She was drunk and called me. I'm not going back to her. Ever."
She sat there looking at me and then climbing to her feet she walked quietly out of the room. A moment later I heard the front door shut and looking out the window I saw her get into her car and drive away. I stood there silently and thought to myself, "Dude, you fucked up."
"Dude, you fucked up." Kristi said, sitting across from me on the couch.
"Yeah, I know."
"When I spoke to her earlier she said she would be home tonight. She isn't mad, she is hurt that you told her to grow up more than anything else."
"Yeah." I replied, "It wasn't one of my better responses."
"Not even close. She was ranting about men in general though and not you specifically. So, I wouldn't worry about it too much."
"Ranting?"
"Yeah women do that when we get angry. You will be happy to know that men are disingenuous, self-centered, egotistical, immature, selfish, crude, imbecilic, worthless, spineless cretins with no socially redeeming values what so ever." Kristi said with a clever smile on her face.
"Really? Hell, I could have told you that." I said chuckling.
"She still loves you or she would have resorted to profanity."
"Thanks." I replied dryly.
Debbie came back home around seven and walking into the living room she uttered the most feared four words any man can hear.
"We need to talk."
"Okay." I said dreading the conversation already.
"I know I overreacted this afternoon but there are so many things that can go wrong with us that when something like this happens, I'm probably always going to overreact. Michael, I'm terrified of what could happen if anyone finds out about us and if that slut thought for a minute that there was something going on she would be at the police station before you could get an attorney on the phone."
"True." I said quietly.
"I just need some time to think." Those are seven words that no man ever wants to hear either because the next six are inevitably "I will always love you but,"
"I will always love you but, I as much as I thought I was, I am not prepared for all of this. We need to slow down or even stop altogether before we get caught."
"No, no and fuck no!" I said firmly.
"What?"
"No." I said firmly.
"It's not like you have a choice Michael. I'm the one making the decision."
"Will you at least listen to me?" I pled.
"Sure. Go ahead." she said softly.
"I almost left when my divorce was final. I was looking at places in New England to move to. Then Dad got sick and I stayed to help and to make sure you got through college. I had planned on leaving as soon as you graduated, then, well, this started. I will leave when you graduate if that is what you want me to do, but honestly, I'd much rather have you come with me when I do."
"Yeah?"
"Yes."
"And what are we going to do then Mike? Settle down in some quaint, idyllic cottage in the mountains of Vermont and make babies during the long cold winters?" she asked looking down at the floor.
"If that's what you want."
"That's a pipe dream Michael and you damn well know it. What is going to happen is that I am moving into the guest room and this is ending; tonight."
"No Debbie, what is going to happen is this; you're going to bed in our bed and we will work through this together. I love you too much to give up after a single blip. I fucked up and I know I fucked up and the least you can do is give me the opportunity to make it up to you. I am truly sorry.' then pausing I added, "One night, that is all I am asking for, just one night."
"And tomorrow?"
"I'll ask you for another." I said quietly.
From behind us we both heard "Oh for the love of God Debbie! Give the poor bastard another chance!"
We both whipped around to see Kristi standing in the hallway. She was holding Duke who was busy trying to lick her face and shaking her head she added, "If I wasn't already in a relationship I would make a move on your brother so fast you wouldn't know what I was doing until I asked you to be the maid of honor at our wedding! Jesus woman, men like him don't just drop out of the sky."
Walking toward us she stopped and placed Duke on the ground and then walked over and hugged Debbie for a moment; then she held her left arm up and waved her hand at me. Stepping over to them I wrapped them both in a hug and we stood there silently holding each other.
Finally, Kristi broke the silence and asked, "I guess this is as close to a threesome as I am going to get with you two huh?"
I leaned down and kissed the top of her head then responded, "Afraid so Bilge Rat."
"God!" Debbie said laughing. "What am I going to do with you two?"
"I suggested something, weren't you listening?" Kristi replied giggling.
Debbie stared at her for a second then said, "I'll share him when you share Jared."
"Really?" Kristi said looking down at her.
"No." Debbie said flatly.
"Tease!"
Raising up on her tiptoes she kissed Kristi softly on the lips then responded, "Always."
Late April 2015
Jared and I stood on the back deck of the Deborah Jo watching Debbie and Kristi walk down the dock leading a bouncing Duke and carrying the last of the groceries to the boat. It was a beautifully warm Spring day; the engines were idling and aside from one line on the bow she was ready to go.
Jared looked over at me and asked, "How did you manage to get the entire week off?"
"I told them my sister had friends coming in for Spring Break and that we were going to spend it on the river."
"That works."
"Yeah, the fun part was when my boss got curious as to how many people I could sleep on this thing."
"What did you say?" Jared asked grinning.
"Four, but you have to be on very close terms with everybody."
He was still laughing about it ten minutes later when we turned into the channel.
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
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My name is Mark Jones and two weeks before I graduated from high school my dad Brandon walked in from work and announced that he had been transferred to Tennessee. He was excited because the transfer was part of a promotion and with it came a substantial pay-raise. I knew it was a large one because when he handed the offer letter to my mom she read it and then sat down looking as though she had seen a ghost.
I was fine with the move, although leaving the house I had grown up in was going to be a little sad. I was l leaving for college in September and not coming home to the only home I had known was going to seem strange. Ironically, I had enrolled at a small college only sixty miles from dad's new job location. I had played football as an outside linebacker, but my overall GPA wasn't high enough to play at the college level. My plan was to go to college for a year and then try out as a walk on my sophomore year. I tried to keep an upbeat attitude about the move; my baby sister on the other hand? Let's just say that didn't go too smoothly for my parents.
Jennifer had just finished up her junior year in high school. She is a real beauty and a cheerleader who also played on the girls' soccer team. She is a social butterfly who has more friends than she knows what to do with. She also has more male admirers than she knows what to do with and the only thing that kept them at bay was her snarling six-foot four inch, two hundred and forty pound big brother. I didn't want to think about what she was going to have to put up with once I was gone but she had to grow up sometime.
First, she argued that she could stay with our mom's sister and finish school in Atlanta. When that didn't work, she pouted. When that failed, she pitched a fit. When that bombed, she screamed "You hate me!" and stomped out of the living room; slamming the door so hard that my mother immediately leapt to her feet and followed her to her bedroom.
Dad and I just sat there in the living room watching the Brave's game and listening to the screeching and shrieking that was coming from upstairs. It lasted all of two minutes before it suddenly went silent and Mom reappeared with a very subdued Jennifer in tow. Jennifer tossed her head, sending her blonde hair flying and then looked at my dad and said, "Daddy, I'm sorry for acting like a spoiled brat."
"Anything else?" my dad responded dryly.
"Yes sir. I don't have to like it, but I have no choice. You and Mom are the adults and you make the decisions." Jennifer said softly.
That mantra had been repeated to us since we were babies and when we really screwed the pooch, mom would make us say it back to them. It was humiliating but just the threat of it often worked wonders on our attitudes, especially when we were out in public. I found out later, from Dad, that Mom had threatened to take away her phone, tablet and then she told Jennifer that any chances she had of getting a car when she turned eighteen in August, were toast.
The day after I graduated we loaded up in mom's Tahoe and headed north up I-75 to meet with the realtor they had chosen and to look at a few houses. (A few being the first ten that mom had seen on the internet.) The town we were moving to was small by any standard, but when the realtor mentioned that the girls' soccer team had made it to the state semi-finals last year Jennifer's eyes got wide and she seemed to settle down a bit.
We were on house number eight on the second day of the trip when mom absolutely found the house of her dreams. It was a one hundred and ten year old Victorian home that had three stories, five bedrooms, three baths, a living room, formal dining room, a parlor and five fireplaces. It also had central heat and air conditioning and my dad groaned when he thought about what the electricity bill was going to look like in June, July, and August.
I had picked the bedroom on the top floor as mine because Jennifer thought that it was too creepy up there and had settled for a room on the second floor. As I looked around I noticed the view from my bedroom window looked down on the back yard of the house next door, it was huge and there was a pool. "Who knows?" I said aloud, not realizing that my dad had entered the room, "Maybe they have a hot daughter."
Dad walked up beside me and glancing out the window he added "Or two, or three."
"Hey, a guy can dream, can't he?" I said smiling at him.
"Absolutely son, absolutely." He said with a knowing grin. "Just be careful, I don't want you back here next summer raising a grandchild in the house next door."
"Won't happen." I said, meaning every word of it.
"Cool, now let's go back downstairs and figure out how close to bankruptcy your mother is going to drive me fixing this place up." he said, seeming to resign himself to the fact that he was about to open a huge line of credit at the nearest hardware store.
Dad's company paid the closing costs on the house so that sped the process up and moving day arrived a month later. On July 2nd my family found ourselves standing in the font yard waiting on the movers to show up and Jennifer was in another huff because she had made plans with her friends to go to Stone Mountain and watch the fireworks display.
Once the truck showed up we all went to work with mom pointing and yelling like a tiny German Field Marshall at anyone moving anything into her new nest. Dad and I had wrestled the washer and dryer off the truck and they were sitting by the front porch. Around eleven or so we were discussing how to best move them into the house when a black Camaro pulled into the driveway of the house next door.
The driver's door opened, and a tall, lithesome brunette slid out. She was wearing a tight cream-colored pencil skirt, a black short sleeved blouse that was stretched to its limit across her chest, dark sunglasses and black stiletto heels. Two boys looking to be between nine and eleven hopped out of the passenger side door and raced into the house laughing. She stared at us for a minute and then smiled, waved and walked toward her front door.
"Damn!" I muttered softly as dad and I stood there gawking at her.
"Umm, yup. I do believe that is what they call a MILF." Dad said almost whispering.
"No hot daughter though." I said, feigning sadness and praying to God above that MILF I was gawking at loved her pool. Who needed a hot daughter with a woman like that living next door?
"Good thing too, at least I don't have to worry about the grandkids living next door now."
I didn't plan it, but it couldn't have worked out better if I had. Dad had gone inside to ask mom if she was ready to bring the washer and dryer in, when the lady next door came out and walked toward her mailbox. Dad yelled out for me to bring the dryer in, so I squatted and getting a good grip on it, I picked it up carried it up the steps.
Walking back to the washer I did the same thing and when I stopped to grab the dolly to finish the move from the porch to the laundry room, I looked over to see her standing in her driveway staring at me. She had pulled her sunglasses down her nose and was standing completely still. I waved and as I started to turn my attention back to the task at hand, she pushed her glasses back up, spun on her heels and walked quickly into her house; leaving me with a great view of her ass moving under the tight confines of her skirt while she scurried away.
Twenty minutes later there was a knock on the front door and when Dad opened it our new neighbor was standing there. She had changed and was wearing a white t-shirt, cutoff blue jean shorts that showed off her long legs and tennis shoes. She smiled and said brightly, "Hi! I'm your new neighbor and I just wanted to drop in for a minute to introduce myself."
Mom walked over and holding out her hand said "Michelle Jones; this is my husband Brandon. Please come in but the place is a chaotic wreck right now."
"That ok, I understand." She said laughing and stepping across the threshold, "my name is Lauren, Lauren North, it is nice to meet you Michelle."
Jennifer had popped into the room to see what was going on and mom introduced both of us. Lauren looked at me and smiling said, "That was quiet the display you put on in the yard a little while ago."
Smiling and probably blushing a little, I said, "Thank you, but it was just a washer and dryer."
Mom looked at us perplexed and then Lauren said "Your son carried a washer up the steps by himself. When I got my new one last month, it took all the delivery guys could manage to get it onto the porch without hurting themselves."
"Oh, that." Dad said laughing, "Yeah he is a tank alright. He benched twenty-five reps of two twenty-five at a combine this past spring."
"Very impressive!" she said glancing toward me.
I stood there silently and eventually sat down on the couch as her and mom started talking about things that women talk about. Where the nearest grocery store was, the salons in town, where to get a mani-pedi and then Lauren asked Jennifer, who was listening intently, "Do you babysit?"
"Sometimes. I'm good with kids."
"I go out occasionally and I might need a babysitter soon. Mine just got married and her new husband is in the Navy. They are moving to Guam in at the middle of the month. I'll pay you ten dollars an hour."
"Ten bucks an hour?" I piped up. "Who does your lawn?"
Laughing she said, "I have a service that comes over twice a month to do that."
"It never hurts to ask." I said.
"Do you know how to take care of a swimming pool?" she asked me.
"No, but I can Google it!" I said laughing.
"That's not exactly what I meant Mark." she said laughing, "I don't need mine done, my brother sends guys over to do it for me. He owns a pool service company and I don't know what he pays but I can call him to see if he needs any help. I know his guys make a ton of money during the season; and it is pool season. I'm out by mine every afternoon that it isn't raining."
"Please do ma'am. I would love to make some extra money before I go to school." I said, then praying silently I thought, "Please God, if you've never heard a single prayer I've uttered before, listen to this one. Let there be a drought this summer. Please? Can You do that for me?"
"Give me your number and I'll have him call you."
"Yes ma'am." I said as I rattled it off to her. "Thank you, Missus North." I added.
"Lauren, please." She said smiling at me.
Turning to mom she said, "It has been nice meeting you, all of you, but I've got to get back and start making lunch for my boys, I have them this week and they get cranky if they don't eat."
Laughing and nodding toward me mom replied, "You should see this one when he goes at it. Sometimes I think his stomach starts in his feet."
"I bet! Bye for now. I'll be in touch Jennifer!" she said waving back at us as she walked out of the door.
"Well, she certainly seems nice." Mom said; then turning to me and Jennifer and noticing that we weren't actively engaged in putting the house in order, she began to snap off commands that sent us running all over the house.
About an hour later I had managed to escape the evil clutches of the little dictator and had retreated to my room. Setting the last box of my clothes down I glanced out the window and saw Lauren sitting in a chaise lounge by the pool while her boys splashed around in the shallow end. She was wearing a white bikini; dark sunglasses and her hair was held up in a loose bun. To say that she was stunning was an understatement and I felt my shorts start to tighten as I continued to watch.
I felt like a world class pervert standing in my room spying on a neighbor that I had just met. I knew it was wrong and I knew that I shouldn't be standing here watching her, so I did the only thing I could think of. I grabbed a chair and sat down to watch.
After about a half an hour she stood up and said something to the boys and they climbed out of the pool and headed into the house. The show was over, and I had just locked my door and laid down on the bed to relieve the swelling in my shorts when my phone chimed with a text message. I glanced down at UNKNOWN NAME and slid the screen only to have my heart stop and the hardon I had been sporting deflate like I had been kicked in the balls.
"Did you like what you saw Mark?" ~ Lauren
"Aww shit! I'm busted! So much for the job!", then I thought, "Why try to deny it or lie to her?"
"Yes, I did. You really do that suit justice."
A minute later I read, "Thank you. It is nice to be appreciated."
"Every afternoon huh?" I replied.
"When it isn't raining." ;o) Came an immediate reply.
"I'll pray for a drought." I responded.
"LOL!!"
Then I got a picture of the most marvelous set of boobs that had ever come across my phone covered in the white bikini top. The material was stretched tight over them and I couldn't help but notice that her nipples were pierced. The caption said "So you can see them up close. What do you think?"
"Those are awesome!" I typed as my hand began to tremble.
"Thank you! I'll call my brother John in a bit to see about getting you a job for the summer. Maybe you can be the one who comes by and takes care of things for me." ;o)
I lay back on my pillow thinking "I'm really going to need a box of tissues in here."
"Fifteen dollars an hour!" mom exclaimed the next afternoon as I told her what the job offer was.
"Forty hours a week guaranteed plus at least ten hours in overtime. I did the math, that is over eight hundred a week between now and when school starts. He also said I could work after Labor Day if I wanted to drive home on the weekends. If it weren't for football season, I could make some serious cash working part time and sleep in my bed on Friday and Saturday nights."
"Cool," Dad said laughing, "you can pay for your own classes now!"
"Brandon!" mom said in a tone that caused dad to throw both hands in the air.
"I was kidding! Besides, I'm kind of jealous of the lad. He is making good money to get to stare at bikini clad beauties all summer long. That's a dream job for a guy his age."
"Yes sir!" I said smiling at him.
"MEN!" mom said in a huff as she stormed out of the room.
I climbed the stairs to my room and looking out the window I saw the boys playing in the pool, but Lauren wasn't present. Then I glanced at her house and just about passed out. She was standing in the master bedroom, on the ground floor and she was completely nude! She was looking down at the bed as if she was trying to decide something; then I saw her lift a red and blue bikini top up and look at them both side by side.
Grinning, I fished my phone out of my pocket and quickly typed one word.
"Red."
I hit Send and then stepped away from the window; a full minute passed before my phone chimed.
"LOL! Where the hell are you, Stalker!"
"Watching a goddess getting dressed in front of an open window."
"Goddess huh? You win. Red it is. I hope you enjoyed the show; did you ninja any pics to remember it by?"
"No." :o(
"Better luck next time Hun!" ;o)
"Yeah." I thought sadly and then I walked downstairs to grab lunch and mow the lawn.
After dinner Jennifer and I got dressed to go for a run. We both tried to do three to four miles a day to stay ready in the off season; occasionally we would do five if the weather was right. Tonight, the heat and humidity dictated a nice slow three. We were returning to the house about twenty-six minutes later when I saw a red Ford pick-up parked in Lauren's driveway.
The driver, who I assumed was Lauren's ex, was standing by the passenger door talking to her. Their boys were already in the truck and I could see them bouncing around excitedly. Lauren was looking down at the ground as her ex was talking and suddenly her head snapped up and we both clearly heard her say "Screw you!" Then she turned and stormed off toward the house.
The asshole was laughing as he shut the door and walked around the truck. He was still smiling as he climbed in it and drove away, but not before lowering his sunglasses and lewdly staring at Jennifer as he drove past our yard. She is only seventeen, but her body is very well developed. She was wearing a pair of running shorts and a sports bra and if you hadn't known how hold she was, you would have never guessed it.
"Perv!" Jennifer exclaimed as he drove away.
"Yeah, I'm kind of glad he isn't living there. I'd hate to go to prison before I went to college."
Smiling she looked up at me and said "I love you Mark. You've got to be the best big brother ever."
"I try Jen." I said honestly as I looked at Lauren's front door wondering what he had said that had caused the outburst.
After I showered I walked to my room and when I glanced down at my phone, I saw a missed text.
"I'm sorry you guys saw that. He was being a real jerk tonight."
"That's ok. I've seen worse." I replied, thinking back on some of the altercations I had seen between my friend's parents when they had divorced.
"You really are a sweet guy Mark. Some girl is going to be very lucky when she meets you."
"Thank you."
I glanced out the window and couldn't see her anywhere. Laying back on the bed I waited for her response. When I didn't get one I took a guess and sent another message.
"Hey." I typed.
"What?"
"Stop crying."
"LOL! Where are you now Stalker?"
"In my room."
"How did you know I was crying?"
"You were just in an argument with your ex. I took a shot."
"I was in an argument with my husband. The divorce isn't final yet."
"I hate semantics."
"I'm a paralegal, semantics pay my bills."
"Still hate them!"
"Ok you're right. No more crying."
"Good. You're far too pretty to be crying."
"Aww, Thank you."
"You're welcome."
"So..."
"So..."
"Want to play a game?"
"Sure, what's it called?"
"Help the Neighbor."
Jumping to my feet I looked out my window and saw Lauren striding across her yard toward our house. It took all my self-control to walk downstairs instead of running. I timed it perfectly and had just gotten to the living room when the doorbell rang.
"I got it." I said, looking at mom, who was entranced in a new book.
"Thanks Mark." she said without even looking up.
Opening the door, I looked at Lauren and smiling said, "Hi!"
"Hi yourself Mark! Do you know anything about garage door openers?"
"Um, not really, why?"
"Mine stopped working and I'm clueless about anything with a motor on it. I was wondering if you or your dad could come take a look at it for me?"
I glanced over at mom, who had put her book down and was walking toward the door. She looked at me and said, "Mark! Where are your manners? Invite her inside!"
Looking at Lauren she added, "I'm so sorry Lauren, I raised him better than this."
Lauren laughed and said, "It's okay Michelle, I'm raising two of them, believe me, I know how boys are!"
"I am so glad those days are behind me." Mom said smiling at her, then added, "In a few years, they will both be gone, and I'll be looking forward to grandchildren."
"Gee Mom. Thanks." I said dryly.



"Your dad is at the driving range; go on over and see if you can figure out what is wrong." Mom said turning back to the couch and her newest novel.
"Yes ma'am." I responded, then turning to Lauren I said, "Lead the way."
She turned and walked back toward her yard with me trailing behind admiring the sway of her hips and the way her cutoffs appeared to be painted on her ass. I was thinking "That dude is an idiot." before we had even made it out of our yard. By the time we got to her front door, I was convinced that legs and an ass like hers were the reasons that cutoff jeans were invented in the first place.
Walking inside I glanced around and said, "We just walked right past your garage."
Smiling up at me she replied, "And?"
"The door was open."
"Yes, it was."
"So?"
"So, I just wanted to see if I could be alone with you for a little while and not do anything stupid."
"Such as?" I asked grinning down at her.
"Oh God! This is going to be more difficult than I thought." She responded.
"Why?"
"Honestly Mark, do you really think I am that attractive?"
"Well, Dad called you a MILF before I did, so, there's that."
"Really!"
"Lauren, you turn heads from fifty-three down to nineteen."
"Your dad called me a MILF?"
"Yep, the day we moved in; when you pulled up and we were standing in the yard."
"Wow! Ok. Um, that just boosted my ego a tad bit." She said with a dazzling smile on her face.
"What the Hell Mark? No balls, no Blue Chips." I thought to myself.
"Do you really want to know what I think?" I asked her.
"Yes."
I reached out and brushed the hair away from her cheek pausing for a moment as her eyes widened and her lips parted. Then I bent down and kissed her, smiling as I heard her gasp slightly when our lips met. I moved closer to her and ran my hands slowly down her sides as she wrapped hers around my waist. Resisting the urge to cup her ass, I simply let them rest in the small of her back. Pulling away from her, I looked into her incredibly green eyes and said, "I think that if we had more than a few minutes, I could probably make you do something stupid."
"Jesus Mark." she said glancing down at the floor and then back up to me, "I never meant for that to happen Honey. I know you must think I'm a tease, or worse, a slut. But I really didn't mean to lead you on; at least not like this. We have to stop this. Please?"
"Okay." I said sadly, knowing full well that what might have been wasn't going to be, at least not this afternoon.
Then, simply out of curiosity, I asked her, "What did he say to cause you to react that way?"
"He said that if I had taken better care of myself he wouldn't have gone looking for something else."
I laughed.
"Gee, thanks." She said dryly. "That helps."
"You have got to be kidding me?" I replied as I walked toward through the kitchen and stepped into the garage.
"No, that's what he said." she answered, looking up at the ceiling and blinking back a tear in her eye.
"Fuck him!" I blurted out then turned beet red, mortified at my choice of words.
"I'd rather not, if it is all the same to you Sweetie." she responded, laughing at the appalled look on my face when I realized that I had dropped an F bomb.
Flipping the switch to the garage door I let it lower to the ground and then opened it. Turning around to make sure she was within my reach, I lowered it again and as the garage grew dark I reached out and pulled her to me. I ran my hands down her back but this time I did squeeze her ass; gently at first and then harder as I lowered my lips to hers. I listened to her moan softly as we kissed and I felt her body relax slightly; I reluctantly let her go and walked into the kitchen, with her following me.
"Did you enjoy that young man?" she asked me with a smile on her lips.
"God no! I hated every second of it!" I said grinning at her.
"You would be a lot more believable if you weren't grinning like a kid at Christmas." she replied.
"It was horrible." I said, stepping toward her and laughing as she held her hands out in front of her body and took a quick step back squealing, "Liar!"
Grinning and taking another step toward her I asked, "When is the last time someone chased you around the kitchen?"
"It's been a while."
"Shame we don't have more time. I could find out how fast you can run." I said sitting down on a barstool at the kitchen island.
"I'm beginning to see that." She said, relaxing somewhat but stepping to the side to place the island between the two of us.
"My mother did her best to raise a gentleman Lauren. I'm going to take that as my reward for fixing your garage door and go on back home before we, as you put it, do anything stupid."
"Thank you, Mark. Your mother did a tremendous job; but a gentleman would never ask for a reward for helping his neighbor."
"Lauren?" I asked pausing to wait for her reply.
"Mark?"
"I didn't say asked; I said I took what I wanted." I said staring at her until a slow blush crept across her cheeks.
"Oh God! Maybe it is a good thing we don't have more time." she said, looking at me and shaking her head. I would have normally felt bad about being that cocky, but she was returning my stare with a playful smile on her lips.
"Goodbye Lauren." I said standing up and walking out of the kitchen, "I'll see myself out."
"Goodbye Mark." She replied, watching me leave from the hallway to the kitchen as I opened the front door and headed back home.
The entire episode had, from start to finish, taken all of fifteen minutes and as I walked across the yard I realized that it would fuel quite a few late-night spank sessions. Damn that woman was a handful; literally, because her ass was a perfect fit for my hands. I was nineteen years old, I had just stolen a kiss, no, two kisses and grabbed the ass of the MILF next door; and she was smiling about it.
Life was good.
Later that night as I lay in bed watching TV my phone chimed and when I opened it up there was a text from Lauren.
"Still awake?"
"Yes."
"Can I tell you a secret?"
"Sure."
"I can still feel your hands squeezing my ass."
"And?"
"I'm going to have to take care of something before I get any sleep. Think about that Stalker."
"I will. Goodnight Lauren."
"Goodnight Mark."
A few minutes later I received a picture from her. She had arranged the sheets so that she was covered but it was obvious that she was nude. It was tasteful, classy, and it was damned hot. The caption beneath it said, "Just to help you sleep and by the way, this is what I wear at the pool when the boys aren't here."
Dropping my head back to my pillow I moaned "Oh fuck!" and then grabbed my cock to 'take care of something'. I groaned so loudly when I came that Jennifer, whose room was directly beneath mine, knocked on my door a few minutes later and asked if I was alright. I lied and told her that I had twisted my ankle; her laughing response of, "Okay. Sure!" let me know that she didn't believe me.
My training week was the longest week of my life. I would have rather done two-a-days in the heat and humidity of July than repeat that week. By Saturday, I was sunburnt to a crisp and I had muscles hurting where I didn't know I had muscles. There is a vast difference in being in shape and being in shape to play football. I needed to gain weight that summer, instead I dropped ten pounds that first week.
My saving grace came from the fact that each night at eight, like clockwork, Lauren would send me a picture of some part of her body. It was like an erotic jigsaw puzzle that I could put together with my imagination. Monday, it was a picture of her right hip from the side. I could just make out the curvature of her ass laying on the bed. Tuesday's picture was her right leg cocked up with a book resting against her thigh, the book was shielding my view of her pussy and her left leg was stretched out full length on the bed. It was obvious that she was nude because there was a conspicuous lack of panties involved. By Wednesday I was mesmerized and on Friday night I got a picture of both her bare breasts. Not a full on frontal view; but the view I would have had looking down at them if I were standing in front of her. I was right about the piercings.
With each picture she sent me I made certain to compliment her. I was also sure that I didn't say anything crude or obnoxious either. The last thing I wanted to do was fuck this arrangement up. My phone was slowly becoming my own private MILF spank bank and the last thing any guy in my situation would do is piss that away.
I woke up on Saturday morning, stumbled to the shower and then downstairs to grab some coffee and a bowl of cereal. I found a note on the counter telling me that Dad was at the golf course and that Mom and Jen had gone shopping in Knoxville and wouldn't be back until late that afternoon. So, I plopped down on the couch to watch TV and sat there thanking God that I had two days to recover before I really had to go to work.
Around noon my phone chimed. Dad sent me a text telling me that he was playing a second round and wouldn't be home until four or so. I acknowledged it and then turned my attention back to the TV. The phone chimed a second time in as many minutes only this time there was a picture of a pair of incredibly long, tan legs held up in the air with a sparkling pool in the background.
"Having a wonderful time. Wish you were here."
Grinning at the picture I responded with "Be careful what you ask for Tease; you might just get it."
"Tease?"
The next picture was one of her legs still in the air, only this time they were spread open with her left hand covering her pussy. "Does this look like I'm teasing?" It was clearly obvious that she wasn't wearing a bikini bottom. I started to walk upstairs and then thought, "No, let's see how this pans out first."
"That depends on what your fingers are doing."
"They are having a wonderful time. Weren't you paying attention?" ;o)
"You do realize I am at home, right?"
"Really?"
"Alone."
"Who is teasing whom Mark?"
"Is that an invitation to come take a dip in your pool Lauren?"
"Absolutely. I'll meet you at the gate to the back yard."
"Oh fuck!" I thought to myself, "This cannot be happening!" as I started walking numbly toward her house. When I got to the gate I knocked on it and when it opened I stepped through. Lauren closed it quickly and smiling at me said "Good morning Mark! So nice of you to drop by."
She was wearing a fluffy red cotton robe that was tied at the waist and I could tell from the cleavage on display that if she was wearing anything under the robe, it was tiny.
"Thank you for the invitation. Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Aren't you worried about your neighbors seeing into your yard?"
"Nope! Thanks to the privacy fence, the only window with a view into this yard is yours and I don't mind a bit if you look all you want to. At least you appreciate what you see." she answered, looking me in the eyes when she said it.
"That I do ma'am, that I truly do." I said honestly.
"Let's go inside for a minute Sweetie, we really do need to talk."
"Okay." I responded, following her around the corner and into the patio door.
Laruen walked to the fridge and reaching inside pulled out a bottle of water. She held it up offering it to me and when I declined she opened it and took a sip.
She paused for a minute and setting the water bottle down on the island she took a seat at the bar and said, "One of our attorneys at the firm I work at; the one handling my side of the divorce told me, 'Lauren, I'm saying this as your counsel and not as your employer. Take a bungee cord and wrap it around both ankles; then take another one and wrap it around your knees until this thing is final. I don't care how rich, intelligent or good looking he or she is, don't sleep with anyone until you have a signed final decree in your hands."
"And yet here we are." I said becoming convinced that today was going to be another ride on the Blue Balls Express.
"Exactly. Here we are." she paused and then added, "I just wanted you to understand the amount of trust I am putting in you to keep quite about this. John would disown me and then fire you if he ever got wind of it. Not to mention the damage it would cause if Ken found out." She said sincerely.
"Ken?" then it dawned on me, "Oh, never mind."
"Yeah, my husband, Ken. His attorney would have a field day if they thought I was having a fling with a nineteen-year-old, who was still in high school when this all started."
"I bet." then I added smiling at her, "So we're a fling now?"
"Do you see any bungee cords?"
"No." I said as calmly as I could.
"You tell me." she responded with a wicked little gleam in her eyes.
Walking up to me she reached out and took my right hand and placed it under her robe and against her bare breast. Then she lifted her arms around my neck and kissed me, all but backing me up against the wall as she did it. It took every muscle I had to stop her and hold her in place instead of backing up.
Gasping for air as we broke apart she asked me, "How long do we have before your family gets home?"
"Three, maybe four hours. Why?"
"How many times can you do it in three, maybe four hours?"
Looking into a pair of green eyes while his hand is squeezing a warm soft boob can do wonders for a guy's self-confidence. "Three, maybe four, depending on the motivation."
She reached up and removed my hand from inside her robe and still looking me in the eyes she tugged on the belt and let it slip off her shoulders and onto the kitchen floor. Her body was amazing. Her tits didn't really sag, they were still firm enough that they could still hold their own if she had entered a wet t-shirt contest. Her nipples stood out proudly, almost begging to be licked and they were accented by the stainless-steel studs. Her stomach was amazingly flat and toned and her waist was tiny compared to the flare of her hips. The area between her legs was shaved bare and looking at it I noticed a tiny glint of silver between her lips. It was obvious that she still took a lot of pride in her appearance.
"Clit stud too?" I asked, trying to hide the tremor in my voice.
"I got them in on vacation in Pensacola this past May. Like it?" she asked as she lowered her hand down and flicked a fingertip across it proudly.
"I love it. No tattoos?"
"One. You'll see it in a few minutes." The impish grin she gave me spoke volumes.
Taking me by the hand she led me to her bedroom and turning back the covers on the huge California King four post bed, she crawled onto it and then wiggled her index finger at me to join her. I sat down beside her and started to remove my shirt when she said "No! That's my job." then she wrestled it over my head. Dropping it to the floor she ran her hands over my chest for a few seconds, then she looked at me and whispered, "Lay back."
Doing as she instructed I almost came in my pants as she leaned over me and slowly began to lower her breasts to my lips. Just when I thought I would be able to lick one, she would laugh, move them away for a second and start all over again. While she was teasing me, she was also running her hands up and down my abdomen and chest, pausing every now and then to dig her nails in sharply. I'd finally had enough and when she lowered herself to me the third time I reached up and pulled her down.
I was done being teased. I had been teased all week long. Now I was here to take what she had been showing me, her body.
Lauren moaned as flipped her onto her back and placed my hand between her legs spreading them apart. She gasped sharply when my fingers started rubbing the lips of her pussy and she sighed as I lifted my hand to her lips. She was in the process of licking my fingertips clean when I gently slapped the inside of her right thigh.
I simply said, "Wider." then smiled in satisfaction as I felt her comply by opening her legs a bit further. Knowing that I had room now I slowly began kissing my way down her body as the fingers of my other hand worked on her clit. I had yet to put a finger inside her because I wanted her dripping by the time my mouth went to work on her.
Pausing and looking up at her I saw her eyes were closed and her lips were parted. Her chest was heaving up and down with her breathing and she had the sheet clinched in both her hands. Her hips were bucking up and down to the rhythm of my fingers working on her and her ass was slowly beginning to raise up off the bed. I slowed down the tempo of my fingers and again, I gently spanked the inside of her right thigh again and whispered "Wider."
Lowering my head, I ran my tongue softly across her clit and paused to ever so gently pull on the stud as I slid a finger deeper inside her. Her moan filled the bedroom and then she settled back down and began to slowly grind against my hand. I moved lower, so I could really begin to eat her pussy and that is when I saw her tattoo. Three simple words on the very top of her inner right thigh, written in a flowing script no more than a quarter of an inch tall. You would never see it if she were wearing a bathing suit or panties unless you were looking at it from this angle.
"Come to Momma"
Lowering my mouth to it I ran the tip of my tongue across the tattoo. I pulled my head away and said, "So is this a request or a demand?" as I traced it with a fingertip.
She didn't speak or open her eyes to look at me; she simply smiled and arched her back as she tightened her grip on my hair. Grabbing the back of my head, she moaned softly as she forced me to go back to work on her pussy. I slid a second finger inside her and without giving her a chance to protest, I slipped the tip of my pinky into her ass as I began to suck on her clit.
Five seconds later she came so hard I thought she was going to hurt herself. I lay there beside her waiting for her to say something. After a full two minutes her body was still shuddering, and she had yet to open her eyes. When she finally did, she looked over at me and said "Wow!"
"That's it?" I responded. "Wow!"
"Wow!"
"So, I did okay?"
"Wow!" she said grinning broadly at me.
"Pretty good for a guy who still has pants on huh?"
"Not for long Sweetie." She whispered as she closed her eyes again.
I reached down and began to unbuckle my belt when she slapped my hand away. "That's my job Mark. You just lay back and I'll take care of you."
Pushing herself up off the bed she smiled at me and then began tugging my shorts past my hips she paused as my cock came into view. She licked her lips and then slowly ran her tongue over the head. When I groaned she smiled and then engulfed about half the length before she began to gently suck on it pumping the remaining length with her hand. I was in Heaven for about three minutes, then she stopped suddenly and sat up. She finished removing my pants then lay back on the bed. Opening her legs widely, she looked up at me and said, "You read the instructions Baby."
I slid between her open legs, and holding myself above her I looked into her eyes for a moment before I lowered my body to hers. She sighed as my weight settled on her and then whimpered slightly as she felt the head of my dick slip between the lips of her pussy. I stayed still and felt her shifting beneath me desperately trying to pull me inside her. I pushed slightly as she wiggled around and felt a couple of inches slip into her.



"Oh God yes." she whispered in my ear. "That's it, that's what I want."
"Momma wants a hard dick?" I whispered back as I pushed deeper still inside her.
"Yes!" she hissed.
Pulling out until just the tip was inside her I eased in slowly again then whispered, "Like this? Is this what you want Lauren?"
"Yes." she said, shuddering and raking her nails across my back.
I pulled out again and then said, "Open your eyes and look at me."
Biting her lower lip, she opened her eyes and looked up at me. I held her gaze as I slowly began to pump in and out of her. Small whimpering sounds were coming from her as I increased the tempo with each stroke. I felt her start to shake beneath me and she started to close her eyes as a small orgasm went through her.
"Better?" I asked.
She lay there beneath me quivering and smiling, then she nodded her head slowly.
"Good, because we are just getting started." I said dropping my full weight on top of her, pinning her to the mattress. I smiled in satisfaction as I heard her moan "Oh fuck!" when I sank the full length of my dick inside her with one swift thrust.
It was ten minutes later when I finally came deep inside her. Not knowing if she was on birth control I tried to pull out, but she wrapped her legs around my back and held me to her. I groaned as I felt her pussy convulsing around my dick and her nails digging into my shoulders. She was sobbing beneath me and for a moment I thought I had hurt her, then I heard her whisper, "God yes, all of it. Give it to me. I want all of it."
Yeah, you know what? A girl my age can have a much tauter body, but most are clueless about how to use it or what they want when it comes to sex. Lauren knew exactly what she wanted, and she wore my ass out taking it from me. She was as gentle as she was aggressive in giving me instructions on how to please her and by the time we finished the first round I had worked up a sweat.
Lying in bed beside her I was softly stroking her hair when I blurted out, "When did you guys split up?"
"Just over five months ago; right before Valentine's Day. By the way, this isn't what I expected for pillow talk after our first time together."
"Yeah? Well, inquiring minds want to know. What caused the it?"
"I wanted a career, children and a family. He wanted an eighteen year old Hooter's waitress in Cleveland named Crystal." she said softly.
"His loss: my gain." I said as I moved my hand to her right breast, squeezing it so firmly that she gasped.
"Ya think so?" she asked moaning as I softly pulled on the stud in her nipple through the sheet.
"Like those huh?" she said, half moaning and half laughing now.
"Very much."
"I think I screamed so loudly when they pierced my clit that they heard me in the parking lot."
"It's hot enough that you should think it was worth the pain." I said leaning over and kissing her softly.
"You think so? You're the first man to see them."
"I know so." I said moving my hands down her ribs, over her waist and resting them on her hips.
"So," she said then looking at me added, "my husband is banging a chick your age and you get stuck with the broken-down wife and mother."
"Stop fishing for compliments Lauren. It's not your style." I replied.
"Oh yeah? What is my style?" she replied, rolling on to her side and looking me in the eyes.
"Walking into a room and turning on every man and half the women in it."
"Only half?" she giggled.
"Still fishing?"
"I guess so. Some things are hard on a woman's ego; but half is okay, I don't chase skirts anymore." she whispered.
"Anymore?"
"Not since college." She said and then smiling she added, "Shocked?"
"No. Beautiful women can pick and choose their partners."
"Beautiful?" she asked.
"Have you seen yourself in a mirror lately Lauren?"
"This morning. Why?"
"Then you got a good look at the cougar that I am going to spend the next three months hunting." I said
"Mark?"
"Yes?"
"Be very careful what you ask for Sweetie, you might just get it."
"I'm counting on it." I said lowering my head to her chest and nuzzling her nipple with my cheek as my fingertips strayed slowly toward her wet pussy.
"Really?"
"Right now, if you let me."
"Oh God." she moaned as she rolled on to her back and spread her legs.
After the second round I was sitting on the side of the bed getting dressed when Lauren stepped out of her bathroom wearing her usual attire of a pair of cutoffs and a t-shirt. Glancing at the alarm clock on the table beside the bed I didn't think the thirty minutes I had left would be enough time for a third go at her: considering we were both dressed at this point.
I was wrong.
We walked to the front door and reaching for the knob I stopped and turned to give her a kiss that ended up with her pinned to the wall and both of us panting heavily when we broke apart.
"Good God! I am acting like a world class slut!" she exclaimed.
"It's a good thing you are dressed, or I might say something that would cause me to be late getting home."
"Such as?" she asked with a devilish gleam in her eyes.
"Take off your shirt." I said, pulling my phone out of my back pocket.
"What?" she asked, sounding confused.
"That off your shirt Lauren." I replied, hopefully sounding more confident than I felt.
"Why?"
"So, I'm not jacking off to a selfie when I go to bed tonight." I responded.
"Oh God!" she moaned as she reached down and lifted her shirt over her head.
Her breasts were covered by a black bra that was lacy and feminine and very full. Shaking her head to let her hair fall back into place she looked at me and smiled. Then, staring me in the eyes, she reached behind her back to unhook it.
"Wait." I said, holding my phone up and snapping a few pictures of her with the bra on.
"You like the bra?" she asked me, grinning as she slid the right strap off her shoulder, pausing and blowing me a kiss over her shoulder as I snapped another picture.
"Love it." I answered honestly as she unhooked it and caught it by holding her arms against her breasts. Then smiling at me she lowered her arms and it fell to the floor.
"How about now?" she purred.
"It looks a lot better on the floor." I said laughing and quickly taking a few more pictures before I switched from picture to video and began recording as she was talking to me.
"So, my stalker is going to jack off tonight to my tits with pictures that he took?"
"Yes, he is." I replied.
Walking toward me she lifted the right one then lowered her mouth to it, and running her tongue over the nipple she said, "And when he cums, is he going to be thinking about that?"
"Yes, he will." I replied.
Pulling at her nipples she said, "They are so sensitive when I get turned on like this. Sometimes I can almost cum just playing with them."
"You're getting that turned on again huh?"
"I'm not wet Mark; I'm gushing."
"Prove it." I said trying to control my breathing.
She paused for a minute as if she was unsure of what to do and then she slowly shaking her head and smiling up at me, she unbuttoned her cutoffs. Sliding her hand down the front of them she moaned and then pulled her hand back; her fingers were drenched with our juices. Slumping back against the wall and spreading her legs further apart, she ran her hand back inside her shorts and began to play with herself. It didn't take long at all before she tensed up and then whimpering she said, "Oh fuck Mark, I'm cumming again!"
I kept the camera pointed at her recording the entire scene and thinking to myself that my life couldn't get any better. I was wrong. Without saying a word, she walked to me and dropped to her knees. Reaching out she unzipped my pants and then simply took my cock in her mouth and began giving me the most forceful blowjob I ever received; to this day. She attacked my cock, taking it down her throat like it was nothing.
I lasted about two minutes before I came violently. Groaning, I let the phone fall to the floor and grabbed the back of her head to keep as much of my cock as I could inside her warm mouth for as long as possible. After a few seconds I released my grasp and as she was standing up she grabbed my phone. Looking at it, she burst out laughing.
"You recorded that?"
"Yes ma'am." I said reaching out and taking my phone from her.
"Oh God!" she laughed, "I'm thirty-seven and I just made a porn movie with my teenaged neighbor for him to jack off to!"
"Lauren with a body like yours, you could make a porn movie at fifty-seven that your teenaged neighbor would jack off to."
Placing her hands on her hips she glanced down and said, "I don't know if my body will hold out that long, but thank you for the compliment. Do you know what the sad thing is?"
"What?"
"This is the second time I've done something like this."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah." She said as her shoulders slumped as she reached down to grab her shirt. Pulling it on over her head she added, "I made a masturbation video for Ken once and when I sent it to him, he never responded back to it. When he got home that night, he called me a whore and complained that I had disrupted a meeting with an important client."
"He's a fucking idiot." This time I didn't blush dropping an F Bomb in front of her.
"Thank you, Mark. You have no idea what that means to me." She said it so softly I wasn't sure I heard it correctly.
"Huh?"
"When Ken left me, he was cruel about it. He flaunted the fact that he was leaving me for a much younger woman. He used every flaw on my body as a reason to hurt me more." Her tears were flowing in earnest now and it was pissing me off that she had been hurt like that.
"What flaws?"
"Huh?" she asked me, appearing confused by the question.
"What flaws did he point out?"
"My stretch marks for one." She said sniffling.
"These stretch marks?" I asked lifting the hem of her shirt up and running my fingertips across them. "Those show your experience. What else did he point out?"
"My boobs sag."
"These boobs?" I asked, sliding my hands up her body until I had uncovered her breasts. She sighed as I cupped them both in my hands, then yelped as I leaned down and kissed each nipple.
"Sensitive!" she squealed as she tried to wiggle away from me laughing and sniffling at the same time.
"What else?"
"Do we really have to play this game Mark?" she asked seriously.
"I'll stop playing when you come to the realization that what he said to hurt you is what I find intriguing and sexy."
"Baby, for a guy who is so young, you are a dangerous man." She purred, looking up at me and smiling.
Glancing down at my phone I said, "I'm also late!" I need to get back home!" then giving her a quick peck on the lips I added, "I'll call you tonight instead of texting. Is that okay?"
"Please do." she replied, grinning at me.
I smiled and then slipped out the door; walking across the yard to my house I realized immediately that this episode was going to be one of many that summer. Lauren just needed a confidence boost and the cougar in her would really take over and I was the lucky bastard that got to give it to her: literally and figuratively.
Mom's plan for renovating the house was simple. Gut it, drive dad crazy picking out wall paper and paint, replace every appliance and put hardwood floors down in every room. Dad's plan was a bit more simplistic; he agreed to everything and stayed at work or at the golf course as often as he could. Mom told me that my room would be done the week after I left for school and I casually mentioned it to Lauren later that night while we were on the phone.
"So why are you telling me?" she asked.
"I looked at a calendar and you don't have your boys that week. I thought you might want to know that there will be two or three men in my room with a perfect view of your pool."
"I guess they will get an eyeful huh?" she giggled as she said it.
"Nah, you're a world-class tease but I don't think you'd let just anyone have a free peek."
"Tease? Really Mark? After what we did this afternoon; you're calling me a tease?"
"I have a question for you."
"Yes?" she replied.
"Are you always that responsive in bed?"
"Pretty much. It's been over nine months since I've had sex so that might have been part of it. Honestly though, you seem to have a knack for finding all the right spots."
"Give me some time and a few more instructions, I'll give it my best shot at finding the rest of them." I said, meaning every word of it.
"Be careful what you ask for Lover, I've got a few secrets that might shock you."
"Such as?" I asked, grinning up at the ceiling.
"You'll find out, eventually. It's late and I need to go to bed."
"Yeah, me too. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Goodnight Lauren."
"Goodnight Mark."
I hung up and rolled over thinking about the past few days. If my first two weeks in this town were any indication of what I had coming, the rest of the summer was going to me awesome. I just had to play it cool and not do anything stupid for a couple of months before I left for school.
It was the day after Jen's eighteenth birthday party that my entire world came crashing down.
Mom was walking through the kitchen on Sunday morning when she tripped and fell, knocking herself out cold. We rushed her to the ER and after about an hour or so, the doctor appeared in the waiting room and motioned for Dad. They disappeared and when Dad returned he had a very somber look on his face; the MRI had detected a growth on Mom's brain stem.
The news was devastating. The next few weeks were a living nightmare that we couldn't escape, with every day bringing more bad news. The tumor was inoperable and was also a very aggressive form of cancer. The best-case scenario was that Mom would have four to six months; the worse-case was that she would have two to three. I had a fifty/fifty chance of spending one last Christmas Day with my mom.
When I casually mentioned that I was thinking of delaying school to stay home and help take care of her, you would have thought that I had mentioned I was going to marry a porn star. Mom sat me down at the kitchen table and brought me back to reality in short order.
Not mincing her words, she said, "Mark, you will go to college in September; that is non-negotiable. I have your dad and Jennifer here to help me. You can always come home on the weekends to give them a break and let your dad run off and play golf. But you are going young man, do you understand me?"
"Yes ma'am." Half grinning at her I started to say, "I don't have to like it, but I have no choice."
"No Sweetheart." Mom interrupted me, "You're are the adult now and it is time you started acting like one. Your dad and I raised you into an incredible young man who is capable of doing anything you set your mind to. All I want is for us all to enjoy what little time I have left."
"Yes ma'am."
Standing up, Mom looked down at me for a moment and then ran her hand across my cheek. Smiling sadly, she leaned down and kissed the top of my head and whispered, "I love you Mark." Then she turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving me sitting at the table with tears streaming down my face.
I have no idea how long I sat there lost in my thoughts. I heard the kitchen door open and Jennifer walked in talking to someone on her phone; she took one look at me and without saying goodbye, she hung up. Placing her purse on the counter she walked over and slipped onto my lap. Wrapping her arms around my neck she rested her head on my chest and sat there holding me.
Eventually I stopped thinking about mom and began thinking about the closeness Jen and I had always shared. She was one of my anchors, and always would be. Even though we got under the other's skin in the worst way on some days; she was always there for me and I would always be there for her.
"Thank you." I said quietly, almost afraid I was spoiling the moment by speaking.
"For what?"
I lifted her chin until I could see her face then I kissed the tip of her nose.
"For being you."
Her smile lit up the room.
"Sentimentality? From you? You must really be upset." she said.
"I was, but I'm better now that my girl is here."
"Your girl?" she gasped softly.
"Always Jennifer."
She looked at me for a second and then snuggled her head back to my chest, shifting her hips slightly she said, "Am I too heavy for you?"
"Nah, but you seem to have packed on a few pounds over the summer. You should have laid off the cake and ice cream at your party."
She her head snapped up and she slapped my chest. "Dick!" she said playfully.
Smiling, I wrapped my arm around her and stood up. Jennifer squealed as I tossed her over my shoulder and started walking toward the living room. She was slapping my back and kicking her legs by the time we got to there. Mom was sitting on the couch talking to dad when we burst in on them. They both looked up with surprised looks on their faces and mom started laughing.
"What in the world are you two doing?" she asked.
"Og find woman. Og trade for cow."
"COW?" Jennifer screamed and began slapping my back again.
"Mark, put your sister down." Dad said, laughing for the first time in a week.
"Got cow?"
"No." Dad responded.
"Og keep wench."
"WENCH!" Jennifer squealed.
"How about two goats?" Dad asked laughing loudly.
"GOATS! I hate you both!" Jennifer yelled from behind my back.
Lowering her gently to the floor I looked at Dad and said "Deal! She was getting heavy anyway."
"Hate! So much hate!" Jennifer said, smiling up at me, red faced from being held upside down for so long.
Mom just sat on the couch, looking at us, shaking her head and smiling. It is a memory I will always have, and as silly as it is, I'm damn glad I have it now.
On Saturday Lauren called me and told me that she had received her final divorce decree and the next day I was mowing the front lawn when her, now ex-husband, pulled into the driveway to pick up the boys. The windows were down in his truck and he had a very young blonde sitting beside him with her feet up on the dash. From what I saw, she was extremely attractive and barely legal. He honked the horn and the boys flew out of the house and climbed into the truck and as soon as they were settled in he backed out and drove away.
Mom and Jennifer were at the mall and Dad was at the golf course, so I shut the mower off and walked over to Lauren's. I stood on the porch for a minute and then rang the doorbell. Lauren opened the door with tears streaming down her face. She looked at me and shaking her head she began to close the door. I put my hand out to stop her and then stepped quickly inside.
"He brought that little bitch here." she said, looking down at the floor.
"I know. I saw her too. That's why I came over, I knew you'd be upset."
"He brought her to my home." She responded.
"I would hug you but I'm all sweaty." I said, hoping it didn't sound as lame to her as it did to me.
She looked at me and then said, "Come on into the kitchen and I'll get you something to drink."
"Thank you. I could really use some water." I said, following her into the kitchen.
She handed me a bottle of water and then said, "I am going come over later today and talk to your mom. I wanted to tell her that I will help out as much as I can."
"Thank you, I'm sure she will appreciate it. She should be home in an hour or so." I said.
She paused and then said, "What is wrong with me Mark?"
"Huh?"
"I have finally come to grips with the fact that Ken is gone, but why? What is wrong with me?"
Arching my right eyebrow and letting my gaze run slowly up and down her body, I smiled and said, "You're not naked?"



"God!" she said, smiling up at me.
"Seriously Lauren? There is nothing wrong with you. He is an asshole and that little scene was nothing except high school theatrics played out to hurt you. Do you really think she is going to be a permanent part of his life? She will be gone by Christmas." I said.
"Do you think so?"
"Yeah. Once he gets tired of his new play toy he will cut her loose and go find another."
"Like you will me?" she said softly.
"Nope, you chased me down, you're the one who will cut me loose one day." I said, fully believing it.
"Then what?" she asked.
"We will stay friends." I said and then grinning at her added, "Hopefully with benefits."
"God!" she said shaking her head and smiling.
I stood up and walked over to her. Taking her shoulders in my hands I looked down at her then bent over and gave her a gentle kiss. She sighed as I pulled away and said, "Thank you Mark."
"For?"
"Making me believe in myself again."
"Anytime Lauren, but I'm going to be a bit miffed when you dump my ass for one of the attorneys at your firm." I said chuckling.
"Like that will happen." she said laughing.
"Walk in to work tomorrow wearing the outfit you had on the day I met you. Drop a pair of bungee cords on your attorney's desk, wink, blow him a kiss and walk out. I'll be a pleasant memory by Halloween." I replied.
"Oh! Now there's an idea!" she said grinning then she paused and added, "Hey! Are you trying to get rid of me?"
"No, I'm trying to get rid of your clothes, apparently I need to step up my game."
"No, you don't." she said as she began pulling her t-shirt over her head.
We didn't have much time, so as soon as she wiggled out of her shorts I picked her up and carried her to the kitchen table. I sat her down, hearing her yelp in surprise as her bare ass hit the cold wood surface. I pulled a chair out, sat down, spread her legs and began lapping at her pussy like a hungry kitten would attack a bowl of warm cream. Within seconds her fingers were in my hair, her head was tossed back, and she was moaning.
When her first orgasm rolled through her I stood up and pushed her back on the table. Pulling her hips toward me I reached down and dropped my shorts to the floor. She was literally panting when I rolled her over on her stomach and eased the head of my cock inside her. Grabbing the sides of the table she began to thrust back to meet me stroke for stroke. I lasted less a minute before I unloaded deep inside her.
Stepping back, I reached down and pulled my shorts back up. Lauren rolled over with a strange look on her face and asked, "That's it? Wham, bam, thank you ma'am. Then you leave me laying here, legs spread open like I'm your personal slut; dripping your cum onto my kitchen table?"
"Exactly." I said, reaching out and running my right index finger up her pussy, pausing and pulling softly on her piercing.
"Really?" she asked hotly. She really seemed to be getting upset by it.
"Until later tonight." I said.
Raising up on her elbows she asked, "Yeah? What do you think will happen later tonight Mister?"
I began fingering her pussy in earnest, putting two fingers inside her with my thumb working on her clit. She was just beginning to move her hips when I leaned down and whispered in her ear.
"I'm going to come back over here, walk through your front door like I own the place, blindfold you, take you into your bedroom, tie you to the bed posts and keep you there until one of us can't walk."
I pulled my hand away from her and walked off. When I got to the kitchen door I turned to looked back. Lauren was still half sitting up on the table; her head was thrown back, and she was furiously working on her pussy with her right hand. I smiled and walked out of the house.
True to her word, Lauren knocked on our front door about an hour later. She, mom and dad sat in the living room talking for over an hour. I wish I had been invited to sit in on the conversation, but I wasn't, so I headed to the garage to do an oil change on my car.
My car is my baby and I take better care of it than I do myself. Jennifer has always said that if I had to decide between having a sister or having the car that she would be sitting on the curb before she could pack a bag. I wouldn't go that far but there weren't that many 1968 Pontiac GTOs on the road these days either. I raised the garage door to get let more light in and went to work.
I was laying on the creeper under the front end of the car when I heard a soft cough. I scooted out and laughed when I realized that I had scooted out between a pair of long tan legs. I looked up to see Lauren standing over me, looking down with her hands on her hips and smiling at me.
"Young man, you are a handful." she said laughing at the grin on my face.
"I do my best." I said confidently and then added, "I don't remember hearing you complain all that much earlier though."
"Who had time to complain?"
"You had the chance to when I left." I said, grinning up at her.
"I was busy." she responded.
"I noticed."
"I bet." Then looking around quickly to make sure no one was watching, she pulled the right leg of her shorts aside and flashed me a brief glance at her tattoo.
"Is that a request Lauren?" I said, smiling up at her.
Winking at me she said, "See you later tonight if you think you can pull it off."
"Leave your door unlocked and watch."
She did. That's it, that's the description, except to say that try as I might, I was the one who had trouble walking the next day.
My first semester at school was a whirlwind. I had promised myself that nothing was going to come between me and the GPA I needed to play football. It had already taken some fast talking to enroll here to begin with because my high school GPA was so dismal. I wasn't going to get another chance, so I buckled down and got to work. The upside was that by the Winter Break I had a 3.24 GPA; the downside was that I was perpetually horny because I had intentionally limited my trips back home to twice a month. Only three of them had resulted in timing that allowed me to be alone with Lauren. Crudely put, I needed to get laid.
As sick as she was, Mom was determined to have a special Christmas this year. The tree was huge and had been, under Mom's supervision, professionally decorated this year; the entire house had, from the lights outside to the garlands and wreaths inside. When I saw it for the first time, lit up at night, I was speechless. Sadly, that wasn't the only thing that caused me to become speechless when I got there.
Jennifer had warned me that Mom was looking worse and worse each day, but nothing really prepared me for what I saw when I got there. She was basically a walking skeleton and she struggled to make it across the living room to her bedroom. It hurt like Hell watching her struggling like that. Just a few short months ago she had been so full of energy and life and now: this. It sucked, but she had made it to Christmas.
Christmas morning was fun, sad and a living testament to Mom's will to live her remaining days to their fullest. Jennifer made breakfast for us after we had opened our gifts and we sat around the living room reminiscing about Christmases past. The gifts we had received; good and bad, the fun we had and the memories we made.
I gently broke the news to everyone that I had a date for New Year's Eve and wouldn't be here. Mom said that it was fine because she wouldn't be staying up anyway. Jennifer perked right up and said that she would make plans as well. Yes, we were sad knowing that Mom wouldn't be here next year, but she refused to allow our grief to kill the spirit of the holidays.
My "date" of course was Lauren. I was planning on sneaking over to her house after the sun went down and not leaving until right before it came up on New Year's Day. Strangely, for once, my plans came to fruition. I got there a little after six that evening and left a little after six on New Year's Day with a grand total of four hours sleep for the night.
The highlight of the evening came about a half an hour before midnight when Lauren got out of the bed and returned a few moments later with a set of ropes that had thick leather cuffs on the ends. Sitting silently on the bed she attached the cuffs to her ankles and then to her wrists. Rolling on to her stomach, she reached out and stuffed two of the pillows under her hips and looking over her shoulder at me said, "Tie me to the bed posts."
After I had finished she said quietly, "Do you remember me telling you that I had secrets that might shock you?"
"Yes." I replied as I tied her left leg to the post.
"Good. The lube is in the top drawer of my bedside table. Tonight, my ass is yours Mark, literally. Just go slow, and be gentle, it has been a while."
Glancing between her legs, after I had tied her right leg to the bed, I saw the lips of her pussy separated and glistening with her juices. I reached out and ran my middle finger from her clit to her ass and slowly pressed against it until I felt the tip begin to sink inside her. I paused when she groaned and removed it and then secured her arms.
I made sure to take my time and use a lot of lube as I began to work on her ass. By the time I had two fingers in her she was panting and asking me when I was going to stop teasing her and use my cock. When I did slide it into her, she groaned loudly, and I gave her a minute to adjust. After a moment, she started moving her hips and I began to pump into her, grabbing her hips for support.
I was gasping and trying to control my breathing and keep from cumming when her first orgasm hit her, and she began to buck and scream. I gave up any hope of not cumming and simply grabbed her hips and began to pump her ass hard, ignoring the grunts and groans coming from her throat and mouth. When I did cum, I collapsed on top of her and lay there, pinning her to the bed with my weight as my dick softened inside her ass.
We lay there together for what seemed like an eternity and when I did pull out, she whispered "Happy New Year Baby."
"Happy New Year Lauren." I said, reaching for the rope on her right wrist.
"Not yet Mark."
"Huh?" I asked, slightly confused.
"There is one more thing for you to do."
"What?"
"There is a ping-pong paddle in the top dresser drawer. I was kind of naughty last year and I need a good spanking to start the new year out with a clean slate. Would you care to do the honors?"
"How naughty were you Lauren?" I asked, retrieving the paddle.
"I spent a lot of time this past year flat on my back, with my legs spread wide open while a man that is young enough to be my son filled every hole I have with cum. Is that naughty enough for,"
That was when I landed the first blow on her left ass cheek. Some were hard, some were soft, and some were with my bare hand. I settled for twenty-eight on each cheek. That totaled fifty-six, so she got one for each year of our combined ages. Her ass was a nice shade of rose red when I finally untied her.
Rolling onto her back she flinched when her ass hit the cold sheets and then she snuggled in next to me and said "Ok, that was a bit more than I bargained for but God it was hot!"
"Anytime." I said smiling up at the ceiling.
"Special occasions only."
"Yes ma'am. Now tell me which dude I have to kill in this neighborhood."
"Please don't. I may have one more chance to get another load out of him tonight." she whispered, sliding her hand down my stomach.
"I'll see if I can restrain myself."
I did and so did she. I left for school on January 3rd, with some very fond memories to help me get through the rest of the month.
"Mark, you need to get home now! Mom has taken a turn for the worse and the nurses are saying it is a matter of hours not days." Jennifer sobbed into the phone. It was January the 10th, I had been back at school for a week.
I had told each of my professors about the situation we were facing back home, and they were all sympathetic about it. I still got an angry look from my Algebra professor when I took a call in her class but when I looked at her and then grabbed my books and started to the door she nodded her head knowingly and continued with her lecture. I hurried to the parking lot and climbing into my car I backed out and headed home.
Parking lot to parking lot from my campus to the hospice mom was in was 65.3 miles. It took me forty-two minutes to get there. I walked down the hallway, moving with such a single-minded purpose that I didn't notice the staff and nurses scampering like mice to get out of my way.
I walked into the room and saw Dad, Jennifer, my Aunt Beth, her husband Darrell and strangely, Lauren. Dad was standing by the bed holding mom's hand, Beth and Darrell stood together in the corner and Jennifer had her head on Lauren's shoulder crying softly while Lauren stroked her hair.
"Am I too late?" I asked, terrified that I was.
"No. She is still here, but just barely." Dad said softly, never taking his eyes off mom's face.
I walked toward the bed, cursing at God and all the Saints in Heaven for making me do this. I stared down at the woman who had given birth to me, who had sacrificed for me, who had held me when I was sick and scared and who had beamed with pride at my accomplishments and I cursed. I looked down on the cancer stricken body in front of me and I cursed. Then I saw my mother's face and I cursed the tears I felt falling from my cheeks.
Her eyes were closed, and she was still breathing lightly. It was almost impossible to see the rising and falling of the blanket that covered her body. Her blonde hair was spread out on the pillow beneath her and I wished, just one more time for the chance to look into the blue eyes that Jennifer had inherited, and I cursed.
I gently took her other hand in mine and squeezed it softly. Then I leaned over her frail form and whispered in her ear, "Mom, it's Mark, I'm here now. It's okay, you can go Home. I love you."
I kissed her cheek then stood up with my eyes filled with tears. Somehow, I stumbled to a chair and sat down.
She left us ten minutes later.
She had just turned 47 in November. The funeral was the following Monday in Atlanta and I was back in school on Tuesday morning. I guess life really does move on, it sucks some days, but it moves on.
A few weeks later when I mentioned to Lauren that my Spring Break coincided with Ken having custody of the boys for the week. I asked her if she would like to go to Panama City with me for a few days. She looked at me funny for a few seconds and said she would think about it.
Two days later when she called me and said that she wouldn't be able to make if to Panama City I was a little depressed. I told her that I understood and that I was really disappointed that she couldn't make it. Then she said, "Because we aren't going to Panama City, I'm taking you to St. Thomas in the Virgin Islands."
That week will be indelibly etched into my brain for the rest of my life. It wasn't a drunken orgy of debauchery on a beach on Florida. Instead Lauren turned it into a week of instruction on seduction for me. She started ten minutes after we checked into the room when she walked out of the bathroom nude and climbed into the hot tub on our private balcony.
If you think a woman turns loose in a strange hotel room, try a strange hotel room on a tropical island in the Caribbean. We spent most of our days on the beach or shopping in town and spent most of our nights testing the mattress in our room. On our last day we were walking along the beach when the sun began to set. Lauren had been holding my hand during the entire walk and she slipped it from my grasp and walked a few feet away from me to the shoreline.
She stood there silhouetted against the setting sun with a gentle breeze blowing her hair and skirt into the air. I lifted my phone up and grabbed one picture of her. When the shutter sounded, she turned and smiled at me and I snapped another. When she blew me a kiss, I snapped the last picture I would ever take of her while we were together.
After dinner we headed back to the room. Lauren mentioned grabbing a quick shower to get the sand off her and immediately headed to the bathroom. I stood by the balcony door thinking about how lucky I was, when I suddenly realized that we had never made out in the shower before. Smiling I stripped off my clothes and walked toward the bathroom.
As I walked into the room I turned the lights off and heard Lauren gasp until she realized what was going on. She held her arms out and I slipped into them feeling the warmth of her body and the stinging heat from that water at the same time. As our lips met her arms tightened around my neck pulling me in closer and I felt her leg start to slowly slide up mine.
"It took you long enough." she said when we finally broke apart.
"I'm a little slow somedays." I replied, grinning down at her, my fingertips tracing circles in the small of her back.
"We've got one night left in paradise Mark. Let's make the most of it."
"I plan on it." I said as I moved my hands to the front of her body and began to soap her tits up.
She moaned softly and closed her eyes as I worked my hands across her body. She took my right hand and lowered it to her pussy as she spread her legs apart. I slipped one finger inside her and placed my thumb against her clit then whispered, "That's it, that's all you get. I'm not moving them, you will have to show me how badly you want it."
Her eyes flew open and looking up at me she smiled as she started to slowly grind against my hand. Her arms went around my neck and hanging on to me she whispered, "You have no idea Lover."
She came within minutes. As her orgasm subsided she spun around and placed both hands on the shower wall. She wiggled her ass slowly at me as she looked over her shoulder she whispered, "Please."
Stepping in behind her I lined my cock up with the opening of her pussy. She pressed back slowly and deliberately and sighed as I slipped inside her.
"Yes." she moaned as I sank deeper and deeper into her.
"Go ahead Lauren, ride it. It's yours. You did that to me; you made it hard, now ride it until you come."
"Oh God!" she moaned as her hips went into overdrive.
"Be a good girl and come for me Lauren. Because if you don't I'm going to have to tie you to the bed until you do. I could put my dick anywhere once I have you tied down. Your mouth, your tits, your pussy, your ass. You won't have a say."
"Tease." she moaned.
"Really? Tease?" I said as I grabbed a handful of her wet hair and pulled her head back, adding "Come with me."
I held her hair as I reached out and shut off the water and then I led her to the bed. I told her to lay down on her back and then I pulled four neckties out of my suitcase. Walking around the bed I tied each of her limbs securely until she was spread-eagle. Then I traced my fingers up her long legs, pausing when I came to her pussy.
"Please." she whispered lifting her head off the pillow to look down at me.
"No."
"God Mark. Please!" she whined, adding, "I need this so badly. Please Baby. Do me."
"Momma needs to cum?" I said, resting my thumb against her swollen clit.
"Momma needs it badly Baby." she moaned.
"Let me tell you what is going to happen Lauren. I'm going to fuck you. I'm not going to make love to you, I am going to fuck you. I'm going to use your body and when I'm done, I'm going to leave you tied up until I get hard again and then I am going to fuck you a second time. I'm letting you decide where and in what order. That is all the control you get tonight. So, where do you want it?" I said as my thumb pressed against her clit.



"Oh God Mark!"
"Where?"
"My, oh God, my pussy. Do my pussy first then you can have any hole you want but do my pussy first. Please, I want that so badly."
I did exactly as I promised her and sank myself into her with one thrust. In the ten months that I had known her I had never seen her this excited. She met me thrust for thrust, lifting her hips and grinding against me at every turn. Her eyes were closed, and her head kept twisting back and forth on the pillow. She begged me to fuck her and when I came inside her she moaned deeply and collapsed onto the bed.
When I came I rolled off her and walked to a chair; moving it to the side of the bed I sat down and began to describe all the times we had been together and my reactions to her ability to turn me on. Occasionally I would reach out and pull on her nipples or run my hand down the inside of her thighs. Once, I slipped a finger inside her then moved it to her lips for her to lick it clean. I finally began to get hard and as I did I reached out and pinching her clit stud I pulled on it gently until she gasped and lifted her hips off the mattress.
"Where Lauren?"
"Just give it to me again."
"Where?"
"Untie me so I can give you a blowjob."
"No. Where?"
"Please untie me. It is killing me not being able to touch you."
"No. Where?"
"God! My ass. Do my ass next Mark."
The rest of the night was just as memorable. After I untied her Lauren immediately snuggled up against me with her head on my chest.
"Regrets?" she asked softly.
"About this? You? Us? Hell no!" I replied sharply. "I would do it again tomorrow."
"All of it?"
"From the first kiss to the last one Lauren. You are an incredible lady. You're a great lover and an awesome mother to your children. You are intelligent, witty, sexy, fun and beautiful. A man would have to be insane to walk away from any opportunity to be with you."
She lay there silently and when she lifted her head to look at me I saw tears on her cheeks. She moved up the bed and raised up over me. Looking down at me with her soft green eyes glittering with tears she lowered her head and kissed me softly. As she pulled back she simply said, "Thank you Mark. I needed to hear that."
Then she dropped her head to my shoulder, snuggled deeply against my body and drifted off to sleep. I lay there as her breathing evened out and thought to myself that I had been honest with her. I would have had to have been an idiot to walk away from this opportunity. Then I wondered how much longer I would have before she dumped of me.
It turns out that we had three more weeks. One day in early May, Lauren called and told me that she had decided to begin dating again. Even though I knew it was coming I was still devastated. Lauren had become more and more distant since we had gotten back from the Virgin Islands. Our conversations were shorter, and the phone calls and texting sessions were drifting further and further apart.
"Mark, you got through to me when no other man could have. I owe you for that. You were the one who gave me the self-confidence to do this."
"Gee. Thanks."
"Please Mark, don't make this any more difficult than it has to be."
"Yeah, whatever. What do you want me to say to you Lauren? Good luck? Have fun fucking my replacement?"
"I'm hanging up Mark. I don't want this to turn into a shouting match that we will both regret later."
"Okay. Whatever." I mumbled into the phone.
"Goodbye Mark. I love you." she said softly.
"Yeah." I said, hanging up. Looking at the dark screen of my phone I whispered, "I love you too, Lauren."
The few weeks I spent at home that summer was awkward, especially when Jennifer would mention that she was babysitting for Lauren that evening. I would see her daily and the only time she was at the pool now was when her boys were home. Even then she wasn't wearing a bikini, she was either in a one piece or shorts and a top of some sort. That was when I knew it was over and honestly, I couldn't wait to get back to school to start summer drills.
On the evening of August 20th, I got the news I had been waiting to hear and had worked so hard for. I had made the team as a walk-on player and I would be starting as one of the outside linebackers. I was thrilled beyond belief and immediately grabbed my phone to call Dad and give him the news. His phone went straight to voicemail, so I called Jennifer to find out what was going on.
"What are you up to Jen?" I asked when she answered.
"I'm babysitting."
"Where is dad?"
"On a date, if you can believe that."
"Really? A date? With who?"
"Aren't you listening Dumbass? I'm babysitting." She said angrily.
"Really?"
"Yes, really, he is out with your old girlfriend." Then she with pure snark she added, "Pun intended."
"I haven't seen her since May." Then I immediately kicked myself for admitting it to Jennifer but honestly, I was so shocked that I didn't care that it had slipped out.
"I know, and I wish every night that I hadn't seen you and her on New Year's Eve. You know when she was tied to her bed and you were fucking her in the ass!" she spat out with her voice rising to almost a shriek.
"You saw that? How?" I asked, both shocked and mortified.
"My date was a bust, so I went up to your room to see if you were still home, but you weren't there. I happened to glance out the window and saw a movement in her bedroom. Then I got treated to the sight of my brother fucking the neighborhood slut!"
"Jen, that is messed up."
"No shit big brother, you know what else is messed up? Realizing that I wasn't watching you two go at it for the first time. When did you start fucking her? Huh? Was she still married to Ken?"
"Yes." I replied honestly.
"You were banging a married woman in the ass and you say I'm fucked up for calling you on it? Jesus! That is rich!" She sounded almost hysterical as she said it.
I was going to try and defend my actions, but I stopped because I realized she was right. Never argue with family, they know which buttons to push. Then, in anger, she said something that caused my blood to run cold.
"I mean Holy shit Mark, that bitch has fucked both of the men in this house in the same year! She is one up on Mom!"
"Okay Jennifer, that crossed a line! Do not drag our mother's memory into this! Ever! Do you understand me?"
"Why? Are you going to punish me by tying me to my bed and busting a nut in my ass too? You know what? Never mind, I know the answer to that! Women my age are too young for you to fuck!"
"Goodnight Jen. Call me when you have calmed down."
I hung up on her at that point and sat there stunned at what she had told me. Lauren was dating my dad? I slammed my playbook shut and went for a walk.
Later that night as I lay in bed looking at the pictures and videos I had taken of Lauren, I reached a decision that affected the rest of my life. I slowly and deliberately began deleting each one after I looked at it. It had been over three months since she had told me that it was over between us and I finally realized that she wasn't coming back. I could get by with memories but having these on my phone would only make me wish for something and someone that I would never have again.
By the time I was done there were over two hundred pictures and thirty videos in my Deleted Pictures file and one left on my phone. Maybe I got sentimental or maybe there was a part of me left that had some hope that Lauren might change her mind and give me another shot someday. I made that one my Lock Screen then I hit the Delete All button.
Jennifer didn't call. Instead when I walked into the lobby of my dorm after practice on Monday she was sitting in a chair waiting on me. I walked over to her and sat down, then I looked at her waiting for her to speak.
"I'm sorry." she said quietly.
"It's okay. I deserved most of it." I replied.
"No, you didn't. Can we go to your room and talk? Privately?"
"Sure, thing Sis."
A couple of the other players gave me knowing looks as I walked down the hallway with Jennifer following me, so I stopped and introduced them to her. Once they found out that she was my sister their demeanor changed entirely, and they took an immediate interest in the attractive, leggy blonde in their presence. I kind of smiled as Jennifer came into her own in the hallway and walked away from the encounter with our starting quarterback's phone number.
"Are you really going to call him?" I asked as she sat down on my bed.
"Hello!" she snorted, "I don't chase football players, they chase me. I may have to walk instead of run for that one though. He is kinda hot." she replied smiling sweetly at me.
"Somethings never change huh Jen?"
"Nope." She said still smiling at me.
"So?" I asked sitting down at my desk.
"So, I'm sorry. Seriously, I really am. This whole situation sucks, and I don't know how to handle it. I know it must be getting to you too."
"Yeah, it is. I mean if Dad ever finds out, it would crush him."
"Why is she doing this? Seriously, Mom liked her. She said Lauren was a good role model for me to follow." she said looking down at the floor.
"Well, she is intelligent, strong willed, independent and educated. You could do a lot worse for a role model in those aspects."
"She also banged my older brother and is currently banging our father." Reaching up she began to unbutton her blouse and added, "Should I use her as a role model and fuck you while I'm here? Or should I go after Daddy when I get home?"
"Neither." I said, taking her hand away from her now half open blouse, "Jennifer, you need to understand something about me and Lauren."
"What?" Jennifer asked as she began rebuttoning her blouse.
"I have slept with her, several times in fact. We split up in May and I haven't seen, touched or talked to her since. If she has moved on, she has moved on. The only weird part for me is that she moved from me to Dad, but honestly, they have more in common than she and I ever did. I wasn't exactly planning on a long-term relationship with her. She just wanted a fuck-buddy."
"Eww!" Jennifer exclaimed.
I laughed.
"So, you get to cross 'Bang a MILF' off your bucket list and she is free to go after Dad now? Is that what you're saying?"
"If that is what Dad wants, then yes."
"It's only been seven months since Mom died Mark. Seven months." she pleaded.
"Yeah, I know." I said quietly, then I added, "It's not like they are getting married tomorrow though; Dad was going to start dating eventually and honestly, we don't know that they're actually sleeping together. How long have they been dating?"
"Friday was the first one that I know of." she answered.
"So, this whole thing could have been a huge over-reaction to a simple dinner date between two adults?"
"God, I hate you right now!" she said, blushing and looking back at the floor.
"No, you don't." I replied, chuckling at her then added, "You're just taking your grief and anger out on Lauren without giving her the benefit of the doubt. I know her well enough to know that she didn't go after Dad, I promise you that he was the one who initiated it."
"Uh huh." Jen said sounding totally unconvinced.
"Look Jen, I love Dad just as much as you do, my biggest concern is him never, and I mean never, finding out that Lauren and I have a history. Can you understand that?"
"Yes, and I agree, it would crush Dad if he found out."
"Besides, Mom was right, she is a good role-model for you." I said half laughing and waiting for the reaction I knew was coming.
"Yeah, right." Jen replied, adding, "Mark, it almost sounds like you love her."
"Nah, I will always have some feelings for her but love? No." I said, lying to my sister for the first and only time in my life.
"Okay. I'll just go with the flow for now but promise me that you will call her and tell her that we know she is dating Dad." Jennifer said after thinking about what I had said for a moment.
"Deal. Now, how about I take my stunningly beautiful baby sister out to dinner and maybe a movie?"
"Stunningly beautiful? I like that!" she giggled, "Dinner yes but I'll take a raincheck on the movie though. I still have to drive home; unless you're going to let me sleep with you tonight."
"Hell no, the bed is too small."
"Is that the only reason I can't crawl into bed with you?" she asked, arching an eyebrow at me.
"Absolutely! Nice bra by the way. It almost matches the color of your eyes."
"Wanna see it again?" she asked, raising her hand to her blouse.
"Nah, I'm good."
"Aww and I was just starting to get my hopes up again about getting you in bed." she said, winking at me.
"No, you weren't. Now let's go to dinner; Hell, you're good looking enough that I'm going to let you Super-Size your fries."
"You say the sweetest things; Jerk." she said dryly.
"Love you too Jen." I replied, holding the door open for her.
A medium-rare sirloin, a baked potato and a deep-fried onion at our favorite Australian themed steak house and she was on her way home. Had anyone ever heard our flirty back and forth banter, they might have thought that something was going on between us, but nothing could be further from the truth. We have always flirted with one another. It got so bad on one family vacation that I thought Mom was going to have a stroke when Jennifer said, "You know what Mark? Maybe if you could sweet-talk one of your football groupies out of her pants, you could stop trying to get into your baby sister's."
We cooled it for the rest of the trip, but the teasing was always there when our parents weren't around. Both of us knew that nothing would ever come of it and it really became a game between us to see who could make whom flee the room first. Honestly, more often than not, it was me, especially when she would start undressing in front of me.
Later that night I sat at my desk trying to concentrate on my Biology homework and staring at my phone. I was really dreading the call I had promised to make. I finally gave up on the homework and reached for my phone. I knew it was going to seem strange hearing her voice after so long, but I respected her enough to give her a heads up. I hit the icon beside her name and listened as the phone began to ring.
"Mark?" she asked as she answered the phone.
"Hi Lauren."
"Hi yourself Mark. How are you?"
"All things considered, good."
"Great!" she replied cheerily.
"Can you talk?" I asked, half hoping she would say she was too busy.
"Sure."
"There is no easy way to ask this so I'm just," I began.
"We've gone out twice Sweetie." she said, answering before I could complete the question.
"Okay." I said quietly.
"Okay? That's it? Just okay?" she replied sounding shocked.
"What were you expecting? A jealous rage and profanity?" I said chuckling.
"I don't know, but after our last phone conversation, that answer didn't even crack the Top Ten."
"Can you do me a favor Lauren?" I asked.
"Let me guess: don't hurt him."
"Yes and no. Yes, don't hurt him but what I was going to ask was that if you guys continue to date, find a different babysitter other than Jennifer. She is really upset about it." I said, bracing myself for what was coming next.
"Okay but why is she upset?"
"Lauren, she knows." I said, hoping I wouldn't have to give a further explanation.
"Well of course she knows Silly. She was our babysitter." came her laughing response.
"No Lauren, she knows about us." I said flatly.
"What! How? Did you say something to her?" she said in a panicked voice.
"Jesus Lauren! No!" I answered far more harshly than I meant to.
"Then how?" she asked quietly.
"I guess she went to my room on New Year's Eve to ask me a question and saw us through my bedroom window."
"What did she see?" she asked with a tremble in her voice.
"Enough. Too much." I said trying desperately to change the subject.
"What did she see Mark?" she asked, more firmly this time.
"Okay, just remember you asked. She saw you tied to the bed and me doing you in the ass. I'm pretty sure you can recall the rest of the details."
"Oh my God! I am so humiliated!" she all but cried.
"Don't be, I'm not and she isn't mad anymore, at least not about us; we had a long talk. She is just concerned that Dad will eventually find out and neither of us want that. It would kill him Lauren." I said, almost sounding like I was pleading with her.
"Okay. Um, okay. Can you give me a second Mark?" she asked sounding completely flustered.
"Sure thing, take all the time you need. It's a lot to digest isn't it?"
"No shit!" came her immediate response.
"Look Lauren, I care too much about both you and Dad to ever try and hurt either of you. Jen understands now that what happened between you and me is in the past. I'm just the lucky bastard that brought you back to life after a rough time. It's never going to happen again so, yeah."
"Fair enough. But I have a question."
"Shoot."
"You two really don't have a problem with the two of us, me and your father, seeing one another?"
"Nah. Just remember, he's old so he probably can't keep up with you under the sheets. Try not to break his hip; it will take a long time to heal at his age." I said with a smile on my face.
"Noted!" she said laughing loudly.
"Well, that was all I needed to say. So,"
"Mark?"
"Yes?"
"There is one thing that has had me troubled since we, um, went our separate ways."
"What?"
"All of the pictures and videos that you took of me? Are they still on your phone?"
"I deleted all but one. That one stays even if you plead with me to get rid of it."
"Which one?" she asked cautiously.
"Do you remember the last one I took of you on the beach in St. Thomas? The one where you were blowing me a kiss."
"Yes." She said softly.
"That one; it's my Lock Screen."
"Really? Your Lock Screen?"
"You're not mine anymore Lauren; honestly you never were mine to begin with. It didn't seem right, you know, me keeping the others; but I wasn't going to delete that memory of you for anyone. That one I get to keep forever."
The silence was absolutely deafening and when she finally spoke I could have sworn I heard a small sob before she whispered, "You really are a very dangerous young man Mark. Goodnight Baby."
"Goodnight Lauren." I said, smiling as I hung up.
All in all, I was proud of myself for handling it as well as I did. Having heard her voice, I missed Lauren more now than ever but at least I could concentrate on football.
The first home game of the season rolled around, and I was stoked to be on the field again. The excitement was building and so was the heat. This was going to be a long, hot September afternoon, with highs in the lower ninety-degree range and the humidity just as high, we were all going to be miserable. We won the toss and had elected to receive so I got a short break before I had to start playing. I was thinking about nothing but football until I looked up into the stands and saw my dad and Lauren sitting together. They got excited and waved at me when we made eye contact, but I was anything but excited. I was pissed beyond belief!
I could handle them dating if they wanted to date but this was my first college game and it still hurt that my mother wasn't there to watch it. If that weren't bad enough, Jennifer wasn't there either and I knew that she wanted to be. The more I thought about it the angrier I got and when I put my helmet on to head onto the field the only sound I heard was the rushing of my blood in my ears.
The offense's first play came straight at me and when I hit their Fullback the collision sounded throughout the stadium. I took him straight to the ground and when I heard the pop and him scream I knew he was hurt; badly. I stood up and immediately motioned to their coaching staff to get someone on the field then looked down at him and watched him writhing around in pain on the grass.



"Sorry man." I muttered as I turned and started walking back to my teammates.
"Asshole!" he shouted at me.
"You have no idea motherfucker!" I shouted back as the medical staff began to work on him.
A ref stepped in between me and the staff and taking me by the arm, he started walking me toward the sidelines instead of the huddle. I shook my arm away from him and started toward my teammates when I heard "Dead Ball Foul, Number 54 Defense, Un-sportsman Like Conduct, Number 54 has been ejected from the game. Fifteen yards will be added to the end of the run. First Down."
"WHAT!" I screamed looking over at the ref who had grabbed my arm. Ripping my helmet off I started walking toward the little bitch; if I was getting ejected, I was going down big for it. Then, suddenly, half the coaches we had were standing around me pushing me back to the sidelines. When they finally got me settled down and heading toward the locker room the Head Coach stepped in front of me and said, "Jones, you fucked up and you know damn well you fucked up. Man up and own it. We will talk at halftime."
"Yes Coach." I said, dropping my head and trotting to the locker room with an assistant trotting along beside me.
I was still pissed, only now I was pissed that I had lost my self-control. I hadn't intentionally hurt the other player but maybe if I hadn't been so damned angry when I went on the field both of us would still be playing. Now he was heading to a hospital and I was in the locker room because a little bitch ref couldn't handle having his hand shaken away.
I sat with the team, still in uniform, as the coaching staff went over the first half stats and then our game plan for the second. With about four minutes left the Head Coach called me into his office for a little chat. It wasn't much of a chat.
He did all the talking and with a right index finger bouncing off my nose, I was reminded that, "You are a walk-on Jones, which means that your longevity around here depends on your team contributions. A starter is, by definition, a leader and a role model for the other members of the team. You can either pull your head out of your ass and come to grips with that, or you can join the other members of the student body in the stands for the rest of your academic career and wonder what the might have been. Now if you will excuse me Stud, I've got to figure out how to win a ball game with a second team linebacker. Get that damned uniform off, you can earn the right to wear it back Monday at practice. Oh, you're suspended for next Saturday's game."
That's Coach; short on words, big on motivation.
By the way, Monday was Hell on Earth. We went two for two in September. Want to guess which two games we lost?
October was a little better, we went three for four. Our only loss was our last game of the month on October 27th. It was a home game so after it was over I headed to Dad's to attend the Halloween party that he and Lauren had planned. I tried to beg off, but Lauren cheated and put Jennifer on the phone.
"Please come home Mark! Please? If nothing else, please come home so I'm not stuck at a party with a bunch of old people." she begged me with Lauren laughing and screaming "I'm not old damn it!" in the background.
Jen called me back and told me that she was going as a saloon girl, and asked me to come up with something like that, so I decided to play along with the theme and go as an Old West Marshal. I had already dressed for the party and was standing in the living room when Jen walked in and my eyes bugged out. I love my sister to distraction but sometimes she can make me wonder if she is all there. Her costume left little doubt that her mind may have slipped when she picked it out, but her body more than made up for any mental deficiencies she might have had.
Her costume must have come from the Slutty Section of the store she bought it in. If the corset she was wearing had been cut any lower in the chest, her boobs would have been on full display. She was wearing fishnet stockings with the stays from the garter belt showing because the skirt was so short. She also had on Ruby Red lipstick and had heavily applied her mascara and blush to the point that she looked like a perfect stereotypical whore from an old western.
"Well, if it isn't Marshal Jones!" she said smiling as she sauntered up to me. Running a fingertip across my chest she looked up at me, pursed her lips and added, "Are you here to let me help you shoot a load with your big gun Marshal?"
"Not tonight Miss Jenifer ma'am. Tonight, I'm here to keep the peace in this seething den of immorality." I said, tipping my hat to her then piously removing her finger from my chest.
"Marshal, if I'm a bad enough girl tonight, can you put me in shackles and spank me? I hear you seem to enjoy doing that to some the women in these here parts. I thought you might like to, you know, try it with your favorite whore maybe?" she whispered with a devilish smile on her face.
"If I weren't so sore Jen I might, but I played a game this afternoon. My body is shot until at least Tuesday." I replied to her, feeling every bump and bruise on my body.
"Is it that bad Mark?" she asked me, showing genuine concern and dropping the role play instantly.
"Yeah, I'm pretty fucking banged up." I replied honestly.
"Show me."
"Huh?"
"Lift your shirt Mark."
I shrugged and then pulled my shirt up watching her reaction as multiple bruises came into view. She inhaled sharply then covered her mouth with her hand, looking at me with a cross between horror and disbelief.
"Oh my God!" she gasped in shock.
"We hit a little harder at the college level than they do in high school."
"Oh my God!" she repeated.
Kissing the top of her head I said, "I'll be fine Jen. I'm going to spend a while tomorrow in the hot tub."
"Promise?" she looked at me with such innocent concern that it was touching.
"Promise." I said, then I asked, "Which shop did you buy that costume in?"
"I just put it together with the stuff I already own."
"You own that corset and garter-belt?" I said, hoping she was joking.
"No Silly, the corset has stocking stays on it." she said as she started raising the skirt, "Wanna see?"
"NOPE! I'm good!" I said backing up.
"Are you sure?" she said laughing and lifting the hem of her skirt dangerously higher, "You don't wanna see what I'm not wearing under my skirt?"
"I love you Jennifer." I said laughing and wrapping my arms around her, kissing the top of her head.
"I love you too Mark. You're the best big brother ever." she responded, looking up at me and smiling.
Dad and Lauren appeared a few moments later with Dad dressed as a 1930's gangster and Lauren as his Gun Moll. I thought the Old Guy was going to stroke out when he saw Jennifer's costume. Any complaints he might have had disappeared when Lauren gasped and then squealed, "I love it! God, I wish I still had the body to pull that one off!"
Jennifer stuck her tongue out at Dad then, for lack of a better word, she strutted out of the room with her hips rolling like a runway model as she walked away. Lauren all but cackled at Dad's wide-eyed reaction to her strut. I just stood there silently admiring my baby sister's skill at shutting Dad down; she was good.
The party was a success and by midnight all the guests had gone home. I had even managed to sneak a drink or three, so I felt pretty good as I climbed the stairs to my room. I turned the light off and had just thrown my jeans into a heap beside my bed when there was a soft knock on my door. I put on a pair of gym shorts and opened my door to find Jennifer standing there, wearing one of my high school game jerseys as a nightgown. She had scrubbed her face of the make-up and had become my fresh-faced baby sister again instead of a soiled dove of yesteryear.
"What's up?" I asked, wanting nothing more than to crawl into bed and get some sleep.
"Me. I can't sleep for thinking about how badly you are beat up."
"I'll be fine Jen. I've looked like this from July through December since I was ten."
"Sit down." She said pointing toward a chair in my room in front of my desk.
"Huh?"
"Sit!" she demanded still pointing at the chair.
I sat down at my desk and she stepped behind me. I felt a warm liquid hit my shoulders and before I could react to it I felt her hands begin to massage my neck and shoulders. God in Heaven it felt wonderful. She stood behind me for about five minutes, not saying a word, simply working on my shoulders and neck. Then pensively, almost as if she was afraid I would tell her no, she whispered, "Go lay down on your bed."
I stood up and smiled down at her, then lay down on my stomach listening to the bed creak. She slid on the mattress beside me, then rising she knelt and straddled the small of my back. I felt the liquid again and then her soft hands began kneading my lumbar muscles. She shifted her weight and asked me to wait for a minute and then I felt her sit back down and resume the massage.
She spent over a half an hour working over my back until I felt like a new man. Her fingers would dig in and then she would use the palm of her hands. I was almost asleep when I felt her lean forward and lay down on my back, slowly tracing her fingertips across my shoulders and neck. It took me a full minute to realize that at some point she had removed my jersey and was topless.
"Um, Jennifer?"
"Yes?" she cooed.
"Where is my jersey?"
"On the floor at the foot of the bed."
"Why?"
"It was getting in my way. Relax Mark, I'm not going to jump on my big brother's dick; not tonight or any night. There are some lines I am willing to cross with you, but playing Boink the Cheerleader with the family linebacker isn't one of them. A naughty backrub with my guy is as far as I am willing to go."
"Your guy?" I asked, smiling into my pillow.
"Always." She whispered tenderly.
"So, you want me to find another naughty cheerleader to play with?"
"If she loves you half as much as the one you are with right now, yes."
"I don't know if that's possible Jen." I said.
Jennifer softly kissed my shoulder and then scooting up my back, she whispered into my ear, "Promise me you will try Mark. This is it, I don't think there will ever be a repeat performance."
"I promise." I said then pausing I added, "I love you Jennifer."
"I love you too Mark."
Sighing, she pushed herself up and as she did I felt her nipples brush across my back. I involuntarily groaned as it happened. Jennifer chuckled, then she kissed my cheek and patting me on the butt whispered, "I'll leave the oil here, so you can massage anything that might need it after I am gone."
"What about you?" I asked, rolling over and watched as she bent down and scooped up the jersey from the floor.
Standing at the foot of my bed, she paused for a moment and gave me a spectacular view of her half nude body from the moonlight streaming through my window. Winking at me, she threw the jersey over her head whispering, "I have lube Mark, but I won't need it tonight."
With that, she opened my bedroom door and stepped into the hallway.
"Fuck." I whispered as I reached for the oil.
There was one girl, just one, who had caught my eye at school; a blonde in my English Lit class who was very pretty, extremely intelligent and had a dynamite smile. I thought she looked familiar when I saw her on the first day of class, but I couldn't place where I had seen her. Her name was Chris and she had made it plainly clear that she wouldn't mind going out if I were interested.
I figured what the Hell and the following Wednesday I asked her if she wanted to go to the game on Saturday and then maybe an early dinner after. It was an away game, but it was only thirty miles from our school and tickets were hard to come by because it was a rivalry game. She stood there staring at me, with two of her girlfriends behind her smiling as I asked, and said, "That sounds great! I'd love to go!"
I gave her a ticket after our Friday class and almost skipped to my Biology class thinking "Life is good!". God was I wrong. Life was about to become very complicated.
During the pre-game warm ups, I glanced into the stands to see if I could spot her in the student section and sure enough, I did. It is a small stadium and it is easy to spot someone if you know where they are sitting. She had her hair pulled back into a pony-tail and was wearing cutoff jeans with a Hooters tank-top. "My kinda girl." I thought innocently, ignoring the alarm bells that were softly ringing in the back of my head.
We lost, 24-21 and I was in a semi-foul mood when I met her in the parking lot after the game. I apologized for the loss, mumbling something like "I finally work up the courage to ask you out and we blow it on the field."
"You got a solo sack, forced their quarterback out of the pocket twice and broke up three run plays with tackles for a loss; it wasn't a total bust."
"You understand football stats?" I asked, kind of shocked by her response.
"My daddy coaches junior high football so I grew up with it. By the way, you signal a dead give-away before a blitz." she said seriously as I climbed into the passenger seat.
"Huh?"
"You always take two steps back before the snap when you guys blitz." she said as she put the car into reverse and backed out of the space.
"Really?" I replied becoming confused.
"Watch the game film tomorrow. Every time. I've seen every game this season Mark, trust me."
"Where have you been all my life?" I asked laughing and not believing my luck.
"Cleveland." That should have made me listen to the second set of alarms ringing, instead I was smitten by the firm boobs under the tank-top.
"So where to?"
"Pick a place." I said, still not believing my luck.
"Any place but here." She said pulling at her shirt adding, "I work there during the summers."
I all but jerked straight up in my seat and looked at her as one and one and one suddenly equaled three. "No way! No motherfucking way!" I thought, straining my memory to try and remember what the chick with Ken looked like that day in his truck.
"No way!" I mumbled out loud this time.
"Is something wrong Mark?" she asked, surprised at my reaction.
"Um. I don't know. Maybe." I said as she turned onto the interstate.
"What is it?" she asked with a concerned look on her face.
"Do you use your real name at work or a nickname?"
Even though I had heard her name dozens of times during roll call for our class, it hadn't clicked until now. How dense can a guy get? Seriously?
"Crystal is my real name, I use it there. Chris is my nickname, why do you ask?"
"We've sort of met before."
"At work? Oh God did you hit on me there?"
"Um, no, in my neighbor's driveway two summers ago."
"Huh?" she said looking really confused.
"You were there with her ex-husband to pick up his kids for the week."
"Oh fuck!"
"Yeah."
She pulled over on the side of the interstate and put the car in Park. She sat there trembling and suddenly she burst into tears. After a minute, she tried to regain her composure and then she started crying again. I didn't know what to do so I sat there waiting for her to kick me out on the side of the road. Instead she eventually stopped crying then wiped her eyes. After a few seconds, she slapped the steering wheel and softly said, "Fuck me!"
"Right now, or after dinner?" I quipped.
"Not funny!" she hissed at me.
"Bad joke Chris but I'm not upset. I just want you to know up front that his ex is dating my dad now."
"Are you serious?" she exclaimed.
"Yes." I replied, shaking my head at the situation and then I just sat there staring at her.
"So where does this leave us?" she asked.
"About a hundred yards west of mile maker 270." I replied, nodding my head up the interstate.
"That's all you have? You just found out that I am responsible for destroying a marriage and you're making jokes?" she asked incredulously.
"I'd really like to have dinner with you." I said honestly.
"Why? So, we can make this more unreal and awkward than it already is?"
"No, because I want to hear the whole story. Ken is a world-class prick and I'm damn near certain that there is more to the story than you are telling." I responded.
"Way more." she said, sniffing back the tears.
"Let's start with dinner and go from there. If nothing else, you get a free steak and out of it."
"Mark, if I just dropped you off at your dorm, would you be offended?"
"No. Not really. I'm not going to force the issue, but I would really love to hear your side of it."
"Why?"
"Like I said, I think there is more to it than you are letting on."
"Such as?"
"I'm betting dollars to kisses that Lauren wasn't the only woman that bastard lied to last year."
"How many?"
"A thousand, but you'll have to take a check for the balance." I said smiling at her.
She hesitated for a second then she unbuckled her seat belt and shifting around in the car she leaned over and kissed my cheek. Then she looked me in the eyes and said, "Nine hundred and ninety-nine."
I paused feeling the warmth of her lips on my cheek and said, "Crystal?"
"Yes?"
"Go ahead and drop me off at my dorm. I'll pick you up tomorrow evening at six for dinner and no, you can't take a raincheck."
"Mark this is too weird for me." She said, putting the car into Drive and pulling back out on the interstate.
"You don't get a vote." I said smiling at her.
"I don't?"
"No! My sister told to find a cheerleader to have fun with and I have."
"How did you know I use to be a cheerleader?" she said laughing at me.
Looking at her I said, "With a smile like yours, if you weren't it would be a felony."
She blushed, shook her head and told me to pick her up at five instead.
She dropped me off and I walked inside the dorm; standing by the door I waited for her to pull out and then I walked out to my car and drove home. I was stiff and sore when I got out and hobbled into the living room collapsing on the couch. Jennifer wondered into the room with a curious look on her face and stopped in her tracks when she saw me.
"Hey you! I thought you had a game today."
"I did, but I needed to talk to you."
"What's up?" she asked, sitting down beside me.
"Where is Dad?"
The look she gave me was priceless.
"Guess who has a golf handicap of eight." she said slowly shaking her head.
"Who?"
"Lauren." she responded
"No shit?" I said, surprised that she had never once mentioned playing golf. Then again, the strokes I was interested in when I had been around her didn't involve a golf course.
"No shit."
"So, what's up?"
"I met someone." I said trying to gage the reaction on her face before I continued with, "She went to the game today with me and I had a date with her tonight, but I broke it to come here and get your advice."
"Well, first you get her to take her clothes off and then you get between her legs." Jennifer said grinning at me.
"Seriously Jennifer, I may have gotten in over my head here and I want your advice."
"Okay, shoot." she said.
When I told her, her eyes got huge and her hands flew to her mouth. She began rocking back and forth on the couch looking at me and then burst out laughing. I would have been offended but the absurdity of it all came crashing down on me and I began to laugh as well. What else could I do? Seriously, what were the odds?
"You have GOT to be shitting me Mark!"
"Nope. Thousands of women on that campus and she is the one I asked out."
"So, I guess she hasn't told you her side of the story."
"Not yet, I'm going out with her tomorrow night but I'm not going to pressure her to find out anything. If she tells me, she tells me."



"Just so I fully understand what you are telling me here; you're going out with the girl who was banging the husband of the neighbor that you were banging for the past year? The same neighbor who is now dating our father?"
"That pretty much sums it up."
"Maybe I should call Ken up and complete this twisted cycle."
"Not even close to being funny Jen."
"I know, but I mean come on Dude! This is freaking hilarious! I can see it now! "Dad, Lauren, I'd like you to meet Crystal." Lauren's reaction will be over the top! I've got to record it!"
"That is what I am trying to avoid." I said sadly.
"You really like this chick, don't you?"
"Yeah, sadly, I really do. She reminds me." I stopped speaking.
"Reminds you of who Mark?"
"She reminds me a lot of you." I said realizing just how twisted that sounded.
"Why is everyone in this version of Peyton Place getting laid except me?" she asked loudly, slumping back against the couch cushions.
"Jen!" I exclaimed, startled by her outburst.
"What? Ken has had Lauren, you have too, and Dad is doing her now. Ken has had Crystal and now you're trying to crawl between her thighs. I'm a comparative saint next to you Mark! You want my advice? Walk the fuck away from her! Lauren will shit bricks if you drag her up in here; and this twisted fairy tale you are living in will all unravel on you so fast that you won't know what the fuck has hit you!"
She leapt up and stormed out of the room. I heard her bedroom door slam and realized that she was probably right. I should just walk away from Crystal and be done with it. I should, I wasn't going to yet, but I really should.
"Fuck it!" I thought to myself, "I'm taking a shower."
I stood under the water, which was a hot as I could stand it, until the hot water ran out. I dried off and wrapping a towel around my waist I walked into my bedroom and dressed in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt then I slipped on my tennis shoes and walked down to Jennifer's room on the second story. Standing beside her door for a moment I thought to myself that I really owed Jennifer and apology for putting her through all of this then I knocked in her door.
"What."
"Hey Grumpy Chick, are you hungry?"
"A little." came a reply through the wooden door.
"Can I come in?"
"Sure."
I walked into her bedroom and found her laying on her bed reading a paperback.
"Whatcha reading?" I asked.
"50 Shades."
"What's it about?" I said.
Looking at me blankly for a second she laughed and said, "I love you and you don't want to know."
"Ok. Um? Dinner?"
"Maybe." She said softly.
"Then, let me rephrase the request. How about I take my beautiful baby sister out to eat and then take her to the movie that she still owes me?"
"Maybe." She said smiling at me.
"Beautiful, sexy, intelligent, charming, delightful, alluring, hot, seductive, incredibly sexy baby sister?"
"You said sexy twice." she said still smiling.
"I know." I said, winking at her.
"You win." she replied laughing as she swung her long legs over the edge of the bed.
"You were in the shower for a long time." she said as she slipped her shoes on.
"Rough game today. I was really hurting."
"I'm sorry."
"I'll be okay. It's a shame you couldn't have waited a week to give me that backrub. I could really use it tonight."
"Buy me cheesecake after dinner and you might get another one later. But this time, my clothes will have to stay on." she said, looking up at me with her blue eyes sparkling.
"Deal."
We had dinner and then we saw Paranormal Activity at the mall. Yes, I bought her cheesecake and yes, later that night after Dad had gone to bed, she snuck up to my room and gave me another backrub. Yes, her clothes stayed on the entire time and deep down inside I was glad they did.
Sunday afternoon I drove to Chris's dorm and waited in the lobby for her. When 5:30 rolled around and she still hadn't shown up I called her, and her phone went straight to voicemail. I walked down the hallway and knocked on her door. I waited a second and then figured, what the Hell?
Knock, knock, knock. "Chris?"
Knock, knock, knock. "Chris?"
Knock. The door opened.
Knock, knock. "Chris?" I said, completing the cycle and smiling at my own wit.
"What?" she snapped at me.
"Wow!" I said, taking an involuntary step backwards at the venom coming from her voice.
"Don't 'Wow!' me Mark! I dropped you off thinking I was giving you some space to think things through and you went home and took another girl to dinner and a movie? You are a dick!"
"How do you know what I did last night?"
"My girlfriend Connie is from your hometown and saw you two at the theater."
"Oh, she saw me out with a tall, attractive blonde who has spectacular boobs and a nice butt? In case you haven't noticed, I have a thing for women like that."
"Dick!" she said loudly as she started to shut the door in my face.
I put my hand out and stopped it.
"Chris, that was my sister Jennifer."
"Huh?" she said, looking at me with a frown on her face.
"That was my baby sister, Jennifer. You're going to meet her next Saturday. Try not to claw her eyes out in a jealous rage alright?"
"I haven't even gone out with you and you're wanting to introduce me to your family? Are you nuts?"
"No. I'm introducing you to my sister, provided you promise me that you won't scratch her eyes out in a fit of jealousy."
"You're not nuts, you're crazy!" she all but yelled.
"I'll concede that if you will stop trying to close the door in my face and get your purse, so we can go to dinner. Please? I swear to you Chris, she's my sister."
We stood there with our eyes locked, neither of us saying anything and finally I saw her shoulders slump and she mumbled, "Fine, give me a second. I'll be right out."
I held the car door open for her and she slid in saying, "Thank you."
As I climbed in on my side she was adjusting her seat. Buckling her seatbelt, she looked over at me and said, "A thing for tall, attractive blondes with spectacular boobs and nice butts huh?"
"Yeah but I noticed your smile first." Which was, strangely enough, true.
"Uh huh." she said with a small grin on her face.
"Almost there." I said, looking at her and watching her grin grow larger.
"Almost." I whispered as she finally broke into a smile.
"There it is!" I said, laughing.
"Shut up and drive Mark." she said, looking down at her lap and shaking her head.
"Yes Dear." I said, putting the car into Reverse and backing out of the space.
"I'm really sorry I called you a dick earlier." she said as we sat in the parking lot of her dorm after dinner.
"That's okay. I've been called worse."
"Thank you for dinner and thank you again for not asking about Ken tonight. God that whole situation is so humiliating." She muttered looking up at the roof of the car.
"He burned you pretty badly huh?" I asked.
"Scorched and turned to ashes. It took me months to even talk to another guy after what he did to me."
"Whenever you feel like talking about it, I'm here." I said softly.
"You really are a nice guy Mark. I'm glad we went out tonight."
"Thank you, Chris. I am too."
She looked at me then leaned across the seat and kissed me softly. Getting out of the car she leaned back down smiling and whispered, "Nine hundred and ninety-eight." Then she winked, closed the car door and walked inside her dorm.
I was grinning like an idiot all the way across campus.
The following Thursday night Chris finally broke down in my room and told me about her time with Ken. I was dumbstruck at the way that asshole treated her. They had met at her restaurant, and he had managed to do what no her customer had done before; sweep her off her feet.
He had a set of dummy divorce papers that showed his separation from Lauren starting the year before. He kept insisting to her that Lauren was the one who had taken part in an affair with one of the firm's attorneys. It might have been hard to believe, but Chris had a copy of the paperwork and it really looked official.
The worst part was that she honestly bought his whole story. He spent money on her like he was made of it. A new tablet, iPhone, clothes, jewelry and fancy dinners. She was the perfect prey to his predator. Young, naive, and very pretty dangling on his arm at office parties.
Then the real divorce finalized on that day in August, her fantasy came to an end. He had dropped her off at her parent's home and told her that he would be back to pick her up for dinner and a movie with the boys. Later he called and told her that he had to cancel because the youngest, Jeff, had gotten sick and was running a fever.
She called one of her friends and they went to dinner and a movie instead. And when they walked out of the theater, she spotted Ken and the boys with another woman; this one also closer to her age than his. She didn't cause a scene because she didn't want to scare the children, so she snapped a picture of them and sent it to him in a text message saying, "Goodbye, you lying bastard."
His response was "Goodbye, you stupid whore."
She was devastated. He had promised her everything but a wedding ring over the six months that they had dated and now all she had was an ex-lover who was not only cheating on her, but who had lied to her about being divorced. She also had a closet full of clothes that he had bought for her, a tablet, a cell phone and deep regrets about helping to destroy a marriage.
"And I finally thought that things were going good for me when you showed up." she said with tears rolling down her cheeks.
"Things are going good for you Chris." I replied.
"Yeah? How?" she sniffled.
"I showed up." I said laughing.
"Oh goody. Now I get to relive it every time I see you on campus. Yea me." she said, clinching her fist and throwing it over her head.
"Eventually you will get over it."
"When?"
"I'm hoping it's sometime before our wedding but don't stress over it. I'm patient." I replied with a grin on my face.
"You are certifiably insane." she said, looking at me in total disbelief.
"Your point?" I responded.
"You need help."
"I want you to meet Lauren." I said quietly.
"What?" she exclaimed.
"I want you to meet Lauren." I said slowly, moving my hands in the air as if I were using sign language.
"I don't think so Mark! And you're going to have to get over this foolish notion that we can keep seeing each other." She said, obviously becoming exasperated.
"Okay, fine! You're just delaying our wedding though." I said, looking her in the eyes and grinning.
"God!" she muttered, throwing both arms into the air.
"We have a bye week, so I can take you there and I really do want you to meet her. She needs to hear your side of all this."
"She won't care."
"Maybe not and I'll happily take the heat for any fallout, but she needs to know that you were a victim as well." I said sincerely.
"I'll think about it, okay?"
"Fair enough."
"Why are you still chasing me after everything I've told you?" she asked quietly.
"Because you're walking away instead of running." I said, silently thanking Jennifer for that line.
She opened her mouth to speak then paused. She had a strange look on her face as she sat beside me on my bed looking at me. Finally, she shook her head as a slow smile crept across her face and she began to slowly lean towards me.
"Yes?" I asked when our lips were a quarter of an inch away from one another's.
She kissed me gently then said, "Nine hundred and ninety-seven."
I lost count, but somewhere around Nine-hundred and seventy something we were nude in my bed trying to recover our breathing when there was a knock on my door. Chris quickly pulled the sheet over her head as my roommate Bill walked in.
"Sorry to interrupt Dude, but I really need my tablet."
"That's okay." I said smiling at him.
He pointed at the bed and mouthed "Crystal?"
I grinned and nodded. Grabbing his tablet, he turned and walked to the door.
"See you in a few hours Dude." Then he added, "Goodnight Chris."
"Goodnight Bill." came a soft voice from under the sheet.
He shut the door smiling. As soon as it clicked Chris tossed back the sheet and said "God that was humiliating! I've got to go!"
"What's your rush?" I said as she climbed over me and began to get dressed.
"I'm not use to being spoken to while I'm hiding under a sheet. How did he know it was me?"
"It could be because you're the only woman I've talked about for the past two weeks."
She paused and looked at me. "Really?"
"Yeah, Bill was the one who finally convinced me to ask you out."
She dropped her clothes back to the floor and quietly said, "Scoot over, we still have a couple of hours."
Sex with Lauren and sex with Crystal was completely different.
Lauren was a slow burn that was like driving a classic muscle car down a back road. It was enjoyable, just because you were on the road with her. The curves were wide and smooth, and the straightaways were incredible because you could really build up some speed before you had to tap the brakes lightly and slow down to experience the next curve.
Crystal was a sports car that wanted everything fast and hot. It was going to be an enjoyable experience to turn her from a Porsche into GTO. I lay there silently thanking Lauren for having the patience and understanding to teach me how to please a woman over the course of hours instead of minutes. Yes, we had more than our share of quickies, but she also taught me how to take my time. I more than proved that to Chris over the next hour and a half.
Driving back to her dorm Crystal looked at me from across the seat of my car.
"Who was she?"
"Who was who?" I asked, knowing full well what Crystal was digging for.
"Who was the woman that taught you how to do some of the things you did to me back there?"
"A gentleman doesn't kiss and tell."
"I'll accept that for now, but you have to promise me that one day you will tell me the story. No twenty-year-old guy knows how to treat a woman like that unless an experienced woman taught him."
"I promise." I said, really looking forward to the day I could work up the courage to tell her the story.
"YOU WANT ME TO DO WHAT!" Lauren screamed into her phone, and by default, my ear.
"I want you to meet Crystal. You need to meet her Lauren."
"Bullshit! How could you even suggest that I meet that slut?"
"Do you trust me?" I asked.
"This has nothing to do with us Mark." she retorted.
"Yes Lauren, it does. More than you know." I said.
"Maybe, but she destroyed my marriage and you want to bring her here to meet me?"
"There are things you don't understand and until you do you're going to be angry and bitter for no reason."
"She. Fucked. My. Husband." Lauren said coldly, emphasizing each word.
"Your. Husband. Fucked. Her." I said just as coldly and adding, "Figuratively and literally."
"So? If he did, she got what she deserved." Lauren spat out angrily.
"Nobody deserves that Lauren." I said softly.
"She does."
"No, she doesn't. She is a good person who got burned by the asshole. Does that sound familiar?"
The silence was loud.
"Fine. Bring her home. If nothing else I will have a chance to tell the little bitch what she did to my family." Lauren replied with a hint of resignation in her voice.
"Your house? Four o'clock? Sunday?" I asked.
"Ken drops the boys off at five."
"I know; that's why I said four." I responded with an evil grin on my face.
"Fine! Four." she replied, not sounding happy about it.
Then, without so much as a "Kiss my ass." she hung up.
Bill looked up from his bed smiling and said, "I take it you're going home this weekend."
"Yeah." I said, still grinning.
"Is your sister going to be there?" he asked.
"Probably, but so is my dad. He hates football players with a burning passion."
"Why do I get the feeling you just don't want me sniffing around your sister?"
"Because your IQ is above room temperature."
"Fair enough Dude." He said, turning back to his Sociology book.
"Honestly Bill, you're welcome there anytime you want to come, but this is going to be a weird trip and you don't need to see this level of crazy."
Yeah, Bill knew the entire twisted story about Lauren; all of it. I never had a brother and over the past few months he and I had grown close. Hell, I had to have someone to confide in or I would have gone batshit crazy. He was serious and mature and honest enough to tell me when I was fucking up. I glanced over at him and thought to myself "Jennifer could do a lot worse. He really is a nice guy." Then I began to formulate my plan for Sunday.
To say that the meeting was awkward was an understatement. We all; Lauren, Crystal, Jennifer and I all sat in Lauren's living room as Crystal slowly began telling her tale. When she pulled out the phony divorce decree, Lauren initially refused to look at it. Then she reached out and picked it up by a corner as if it was a dead rat and she was grabbing it by the tail. She began to read it and slowly she started making comments, most of which involved the phrase "fucking liar". I took that as a good sign.
"Lauren, I swear to you that I didn't know you two were still married. I honestly thought your marriage had ended long before he asked me out the first time."
"Okay." Lauren said and let it drop.
"If I had known, I would have stopped immediately. You've got to believe that, I'm not a tramp." She said with more tears beginning to form in her eyes.
"It doesn't surprise me Crystal. Ken is an asshole." Lauren said, tossing the phony decree back on the coffee table.
"We can at least agree on that one." Crystal said, looking down at the floor and adding, "Lauren, you have every reason in the world to throw me out of your home. I'm not suggesting that we will ever become friends, but will you at least stop thinking of me as an enemy?"
"That I can do, we were both used: I can see that now. None of that was really your fault." Lauren said softly.
I glanced down at my phone and asked, "So, Lauren, is Ken always on time dropping off the boys?"
"Like clockwork, he will be here in two or three minutes. Why?"
"Oh, I'm just wondering how fast he will leave when he pulls up and sees his ex-wife and former mistress standing on his ex-wife's front porch hugging?"
All three heads snapped around to look at me.
"That is evil!" Jennifer squealed, clapping her hands together in delight.
"That is brilliant." Lauren said, beginning to smile.
"That is perfect." Chris said, her eyes meeting Lauren's for the first time in an hour.
"You're welcome ladies. Let's go outside and greet the asshole; shall we?" I said, climbing to my feet and holding my hand out to Chris.
For the record, it took him one second after Jeff shut the truck's rear door and ran toward the house. If Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned; I can't imagine what Ken thought when he saw those two standing on the porch talking to two very excited young boys.
It turns out that they honestly missed Chris, "All the other girls Dad has gone out with aren't nearly as fun as she is." Lauren was kind of dumbstruck by that and looked at me funny when the boys hugged Chris as we left to head back to the campus. I guess she had to admit to herself that Chris might just be a decent human being after all if William and Jeff liked her that much.
I brought Chris and Bill home for Thanksgiving weekend. Dad is kind of old-fashioned, so Chris didn't sleep with in my room. Instead she had the guest room right next to Jennifer's bedroom and Bill slept in one of the others. I'm not saying there weren't a couple of midnight excursions made upstairs but for the most part, out of respect for Dad's wishes, the two of us behaved ourselves.



Jennifer seemed rather indifferent about Bill being there. She remained true to form and by Thanksgiving morning it was Bill who was doing the chasing. I noticed Jennifer looking at me and smiling a lot though and she, Chris and even Lauren seemed to have their heads together whenever Bill left the room.
Lauren walked up to me on Thanksgiving afternoon and handing me a glass of wine she turned and nodded her head toward Chris.
"Not that it is any of my business, but have you noticed how much she looks like your sister?"
"Yes." I said, blushing slightly. "Jennifer said she is going to figure out which complex I have and find me a therapist to talk to."
"How long have you to been," she paused and then said, "you know?"
"Sleeping together?"
"Yes."
"The week before you met her."
"Mark."
"Lauren."
"If you hurt her, I will cut your nuts off. She has been through too much already." she said in a tone that made me wince when I heard it.
"So, we're still friends then?"
"Always Baby." she said winking at me coyly.
"With benefits?" I asked her, arching my eyebrows and grinning lewdly.
"God!" she exclaimed, laughing and walking back into the kitchen to resume helping Dad.
Dad and Lauren were married the following summer. It was a simple outdoor wedding in her backyard with family and a few close friends in attendance. Her sons served as ringbearers and Crystal's niece served as the flower girl. Jennifer and Crystal were the Maid of Honor and Bride's Maid and me and Uncle Darrell were respectively, the Best Man and Groomsman.
After the ceremony I was standing by the pool when I heard a voice say, "Why so serious Mark? This is my wedding party, you're supposed to be smiling and telling me how beautiful I look."
I smiled as Lauren slipped under my arm and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek.
"In all honesty, I was looking up at my bedroom window and thanking God that Jennifer thought it was too creepy up there."
"Really?" she asked.
"Yeah, the view of this pool was amazing two summers ago. I had some pictures, but I got rid of them."
"I love you Mark." she said, throwing her head back and laughing.
"I love you too Lauren." I said, meaning every word of it.
"Really?" she said smiling up at me.
"Yeah, I really do." I kissed the top of her head and hand in hand, we walked back to the house to rejoin the party.
Oddly enough, Jennifer managed to keep a secret from me for almost eight months before I found out about it. It turns out that she and Bill began dating shortly after they met. I caught them at the mall one afternoon during summer break. Jennifer looked at me that evening over the dinner table and smiling at me said, "What? You were the one that introduced us?"
"If he ever hurts you, I'm pile driving his ass so deeply into the ground that all you will see of him are going to be the balls of his feet." I said, seriously.
"Please don't. I kinda like him a little."
"Did he tell you about the time he slept with two of our cheerleaders?" I said, hoping to get a reaction out of her.
"We recreated it with one of them last Saturday. I still have a small hickey on my left boob that she gave me. Wanna see it?" she said, smiling and reaching for the buttons of her blouse.
"Nope! I'm good." I said jumping up from the table.
She was still laughing as she followed me into the living room.
On a sunny Saturday this past May my dad tapped me on my shoulder and said, "The Bride wants to talk to her brother. She is in her dressing room."
I handed Chris my drink, kissed her on the cheek and said, "I'll be right back Babe."
I knocked on the door and heard Jennifer softly ask, "Mark?"
"Yes."
"Come in."
I opened the door and stepped into the dressing room then stood there in silent awe as I saw my sister wearing Mom's wedding gown for the first time. She looked stunning, and I realized how incredibly lucky Bill was. I walked up to her smiling and kissed her cheek then whispered into her ear, "You are beautiful Jennifer."
She blushed then said, "I just wanted a few minutes alone with my guy before I walk down the aisle to promise to love, honor and cherish another man forever."
"I'll always be your guy Jennifer; vows or no vows."
"I hope so." She responded, looking at me and smiling.
I leaned down and gently kissed her lips then smiling at her I said, "Always."
"God, I am so glad you didn't do that the night I gave you that backrub." she said with a deep sigh.
"Me too. Do you still think about that night?" I replied.
"Do you?" she asked me with a shy glance.
"Often."
"Me too. Maybe a little too often." she sighed, "We came so very close to messing up so very badly."
"I think ended well enough though." I said honestly then I added, "Any regrets?"
"One." She replied.
"What?"
"That Mom isn't here to see this." she whispered.
"Yeah." I said softly.
She paused for a moment to regain her composure and then she looked up at me grinning that impish little grin that would always send me fleeing from the room a few minutes later. I also recognized the gleam that was starting to build in her eyes.
"Hey Mark, wanna know a secret?" she said smiling up at me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.
"Sure, why not?" I said, folding my arms across my chest.
She turned around slowly and looking over her shoulder at me said, "My panties match my bra."
I stood there staring at her bare back in the opening of the gown and smiled at her. "Really?"
"Yeah, wanna see?" she said winking at me.
"Yes!" I said as I took a step forward.
"MARK!" she squealed spinning around and crossing her arms in front of her chest.
There was a soft knock at the door and we heard Dad's voice say "Jen? Honey? It's time."
I smiled and taking her into my arms, I kissed the top of her head then whispered into her hair, "Best baby sister in the world."
"Best big brother ever."
"Let's go get you married off to that idiot teammate of mine before he sobers up and makes a run for it."
"Dick." she said, slapping my chest.
"Tease." I responded, smacking her butt through the gown.
They live in Ohio. My nephew should be here by Easter.
Crystal and I moved into Lauren's old house the day after we got back from our honeymoon this past September. As we lay in bed on our first night in our new home I began to tell Chris about the year I had with Lauren. I was about ten minutes into the story when she placed her index finger to my lips and shifted around in bed.
Sitting up, she grabbed her cell phone from the bedside table, typed out a message and quickly hit Send. A minute later her phone chimed. She responded then waited and when the reply came back she handed me the phone.
"He just told me."
"I told you he would."
"Thank you, Lauren. For everything."
"You're welcome Crystal."
"You knew?" I said in a shocked tone.
"For about six months now. Lauren and I have gotten pretty close Mark and she didn't want any secrets between us."
"I will be damned." I muttered.
"For sleeping with Lauren before your dad did or for that backrub that Jennifer gave you?" she said smiling playfully at me.
"You, um, know about that too?" I asked nervously.
Her blue eyes began to sparkle, and her grin turned into a naughty little smile as she pulled my college jersey over her head. She looked at me for a second then whispered, "Roll over Mark so I can show you how a naughty backrub is supposed to end."
Life is damned sweet some days.
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
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Who can resist a challenge? I was scanning through the Author's Chat Room a few days ago when I came across a post from June of 2015. The lady that posted it said that she wanted to remember what it felt like to feel the power of being a woman because her relationship had gone sideways. She gave her name and a physical description of herself and let it go at that.
Let's see what happens, shall we?
YDW
I used to be a cop; to be precise, an Atlanta Police Officer. But at fifty I had grown tired of dealing with the stupidity of the victims, criminals, paperwork and attorneys, and as a cop that is 99.9% of the gig. I had the retirement points, so I figured "What the Hell? I'm going to find something I like doing." After four years as an Army Military Policeman and twenty plus years on the Atlanta PD and SWAT team, I was still in decent shape, even for an old guy. At 6'2" I still carried my 190 pounds with a lot of confidence and even if my hair was getting grey around the temples; I could still hold my own with most of the guys that I was on the SWAT Team with.
William, a buddy of mine from the department, had come up with the idea of opening a hybrid cross-fit and traditional gym. It took us over two years and we bled a lot of money into it but eventually, by hiring the right people we had become moderately successful. By moderately, I mean the place paid for itself now and gave us both a modest personal income to supplement our retirement checks from the cushy civil service jobs that had gotten us both shot at over the years. Wanting to keep things simple we named it The Gym, joking at the time that we would always remember the name no matter how drunk we were.
I was sitting at my desk on a Friday afternoon in early April when there was a soft knock at the door. I looked up from my desk to see a woman in her mid-thirties peeking around the door frame at me. She was about 5'8" tall and while not exactly fat, she was a good twenty pounds past being a "little" overweight; she had light brown hair and beautiful hazel eyes.
She flashed me a very pretty smile then said, "Excuse me, but there isn't anyone at the front desk."
"I'm sorry; she must have stepped away for a minute to help another client. Is there something I can do for you?"
"I was interested in joining. I heard a radio commercial this morning that said you guys were running a special. Are you one of the managers?"
"Something like that." I said, smiling and standing up.
"So, who do I see about joining?" she asked, returning my smile.
"That would be Angie; she was supposed to be sitting up front. Let's go see if we can't find her, shall we?"
Locating my wayward greeter proved to be a simple task; she was sitting at her desk at the front of the gym. I walked up with my potential newest member in tow and cleared my throat. Angie jumped at the sound and spinning around in her chair she said, "I'm sorry Mister Holloway, you startled me!"
"Angie, this is," I began to say, then realized that I hadn't bothered to ask her name.
"Angie." my new client finished for me; all of us getting a small chuckle out of it as my embarrassment quickly faded.
"Angie, Angie is all yours. Make her feel at home and let me know how the assessment goes."
"Assessment?" she asked nervously.
"Don't worry about it; we just like to know how to personalize our client's workouts to maximize their potential." I said lightly, adding, "Think of it as the first step."
"If you say so." she said, looking down at the floor dejectedly.
I recognized the body language immediately, it was almost a surrender.
"Tell you what, finish the paperwork and I'll do the assessment myself." I said, smiling at her then adding, "I may even give you credit for getting me out of the office."
"Okay." she replied, not sounding enthusiastic at all.
"Do us both a favor Angie; there is a sign above the front door, read it before you fill out the packet. Then decide if you really want to be here." I said, nodding toward the sign and heading back to my office.
"You're not judged by where you are at your peak. You're judged by how hard you worked to climb out of your deepest valley."
Five minutes later there was a rather loud knock at my office door and I looked up to see my Angie standing there. The look on her face was a mix of anger and frustration and I knew that whatever it was; it wasn't going to be good.
"Yes."
"You're an asshole and I quit."
"Thank you for such a succinct evaluation of my personality. Now, pray tell, why are you quitting?"
"That poor woman didn't sit there for two minutes before she dropped the enrollment packet on my desk and walked out in tears." Angie stated angrily.
"Oh." I said, glancing back at my paperwork.
"Oh? That is all you have to say? Oh? You can add jackass to it as well!" she said, almost yelling at me then stepping into my office and slamming the door behind her.
"If you woke up this morning and decided that this was your last day here, congratulations, because you are about to be on your way out." I said, in as stern a voice as I could without losing my temper.
"Chris, she came to us for help, to feel better about herself, and you treated her like she was just another paycheck. Come on Dude! You are better than that; you've taught every one of us to be better than that! You constantly tell us to set the pace and be the example to our clients and to each other, then you turned your back on her and walked off without a single word of encouragement or motivation. What the hell kind of example is that?"
Angie had moved from the doorway to the front of my desk and now she stood there with her fists clinched by her side and her chest heaving as she tried to control her voice. Her face was as red as her hair, and her blue eyes were flashing daggers at me as she trembled in righteous anger. I say righteous anger because I realized that she had simply followed Rule Number 2 in the Employee Handbook: "Always say and do the right thing, even if it pisses off Chris and William."
"How far did she get with the enrollment packet?" I asked, nodding at the forms in her hand.
"Name, address, phone number, height, weight and three sentences into the "What Do You Expect the Outcome to Be?" she answered, tossing the packet on my desk in exasperation.
Name: Angela Michelle Reilly (Angie)
Address: 19581 S. Phoenix Dr. Kennesaw, GA 30144
Phone: (770) 555-1369
Age: 36
Ht: 5'8"
Wt: 180 plus
I reached out and picked up my desk phone. Punching her phone number into it, I waited for the call to connect and when, as I expected it would, I heard her voice say "Hi, this is Angie, please leave a message." I spoke.
"Ms. Reilly, Angie, this is Chris Holloway from The Gym. I owe you an apology and I promise if you give me and this place another chance, I will make it up to you. If you're still interested, be here at ten tomorrow morning and I will take care of you personally. Thank you."
Hanging up the phone I looked up at Angie and said, "You were right, I was wrong. With that said, if you call me a jackass or an asshole again, you're fired."
"Yes Chris." she said, grinning sheepishly at me then adding, "It won't happen again unless it happens again."
"Get out of here." I replied sternly, looking down at the packet on my desk so she wouldn't see the smile on my face. I heard the office door close as I found myself reading the three short sentences that Angie had written.
"I want to feel good about myself again. I want to feel like my son is proud of me. I want someone to notice me when I enter a room."
Suddenly I remembered why we had opened in the first place. Angie's reasons for coming in could have been our mission statement if we changed the wording a little. Angie's reasons for coming in were going to become our mission statement, just as soon as I could talk to our employees. Turning to my laptop, I typed out a quick email to all our employees, calling for a meeting tonight after we closed at seven.
With everyone in place I had twelve faces staring at me as I opened the meeting. I explained how I had screwed up with Angie and how I planned on correcting it. Then I read her reasons for being here and stopped at each one to explain how I wanted to incorporate it into the way we ran our operation. I apologized for putting numbers in front of people and promised to do my best to ensure it didn't happen again. Thirty minutes later, I dismissed a happy group of employees because I told them that I was paying them for four hours to attend this meeting.
The following morning at ten, I left my office and walked to the front desk. Angie looked up at me smiling and nodded her head toward the treadmills. I looked over to see the other Angie, as I was beginning to refer to her in my head, slowly walking on one. Her head was down, and her shoulders were slightly slumped, but she was here and that was the important thing.
"Has she paid the enrollment fee yet?" I asked Angie.
"Yes."
"Refund it." I said as I started walking toward the treadmill.
"Yes Sir." she said, smiling as she winked at me.
"Good morning." I said to the other Angie as she plodded along on the treadmill.
"Good morning." she replied, turning her head to look at me.
"Look, I owe you an apology for the way I treated you yesterday. You came here for help and I treated you like you didn't matter. Nobody should be treated that way; especially when they turn to you for help. I'm sorry Angie, it won't happen again."
"Thank you." she said so softly that I barely heard it over the sound of the equipment around us.
"So, what do you want?"
"The same as everyone else; to feel good about myself again." she replied.
"Is that what you really want?" I said with a small smile forming on my lips.
"Yes." she answered, pulling her head back slightly as my smile grew wider.
"Okay, time to start wanting it." I said as I reached out and sped the machine up to the point that she was at a brisk walk.
"What the hell?" she exclaimed as she sped up her steps to keep up with the machine.
"Welcome to Leg Day." I said, folding my arms over my chest and leaning against the machine next to hers.
"No fair!"
"If you want fair, it will show up in September with rides, pigs and chickens. You might want to stop talking and start breathing; you have a mile to go at that pace."
"A mile?"
"Yep."
"A whole mile? At this pace?" she asked in a terrified voice.
"Yes ma'am."
She looked determined as she realized that I was serious and dropping her head down she gave it everything she had; surprisingly finishing the mile in just over twelve minutes. Considering that this was Day One, and that she had probably never been in a gym in her life, I was willing to take it.
When the treadmill showed a mile, I slowed it down to a walking pace and let her slowly cool down. I knew from experience that her thighs and calves had to be burning. I let her cool down for two or three minutes before I led to the small track outside that circled the building.
"Oh God! More running? I can't."
"Nope, you get to walk."
"I can't. I can't feel my legs."
"Can't or won't? Don't say one when you mean the other."
"You're not going to give me a break, are you?"
"You got a break when you found us. Walk the straight-away and slow jog the turns." I said, grinning at her and pointing to the track.
"Why?"
Reaching into my back pocket, I pulled out a sheet of paper and unfolding it I held it in front of her face. The three reasons she wanted to be here were typed out on the paper. She stood there shaking her head as she read it; when she finally looked back up at me, there were tears forming in her eyes.
She turned to walk away and as she did I stopped her dead in her tracks when I asked, "Are you sure you want to stop Angie? Stopping is easy, you just give up your dreams and walk away. If you are going to walk, you may as well do it here and head toward your dreams instead of away from them."
"How many laps?" she asked quietly, her eyes still downcast.
"Four."
"How fast?" she asked, finally lifting her head to look at me.
"I don't care. Pace yourself, but you're not coming off that track until I get four laps."
"Well, crap!" She said as she stepped on to the surface of the track and began walking toward the first turn.
That same determined look on her face that I saw on the treadmill earlier told me that she would be back tomorrow, so I began to relax and have fun with her as she passed me after her second lap.
"That's one!" I shouted at her.
"Two!" she shouted back.
"I lost count; we have to start over again."
"Bullshit!"
"Are you calling me a liar?" I yelled at her as she began to jog slowly into the turn.
"Just old, senile and confused!" she shouted back over her shoulder.
On her final lap I stood at the finish line and when she was thirty or so yards from me I shouted, "Sprint it!"
She looked confused, so I shouted again. "SPRINT! Come on Angie! Give it to me! Harder!"
She dropped her head then began to pick up speed and all but crawled past me at the speed of smell. Honestly, it was a lot faster than I had anticipated because I knew that she had to be hurting. I had pushed her hard, wanting to see what she had in her, and she hadn't disappointed me in the least.
She was slowly walking around, hunched over and gasping for oxygen as I walked up to her and told her to stand up straight and place her hands on her head. She was blinking back tears as she walked around in a small circle. I had no idea why she was crying, and I let her cool down until she finally dropped her arms to her side and stood there staring at me.
"I did it! I really did it!"
"Yes, you did. Great job! Now we get to hit the weight machines!" I said with a flat tone of voice.
"Huh? What! You have got to be kidding me!" she exclaimed, wiping the sweat from her forehead.
"Yeah, pretty much. I just wanted to gage your reaction." I said smiling at her.
"Thank God! I thought you were serious."
"Nah, that's all for today. I think you need to either hit the hot-tub here or go on home and take a long hot shower. You earned it and you're really going to feel it by tonight."
"Thank you, Chris."
"Let's see how you feel Monday before you start handing out thank you's." I said, grinning at her.
"What are you going to torture on Monday?"
"Your chest and back."
She stood still for a moment then smiled and slowly limped off toward the building. Retrieving her gym bag, and without saying a single word, she walked outside, climbed into her car and drove off.
I headed to my office to catch up on some paperwork but halfway across the floor I spotted a young man having problems with a chest machine and paused to help him. It was after five before I saw the inside of my office again and I went home that night with a greater sense of accomplishment than I had felt in over a year. Sitting on the couch I remembered something that a crusty old cop had told me when I became a Senior Corporal, "You ain't gonna know what they're doing if you don't get your ass out from behind that desk and hit the streets with them Rookie."
Maybe a few days out of the week on the floor wouldn't be such a bad thing after all.
It took Angie two months but one day in early June, she squealed in delight as she saw that she had dropped fifteen pounds. The first ten had come off easily but after that, she reached a plateau and each pound was a struggle. The second ten took three more months and a lot of work but the payoff for it was something I never saw coming.
We were closed for Labor Day, and I was at the lake with some of the guys I used to work with on the SWAT Team, when I glanced up and saw Angie walking toward our picnic site carrying a large bag. She had a teenaged boy following her, who was mindlessly staring at his phone. She looked really frustrated as she walked down the beach towards us and when she got close enough, I whistled and called out her name.
"Hey!" she exclaimed, smiling when she saw me.
"Hey yourself. Are you lost or just wandering around looking for a party to crash?" I asked her.
"A little of both actually, I was hoping I could find us a picnic table, but it looks like we got here too late." she answered as she walked up to our table.
"We have plenty of room, you could always join us." I offered, enjoying the questioning looks my friends were giving me.
"Deal!" she said, dropping her bag on the table smiling at me.
"Jacob," she said, looking at the young man with her, "this is Mister Holloway; he owns the gym I've been going to."
"S'up." Jacob answered without looking up from his phone.
"Jacob Reilly! Put that phone away right now and act like you have some manners!" Angie growled at him.
"Sorry Mom!" he said, hastily placing his phone in his back pocket and looking at me for the first time.
"Hey. How's it going? I'm Chris, nice to meet you." I said, holding my hand out.
"It's nice to meet you too sir, Mom says a lot of nice things about you." he replied, taking my hand and shaking it firmly.
"Really? I would have thought she called me a bastard at least once a week?" I asked, grinning at him.
"Not anymore, but for the first couple of weeks she called you a lot worse than that." Jacob said, grinning when he realized that he had his mom on the ropes with this conversation.
"That will be enough of that you two!" Angie said shortly then smiling she added, "I'm not going to sit here and let you both gang up on me all afternoon."
"Uh oh, Chris is in trouble!" Robert, one of the youngest members of the team said, laughing as he sipped his beer.
"He stays in trouble; he's use to it." came an instant reply from Melanie, one of the wives who was present.
"Thanks guys." I replied, holding up my beer in a mock toast as everyone started to laugh.
I was really torn because as the afternoon progressed I realized that I was beginning to enjoy having Angie there. I had never thought about any type of personal relationship with a client before that day and the thought scared me. I had always managed to keep my professional and personal lives separate but looking at Angie having fun, laughing and smiling with the wives and girlfriends that were present made me think, or maybe overthink why I had been that way.
After an hour or so, Jacob wandered off with a friend who had shown up and Angie and I began to talk to each other somewhat about our personal lives. I began to understand why she had joined the gym and what was driving her to get back in shape and lose the weight. Her marriage had gone stale about five years ago and last year she caught her husband cheating on her. It had all but destroyed her self-confidence and she had finally decided that she needed to learn to take care of herself before she could take care of Jacob and the emotional fallout from the divorce. The only bright side to it for her was that between the alimony and child support she didn't have to get a job right away. The downside to it was that the subsequent depression had caused her to gain more weight than she had ever gained in her life.
Then, as if Fate and Karma had sat down for lunch to discuss Angie's ex-husband, Jacob came back to the table and announced that his dad was at the lake, with his new girlfriend Terri, and wanted to know if Angie was okay with them taking Jacob out to dinner tonight. Angie paused for a moment, then looked across the table at me and with a smile on her face asked, "Will you be spending the night?"
"Probably. I don't know, but you know he doesn't like to drive after dark so, I'd say so."
"Go ahead. I'll see you tomorrow."
"Thanks Mom!" Jacob said, leaning down to kiss her cheek and adding as he walked away, "Love you!"



"So." I began as Jacob walked out of earshot.
"Yes?"
"Does this mean you are free for dinner tonight?" I asked, not really believing that I had just asked a client out to dinner.
"I guess it does, but it will either be super casual, or I am going to have to go home and get ready." she answered looking at me with the same smile on her face.
"Text me your address, I'll pick you up at six." I said quickly, so I wouldn't change my mind.
She reached for her phone then asked me for my number and after I gave it to her she sent me a text with her address. She began to gather her stuff up and picking up her bag she smiled at me, then rose up on her toes and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"See you in a few hours." she said, smiling and then blushing furiously to the round of applause and wolf whistles coming from ten cops who had probably consumed more ounces of beer than they had combined IQ points.
"Okay." I replied, smiling and adding, "Sorry about that but cops are worse than firemen. If you want to see either of them shed IQ points, bring a baby, a puppy or a good-looking woman into the area."
"Don't be." she said with a wink and a smile as she turned to walk away.
I stood quietly, watching her as she left, then I sensed someone standing beside me. I glanced to my right and saw Melanie standing there with a grin on her face. She looked at me for a moment before she burst out laughing.
"What?" I asked her, with a perfectly straight face.
"I always knew it wouldn't be a blonde with fake tits that landed you."
"Who says she has landed me? It's a dinner date." I said, trying to play it off.
"Uh huh, sure it is Honey." Then she placed her hand on my arm adding, "Don't ever play poker Chris, you will end up living under a bridge somewhere."
"Is it that obvious?" I asked, turning to look at her.
She was still laughing as she walked back to join the party.
I had just broken a Cardinal Rule. A personal one because we didn't have a policy against dating our clients at The Gym, but I had determined long ago that dating one could be hazardous to the business, so I swore them off like they were poison. Now here I sat, in Angie's driveway, picking her up for dinner. I remember thinking to myself, "Okay Chris, take her to the restaurant, eat, take her home, tell her you had fun and for the love of God, don't do or say anything stupid."
But when I got to her front door, a strange feeling of peace came over me and I realized that I was probably making more out of this than it was. It wasn't as though I had plans to seduce her; I was simply taking a woman out to dinner. I had done this before, numerous times in fact, over the course of thirty-five or so years. Why should tonight turn out any differently?
Angie stepped onto the porch a few seconds after I rang the doorbell; she locked the door behind her and then turned to face me. I stood there dumbstruck when I realized that I was seeing her with make-up and real clothes for the first time. She had always been attractive without make-up on but seeing her dressed to go out instead of dressed to work out made me look twice at her as a woman instead of a client.
"You look great!" I blurted out, a tad more enthusiastically than I wanted to.
"Thank you!" she replied, flashing me a smile and blushing slightly.
"Is Red Lobster okay?" I asked turning to walk to the car.
"Sure! I love seafood." she replied adding, "I just have to watch it, or I'll shatter my diet in one night."
"You've been hitting it pretty hard, you can afford a Cheat Night." I said as I held the car door open for her.
"If you say so." she said with a small laugh.
Dinner was filled with more small talk, none of it revolving around The Gym, her workout or her weight loss until the waitress asked if we wanted desert. I picked up the desert menu and glancing at it I ordered a slice of cheesecake with chocolate syrup. As the waitress walked away, Angie looked across the booth at me like I had just drop-kicked a puppy that had landed in the street, causing a bus load of orphans and nuns to lose control and crash into a hospice.
"Really? I've been a good girl all night long. I counted calories and everything and you are going to sit there and eat a slice of cheesecake in front of me?" she stated, her hazel eyes shooting daggers at me.
"No. It's for you because you were a good girl and counted your calories and everything. I told you that you deserved a Cheat Night and I meant every word of it."
"Thank you." she said, glancing over at the table next to us which was filling up with teenaged girls and chaperones, who were all wearing tee-shirts that said, "Kennesaw High School Mustang Cheerleader" across the chest.
Smiling as if she was lost in a pleasant memory Angie turned her attention back to me and said "I really have tried Chris. The last year has been hard on me and Jacob and I want so badly for him to be as proud of me as I am of him."
"When were you a cheerleader?" I asked.
"Huh?"
"What high school were you a cheerleader at?" I asked again as I motioned for the waitress to place the cheesecake in front of Angie.
"How did you know?" she asked, cocking her head and looking at me strangely.
"From the look you gave them. You were smiling like you remembered what that was like so, what high school did you cheer at?"
She didn't immediately respond, instead she lifted her fork and cut the very tip of the cheesecake off, then lifted it to her mouth. Pausing as though eating it would set her back weeks on her routine she slowly placed it in her mouth and closed her eyes as she tasted it. Returning the fork to her desert she sliced of a larger piece and lifting it to her lips she smiled at me and replied, "Georgia Tech."
"Do what?" I asked, truly shocked. So much for her never having been in a gym before.
"I was a Georgia Tech cheerleader for four years."
"Really?"
"Yep! This is delicious by the way, thank you for letting me cheat. I have a feeling I am going to pay for it later." she answered, motioning to her desert.
"You were a Georgia Tech cheerleader?"
"I was on the Dance Squad too. What? The fat chick couldn't have been a cheerleader?"
"You're not fat." I said flatly.
"Sweetie back then I weighed one twenty five, and freaked out if I gained more than two pounds over the summer."
"You're not fat; stop saying that." I said, beginning to get annoyed with her.
"Compared to what I was back then I am." she said, pushing the cheesecake away from her and nodding her head at the teenagers sitting beside us.
"Finish your desert. It is a reward, not a punishment." I said, sliding it back in front of her.
"What are you going to do if I don't? Spank me?" she asked with a smile on her lips.
"No. I'll just work you so hard this week that you will wish I had spanked you because the pain would end faster." I answered, staring at her until she blinked and cut off another piece of cake.
"Now you are just being mean." she said, placing her fork on the table after she ate it.
"Yeah?"
"Yes." she said, looking down at the table.
"What size are the jeans that you're wearing right now Angie?"
"Ten. Why?"
"When is the last time you wore a size ten anything?"
"I can't remember." she said with a small catch in her voice as she answered, "Maybe right after Jacob was born? I gained a lot of baby weight with him and it never came off; then it invited friends to join it."
"You'll be in an eight by New Year's Eve."
"If you say so." she replied, looking at me like she didn't believe a word I was saying.
"I say so; now what say we go for a drive before I take you back home?" I asked as I signed the check and placed my credit card back in my wallet.
"Where to?"
"Everywhere and nowhere."
"That sounds like my kind of place. Let's go!" she said grabbing her purse and slipping out of the booth.
We drove around simply talking for another hour before we ended up back in her driveway. I walked her to her door and we stood there awkwardly chatting for a few seconds before I blurted out, "So, this afternoon at the lake?"
"Yes?"
"Why did you kiss me on the cheek?"
"Because I could; I wouldn't dare do that at the gym though." she responded with an impish glint in her eyes.
"Just asking." I said, relieved and slightly disappointed that it was a spur of the moment thing.
"Just like I wouldn't dare do this." she added, standing on her toes and kissing me lightly on the lips.
When she stepped back, she looked up at me and said, "Thank you for today Chris, I really enjoyed it."
"You're welcome, so did I." I replied.
"Good night." she whispered.
"Good night Angie." I replied, smiling at her as she slipped inside her house and closed the door.
As I drove home I couldn't help but think to myself that I was probably doing something that I should not be doing with her. I was becoming personally involved on a level that I had never experienced before, and it scared me. It was one thing to motivate and coach, but I was honestly thinking about asking her out again and every fiber of my being was telling me to stay away because it would end badly.
As a cop, you never allow yourself to become involved with the victims and that was my guiding light when I entered the business world as well. Stay distant, don't get involved, be friendly to everyone but friends with no one. So far it had worked out well for me, but I had never met anyone like Angie before either. Little did I know that in the morning, Angie would say four words that would cause me to throw all of that out the window.
Tuesday began as Tuesdays will after a long weekend; like a Monday. By the time Angie showed up at ten, I was convinced that I had somehow offended Karma over the weekend and I was now paying a steep penance for my sins. By nine o'clock, I had already dealt with a burst pipe in the Men's Locker Room and had called an ambulance when a client started complaining about chest pains after overexerting himself on one of the elliptical machines. I was honestly considering running away from home and living in the mountains of Tibet as a hermit when Angie showed up.
"Bad morning?" she asked when she saw the look on my face.
"It was, but it's getting better now that you're here. I get to ignore the lunacy for an hour or so."
"Bye, bye lunacy. Hello Hot Mess Express." she said, smiling at me.
"Not even close Kiddo." I said, genuinely happy that she was there.
We walked to the weight room and as she adjusted the machine's bench to begin her leg routine she glanced over at me and smiled. Lying face down on the bench she slipped the backside of her knees under the rollers and then looked over her shoulder at me.
"Chris?"
"Yes?"
"Do you remember saying that I would be in a size eight by New Year's Eve?"
"Yes." I stated.
"Do you remember telling me that I would wish you would just spank me, so the pain would end faster?"
"Yes." I responded, not certain where she was going with this.
"Make me want it." she whispered, winking over her shoulder at me as she settled deeper into the position on the bench, flexing her thighs and glutes.
I stood there stunned into silence by those four words and the wink. Last night had been fun and I had really enjoyed our time together; but this? I had never dreamed that she would say something like that, especially so soon after what could only marginally be called a date. Staring down at her I saw her flex her muscles again; only this time she held it long enough for me to get a good look at the cheeks of her ass as they tightened up under the spandex leggings and running shorts that she was wearing. I felt my dick begin to harden as I stared at it and looking up at her I saw her grin widen into a sexy little smile that all but screamed "I win!"
"What?" I asked her, snapping back to reality and still not believing what she had said.
"Make me want it."
"Want what?" I asked, maintaining eye contact with her, "The size eight or the spanking?"
"You decide." she said groaning loudly as she made the first rep.
By the time we finished that workout I was convinced that I was shaking more than she was as she walked out of the gym and got into her car. The banter that we normally shared had turned from friendly and playful to sexy and erotic in the blink of an eye. It stayed that way from our first exchange on the weight bench until she left an hour later. The thigh machine was her killing blow; she looked at me as she spread her legs wide and as she began to close them against the resistance the machine was giving her, she mouthed silently, "Just imagine."
I sat at my desk, slowly drinking a bottle of water for at least ten minutes, waiting for my breathing to return to normal. I had just decided to get up and go back on the floor when our Angie walked into my office grinning at me like a bird fed cat. She laid a stack of paperwork on my desk then sat down in one of the chairs in front of me.
"So?" she asked.
"So?"
"How long have you two been seeing each other?" she asked.
"Huh? What?" I replied, shocked that she knew something was going on; innocent though it might be at this point.
"Chris, this really isn't any of my business so I'm just going to say that of all the silicone injected bimbos and horny bleach blonde soccer moms that walk in here, I am really glad that you are going after a woman who is a genuinely nice person."
"But, I'm not. We aren't; I mean we went out last night but that is all. It was just dinner. No big deal really." I stammered.
"Then you need to buckle up because that woman is about to take you on the ride of your life boss." Angie stated, laughing at my discomfort as she rose to her feet.
"Do you think so?" I asked her, honestly wanting a second opinion at what I was thinking.
"Oh Chris! You are so sweet and naïve that it will be sinfully fun to watch this happen."
"Huh?"
"Buckle up Buttercup!" she said, laughing as she left my office.
Picking up my cell phone I called Angie and when she answered I immediately regretted what I blurted out.
"That wasn't fair!" I said.
"If you want fair, it will show up in this month with rides, pigs and chickens." came the immediate response in my ear.
"Neither was that!" I said, grinning like an idiot and spinning around in my chair to look out the office window.
"Aww, poor thing. Oh, and despite your best efforts to fatten me up last night, I've dropped another pound since my last weigh in. I might be in a size eight by New Year's Eve after all." Angie stated with pride coming through in her voice.
"Really? That's awesome."
"I know! I'm standing on the scales right now. Wanna guess what I'm wearing?" she whispered.
"I'm going with a towel and a smile." I said, deciding to give in for a moment.
"Well, you're half right. I've got to go; I'll see you tomorrow morning. You get to stare at my boobs for an hour; it's Chest Day." she said, disconnecting the call before I could say anything.
A moment later my phone dinged and glancing at it I saw the text was from Angie. When I opened it, there was a picture of her feet on a set of bathroom scales with a towel lying on the floor beside it. The number on the scales read 154. I suddenly realized how proud I was of her and maybe the flirting and banter was simply her way of testing the water to see if the new and improved Angie could get a guy's attention. I made a mental note to ask her about that tomorrow, then I stood up from my desk and went to work.
The Gym was all but deserted the next morning, in part because it was a Wednesday morning but mainly because it was pouring rain outside. I stood in the door, sipping my third cup of coffee listening to the thunder roll when Angie's car pulled into the parking lot. As she stepped out of the car she threw a jacket over her head then made a dash for the front door. When she stepped inside she looked up at me and smiled.
"Morning." I said, lifting my cup toward her.
"Good morning."
"Do you have a minute? I need to ask you something."
"Sure." she replied, dropping the jacket down and shaking off the water.
"What were you trying to do yesterday? Was that to see if you could get a guy's attention or was it something else?" I asked her, turning and walking toward my office.
"Did I get your attention?" she asked with an innocent smile.
"Yes, you did." I responded honestly.
"Good. Honestly, I was just as shocked by my actions as you were. It has been ages since I have been able to tease a man like that. Once I started, it was too much fun to stop and your reaction was priceless." She answered, grinning at me as she walked along beside me.
"Priceless?"
"You looked like someone had hit you on top of the head. I know I can't be the first woman to hit on you here, so what is the real question Chris?"
"Do me a favor Angie." I said as I walked into the office.
"What?" she asked as she closed the door behind us.
"Just tell me what is really going on here. What are you trying to accomplish?"
She stood in front of my desk looking across it at me and as our eyes met a slow smile crept across her lips. She cocked her head and stared at me silently for a moment, then said, "Short term? I plan on working my chest and back in a few minutes. Long term? I plan on taking you to bed."
"Umm." I said, pausing to frame my next sentence.
"Three months ago, that hesitation would have caused me to run out of here crying." she said, with a small grin.
"Uh."
"Two months ago, that would have made me do it."
"Wow!" I said, not expecting this reaction from her at all.
"You started it."
"Do what?" I said, shocked by her accusation.
"You started it, so you get to reap the rewards." she said becoming serious.
"I didn't do anything!"
"You've given me back my self-confidence Chris. In April, I would have never been able to get a man to stare at my butt like you did yesterday, unless he was laughing at it. Come on, admit it; you enjoyed looking at my ass as much as I enjoyed teasing you with it."
Never breaking eye contact with me, she dropped the jacket she had covered her head with on the chair in front of my desk and reaching up to the zipper of the warm up jacket that she was wearing she slowly unzipped it until she had it open, well below her breasts. All I saw beneath the material was the smooth tan skin of her chest and top of her stomach. Reaching inside she cupped her right breast and squeezed it slowly, being very careful to keep it covered as she did so. She leaned forward and placed the palms of her hands on my desk, causing the jacket to fall open, giving me a glimpse beneath it. I couldn't help but stare at her cleavage while she looked up at me licking her lips as she exposed her tits to me.
"36D and all me." she stated in a matter of fact voice, "You probably don't want to know this about me Chris, but I used to love showing them off. Eighteen years ago, I could have rocked your world during Spring Break. It's almost criminal what a girl can get from a guy if she has a decent enough rack."
"Oh my God." I mumbled, feeling my cock harden beneath my shorts.
"Do you see how this game is being played now Chris? Do you want me to stop? If you do, just say so. But from now on, for every pound I drop, you get a reward." she whispered to me, as she stood up and rezipped her jacket.
I walked around my desk and stopping in front of her I realized that I was at a crossroad. If I walked away now, without ever having touched her in a sexual way, I could at least claim the moral high ground and say that I had kept my promise to myself about sleeping with a client. Then, for reasons that I can't begin to explain, I reached out and gently placed my right hand on the side of her face. Her eyes closed as she felt my fingertips come to rest on the side of her face. I gently began to massage her cheek and as her lips parted and a soft sigh escaped her mouth, I slowly leaned forward and kissed her.



"There's your answer Angie. You don't have to lose another pound, I'm happy with what you want to give me." I whispered to her as I pulled away.
"Please don't be a dream." she said softly as her eyes searched my face.
"I'm not." I said quietly.
"You may be happy with what you have but I'm not doing this for you Chris. I'm doing it for me and I'm not stopping until I'm satisfied with the results; you need to understand that." Angie said taking a step back.
"I'll be right beside you, every step of the way." I said, meaning every word.
Angie looked at me like she was trying to decide something and then she flashed me a smile and said, "I'm skipping today."
"Huh?"
"I'm going home."
"Okay." I answered, seriously confused by the sudden change in her demeanor.
"What time do you normally go to lunch?" she asked, reaching for her jacket.
"Twelve or so. Why?"
"You're taking me to lunch, and I need to run an errand or two before you show up."
"Okay." I answered, still perplexed.
"See you at twelve." she said as she walked out of my office, closing the door behind her and leaving me standing there lost in my thoughts.
I walked toward her front door still shaken by her actions and words. There was no doubt about an attraction now and I was probably hooked. Angie was quickly becoming an infatuation and I had given up on even trying to maintain a façade about keeping it a secret at work; they were going to find out eventually. Hell, my employees would probably be doing a happy dance if the boss had an actual social life instead of spending all his time at work. I rang the doorbell and heard Angie call out, "It's open! Come on in."
Stepping inside and turning as I closed the door I stopped immediately where I was standing. Angie was standing ten feet away from me wearing a very long, very sheer black night gown. The cups enclosing her breasts were a solid material, but it was light enough that her erect nipples were poking through it. The bodice was made of a sheer nylon and the skirt was a combination of the two, giving me a very erotic peekaboo view of her legs as she walked toward me smiling. I could tell from her smile that she was as happy as I was aroused at the affect it was having on me.
"Like it? I bought it last week on a whim, just to see if I could pull off wearing something this sexy again."
"It looks," I paused, correcting myself, "you look stunning Angie." I said as she got closer.
"I'm glad you like it." she said glancing down quickly at the floor and blushing slightly. "Jacob won't be home until four, so you have me until three-thirty or so, unless you want to go back to work after I'm done with you in a little bit."
"I think I can be persuaded to take an unplanned afternoon off." I said, slowly running my fingertips across her bare shoulder.
"I mean, you are the boss and all." Angie agreed, smiling as she wrapped her arms around my waist and looked up at me.
"It's good to be the king." I said, placing my lips against hers, feeling the heat of her body as she pressed against me.
Within minutes she had pulled my shirt over my head and was greedily tugging at my belt, becoming increasingly frustrated that it wasn't opening fast enough to suit her. She finally gave up on my belt and running her hand across my crotch she let it rest on my rock-hard cock as she slowly worked the palm of her hand up and down on the material of my pants. Squeezing it she looked up at me; then she took my hand and silently led me through her home to her bedroom.
I began to undress as Angie turned down the bedspread and sheets; she stood by the side of the bed with a smile on her face as I walked toward her. I tried to take her in my arms but as I reached out, she placed the palms of her hands on my chest and shaking her head she sat down on the edge of the mattress and began to caress my dick. Her grip was so light and the movements so gentle and subtle that my knees began to shake as she worked on me.
In the back of my mind, I still couldn't believe this was happening, until I looked down saw her lean forward and lick from the base up to the head of my cock; all the while looking up at me. When she reached the head, she smiled then slowly slipped her mouth over it and began applying a gentle suction. She kept that up for what seemed like an eternity, although it was probably only a few seconds at most, before she began to gently move her head up and down, taking me deeper and deeper with each stroke.
It had been years since I had gotten a blowjob like this one. It almost seemed like she wanted this to be the main event and if she kept going, it would be. Slowly, almost regretfully, I pulled back causing my dick to slip out of her mouth with a slight popping noise because of the suction. Angie stared up at me with a mixed look of lust and confusion in her eyes then reached out and began to slowly stroke my cock again.
"What's wrong?" she asked softly, nestling her face against my dick as she looked up.
"Nothing. I just don't want this to end too soon and it was about to."
"That's a shame, because I love giving blowjobs." she replied.
"I can tell. You're really good at it." I said quietly.
"Thank you." she said with an impish smile on her face, slowly licking the shaft one last time.
If it is possible for a woman to look submissive and dominant at the same time, Angie managed to accomplish it when she said that. The shoulder straps of her nightgown had slipped down and were now resting midway down her arms causing her left breast to slip free with the nipple erect and begging for attention. Because my fingers had been massaging her head during the blowjob, her hair looked like she hadn't brushed it in two days. Her face was flushed with excitement and it was at that moment that I realized she had me. She looked so vulnerable, so exposed and so helpless; yet she was the one in control here and she damn well knew it.
She smiled and gave me both hands when I told her to stand up; then she laughed as I slowly eased her backwards onto the mattress. Reaching under the skirt of her night gown I slowly began pushing it up over her legs, listening to her sigh as I kissed my way past any skin that I exposed. I paused when I came to the top of her thighs and smiled as she moaned when I took the small tuft of hair between two fingers and gently pulled on it. Her legs parted automatically as I darted my tongue along the outer lips of her pussy causing another moan to escape her throat.
I slowly parted the lips with my index finger and applied a tiny bit of pressure to her clit. The reaction was immediate as she thrust her hips up and moaned loudly. I slowly eased the tip of my finger inside her and began to slide it in and out; never going deeper than a half an inch and always pulling it back when she tried to force it further in.
"Stop teasing me." she pleaded with me.
"I'm not teasing. This is teasing." I said, slowly beginning to circle her clit with my tongue.
"This is teasing." I whispered as I began to twist and pull on the nipple of her right breast, grinning to myself as she writhed beneath me.
"This is not teasing." I said as I slid two fingers inside her and closed my mouth over her clit, softly sucking on it. Her reaction wasn't what I expected, she immediately began to orgasm.
"Oh God Chris! I'm cumming! Please let me! Please?" she cried out, grabbing the back of my head and holding it to her pussy.
I continued to work my fingers in and out of her and never took my tongue off her clit as she squirmed and twisted on the mattress. I had never had a woman react this way while I was going down on her and I was amazed at the way she moved beneath me. The sounds escaping her throat and mouth were almost animalistic and her back was arched to the point that her ass was nowhere near the mattress.
When she did peak, her entire body went limp and she slumped back to the bed with a final moan laying there gasping for air as I slowed down and stopped. Kissing her clit one last time I scooted up beside her then wrapped my arms around her listening to her ragged breathing and softly kissing her hair until she went silent and still. I honestly thought she had fallen asleep until I heard her mumble.
"What?"
"Incredible."
"You're welcome." I said.
"I'm sorry but it has been a while." she muttered in an apologetic tone.
"You're welcome." I repeated, chuckling a little.
"Smart ass."
"Yes ma'am. That's me, your friendly neighborhood smart ass."
She shifted around and placed her head on my chest then draped her arm across my stomach. We lay like that for several minutes before I felt her fingers beginning to trace small circles on my abdomen. The circles got larger and larger then I felt her hand slide down and take my now flaccid dick in a soft grip.
"Aww. It's broken." she whispered.
"I have faith in your ability to fix it again." I said, remembering her skills from just a few minutes ago.
"Me too." she said, giggling and sliding down the mattress.
It took her a minute for me to go from completely limp to having a hard on again and she didn't waste time once it got hard. She shifted around and threw her leg over my waist, and grabbing my cock again she guided it inside her wet pussy so quickly that I didn't have time to try and thrust to help her. It sank the full length inside her and she cried out as she began to grind her body against mine. All I could do was grab her hips and hang on for the ride.
She leaned over me, placing her hands on my chest and continued to thrust up and down on my dick with her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were closed as she rode me. I had never had a lover that was this demanding and I was beginning to think that I might have bitten off more than I could chew with her when she suddenly stopped and began to tremble. She held still for a moment then opened her eyes and looked down at me whispering, "Two."
Then she started riding me again. I began to think of everything but sex. The Profit and Loss Statement from last month at work. My dentist appointment for next Friday. The stack of laundry waiting for me at home. I wanted to prolong this for as long as possible. If Angie needed a nice long hard fuck instead of me making love to her, then a nice long hard fuck was what she was going to get. Just as I had that thought, I felt her pussy contract on my cock as she gasped, slowed down and whispered, "Three."
"Are you about through?" I asked.
"Not even close." She said as she increased the pace again.
"Good." I replied, laughing at her as she squealed when I lifted her up, spun her around and tossed her back onto the mattress.
I didn't hold back. I pressed my full weight on to her body, and simply slammed my dick into her as hard and fast as I possibly could. Each stroke brought a gasp within seconds she was whimpering and tossing her head on the pillows. Her hips were thrusting up to match my strokes and she was moaning constantly into my ear as I slipped in and out of her pussy. Then, as much to my surprise as hers, I stopped.
"What? No!" she moaned. Her eyes flew open and she looked at me in disbelief.
"Is this what you wanted Angie?" I said, slowly pulling out of her until only the tip of my dick was all that remained inside her.
"Yes." she whispered, trying to force her hips up so I would sink into her again.
"Is it?" I asked, sliding back into her slowly.
"Yes. God yes." she moaned, her fingernails raking across the skin of my shoulders.
"Do you want me to cum inside your pussy?" I asked, feeling my orgasm building from the pain her nails were inflicting on my shoulders.
"Yes!" she cried out.
"Make me want it." I whispered in her ear.
"Cum inside me. Please Chris? Give it to me, fill my pussy up. I want it all, everything you have." she moaned in my ear as I started to erupt inside her.
I lay on top of her as my cock went soft and she continued to scratch my back; only now it was gentle and relaxing instead of frenzied and painful. I felt my dick slip out of her and I rolled to my side, gently kissing her on the lips and closing my eyes to try and recover for a moment. I had almost drifted off when I felt her shift around in the bed.
"Cool!" I heard her exclaim.
"What's cool?" I mumbled.
"It's only one. I've got you for another two or two and a half hours." she explained, looking at her alarm clock.
"I'll need the first two hours to be ready for the last thirty minutes. I'm old." I replied, never opening my eyes.
"I'll take it. I guess I'm going to have to learn how to pace myself." she said, laughing and snuggling back down beside me.
"Probably." I responded, looking up at her and strangely feeling my dick begin to stir again.
Angie was sitting propped up using pillows against the headboard. Her nightgown was bunched up around her waist, leaving her tits completely exposed and she had draped the sheet over her waist and thighs. She was holding the left shoulder strap in her hand and looking at it with a sad expression on her face.
"It broke." she said, looking at me.
"I'll buy you a new one."
"Oh, Hell no! This little number is going into Angie's Hall of Fame! I'm not getting rid of it for anything." she responded quickly with both of us laughing at her response.
I reached out and cupped her left breast in my hand, then playfully pulled on the nipple. Angie immediately slid down on the pillows giving me full access to both. I continued to gently pull on the left one as I slipped my mouth onto the right one and began to suck on it. I heard her moan softly and then she pushed my head away.
"What?" I asked, smiling at her.
"Not unless you can be ready to go again in about two minutes."
"Really? That sensitive?"
"I wasn't kidding Chris. I used to get off knowing that guys were staring at them. I was forever in trouble with my mom and at school for not wearing a bra. I was probably the most video-taped cheerleader in the history of Kennesaw High and Georgia Tech because of it."
"Really?" I said, laughing and becoming aroused at the thought of it.
"Every girl has a kink or two, mine happens to be letting dirty old men and frat boys stare at my tits."
"Any others I should know about?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, but those can wait until I know you better."
"Those? More than one?" I asked, still pulling on the left nipple.
"Okay, I'll let you in on one more today but that's it for now." She whispered sexily.
"What?"
"I love giving a blowjob after it's been inside me. The taste of the two of us on you is going to get me off fast."
"What are you waiting for?" I asked her.
"For you to scoot over so I have some room to move." she answered, slipping her hand beneath the sheet.
When she told me that Jacob would be home around four I didn't think it would mean 3:45 but that was when he walked into the house. Fortunately, Angie and I were both dressed, sitting at the kitchen table drinking sweet-tea and simply talking. We had been there for ten minutes before he walked in and tossed his book bag on the couch.
"So, you make house calls now?" he said grinning when he saw me sitting at the table.
"Jacob!" Angie said sternly.
"No, just in-home consultations. Your mom cheated today and didn't do her work-out, so I came by to make sure she was still alive."
"Mom!" Jacob said, looking at Angie with complete disbelief on his face.
Angie looked back and forth between me and her son with an angry look on her face. Then she smiled sweetly at me and turning to Jacob said, "I just changed it up a little bit today sweetheart; I did a cardio workout here instead of weights at the gym."
"Checkmate Darlin'." I thought to myself, barely managing to keep from grinning.
"Oh. Okay. Do you know anything about cars Mister Holloway? Mine is running kinda funny and my dad isn't answering his phone."
"What's it doing?"
"Missing and blowing white smoke out the exhaust."
"You cracked the head, or a head, what kind of car is it?"
"It's a '69 Impala."
"Where is it?" I asked.
"In the driveway."
"I'll give you fifty bucks for it as it sits right now."
"No damn way!" Jacob answered with a smile on his face.
"Jacob!" Angie exclaimed.
"I'd have said the same thing Angie, cut the man a break."
It was in fact a blown head. Fortunately, I knew several backyard mechanics who would love to work on a classic like this and one of them was my partner in crime (prevention) William. He showed up about twenty minutes after I called him with a little boy gleam in his eyes and a bounce in his step.
"Don't worry about a thing kid. I'll have this sumbitch purring like a stripper in the VIP before you can say Talladega." he said to a grinning Jacob. Then glancing at Angie, he quickly added "What I meant to say was purring like a sweet innocent kitten drinking warm milk, ma'am."
"Uh huh." Angie mumbled as she turned and walked back inside the house.
"I like that one Chris. If you're not smart enough to ask her out, I may do it myself."
"He already has." Jacob said, closing the hood and looking at me with a blank stare on his face.
"Good for him. Now let me call a tow truck and get this awesome piece of Detroit steel moved over to my place."
Angie still hadn't come back outside when William drove off and the Impala rolled away on the back of the tow truck. So that left me and Jacob standing in the driveway in awkward silence for a minute until he spoke up.
"I don't mind." Jacob said quietly.
"Huh?"
"I don't mind if you go out with my mom."
"Oh."
"Dad kinda treated her like crap just before and during the divorce. It's nice to see her smiling again so I don't mind if you take her out."
"Thank you."
"Just don't hurt her. Please?"
"Not going to happen Jacob." I promised him, meaning every word.
We walked back inside, and Jacob climbed the stairs, presumably going to his room. I followed the sounds coming from the kitchen and found a barefoot Angie, standing at the sink, wearing a sundress and peeling potatoes. Slipping up behind her I quickly lifted her hair up and kissed her neck, grinning as she sighed and slumped back against me.
"Mm, that feels nice. Where's Jacob?"
"Standing right beside me." I whispered in her ear, laughing as the knife clattered in the sink and Angie spun around quickly.
"What!" she gasped.
"Gotcha!" I said, laughing at the expression on her face.
"You're so damn lucky I dropped that knife!" she said, making a playful stabbing motion at my chest. Then glancing at the door, she gave me a quick kiss before she turned back to the sink.
"If you're worried about the cost of repairing his car, I think I may have a solution." I said, stepping away from her and leaning against the counter.
"Yeah? What?"
"It's only a thought, but if he is willing to work at my place in the evenings, sweeping, cleaning and doing the laundry, I'll cover the cost and he can work it off."
"Let me think about it." she replied, looking down at the sink.
"Okay, the offer is there."
"Thank you, now I have a question."
"Shoot."
"Would the offer still be there if I hadn't just spent three hours in bed with you this afternoon?" she asked, attempting to stare me down and failing to the point that she blushed and turned back to the sink.
"Probably, yes, if I had known about it, yes. Now it's my turn."
"What?"
"Cardio workout instead of weights?"
"It's my new workout plan. I'm doing cardio at least three days a week from now on." she responded, looking up and blowing me a kiss.
"Nice to know. Wait? Did you say at least three times a week?" I said, shaking my head.
"Yes, I did old man. Try and keep up with the conversation, will you please?"
"What have I created?" I asked playfully, reaching out to brush her hair back from her face.



"You have no idea Chris. But there is something you need to know about your new little monster while you're on the patio getting the grill ready for the chicken."
"I take it I'm staying for dinner?"
"Yes, you are."
"Okay, so what do I need to know about my new little monster?" I asked not believing how much my life had changed in the past two days.
"She isn't wearing a thing under this flimsy little sundress she has on." Angie replied winking at me.
Most people hate confrontation and conflict, but a good cop can thrive in it. Police officers, by nature and training, can be the nicest people you will ever meet or the biggest assholes you will ever come across. If you're honest and upfront with a cop, there usually won't be a problem. However, if you try to lie to or intimidate one, there will be. Hence, my surprise when I walked into The Gym the following morning.
Angie greeted me as I walked past with a smile and a wink. I simply shook my head and winked back, thinking to myself that the cat was out of the bag now and I might as well stop trying to deny it. I walked into the Break Room and poured a cup of coffee with her on my heels.
"Did we have a nice afternoon off?" she asked.
"We did! Thanks for asking." Glancing around the building I added, "I see the roof is still attached, that's a plus."
"Imagine that! You can take time off and the underlings won't let the place burn to the ground."
"Cool, maybe I will hand out Christmas bonuses this year. Anything earthshattering happen while I was gone?"
"Not really, there is a guy outside your office waiting to speak to you though. He looks like a high-priced sales rep; probably wants you to upgrade the equipment. Please don't buy anything expensive, I'd really like that Christmas bonus."
"Okay. Thanks for letting me know." I said, sighing and heading toward my office to see what the sales guy wanted to foist on me.
I walked toward my office and standing just outside the door was a well-dressed man, about my size, with a snotty grin on his face. I had seen the type before; they had a six-figure income and treated everyone that worked for them like dirt. I was hoping that my prejudgment was based on a lack of caffeine; it wasn't.
"Good morning, Chris Holloway, how can I help you?" I said, holding out my hand.
"Jeff Reilly." he announced, looking at my hand as if I were holding a snake with it.
"Ok, how can I help you?" I said, dropping my outstretched arm back to my side.
"Stay away from my son." he demanded.
"Excuse me?"
"I said stay away from my son."
"I heard what you said, but since I'm sleeping with your ex-wife, staying away from Jacob is going to be rather difficult, wouldn't you agree?" I said, with a smile on my face as his began to turn beet-red.
"Look Asshole, I'm not going to say it again, stay the fuck away from my son or I will kick your ass."
"No."
"What?" he asked, sounding like he wasn't used to being told no.
"No. You have five seconds to start walking; six until I call the police. It's your move."
"You have no idea who you are dealing with."
"Neither do you. My security cameras," I said, pointing to the camera in plain sight in the corner next to my office, "have audio as well. You may want to run along and tell the attorney you have on retainer that you just messed up. You aren't calling the shots with Angie anymore; she gets to say who is in her life now. You aren't. I am. The clock is ticking, what's it going to be?"
He left. It really was that anticlimactic. He glared at me for another second or two and then he walked across the floor and out the front door. If I had more coffee in me I might have enjoyed it a little more. I had always enjoyed watching a thug get shut down, it was the most gratifying part of having been a cop; and Armani suit or not, that jackass was a thug.
I walked into my office and pulled the footage off the computer and placed it on a thumb-drive. Then I made two phone calls. The first was to the attorney that I had on retainer, and then I called Angie. That call didn't go as well as I wanted it to go; she was crying when she answered the phone.
"I know what happened Chris and I am so pissed off right now that I don't think I should be talking to you!" she said, crying into the phone.
"Why?"
"Jeff just called and told me that he came by to talk to you about Jacob and you threw him out of The Gym."
"Yeah, he left some things out. He left a lot out." I said, not believing what I was hearing.
"Chris, he said that he was going to sue me again for complete custody of Jacob if I didn't stop seeing you. I can't risk that."
"He's bluffing, and he is seriously playing you. I can be at your house in a few minutes. Trust me; I'm sitting on a goldmine for you and your attorney if he ever tries to take custody of Jacob."
"I don't think that is a good idea."
"I do. You need to see and hear it before you kick me out into the cold. I'll see you in a bit." I said, disconnecting the call.
Angie watched the video twice while we were sitting on the couch in her living room. After the second time she closed the lid on her laptop and sat silently for several seconds before a stream of obscenity left her mouth that almost made me blush. The most commonly used phrases were motherfucker, followed by son of a bitch and finally cocksucker. Then it went downhill with adverbs and adjectives getting tossed into the mix. I took it as a sign that she believed me when I said she was in no danger of losing Jacob to her ex. When she finally stopped, she looked at me for a moment then she slumped back on her couch and went silent.
"Feel better now?" I asked.
"I'm pissed." she said flatly.
"Really? It didn't show."
"Shut up Chris."
"Yes Dear." I said quickly leaning back as well and placing my arm around her shoulders.
"I will say this; the look on his face when you said you were sleeping with me was priceless!" she said, beginning to giggle.
"Ya think?"
"Know what the best part is?" she responded.
"What?"
"He hasn't seen me in over three months. I look totally different now than what he remembers. I could probably give any one of his sluts a run for their money now."
"You really could." I said, kissing the top of her head.
"Mm, that feels nice." she said, snuggling against me.
"It really does, but I have to get back to work." I said, standing up and holding out my hand to her.
"So, you're just going to drive away and leave me here alone wanting to have angry sex?" she said, ignoring my hand and reaching for the buttons on her blouse.
"I'm afraid so Sweetie, just let it the anger flow through you until I get back over here tonight. Besides, angry sex is better if you're pissed off at the person you are banging, instead of someone else."
"I still want to try it with you." she said, popping two more buttons lose.
"Angie, I have really got to get back to work." I protested weakly, staring at her as she continued to work on the few remaining buttons.
"I know Baby." she whispered, smiling as her blouse fell completely open revealing the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra.
I wandered past the front desk at a little after noon and muttered, "Don't say it. You can think it but do not say it." as she grinned at me.
"Yes sir." Angie replied.
"If that guy ever shows up again, call the police, then call me. Do you understand?"
"Is it that serious?" Angie asked, becoming obviously alarmed.
"I don't know, but I don't want to risk it."
"I'll let everyone else know too."
"Thank you. I'll get you a photograph of him."
It turns out that attorneys don't like video and audio surveillance recordings. They like them even less if you have a sign on the front door of your business that says they are in use. They like them a lot less when their client is caught threatening to kick a retired cop's ass over a domestic matter.
In short, Angie's attorney got a call from Jeff's attorney that afternoon saying that the entire incident had been a horrible mistake and that Jeff would appreciate it if, in the best interest of Jacob of course, the entire incident could be overlooked. Once Jeff agreed to never set foot inside The Gym and to refrain from contacting Angie unless it pertained directly to Jacob's health or safety, we agreed to forget about the entire incident. I kept the footage though; I'm not a complete idiot.
As September rolled into October and October moved toward November, Angie and I became more and more of a couple. By Halloween we had accepted more than one invitation to go to parties with our friends. It was fun watching the surprised looks on the faces of my old team mates when I showed up with a woman who was sixteen years younger than me. It was more fun when they figured out that she really was my girlfriend and not just some chick I had brought to the party.
Her friends were absolutely delighted that Angie was dating again, and I had to admit that being the center of attention in a room full of thirty-something suburban moms was good for my ego. I wasn't the only guy in the room in my fifties either, so I did have a few guys around that I had somethings in common with.
My mother was thrilled to death when she met Angie over Thanksgiving weekend in Florida. Her mother and father treated me with cautious enthusiasm at first, mainly because I was only seven years younger than her mother, but by Christmas I had won them over. I think it had more to do with Jacob's glowing reviews of me than Angie's, but I took what I could get. They believed that it was too soon after the divorce for her to be dating again but between Jacob and Angie they figured out that she was happy and that was what mattered.
Angie's December weigh-in came on the first day of the month. She approached her workout that day with a ferociousness that I had never seen her display before. Sprinting the final fifty yards of her morning run she walked back to me and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, then headed inside moving with a purpose in her stride.
I was walking beside her and heard her whispering, "Please." repeatedly as we approached the scales. She closed her eyes as she stepped on the scale and when she opened them she was looking at 140 on the readout. She blinked her eyes and continued to stare at the readout for a moment, and then she punched her right arm in the air, whooping so loudly that everyone around us stopped what they were doing to look at her. Then she launched herself into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist as she covered my face in kisses.
"I'm done!" she exclaimed loudly.
"Huh?"
"I'm done. One forty was my goal, I'm done! Now, I just have to maintain it!" she said, tightening her legs around my waist.
"Seriously?" I asked, smiling up at her. She had never once told me what her weight loss goal was; all she had said was that I would know when she got there.
"Yes! Oh my God Chris! I really did it!" she said proudly.
"You really did Sweetheart." I stated and added, "I'm proud of you."
"Really?" she asked, her hazel eyes still glowing from the excitement of her accomplishment.
"I was proud of you on Day One."
"You were?" she asked, looking perplexed by my statement.
"Yeah, you didn't quit. I knew you would make it when you showed up on Day Two."
Holding on to my neck, she unwrapped her legs from my body and dropped back to the floor. She looked adorable bouncing up and down in excitement as she stepped back on the scale and saw the same results. She turned to look at me beaming with pride then she kissed me again causing my staff and clients to start clapping and laughing.
"I'm going home, and we are going out tonight. Out, out. Dressed up out. Find a place and make reservations." she demanded as she turned to walk outside.
"Okay Baby." I replied, still smiling and shaking my head.
I watched her walk away, stopping at the front desk, excitedly talking to our Angie as she left. They stood together talking for at least two minutes before they hugged, and then she walked out to her car. The contrast between the woman who had walked in here in April and the one walking to her car in December was amazing. The first one had no self-confidence and very little self-esteem; in April, you would have been hard pressed to get Angie to look you in the eyes. Now she was walking out with a bounce in her step and a smile on her face knowing full well that she could accomplish anything she set her mind to.
That was why I had opened this place. To see that kind of change in a person and to watch them begin to believe in themselves again gave me a tremendous feeling of accomplishment. I had stayed detached from my clients intentionally, but I still felt a sense of pride when they hit their goals. With Angie, it had become personal and the sense of accomplishment with her was so much larger because of it. She had gone from being my client to becoming my friend and lover because she had wanted it; we both had. I was just too stupid to realize it.
Angie spent the night at my house after dinner that evening. As I slid under the sheets beside her she sighed and snuggled against me, running her hand up and down my thigh. We lay silently for a few moments, just enjoying the warmth and closeness of one another and slowly the touches and murmurs became a little more erotic and a little more sensual.
Tonight, was different; it was almost as though I had a new lover in bed with me. It was a long slow burn with no frenzied passion. Each soft kiss, each gentle caress and each whispered word was perfect. I began to concentrate on Angie, sensing the subtle movements of her body and listening to each gasp and moan as they emerged from her. The softness and warmth of her skin as our bodies touched in so many different places made me wonder how I had ever gotten this far in my life without her in it.
Her orgasm was a silent surrender. Her entire body tensed up and an almost inaudible sigh escaped her lips as she froze underneath me. The fingertips that had been softly caressing my back paused for a moment and then slowly, almost tentatively they began again. She went completely limp underneath me and I continued to make love to her as slowly as I could. When I came, seconds later, she smiled up at me and whispered, "I love you Chris."
"I love you too Angie." I said, kissing her softly.
"You didn't have to say that." she responded, turning on her side to look at me as I rolled onto my back.
"Yes, I did." I answered honestly.
"When did you know?" she asked me, smiling slightly.
"Honestly? This morning, when I saw you talking to Angie at her desk."
"You can only have one Angie in your life Mister, take your pick."
"Yeah well, the other one is William's niece and he shoots better than I do so, you win." I said, laughing at her apparent jealousy.
"Oh, so that's the only reason?" she responded, playfully slapping my chest.
"Nah, I prefer a woman who has some experience. You know the type. They know what they want and the set goals to get it."
"Yes, I do but you weren't a goal; not at first."
"When did I become one?" I asked, seriously wanting to know when she had hit her head on a wall.
"Labor Day, when you said I should stop calling myself fat at the restaurant. That was the first time in close to ten years that a man in my life had said that to me." she whispered, placing her head on my chest.
"Remind me to buy you cheesecake more often." I said playfully.
"Deal." she whispered as she nodded off.
Christmas and New Year's Day 2017 came and went and as Valentine's Day approached I was determined to do something special for her. Angie had mentioned to me once that she had always wanted to go to Disney World but every time she had begun to plan the trip, something had stopped her from going. This year, I was determined to make that dream come true. So, I booked a five-night stay at the Grand Floridian Hotel at Disney that would put us there over the entire week. Yes, it was a tad over the top for our first Valentine's Day together but if you're going all in, go all in.
Monday was the Magic Kingdom and Angie spent the entire day with a smile on her face as we strolled through the park. There wasn't any rush because we were going to be there for a week so if we missed something we could always come back and hit it again. She was like a little kid as we wandered around, stopping at every shop we came to and usually walking away with nothing, except for the pair of Minnie Mouse ears that she insisted that she had to have.
On Valentine's Day, we spent the day travelling the world at Epcot. Where else can you take your lady to England, Germany, Russia, China, Japan and France during an afternoon? We left early and headed back to the hotel to get ready for our dinner reservations at the hotel. I was glad to get away from the crush of people and back to the solitude of our room. I was far too nervous to be around a crowd of people today.
When we sat down to dinner we began to talk about the past ten months we had together and how our relationship had changed so much in such a relatively short period of time. I couldn't help but bring up how proud I was of her accomplishments and that she had really changed; not only herself, but me as well. I wasn't nearly as cynical as I once was.
"Not nearly as cynical?" she asked, arching an eyebrow and smiling at me as she sipped her wine.
"Nope. Matter of fact, I feel pretty good about myself right now." I said, motioning for the waiter.
"So do I. For the first time in years I can honestly say that I feel really good about myself again." Angie responded with a smile.
"If you feel this good in February, imagine what you're going to feel like in September?"
"What happens in September?" she asked with a befuddled look on her face as the waiter sat a glass slipper on the table front of her. It had a gold ring with a half carat solitaire diamond inside it, instead of the dessert she had ordered.
"It's the anniversary of our first date. We're getting married on Labor Day weekend." I said, holding my breath in fear.
"Yeah right!" she said, laughing at me.
"Will you marry me Angie?" I asked, as I removed the ring and placed it on her left ring finger.
"Oh my God!" she exclaimed softly, moving her other hand to her mouth in surprise.
"Does that mean yes?" I asked, still holding my breath.
"Yes." she whispered, staring at her trembling left hand.
"Thank God!" I mumbled, beginning to breathe again.
"Chris?" she said, smiling at me from across the table at me with tears rolling down both cheeks.
"Yes?"
"Thank you."
"For what?"
"Making me want it."
AUTHOR'S NOTE: To the muscle heads, gym rats and quasi "body builders" out there who are going to ding me or nitpick this story because I didn't give a "proper" description of "your" life in a gym; I have seven words for you. This story isn't about you. The end.
This story is for Angie. Where ever you are today Lady; thank you for the inspiration. I hope I did you some small amount of justice with it.
This story is also for the other ladies out there who have struggled with weight gain, with body shamming; with self-doubt and self-confidence problems because you aren't the same little hard body you were when you were younger.
This is one is for the ladies who never were hard bodies and for the ones who have yet to learn to accept yourself for who you are based on who you are, instead of what you think society demands you to look like. Each and every one of you are beautiful. Make them want it.
Happy Valentine's Day.
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
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Turning and riding back up the road I stopped where I had fired on the soldier from and collected the casings from the cartridges I had spent. There couldn't be too many Henry's in this area so why leave a trail for someone to follow? Riding back to the body I looked down at the corpse and silently said a prayer that I would be forgiven for what I had done to him and what I was about to do to his accomplices. That's when I noticed that he wasn't Infantry, he was a Cavalryman. His boots and trousers were Calvary issue, not Infantry. Was there a Cavalry unit in the area as well that I didn't know about?
Looking down at the ground I easily picked up the trail again but surprisingly, about a mile before I got to town, the trail turned south away from Williamsburg and the Union camp on the west side of it. I could tell by the tracks that these two were making for a small ridge to the southeast of town. Given the terrain in the area it would be a perfect place to lay low and avoid anyone but the occasional hunter or unwary local. Worse than that, should they glance back, it would give them a perfect vantage point from which to spot me as I followed them.
When I had been a young and inexperienced trooper I was privileged enough to ride on a reconnoitering mission with General JEB Stuart. The General made a comment in passing that I had always tried to follow. "Never ride toward the enemy in anger. Anger will destroy your good senses and a soldier needs those to survive." It always stayed with me and not listening to it almost got me killed.
Shortly after noon, I topped a small hill and looking south I saw two horses break out of the tree-line heading toward me in a full gallop; their riders were pushing them almost to the point of abusing their mounts. Seconds later, I saw why as the tree-line exploded in a sea of blue clad cavalrymen, hell-bent on catching the two fleeing riders. I sat atop Thunder smiling at the irony of the Union Army helping me bring those two to justice when a miss cracked sharply above my head, causing Thunder to momentarily flinch.
When the two men I had been following got to within a hundred yards of me, I slipped the Henry from it's scabbard and took aim on the lead rider. I fired two rounds in rapid succession and then turned my attention to his companion, firing once I watched him fly backwards from the saddle. Turning back to the lead rider I saw an empty saddle and moments later both horses galloped by me in a panic.
Replacing my Henry in the scabbard I sat there motionless, wearing the uniform of a Confederate officer as I was swarmed by thirty or so Union cavalrymen. A red-faced Captain brought his lathered mount to a stop beside me and pointing his pistol at my chest demanded that I surrender and dismount immediately. As I did a Private foolishly attempted to grab Thunder's reins; until I reached up and jerked him unceremoniously out of his saddle, depositing him on the ground beside me.
"Private, don't touch my horse." I said, looking down at the bewildered trooper.
"Who in Hell do you think you are Reb?" the Captain spat out.
"Thaddeus Thatcher, Major, Confederate States Army." I replied, with a sense of pride in my voice that I had not had in months, before adding, "I've been tracking those two for over five hours now Captain. They burned a barn down a few miles from here. It belonged to the family I am staying with. I am assuming they were deserters, so what is the issue with me killing them for you?"
"The Confederate Army no longer exists Major. And yes, they were deserters. However, General Richardson, the Commanding General of this brigade, wanted them brought to trial instead of being summarily executed; especially by a damned Rebel officer." the Captain responded, still leveling his pistol at me.
"Captain, you may put your sidearm away. I have no intentions of fighting or of attempting to escape. Am I to assume that I am now your prisoner?"
"You most certainly are sir." he replied, uncocking his Colt and returning it to his holster.
"Brigade? An entire brigade?" I thought to myself. I had not ridden alone into an Infantry Company, led by an immature Captain. I had ridden alone into an entire Cavalry Brigade, led by a Brigadier General. My odds of walking away from this incident unscathed had just gone from naught to nothing.
Trotting into their camp with my guard detail an hour or so later I realized that I was truly in a major predicament. It was centered around a small farmhouse, much like Beth's with the Brigade Headquarters and presumably the Commanding General inside. I wasn't allowed to find out for myself because I was taken to a small shed behind the barn, unceremoniously stripped of my boots, cartridge belt and jacket and then thrown inside. Looking out of one of the many cracks between the boards, I could see a trooper struggling to lead Thunder to some unknown location.
I sat in there for what seemed like an eternity before I heard a commotion outside and the door opened. The Captain who I had surrendered to was standing there with a circus gorilla in a Yankee uniform. He honestly was and remains the largest man I have ever seen or met, to this day. He had a set of leg shackles thrown over his massive shoulders and was carrying a set of wrist shackles in his right hand. When he approached me I immediately held out both arms signaling my acquiescence to the inevitable.
The bastard hit me so hard in the center of my chest that I broke one of the boards on the back wall of the shed when I slammed into it. Fighting to get my breath I opened my eyes just in time to see his armed cocked back and his fist coming toward my face with the shackles wrapped around his knuckles. That was the last thing I remembered until I woke up, several hours later in a great deal of pain and in pitch black darkness.
Shortly before midnight I woke up again when I heard the door open. I scurried into the corner of the shed like a rat, trying my best to wad into a tight ball to avoid and more damage. Looking up I saw a Yankee Sergeant staring down at me with a look of rage in his eyes. That didn't concern me nearly as much as the half empty whisky bottle in his right hand. The shackles prevented me from ever having a chance to defend myself.
Just after sunrise I had another visitor; this one was a Colonel who politely introduced himself as the Brigade Provost Marshall. He surveyed the damage done by his men and then admonished me on resisting when I was obviously under military arrest. Then the bastard asked me if there was anything I needed.
"Two things."
"Yes?"
"Unshackle me and let me have a fair discussion with the Sergeant that visited me last night."
"And which Sergeant would that be?" he replied with a smirk on his face.
"May I at least have some water?" I asked, licking my parched and bloody lips.
"Not until I get a question answered."
"Sir?"
"Where is this farm you are staying at? General Richardson wishes to investigate your claim that the deserters you shot did in fact burn down a civilian barn."
I gave him directions to Beth's farm and slumped back against the wall. Looking at him I asked for some water again and was relieved when he stepped out of the shed and told one of the guards to get me water and some food. One of them walked away and within a half an hour I had a bucket of water and several hardtack crackers delivered by a silver haired black man in civilian clothes, who stared at me with utter contempt as I tried to wash the blood off my face.
"Massa ain't so damned uppity now. Is he? How do it feel washin' the blood from a beating you didn't see a comin' off your face?" he hissed at me.
"Pretty shitty." I said, drying my hands off on my trousers and groaning as I sat back against the wall of the shed.
"Uh huh. Funny ain't it? Here you is all caged up and it's the nigger who gets to walk away a free man."
"I wouldn't know. I never owned any slaves."
"Don't matter. You fought to keep 'em."
"No. I fought to survive." I whispered at the dirt floor of the shed.
"Me too and for lots longer than you did." he said as he closed the door.
I had just heard the Bugler sound the Mess Call the following morning when the shed door opened, and a Captain I had never seen entered my humble abode. He looked down at me with an emotionless stare on his face as he told me to stand up and follow him. I did as he said and found myself shuffling along beside him headed toward the farm house.
I was led into a small room just off the parlor and given a washbasin full of water and a rag. Looking into the mirror I finally saw the damage to my face. My left eye was all but swollen shut and both cheeks looked as though I had the mumps. I looked at the settee and saw my boots sitting beside it and my jacket wadded up on the floor beside them. Glancing around the room I also saw a painting of a young man wearing a blue uniform, standing beside a horse.
I cleaned up as well as I could under the given circumstances and then waited for the Colonel to return. When he did he looked at my boots and then asked why I had not put them on.
"It is a little difficult to put them on over the shackles Captain."
"I'll send someone in to remove them, but they will go back on after you are finished dressing."
"Thank you." I replied as he walked away.
Within minutes a Private appeared and removing the shackles he waited until I had pulled my boots on to replace them. The Captain stood off to one side and after the Private departed he introduced himself as Captain Lawrence Williams, aide de camp to Brigadier General Theodore Richardson.
"You will meet the General shortly." He said stiffly, adding, "Please remember that you are a prisoner of war Major. This farm is his boyhood home, he is, as are a majority of the troopers under him, Kentuckians, through and through and they see you as a major threat to the peace in the area."
"Wonderful." I thought to myself.
"Do you have any questions?"
"No. Lead the way Captain, let's get this over with." I said softly, finally beginning to understand the danger I was in.
"What happened to your face Major?" the General asked immediately as I entered the room and presented myself to him.
"Northern hospitality General." I answered defiantly.
"Are you implying that my men treated you harshly?" he asked.
"I am not implying anything General, I am stating a fact. Two of your men beat the Hell out of me last night. One of them under the watchful eyes of the Captain that brought me here.
"Those are some serious accusations young man." he said, becoming red faced.
"Again General, it isn't an accusation, it is a statement of fact."
"I will look into it. Now, with that said, would you care to explain your actions yesterday Major," the General began as he glanced briefly at a sheet of paper on his desk, "Thatcher is it?"
"If I may be allowed to do so in private, gentleman to gentleman, the answer is yes. If not, I fear the answer is no." I replied, adding quickly, "Sir, as an officer, I was accustomed to being treated as a man whose word is his solemn oath and bond. If I am unable to gain that courtesy from you, then I am afraid that I must remain silent on the matter and take my chances with your military tribunal."
The General looked at me strangely for a moment, then subtly nodded his head in the direction of his aide, who immediately came to attention, saluted and silently left the room; closing the door behind him. Leaning forward in his chair General Richardson placed his palms on the desk then stood up and walked around until he was standing in front of me.
"You killed two of my soldiers Major and seriously wounded a third. That cannot and will not be overlooked. Technically you are now, again, a prisoner of war and an accused murderer. I could simply have you shot."
"One of them lived?"
"Yes, although he lost his left arm to the surgeon's bone saw last night."
"They were deserters General. Your own Provost stated as much when his troopers apprehended me. They were terrorizing the local civilian population and raiding farms. Had I been a civilian, a true civilian, it would simply be a matter of me protecting property. However, since I am, or was, Confederate officer, it is not such a simple matter. I understand that sir, and I have no choice but to accept any sentence that you see fit to hand down." He nodded thoughtfully, so I continued.
"I took an oath General, a solemn oath when I enlisted and again when I received my commission, to uphold and defend the Constitution. Granted, it was the Confederate government that I swore my allegiance to, and at this point, that means nothing. I do know where my loyalties are now, but I will continue to defend those that I care about by every means possible." I offered as my only defense.
"How long did you serve in the Confederate Army Major?"
"Four years. I was a Private at First Manassas, a Lieutenant by Gettysburg and a Major at Appomattox." I said quietly.
"And if you had to do it over again?" he asked.
"I'd personally shoot the bastard who fired the first cannon on Sumter." I said, looking him directly in the eyes.
Smiling sadly and returning to his chair he sat down then looked up at me. Pausing for a moment he motioned to one of the chairs in front of his desk and said, "Have a seat Major."
"Sir?"
"Sit down Mister Thatcher. My interrogation is over. It ended yesterday when the patrol I dispatched to Missus Sullivan's farm returned with confirmation of your story. She wished me to inform you that she hopes to see you soon and that you are unharmed. Again, have a seat Major.
"Thank you General." I said, easing into the chair.
"I remember reading a story set in ancient Greece where a Greek soldier ran some twenty-six miles to inform the government that there had been a huge military victory." he began speaking as he walked back to his chair and sat down.
"Marathon. I remember that story as well." I interrupted.
"Yes, Marathon. I only bring that up because it is twenty-five miles from the field at Bull Run, Manassas for you, to the hallowed halls of the Capital in Washington DC. I made that run in '61; only we weren't delivering news of a great victory. We were in full retreat off the field and it was shameful. It still pains me greatly to admit that I fled in fear. I was a Second Lieutenant then, three years out of West Point, and our generals were telling us that we were saving the Union from traitors and Satan's spawn." He shook his head and quickly looked away, lost in his thoughts for a moment before he added, "I would give anything to have that kind of naivety back."
"With all due respect General, not me. That kind of naivety gets men like us killed." I responded.
"I suppose it does Major; I suppose it does." he said, reflecting on my words for a moment before he added, "My men, the two you killed, and the other one, were not raw recruits. They were three experienced soldiers who did, in fact, desert. They were veterans of Atlanta, Columbia, Franklin and Nashville, who ran rather than serve out the remainder of their enlistments. We don't shoot deserters these days; it is a new Army, with new leadership. However, I cannot let your deeds go seemingly unpunished because Washington would have a conniption fit. President Johnson is a Tennessean and a staunch Union man, he will not take kindly to a former Confederate officer killing two Union soldiers, deserters or not."
"I understand General." I replied, with a feeling of cold washing over my entire body.
"Last week I received a correspondence from the War Department informing me that I was being reduced to my permanent rank of Captain. I'm being retained in the Regular Army, and I am being sent to Louisiana to assist in forming a new unit by this time next year. The Ninth Calvary. Have you heard of that little experiment Major?" he asked with a sarcastic tone in his voice.
"No sir, I do not think I have." I said.
"Negro troopers under the command of White cavalry officers who will be sent into Indian country to protect the settlers from the savages there. As you can imagine, such an assignment is not looked upon favorably by several officers in the Army." he finished saying as I whistled softly at his statement.
"I can indeed sir." I said, shaking my head at the thought of it.
"Many in Washington feel that former slaves would be perfect for such an assignment. There will be less concern if it is negros who are fighting and dying to protect white settlers than if several hundred white soldiers died do it."
"A soldier is a soldier General. When one dies, we all feel it." I said.
"Interesting sentiment coming from a man who fought to preserve slavery." he replied.
"Sir, my father owned slaves; several dozen in fact. I did not. Nor did I fight to preserve the institution of slavery. I fought, because I felt at the time, that the rights of the southern states were being trampled by an abusive government in Washington City." I responded, trying to keep my building anger in check.
"This will have to be a discussion for another time Major." the General stated firmly, holding his hands out in front of him indicating that this part of the discussion had come to an end.
"I look forward to it Sir." I said, feeling the anger draining and the cold returning as I realized I was about to learn my fate.
"Would you please step into the parlor and inform my aide that I require his service?"
"Certainly Sir." I said, climbing to my feet and walking slowly to the door because of the shackles.
"Balls! I forgot about the damned shackles!" the General exclaimed as he rose from his chair. "Never mind Major, I will fetch him myself. Good man my aide; he is a distant cousin on my mother's side of the family. One day he may be able to tell you which end of a horse you should be looking at when you mount up; but he made a passable aide, so I kept him."
The General, his distant cousin and the Provost returned to the room several minutes later and despite my best efforts, it was impossible to read their faces as the two came to attention standing on either side of me. Having nothing better to do and feeling that I should at least go to my death acting an officer should act in this situation, I came to attention as well and waited for the General to take his seat behind his desk. He paused briefly to light a large cigar and after he was certain that it was lit, he sat back in his chair and began to speak.
"Gentlemen, would the two of you agree that as a Brigadier General, I am allowed some latitude in determining the fate of prisoners such as Major Thatcher?"
"Yes General." they said in unison.
"Good, that got that out of the way." he stated, staring coldly at me as he added, "Major, you stand accused of the murder of two members of my command and seriously wounding a third. How do you plead?"
"Not guilty."
"It is my understanding that most of your defense rests on the premise that you believed their status as deserters and their abusive behavior and wanton destruction of civilian property justified your actions yesterday. Is that correct?"
"It is sir."
"I concur with you Major. With one caveat, you are free to go." the General said, and quickly added, "Listen to me carefully Mister Thatcher, very carefully indeed, because your very life depends on this. If I ever see you wearing that uniform again, in part or in whole; I will personally build the gibbet, tie the noose, slip it over your head and hang you from your neck until you are dead. Do you understand me?"
"I do sir." I said, breaking out in a cold sweat as the blood drained from my face and my legs went numb.
"Gentlemen, it would I think, serve us all well if news of my clemency for Mister Thatcher spread quickly among the troopers here. It may make them think twice about deserting if they know that they can be shot dead for doing it by the local population with little or no thought given about punishment being meted out. Do I make myself clear?"



"Yes General." they replied in unison again as the distant cousin knelt to remove my shackles.
Leaning forward in his chair General Richardson looked at me, smiled then reaching into his jacket he removed another cigar from it. Holding it out to me, he began to speak as he climbed to his feet.
"I was in Washington last month and General Grant himself gave me a few boxes of his famous cigars. I'd like you to have one, if nothing else, as a reminder that not all Yankees want to try and kill you."
"Thank you, sir." I said, as I took the gift he was offering. I had no idea of Beth's beliefs on smoking a cigar; most women hated it. But I would be damned to Hell itself if I wouldn't try to smoke this one tonight on her front porch.
Walking onto the porch of that house gave me a most peculiar feeling. An hour ago, I was convinced that I was about to hang, and now I was a free man. I had somehow, through an act of God or some other form of divine intervention, escaped the hangman's noose a second time in a month and was returning to Beth and Shannon. I made a solemn vow to myself and to God that I would never again risk losing them because of my temper.
The four of us stood on the porch talking as a trooper was dispatched to saddle Thunder and return him and my guns to me. Twenty minutes later, we walked to the gate of the fence around the yard as Thunder nervously pawed at the ground beneath his hooves. I mounted him and as I eased into the saddle the Provost asked me if Thunder was a fast as he looked like he was.
"Well, he out charged and out ran everything you boys had for the better part of the last four years." I said grinning down at him as I patted Thunder's neck.
"You had him the entire war?" the General asked, seeming shocked by that revelation.
"Every miserable day of it." I replied.
"That is one hell of an animal." he replied with awe in his voice.
"He certainly is. This is a beautiful farm you have General, hopefully you will live long enough to grow old on it. Now if you gentlemen will excuse me, I have a promise to keep to two very special ladies." then I added, "General, keep your powder dry out west. The Indians out there ain't nearly as forgiving as we were. We took prisoners, those bastards take scalps."
"Sound advice Mister Thatcher and thank you." he replied, waving his hand in a farewell gesture as I wheeled Thunder around and galloped down the road toward Beth and Shannon.
It was about two hours until sunset when I turned onto to the lane leading to Beth's farm. As we cantered down it, I could see the framework for the roof of a new barn. Thunder got a tad skittish as we rode into the yard because there were several members of the community present and the noise and excitement of the work being done unnerved him slightly. The work came to a stop as I dismounted and led Thunder to the water trough. I looked up when I heard a young voice cry out my name and smiled as I saw Shannon running toward me.
"You came back Thad!" she cried, wrapping her arms around me and hugging me tightly.
"Of course, I came back. I had to fulfill a promise to a very pretty young lady."
"Who?" she said, looking up at me, her small blue eyes sparkling with what I hoped were tears of happiness at my return and not tears of fear at the condition of my face.
"You Silly." I replied, looking down at her and gently pushing on the tip of her nose with my index finger, adding as I looked around, "Where is your mother at Shannon?"
"In the barn with the Sheriff. He is the one who got all the neighbors together for the barn raising. He slept in James' bedroom and stayed here the entire time you were gone. What happened to your face Thad?" she asked, as she took me by the hand and led me toward the barn.
"I got into a discussion that I should have avoided." I answered honestly.
"Oh. You mean you got whipped in a fight?" Shannon responded with a grin on her face.
"Something like that." I replied, laughing as she continued to grin at me.
I stepped into the barn amazed by how quickly it had been rebuilt. The only things missing were the roof and interior doors for the four livestock stalls. As I stepped across the threshold I saw Elizabeth standing beside the Sheriff with her hands on her hips, looking down at the barn floor. The Sheriff noticed me first and it was his grinning nod that caused Beth to look in my direction.
For the briefest of moments, I saw relief and something else in her eyes and a small smile crossed her lips; but something happened when I smiled back and took a step toward her. The smile disappeared, and the look I saw in her eyes was one that seemed like a cross between fear and hatred. It pained me that she would look at me in such a manner.
She didn't say a word as she turned and walked toward us and instead of greeting me, she took Shannon by her other hand then continued walking toward the yard. Shannon looked over her shoulder at me asking her mother where they were going.
"We must thank our neighbors for helping today Shannon." I heard her say as I began to follow them.
"But Momma! Thaddeus is back!" Shannon protested.
"I can see that, and we will speak to Mister Thatcher in due time, now come along Shannon." Beth demanded.
"Yes Momma." Shannon replied obediently.
The Sheriff walked up to me grinning as he removed his hat and wiped the sweat from his brow. Replacing his hat, he smiled at me knowingly and then spoke in a low tone.
"You look like shit son." he whispered, staring at me.
"If it is any consolation; I feel worse."
"Did you at least get a lick in?"
"Not this time and there won't be a next time. I am through dealing with the Union Army."
"Your new business partner seems to have a lot more, um, spirit these days."
"I have noticed."
"A woman like that can make or break a man."
"I have noticed that as well Sir." I replied, watching Beth and Shannon begin to say their goodbyes to the townsfolk that had shown up.
"Thaddeus, I am not certain if I should congratulate you or begin to compose your eulogy."
"It probably would be best if you did both. If I am not here in the morning, check for fresh turned dirt in the field out back."
"You mean the field that William James and his sons just plowed today?" the old man replied laughing at me.
"Well, damn." I muttered and then added, "By the by Sheriff, what is your name?"
"Jerimiah Potter." He answered.
"Well Mister Potter, the lovely Missus and Miss Sullivan have bid their guests adieu and are heading back this way. Would you like to hasten your departure as well, so you can look the grand jury in the eyes and honestly say that you saw nothing?"
"That sounds like a splendid idea Mister Thatcher! A splendid idea indeed; I do believe I shall." He said laughing before he added, "I'm happy to see you made it Thaddeus."
"Thank you, Jerimiah, for everything." I replied, shaking his hand before he turned and walked toward his horse.
As Beth and Shannon approached me I began to feel a sense of panic developing in my chest. I knew the upcoming reunion with Beth wasn't going to be what I expected, and I had no idea how it would begin or end. What I got was so completely unexpected that to this day, I cringe when I reminisce on it.
Beth walked up to me and looking me directly in the eyes, slapped me across the face so hard that my head spun sideways from the force of the blow. The sting instantly brought tears to my eyes and Shannon stood stock still in shock at her mother's act of violence. Spinning on her heels she quickly led Shannon away and into the house without having spoken a single word to me the entire time I had been back.
I stood in the yard in stunned silence as the front door slammed shut then I walked to Thunder and taking him by the bridle, I led him into the barn and put him in the stall beside Rose. I had the distinct feeling that both Thunder and I would be sleeping here tonight and that was confirmed about an hour later when Shannon appeared with my supper on a plate and tears in her eyes. It angered me somewhat that Beth had sent her child instead of coming outside to speak to me herself but a small part of me was relieved that I did not have to face the redheaded force of nature that was her mother.
"Thank you, Shannon." I said to her as I took the plate.
"Mother said to tell you that there are oats and grain in the shed for Thunder and Rose."
"I'll see to it after supper."
"Why did Mother slap you Thad?"
"Miss Shannon, sometimes adults do things that seem strange to children," I answered her adding as I winked, "and to other adults as well. But truth be told, I probably deserved that one."
"But you kept your promise to us; you came back." she said with such innocence in her voice that I had to pause to consider my words before I answered her.
"Shannon, sometimes promises are not enough." I said quietly.
"If you say so Thad." Shannon responded, clearly not understanding what I was trying to say.
"I do, now go on back inside before you mother comes out here to see what is taking so long."
"Can I ride Thunder tomorrow?" she asked, glancing over at him and smiling.
"We will see. Now run along before we both get into more trouble." I said, half laughing, giving her my best conspiratorial wink and smile.
"Yes Sir." she responded with a giggle, as she turned and ran back to the house.
About an hour after sunset I stepped onto the front porch and gently knocked on the door. I waited for a reasonable amount of time and knocked again. This time Beth answered by flinging the door open and stepping on the porch with an angry scowl on her face.
"I assumed that you would understood that I wish to be left alone Mister Thatcher!" she stated in a harsh tone.
"I do Missus Sullivan, I simply need my clothes. I was told in no uncertain terms that if I am caught wearing this uniform again I will be hung by the neck. I have no intentions of questioning the integrity or whims of a Yankee Brigadier General. So, if you will be so kind as to retrieve them and my other effects for me I would appreciate it." I replied in as stern a tone as I dared, given the circumstance.
"Give me a moment." she said as she walked back inside and shut the door.
I sat down on the swing as I waited and reaching into my pocket I pulled the cigar out, then I lit it. Turning it over in my fingers I wondered if the tobacco was Cuban or American. I had just settled on Cuban and taken a second puff when the door opened, and Beth stepped onto the porch holding a bundle of clothing. She scowled as she looked at me, then sat the bundle down on the porch.
"Get that disgusting thing off my porch right now Thaddeus." she said pointing at the cigar.
"I'll have you know that this was a gift from Ulysses S. Grant himself, by way of the Brigadier that threatened to hang me." I replied, taking another puff.
"I don't care if it was gifted to you from our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, get it off my porch!"
"Yes Dear." I said, flinging it into the yard.
"Do not call me that. Do not ever call me that again." Beth stated angrily, placing a large emphasis on ever.
"Beth, please, I beseech you, please tell me what I did to upset you so. Please?" I pleaded with her.
"My name is Elizabeth." she said, placing her hands on her hips as she glared at me.
"What did I do?" I asked, sitting up straight.
"You killed two men Thaddeus."
"They burned your barn down Beth."
"Elizabeth!" she hissed angrily at me.
"They burned your barn down Beth." I replied, beginning to feel a rage boiling inside me.
"It was a barn Thaddeus. A barn! You killed two men over a damned barn!" she cried out angrily.
"I killed two Yankee deserters to protect you and Shannon! Do you not think that I do not understand the ramifications of that? Do you honestly believe that if they had gotten into the house that you would have been spared? Do you think that Shannon only being ten would have spared her? I've seen first hand what men like those do to women when they find them alone. I must live with what I've seen for the rest of my days. Believe me when I tell you Beth, I am more than willing to live with killing animals like those to protect the people I care about!" I said, rising to my feet, pointing a finger at her and adding, "Judge me if you wish, personally I did not give a damn about your barn. I was sending a message that you and Shannon are protected. And by God in Heaven, I will do it again tomorrow or any other day, if need be! Good night Beth." I said as I scooped up my clothing and started to walk off the porch.
"You callous bastard!" she cried out.
"Excuse me?" I said, dropping my clothes to the porch with a thud as I turned on her.
"I lost my brother! I lost my husband! I lost my son; Thaddeus, I lost my son! I lost them all because a bastard like you hunted them down and killed them. And I realized last night that it was probably because someone had burnt down a damned barn!" she sobbed, slumping against the wall of the house.
"Probably, but most likely they were trying to kill the men that killed them." I replied as her head snapped up with the hatred, pain and anger in her eyes turning them as cold as ice.
"Thaddeus, I think it would be best if you left." she said stiffly, wiping away the tears from her cheeks.
"Why?"
"Because I am becoming very angry and that last remark was totally inappropriate." she said.
"Inappropriate to whom Missus Sullivan? To you? To the people in town? To the Commonwealth of Kentucky? I simply spoke the truth, nothing more." I said, reaching down to retrieve my clothes for a second time.
"Nothing more?" she replied with an angry tone in her voice.
"Nothing more." I responded, staring at her until she turned her head to break away from my gaze.
"Good night Thaddeus." she said, reaching for the doorknob.
"Beth, I have made it painfully clear and very obvious as to my intentions and desire for you. You on the other hand have, for the most part, treated me with scorn, indifference, intolerance and this evening, violence. None of which were warranted or something that I deserved. I have treated you and Shannon with respect and reverence and you have treated me as though I am personally responsible for all the wrongs and evils that have befallen you. Maybe I should leave; perhaps it would be best for all of us. Good night and goodbye Missus Sullivan." I said, picking up my clothing again and stepping off the porch to retrieve my now extinguished cigar. I headed for the barn; and when I got there, I turned my head to look back at the house seeing that she had already retreated inside.
Sunrise found me sitting on an overturned crate in the barn pulling a boot on when I looked up to see Beth standing in the door. We stared at each other as I finished and stood up stomping my feet to adjust the fit. Without saying a word, I walked to Thunder's stall and led him onto the barn floor then walked into the tack room to grab his bridle and saddle. When I walked out on to the barn floor, Thunder was back in his stall and Beth was brushing his neck softly with her fingertips.
"Were you leaving without saying goodbye?" she asked, refusing to look at me.
"I said my goodbyes last night Elizabeth." I replied, finally accepting the reality of the situation and giving into her desire to go back to the way things were before my arrival a week ago.
"Did you sleep well?" she asked softly, still not looking at me.
"Tolerable. The hay was soft." I answered honestly beginning to bridle Thunder.
"I did not sleep at all last night Thaddeus. Nary a wink." And when she turned to look at me, I believed her. Her eyes were red, puffy and bloodshot and I noticed the bags under them for the first time.
"I'm sorry about that." I said, feeling less emotion at her apparent sufferings than I should have.
"Do you think we can simply be business partners Thad?" she asked.
"No. Most likely not and you will never see me in the same light I see you in. So, it would I think, be in our best interest if I simply moved on to Texas."
"I am too old for you Thad." she sighed.
"Are we back to that argument again?" I replied, rubbing Thunder's neck as he tossed his head.
"Yes."
"Is that the best one you have?" I said, feeling too exhausted to even try to debate it again.
"No."
"Then stop dilly-dallying and say it." I demanded, reaching for Thunder's bridle and leading him out of the stall again.
"What happened between us the other night was, to say the least, wonderful Thad. I've never been with a man before who could make me, well, behave the way I did with you. I had a vivacious, handsome young Cavalry officer treat me as though my body was the most precious gift he had ever received. Then I found out that I was your first woman and it brought into stark contrast the differences between our ages. I cannot risk or even tolerate the thought of you slipping into anther woman's arms at night in a few years because you don't believe I am still the woman you bedded that night."
She said it with such simple trust and conviction that I stood there in awe of her ability to make me see that deeply into her soul. It was not our age differences that was holding her back; it was simply fear that I would grow tired of her and leave. I had faced fear so often that I had become callous to what it could do to a person, especially a woman who had lost so much in such a short amount of time and so recently. I turned to her, dropping the saddle and turning Thunder lose.
"Listen to me Beth. Listen very carefully because what I am about to ask, and your response to it, shall determine if I stay or go."
"Yes?"
"If I stay, can you promise me that you will give me the chance to prove to you that I am worthy?"
"Thaddeus, that is a lot to ask, considering we have only known one another for such a short time."
"That did not answer the question Beth. I asked you for a chance to prove that I am worthy of you. Can you give me that?"
"Possibly. I will try to give you the chance but there is so much turmoil in my life that it may not be a fair one."
"Very well Missus Sullivan, thank you for being so candid with me." I said as I reached down to grab my saddle.
Placing it on Thunder I began to tighten and adjust the cinches and straps that held it in place. I heard a soft gasp and glancing over at Beth, I saw her shoulders slump, then saw them begin to rise and fall as she silently began to sob. I stopped what I was doing and walked over to her. Taking her by the shoulders I began to pull her to me, ignoring her feeble protests as she attempted to squirm out of my grasp.
"Look at me Beth." I said to her as she attempted to pull away.
"No! Let go of me Thaddeus! You're hurting me!" she said as I tightened my grasp because of her struggling.
"Then look at me damn it!" I said, releasing her so quickly that she stumbled backwards and fell to the floor.
"What? What do you want?" she screamed at me so loudly that her voice cracked as she looked up with tears beginning to roll down her cheeks.
"Good God woman are you really this thickheaded? I want you!" I yelled back, causing Beth to go wide-eyed and Thunder and Rose to snort and paw the flooring beneath their feet. "The other night was incredible, and you were correct, I did treat you like your body was the most precious gift I had ever been offered, because it is the most precious gift I have ever been offered. I wanted you the moment I laid eyes on you in that dressing gown and I am getting sick and tired of you thinking that because you passed some mystical date in an almanac that you are now a dried-up useless hag!"
"Stop saying that!" she whispered, the tears streaming down her face in earnest now.



"No." I said softly.
"Please leave Thaddeus." she said even more softly, climbing quickly to her feet.
"No." I said, grinning and folding my arms across my chest.
"Please?" she said, looking away from me.
"Make me." I said with a chuckle.
"Thaddeus! Damn you!"
"I was damned long before I met you Beth." I whispered to her as I leaned down and gently kissed her on the lips, feeling her body gradually relaxing as she began to return the kiss.
Groaning suddenly and placing both hands on my chest Beth pushed away from me. Shaking her head with a look of bemusement on her flushed face, she turned and started walking toward the house and had taken no more than three steps when I asked where she was going. Pausing to look over her shoulder at me she responded by telling me that she was going to the house.
"There will be ten to fifteen people here to finish the barn roof in about a half an hour. I need to start thinking about the noon meal, if I am to feed that many people."
"And us?" I asked her, holding my breath as I waited for her reply.
"You have your chance Thaddeus and on your head, be it. But understand this young man, you may have bitten off a bit more than you can chew with me."
"Then I reckon I'll just have to nibble on you a little bit at a time Beth." I replied with a rather imprudent grin on my face.
"If that be the case, you definitely have my permission." she said with a wink as she continued toward the house.
To be continued...
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
Author's Note: I decided last month when I finalized the storyboard for this chapter that I really didn't care about the ratings or view count for it, because the readers who are reading it are enjoying it and voting for it at a higher rate than anything I have published to date. The first chapter of When Thunder Rolls is the least viewed story I have published on Literotica; it has just over 10,000 views. By contrast, Bandit has over 48,000 and was published just sixteen days earlier. Yet I have received more requests from readers for the continuation of When Thunder Rolls than I have with all my other works: combined.
For the record, the 9th and 10th Cavalry Regiments were formed in New Orleans in 1866 and white officers did command black troopers. The 9th and 10th Cavalry, along with the 24th and 25th Infantry Regiments would soon become known as Buffalo Soldiers to the Native American nations that they faced in battle. They were named because their hair reminded the Native Americans of the curly hide of the buffalo. They were as feared and respected on and off the field of battle as any white regiment that the US Army utilized in the American West. They were also the first all-black regiments formed in a peacetime Army. The 25th Infantry was disbanded after WWII; the other three are still active in the US Army to this day.
On September 6, 2005, the last known original Buffalo Soldier passed away. Sergeant First Class Mark Matthews, US Army (Ret.) lived to be 111 years old. He was a veteran of the Pancho Villa Expedition into Mexico with General Black Jack Pershing and World Wars I and II. He is buried at Arlington National Cemetery in Section 69, Site 4215, with his wife of 57 years, Genevieve.
The Civil War all but destroyed the economy of the southern states. The livestock population wouldn't recover from its prewar levels until the 1910 census. To either own horses like Thunder and Rose or land like Beth's would have made Thad and Beth royalty in the local area. To have both would have ensured that they survived in relative comfort.
It is also estimated that by the end of the war there were 70,000 widows in the former Confederate states alone. The 1870 census showed several thousand married couples in both southern and northern states where the wife was often older than her husband by more than a decade.
(And you all thought Cougars are a new fad?)
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Saddar City, Iraq
May, 2003
I remember the flash of light to the left side of our line, but I never heard a sound. Strange isn't it? How you can remember somethings about an event, but other memories are blacked out. I woke up the first time in a Blackhawk with a medic hovering over me yelling into my ear that I was going to be okay.
"Just hang on man. Hang the fuck on."
Those words were prophetic in so many ways over the next thirteen years that I still shake my head when I have that memory.
Just hang on man. Hang the fuck on.
February 2014
"Thank you, Reverend." I said as I hoisted my backpack to my shoulders and walked out of the church doors into the early morning light.
"You're welcome Sam. Will we see you tonight?" he asked as I turned to leave.
"Possibly. I'm not sure about anything these days." I replied.
"Sam, look, I know this is hard. I really do understand. I wasn't always a minister; forty-three years ago, I was in the Central Highlands of Viet Nam."
"Really?"
"Trust me Brother, you're not the first veteran I've dealt with. You have options, I can help if you let me."
"We'll see Preacher." I said, looking down at the ground.
"I'll be here Sam. Just let me know."
"Yeah." I said, looking up at the grey skies and wondering when the rain would start as I began to walk toward downtown Richmond. I thought that with any luck I could at least panhandle enough money to buy lunch and a fifth of whiskey before I wandered back here tonight to sleep off another drunk.
I was ashamed at how far I had fallen in the two years since my retirement form the Army. Three years ago, I had been a Master Sergeant, albeit a drunken mess of a Master Sergeant but I was still able to do my job. I had a wife and two children that I loved more than I loved life itself, unfortunately I loved a guy by the name of Jim Beam too and that ended my career and my marriage.
I lost my wife and children first. Shelby left me and took the kids with her to move back to her parent's home in Kansas. She left me a letter that basically said that she couldn't handle watching the man that she loved kill himself slowly by drinking his life away. She told me that she would rather take the kids across the country and take the heat for breaking up our family than to let them see a man they should idolize drink himself into a mindless oblivion each night.
Then the Army, more specifically, the anal-retentive Lieutenant Colonel we got as a new Battalion Commander, stripped me of the only thing I had left when I showed up for work five minutes late for a PT session. Okay, so I blew a .06 when they sent me for a Fit for Duty physical. I had been far more drunk on numerous runs over the years. They were decent enough to award me a Meritorious Service Medal when I "retired".
Fuck 'em. I could manage it on my own.
By two in the afternoon I had managed to collect about twenty dollars in change and small bills. The weight of the coins in my jacket pocket filled me with a sense of shame but I had to eat. According to the terms of my divorce, Shelby was getting almost all my retirement check for spousal and child support. I was left with crumbs and handouts and she was reaping the benefits and attention of being "that poor woman with two children whose husband went crazy after his last tour in Iraq".
I was bitter, I was angry, I was living in shelters and I had no hope of my situation improving. It had been over two years since I had even spoken to my son or daughter. Each time I tried to call, they were "busy" or "asleep" or I received a litany of other lame ass excuses from Shelby and her parents. So much of "until death us do part". Then again, I was already dead; I just didn't have the enough sense to lay down.
I wandered aimlessly around Richmond for an hour or so before I found myself standing by the James River at the Robert E. Lee Memorial Bridge. For lack of anything better to do, I started walking across it heading toward Belle Island. I had gotten halfway across when I stopped and began looking down at the water and thought to myself that all I had to do was jump and all this shit would end. The pack on my back would drag me under and the problems and pain would end. It was that simple I thought as I placed my right foot on the bottom of the safety railing.
"Hi." I heard a voice say quietly on my right side.
"Hey." I replied, not even bothering to look up.
"That water looks kinda cold." the voice said.
"Yeah." I replied, looking at the ice on the bank of the river.
"So, whatcha thinking about?" the voice asked.
"I have no fucking idea." I replied honestly, looking up to see a Richmond police officer straddling a bicycle.
"How long were you with the 10th Mountain?" he asked, nodding at the division patch on my shoulder as he slid off the bike and dropped the kickstand.
"Four years." I said, suddenly feeling extremely drained.
"I was a Captain in the Marine Corps." he said, pausing before he added, "Military Police. You?"
"Master Sergeant; Infantry."
Grabbing his bike, he lifted the kickstand and began to walk further down the bridge. He glanced back over his shoulder looking at me and asked, "You coming, or what?"
"Yeah." I said, glancing down at the water and shifting the weight on my back I began to walk behind him listening to him talk about nothing. He stopped when I finally grew tired of it and asked him if he thought I was a jumper.
"Nah, I knew you were. That's why I stopped and started talking to you."
"Why?" I asked.
"I'm sorry, what is your name?" he asked me, holding out his hand.
"Sam, Sam Williams." I responded, as I offered mine as well.
"David Jensen. Nice to meet you Sam."
"Nice to meet you too. Now, why?" I asked again.
"Because you weren't going to be number twenty-two. At least not on my watch; which ended thirty minutes ago by the way." he said with such conviction that it rocked me back on my heels.
I stood there in stunned silence with David staring at me with a determined look on his face. He had mentioned the magic number for any veteran of Iraq or Afghanistan. Twenty-two; the daily number of veteran suicides across the US. Was it so obvious to a total stranger that I looked like I had reached the end of the line?
"Why?" I asked again.
"Because I can't fix the whole world Sam. All I can do is fix little pieces of mine. I help you out and you pay it forward when you see someone so down and out that they look like they have reached the end. In time, they will help someone out. That's how you fix the world, one person at a time, but first we need to get you to a better place than you are right now. Where are you living?"
"Shelters mostly. If they are full I find an overpass to crawl under."
"Don't freak out on me. I'm going to call a friend to come by and pick us up. He may or may not be driving an unmarked car. I don't know if he is on shift or not, so just relax. I'm taking you to a group home for vets. The guy that runs it is in my VA support group so I'm almost positive that they can find you a place to stay for a while." he said as he pulled his phone out of his pocket.
"Um." I began.
"Sam, I swear, I'm not even going to run your name to check for warrants. I just want to get you some place safe tonight. We can deal with the rest tomorrow."
"Again, why?"
"Like I said, you won't be number twenty-two. At least not today."
"This guy isn't a Bible thumper, is he?"
"Who? Tony? He has a strong faith in God but no, he isn't a Bible thumper. He and some of the guys have a morning prayer meeting, most of them don't attend; it's up to you." he answered.
We stood there talking while we waited for his friend to show up. I learned that he had been on the force there for three years, he had graduated from Purdue and had gone straight into the Marines after college. He was married to his high school sweetheart and they had a son who was one. He genuinely loved being a cop and missed being a Marine officer.
"You remind me a lot of a friend of mine, Bobby."
"Army buddy?" he responded.
"Kind of; we were in high school together before the Army. These days he's the county sheriff where we grew up." I said, remembering the good times that Bobby and I had shared as kids. God, he would be so ashamed of me now, I thought to myself.
"Where is that?"
"Nice try Dude." I said, smiling at him as a black Dodge slowed to a stop beside us.
Twenty minutes later I walked through the front door of the shelter that would, eventually turn my life around. Calling it a shelter is a misnomer; it eventually became my home and it was also a small old-fashioned motel with 10 rooms total. It was built in the 1940s and had been remodeled; recently from the looks of things. I was given a room that had a full-sized bed, a dresser, closet, a small fridge, a small TV that picked up the local stations, a couple of chairs and a small bathroom with a shower. The lobby served as a common area and dining room for us.
Tony explained the house rules, which were very simple. Show respect, help each other, no drugs and go to your counselling meetings. The last was made even easier because he had a shuttle van that ran to the VA hospital Monday through Friday. When I asked where the money came for all of this, Tony and David just looked at one another and smiled; then Tony said, "God has a wicked sense of humor."
"No. Seriously, where?"
"I opened about three years ago. Started small you know? I didn't have much so I could only help one or two vets at a time. God called me to do this, so I was doing what He wanted me to do. One of the guys I helped cleaned up, sobered up and straightened his life out to the point that he left with a decent chance of never coming back. On a whim one day, he bought a lottery ticket after work."
"No shit?"
"Like I said, God has a wicked sense of humor."
"So where is he now?"
"When I spoke to him yesterday, he was in Alaska on a cruise."
"So now what?" I asked.
"Get a good night's sleep, wake up, eat breakfast and we run you to the hospital tomorrow to start that process." David stated.
"Awesome. I hate the VA." I responded, before I added, "And what is this we stuff?"
"I volunteer here a couple of times each month. Tomorrow is my turn to drive the van."
"Oh." I responded as they turned and walked toward the door.
"Hey guys." I said before they could leave, "Thank you both, I appreciate it."
"Not a problem Brother. Try and get some sleep." Tony said, smiling as he closed the door.
The next morning found me sitting in a waiting room, thoroughly depressed by the sea of broken humanity around me and filling out government form after government form that asked the same stupid fucking questions. An hour into the process I stood up and stretched then sighed and sat back down. David looked at me and laughed, then asked me if I needed to go for a walk or something.
"Or something? If it weren't ten in the morning I would dive into a bottle of Jim Beam and try to drown myself. God Almighty this place is depressing as fuck!"
"Yeah, I know, I've dealt with it for so long that I cringe at the mention of it."
"Yeah. The one in North Carolina is so bad that I only went there three times and each time I felt worse than I did when I went in. It is almost like they intentionally try to break you more, so you won't come back."
"What I would love to do is get a law passed that say the members of Congress and their families are required to use the VA system. We would see some changes then."
"Hell naw!" I said laughing, "It's bad enough that those asshats get involved in this. I can't imagine what a goat screw it would turn into if they showed up here. It would start a riot!"
It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. It only took the VA four months to deny my claim and another four months to decide that my appeal was denied as well. The second appeal took another six but that one got me classified as 80% disabled. I could have appealed that, but I didn't have the fight in me. Besides, the disability was retroactive from the day I filed my first claim. I had fourteen months of disability pay going into my old credit union account.
Hopefully it would be enough to let me buy an old beater to get back and forth to my part time job in. It wasn't much. I worked in the yard of a small hardware store, stocking and pulling lumber orders for customers. The owner paid me weekly and it gave me enough money that I could go to dinner and rent a movie every now and then. The disability would be great because at least now I could afford a cheap apartment instead of taking up a bed at the shelter. It was time to move on and let Tony and David help some other guy out.
"I need to order some checks and get a new ATM card." I said to the teller.
"If you can just sign in sir, a Customer Service Rep will be with you in a few minutes."
I was at the credit union to make sure everything was set up correctly when my disability check finally went into my account. I glanced nervously at my watch because I only had two hours to get this taken care of and make it back to the shelter in order to make my A.A. meeting. I was getting my One Year award tonight and I was really looking forward to it.
Twenty minutes later, I got the biggest shock of my life when the CSR slid my new ATM card across her desk and asked me if I wanted to transfer anything into savings because the interest rate was much higher there.
"Really? How much interest could a couple of dollars accrue?"
"Well, in your case, quite a bit Mister Williams. Do you need to see your current balance?" she asked with a perplexed look on her face.
"Please?" I asked, beginning to wonder what she was looking at.
She took a sticky note and scribbled a figure on it then handed it to me. $132,359.29
"There has to be a mistake." I said, turning pale as I looked down at the note.
"No Sir. That's your balance." she replied confidently.
"Have there been any garnishments on a court order?"
"Child support or something like that?"
"Yes."
"None that I can see, and it looks like this all came from the Department of Defense, they would have garnished it there before they released anything into your account."
"Transfer all but two thousand into my Savings. I need to make a phone call or two." I said, hoping that what I thought was happening wasn't or hadn't happened.
I hopped on the bus and headed back to the shelter. Walking into the office I found Tony and explained what had happened at the credit union and then asked to borrow his cell phone. I had a burner phone for emergencies, but I didn't want Shelby having that number just yet.
I was honestly shocked when Shelby answered.
"Hello?"
"Shelby?"
"Yes?"
"It's me, Sam."
"Sam?"
"Yeah, how are you?" I asked.
"I'm doing okay, how are you?
"Alive. Better. Sober. I need to talk to you."
"You drop off the face of the Earth for three years and now you need to talk to me?"
"Why aren't you taking the child support payments?"
"I went back to court two years ago, after you disappeared, and asked them for full custody. The court granted it to me on the condition that you no longer had to pay support because you were obviously mentally incapable of supporting yourself, let alone your children. I gave up the money but at least I can protect our children from seeing the homeless wreck their father has become." she said bitterly.
"So much for until Death us do part."
"You did die Sam. You were just too damn drunk to lay down."
"I've been sober, for a year now." I said softly and remembering my thoughts on this subject from a year or so ago.
"Really?"
"Yes." I said, looking down at my chip and turning it over in the palm of my hand.
"I've been remarried for eighteen months." she retorted in a sarcastic tone.
"I'm not doing this Shelby, not tonight. I'm not going to get into a fight. I'll call you later and we can talk but at least I know why I my checking account is where it is. Goodbye."
"Goodbye Sam. Call again when you can't talk as long." she said bitterly as she disconnected the call.
I handed Tony his phone and stood there silently for a moment collecting my thoughts. I had learned a lot over the past year about disappointment and failure and I knew better than to react to news like this without rationally thinking about what the ramifications would be. Then I cut loose with a thirty second string of obscenities, blasphemies and profanity. Tony waited for a good five seconds after I finished before he finally spoke.
"Anything I can do?" he asked, with a sincere tone of concern in his voice.
"No." I said, still seething.
"At least now you know."
"Yeah, now I know."
"You're not going to do anything stupid when I leave are you?"
"You mean get drunk or do a Swan Dive off a bridge?"
"Or both." he said as his eyes searched my face.
"Nah, I'm just going to sit here and cuss a lot."
"Let's go for a walk. It will help clear your head. Besides, I have some news for you."
"I'm not sure me being in public is a good idea man."
"Come on Sam, I'll buy you a drink." he said, grinning at me.
"So long as it's a Sprite."
"Oh Lord! You're going for the clear stuff right off the bat? That is never a good sign."
"Be careful! I might even mix it up and switch to Dr. Pepper later." I said with a grin.
"God help us!"
The news was this. Apparently, way back when, on the day that I met David and this odyssey of recovery had begun for me, I had screwed up. I mentioned that one of my oldest friends was a sheriff and I had given David his name. David, being a cop, had started doing some research and when he found out where I was born he put two and two together and made a phone call to Bobby. Not only that, he had been keeping Bobby informed on my progress. I was already pissed off; when Tony dropped this on my lap, I exploded.
"Why the fuck would he do that?" I asked, stopping at the door to the office and turning on Tony so abruptly that he took a step back.
"Sam, relax. Look, he and I both knew that you would eventually need more support and Bobby and his wife are more than willing to help you once you leave. You even mentioned last month that you were moving back to your hometown. Why not have a support system in place that knew you were coming?"
"That's for me to decide, damn it!"
"You really are a stupid bastard sometimes! Has anyone ever told you that?" Sam responded angrily, stopping me in my tracks and leaving me staring at him for calling me a stupid bastard. I had known him for over a year and the strongest word I had ever heard him use was "fudge".
"Um."
"You can't do this alone Sam. You know that. Just stop and look at how far you've come. A year ago, the news that you got today would have set off a round of binge drinking that would have left you comatose and tonight you took it standing up and moving forward. Why? Because you knew you weren't alone."
"I can't do anything about it." I offered weakly.
"No. You can't do anything about it right away. In a year or two maybe, it might take longer because you are going to have to prove to the courts that you can care for your children and that you have turned your life around, but that will take time."
"True." I mumbled, stunned by the matter of fact tone that Tony was taking with me. He had once again gone from friend to mentor at the drop of a hat, just when I needed it the most.
"Good God Sam. You have me, you have David, you have Sam and his wife on your side. Stop and think about how that will play out in court one day. You just have to be patient a little longer. You can't fix someone as broken as you were in a matter of weeks or months and the courts know that. And besides, I have something else to tell you."



"Oh, joy and fucking happiness! What? The IRS is coming after me because I owe back taxes on income I was too drunk and screwed up to file on?"
"Oh fudge! I hadn't thought about that! You need to get that fixed fast. But no, I think I found a program for you."
"What kind of program?"
"What do you know about service dogs?" he asked me.
"Nothing. Why?"
By the time I dealt with the IRS my savings account was twenty-two thousand dollars lighter. The disability back payment covered that, and I laughed thinking that Uncle Sam had basically spent thousands of dollars to put my checking account right back to where it was when he started. That still left me with more money than I thought I would ever have at this point in my life.
I was actually starting to enjoy my life again and the look on the other residents faces when I pulled into the parking lot driving a beat-up Jeep CJ-7 that was blowing more exhaust through the holes in the floor than it was out of the tailpipe was hilarious.
"It's a fixer upper." I said as I shut it off and listened to it cough and sputter for a few seconds before it finally died.
"Dude, how much did they pay you to take it off their hands?" Tony asked.
"About treefiddy." I said with a laugh.
"It has potential."
"Don't we all?"
"Yep, but Dude, you really need to ditch the 8-track and maybe upgrade to a cassette player instead." Tony said with a grin.
"No damn way." I said, laughing at him and holding up the Electric Light Orchestra's 'Out of the Blue' eight track cartridge the previous owner had given me.
"God help us!" he replied as I popped it in and 'Turn to Stone' began blaring out of the speakers.
My trip to the service dog organization was almost a disaster. I was becoming really stressed out at the thought of moving back home. I had spoken to Bobby numerous times over the last month that I was in Richmond and I was finally convinced that he was willing to help without it becoming a drama-fest of sympathy. I had even driven up twice and stayed with him and Heather, to look at houses in the area and I was waiting on an offer on a cabin I had liked to be accepted.
Tony was tied up the day I went to look at the dogs, so David took a day off work to go there with me. I had done their assessment online and it turned out that I was a perfect fit for a dog. I never bothered to ask how many strings got pulled to jump me to the head of the line but I'm pretty sure it was more than one. I met Kurt, the director in his office and he explained what the organization did and what was expected of me if I did find a good fit with a dog here.
"Mr. Williams? Have you ever seen or read Harry Potter?" Kurt asked as we walked through the facility and entered the training yard.
"Yes." I answered, slightly taken aback by the question and sadly remembering all the times I had read the first of those books to my children before they went to bed.
"Dogs are like wands; they chose the human. Keep that in mind and don't get frustrated if you don't seem to bond with one right away. These animals are chosen for their intelligence and their ability to adapt to their handlers and surroundings."
"Got it. Thanks for the heads up." I said, looking over at David and chuckling.
The dog choses the human? I didn't know what he was on, but I wanted fifty-five gallons of it in a drum with a four-foot long straw.
There were three German Shepherds, a Boxer and a Greyhound who was a rescued racing dog but there was something missing. I couldn't put my finger on it but there was a chemistry that just wasn't there. It was like I would have had to settle for one of them and I didn't like that feeling. I think they sensed it because none of them seemed interested in me either. I asked the director if these were all the dogs that they had ready and he smiled sadly and nodded his head.
Then I heard a sharp bark behind me.
Turning around I saw a handsome, German Shepherd in a kennel by himself, with his head cocked to the right. He had a black mask across both eyes and a black saddle; the rest of his fur was a deep dark brown. As I looked at him he stood up then barked a second time and lifted his paw up to the chain link door that separated us; cocking his head to the left he sat down and barked again.
"Who is that?" I asked, almost afraid that speaking would somehow ruin the moment.
"Bandit." Kurt whispered.
"Is he ready?"
"We thought he was, but he was returned last week."
"Why?"
"The recipient said that he didn't feel it was a good match after he got him home. The poor guy has been depressed since he got back. This is the first sign of life that I've seen in him in days."
"Can I see him? I sort of understand what it feels like to be abandoned."
"Sure, let me grab a lead."
"The wand choses the wizard Mr. Potter." David whispered with awe, in a passable English accent behind me.
"Indeed Mr. Ollivander, indeed it does." I said, watching as the director led Bandit over to me.
"Have you ever been around or owned a German Shepherd Sam?" Kurt asked me as I sat on the ground beside Bandit.
"No, not really, I've worked with them in Afghanistan, but this is totally different."
"At least you understand that. He isn't a working dog; he won't find a bomb for you but if you listen to him, he can keep you from blowing up or melting down."
"That would be nice." I said, scratching Bandit's ears.
We went through basic training together; well, service dog basic training anyway. It took about six weeks of on-site training to learn each other's idiosyncrasies. Each day that I left the facility I felt a little better about it and each morning I woke up and rushed to get back and each day Bandit seemed happier to see me show up. The best part came at during the third week when I was allowed to take Bandit home with me every night and bring him back the next day.
On the first Saturday in June, I loaded the few boxes of clothes that I had into my Jeep to begin my trek back home. Bandit was sitting in the passenger seat with his yellow vest on. Underneath the Service Dog patch were 3rd and 4th Infantry Division patches, a 10th Mountain Division patch and a military style name tape with BANDIT in black upper-case letters. His tongue was hanging out the side of his muzzle as he panted in the early morning heat and humidity, and he was fidgeting with excitement.
I had gotten a call from Heather about an hour ago telling me that she had met the furniture delivery guys and they were in the process of setting up the bedroom and living room. She wanted to know what to do with all of my "military stuff" that Shelby had shipped to me the week before.
"Just shove it in the back bedroom. I'll deal with it later." I told her.
"How did you get her to send it to you?" she asked.
"I paid her three times what it cost her to ship it."
"I'll see you in a few hours Sweetie."
"Thank you, Heather. I owe you big time for this."
"No, you don't." she said laughing, then adding, "But I do like dark chocolate and Tulips."
"Noted, just don't tell your husband about it; you know how he gets."
"It'll be our little secret Baby." she whispered seductively before she laughed and disconnected the call.
After shaking hands with Tony and David I climbed behind the wheel of the Jeep and pulled up to the highway. Just before I let the clutch out I looked over at Bandit, who was now sitting up and wagging his tail excitedly; looking at me, he barked as if to say, "Let's get this circus on the road."
"What is it boy? Are you ready to start something new? Huh?" I asked as he cocked his head at the sound of my voice, then added "Are you?"
He barked loudly and lifted his paw as if he was pointing down the road.
"Well, let's do this." I said, smiling and turning left onto the road.
On that first night, in my new home, I realized that I was finally beginning to finally find some peace in my life. Bandit lifted his head when I stopped scratching and perking up his ears he looked at me.
"Do you think we can get through this together?" I asked as I sat on the couch, slowly petting his head again. He looked up at me not understanding a single word that I had said, but responding to my voice, he inched a little closer to me and laid his head back down on my lap.
"Me too buddy. Me too."
As always, I hope you liked it.
YDW
*****
Author's Note: Now you have the backstory; or a little of it anyway. Yes, I realize it could have been longer and I could have delved into the mind of someone who has PTSD further. I simply wanted to touch on a few of the many struggles numerous veterans like Sam have to overcome in order to function in society. Alcoholism, drug dependency, divorce and homelessness are but a few.
A few years ago, I saw a political cartoon that broke my heart because a bearded, disheveled veteran in a cardboard box said, "In 2004 people would cross the street to shake my hand. Now they cross it to get away from the crazy homeless guy."
I received so many kind reviews and emails on Bandit asking so many questions that I felt the need to add to the story.
Let me address a few of the questions.
Did you think that Bandit would get the reception it has gotten on Literotica?
No and thank you all for the amazing amount of love you have shown.
Are you a veteran?
Yes, and I do not miss the military in the least. But, God help me, I miss the men and women I got to work with.
Is Bandit an autobiography?
No. I don't own a service dog; I never have. But I am amazed by the dogs that I do know and the positive impacts they've had on my friend's lives.
Do you really think an erotic story site is the proper venue to bring attention to Combat Related PTSD?
There are tens of thousands of veterans in the United States with CRPTSD. I'm not the first to write a story on Literotica about it and I probably won't be the last. I got extremely lucky when Bandit got this much exposure because it gave, and still gives, the victims and survivors a voice; or at least I hope it does.
Twenty-two veterans a day commit suicide in the US alone, and that is twenty-two too many. This story has made people think, laugh, cry and apparently, have a little hope. People seem to think that Sam and Misti are the central characters: that makes me smile. How many of you would have read this far if it weren't for Bandit?
Is the story complete or is there more in the works?
There is more in the works. I have the epilogue planned out and about 20% written. Spoiler Alert: It will probably break a few hearts and cause a few tears; but, that's life.



        One Night at April's

        A trip home from school becomes a dream.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/one-night-at-aprils

Title: One Night at April's

Author: YouDidWhut

Category: Mature

Description: A trip home from school becomes a dream.

Tags: older woman, milf, college guy, younger man




The following story is my April Fool's Day 2018 Contest submission. I know it is a lot shorter than most of my stories, but I really hope you like it all the same.
*
"Damn she's hot." I thought to myself as I watched April walk across the pool deck toward her house. I couldn't help but admire the way her hips rolled as she walked or the way her tits jiggled with each step she took. If you could call it a bathing suit, she was wearing one.
It was white and consisted of a bottom that didn't even try to cover the cheeks of her ass and the top was doing its best and failing, to control her breasts as they jiggled and bounced back and forth. Her blonde hair was tied back in a long pony tail that reached midway down her back even though it was tied high on her head. And thanks to the Miami sun, her tan, even on the last day of March was spectacular.
I was sitting in the kitchen with my best friend from high school drinking a beer and reminiscing about the old days from high school, back before he joined the Coast Guard and I went off to explore the ladies in Gainesville at the University of Florida. Darren looked at me from across the table as I gawked at his mother. shaking his head asked me if I could make it any more obvious that I was checking her out.
"Maybe? Watch this." I quipped as April opened the door and walked into the kitchen.
"Chris! Nobody told me you were coming over!" she exclaimed, beaming at me as she walked toward the table.
"It's a surprise visit. How's the hottest mom on the street doing?" I asked with a wink as I stood up to hug her.
"It looks like four years in Gainesville has given someone a lot more confidence around women. You used to blush and leave the room when I wore a bikini like this," she replied with a laugh, planting a chaste kiss on my cheek.
"Just enough to piss your son off apparently." I said as I saw Darren's face turn red with embarrassment or anger.
"He's young, he'll get over it." April purred as she ran a fingernail under my chin and smiled at Darren.
"Do you two want me to leave so you can have the place to yourself?" he asked, settling back in his chair and folding his arms over his chest.
"Nah, your mom knows I'd be like a dog chasing a car. I wouldn't be able to drive her if I caught her." I said, trying to ease the tension.
"Oh Chris! Who said you would be doing the driving?" April asked, smiling as she turned to leave the kitchen. Pausing at the door she turned and added, "Don't go anywhere boys; I'm taking the two of you out to dinner, I just need to get ready."
The Coast Guard apparently let its members use steroids because after almost four years Darren had put on close to forty pounds and none of it looked like fat. His arms looked more like cannons than guns and his chest was huge compared to mine. I suddenly remembered him breaking Dennis Carrington's nose in high school because Dennis had the misfortune of being the first of our little social group to call April a MILF.
The fight, if you want to call it that, consisted of two hits: Darren hit Dennis and Dennis hit the floor. Afterwards, the rest of us were a bit more discrete when we used that term around Darren. Now I was looking at a guy who had spent three years as a Coast Guard Rescue Swimmer in Hawaii and he had the muscle mass to prove it. I decided that discretion was indeed the better part of valor and tried to brush off what I had started.
"Okay Darren, I was out of line and I apologize." I said as I sat back down.
"Yeah. Look Dude, don't hit on my mom. It pisses me off. She has enough assholes that do it where she works and I can't control that." he said with his eyes going flat.
"Mea culpa Brother. Mea culpa." I said, raising both hands in the air and sitting back down at the table.
For the next thirty minutes I asked him questions about being stationed in Hawaii for three years and I was rewarded with some spectacular stories about the women, bars, tourist attractions and stupidity of a lot of boaters in the islands. Who knew that there were idiots who would take a thirty-foot-long sailboat into a typhoon with 105 mph winds and expect it to be floating at the end of the storm?
He had just finished telling me the tale of a beach bunny with a penchant for sailors and secluded beach coves when April walked back into the kitchen. I was totally dumbstruck when she walked in. Her hair was down now and landed about six inches below the top of her perfect ass. She was wearing a navy blue sundress that barely hit midthigh, and the top of it showed enough cleavage that any infant in the area would have seen a lunch buffet. It was topped off by a pair of red four-inch stiletto heels that all but screamed "Catch me: Fuck me."
"Ready to go boys?" she asked, in what I was certain was an innocent question.
"Any time; just say when." I said, winking at her.
"Tease." she replied as Darren stood up, giving me a look that squelched any innuendo I could have responded with.
Dinner was certainly different. By the time we had finished our steaks April had finished three Margaritas and was starting a forth. She had passed tipsy after the second one and was now well on the way to being drunk. I knew she was toasted when I felt her foot rub against my leg more than once during dinner.
The booth we were seated in was small and each time her foot found my leg she would shift around a bit and ask Darren an innocuous question. The first time it happened I was sure it was an accident, but by the third time I was certain it was on purpose and I felt my jeans begin to get a tad tight in the crotch. When Darren excused himself to go to the restroom April dropped all pretense and simply lifted her foot and placed it in my lap, rubbing her foot slowly across my crotch.
"Thank God! I was beginning to think I was losing my touch." she said, looking at me over the top of her glass and smiling.
"Not even close, now explain to me what is going on."
"What? A cougar can't find a cub to play with?"
"Sure she can, but why me?"
"You're adorable when you get flustered, has anyone ever told you that?" she replied with a wink.
"Once or twice."
"Let's take the party back to my house." she said, removing her foot and leaning over, presumably to put her shoe back on.
"What party?" I asked.
"This one!" she said, adding, "I've got tequila and margarita mix there, I just can't have too many more. It makes my clothes fall off."
"Can't have that." I said with a grin.
"Uh huh." she replied, downing the rest of her drink in a single swig.
Since my truck had been at the end of the driveway we had taken it to the restaurant. I unlocked the doors with the fob and held April's open for her as she climbed in the front and Darren in the backseat. At her house she had held the hem of her sundress down as she climbed in; this time it was different. As she lifted her leg to step up, she flashed quite a bit of thigh and settling down in the seat she raised her hips and lifted the skirt up giving me a perfect view of her hip and the smooth firm cheek of her ass as she buckled her seat belt. I closed the door and smiling I walked around the truck and climbed in behind the wheel.
On the way to their house April kept shifting around talking to Darren and as she did she would lift the hem of her dress up a little higher each time. By the time we pulled into the driveway I could just make out the material of her panties. When we stopped she pulled the skirt back down quickly and climbed out before I could say a word to her.
Darren stopped me on the way inside and told me thank you. When I asked why he said that when his mom got drunk there was no telling what she would do or say, and he just wanted to thank me for not hitting on her like most of his friends would have done.
"Not a problem man."
"Thanks Chris. Seriously, she is liable to say anything, her filters get turned off when she drinks tequila. Hell, at my cousin Mary's wedding last year she hit on my dad in front of my step-mom."
"No shit?"
"Yeah, that one was embarrassing. She told dad that he was the worst fuck she had ever had, and she wanted one last shot at him just to remind herself why she left him in the first place."
"No shit?" I asked again.
"No shit. I thought my grandma was going to pass out." he said, shaking his head and walking toward the house.
When we walked inside April was standing by the bar in the kitchen mixing the margaritas and liberally adding tequila to it. She had, at some point taken off her heels and was barefooted and slowly swaying back and forth to a Chris Stapleton song playing on her phone. If Darren hadn't been standing beside me I could have probably gotten laid on the kitchen table, or at the very least, the countertop.
"What are you doing Mom?" Darren asked with concern in his voice.
"Making drinks, what does it look like?" she responded, handing me a glass.
"Chris has to drive home tonight." he protested.
"Pfft. If he drinks too much he can stay in the guest room. I've had a long week and I've got my two favorite men in the world with me tonight. I want to have a few drinks and if I get too stupid I don't have to worry about getting hit on or molested by either of you. Now shut up and drink." she said, handing Darren a glass and walking into the living room still half dancing to the music.
After twenty minutes of conversation and story telling on the couch in the living room, Captain Grumpy had loosened up a bit and was drinking, not sipping on, but drinking his second margarita. Thirty minutes later he was slurring his words and had a very glassy look in his eyes. Ten minutes or so after he finished his third one he bolted to the bathroom. He came out a few minutes later and announced that he was going to bed. April got up and stumbled after him to make sure he was alright.
I sat there on the couch wondering what had just happened. Darren could hold his own, I had had more than one or two drinking bouts with him over the years and I had never seen him get this drunk, this quickly. I was still wondering what had happened when April re-appeared, walking a lot straighter than she had when she left and grinning slyly at me as she approached the couch.
"That didn't take very long." she said in a manner of fact tone.
"What didn't take very long?" I asked, really confused by what I had just witnessed.
"I've been feeding him triples all night long."
"Why?"
"To get him drunk enough to pass out and leave us alone for a little while." she answered as she reached up and pulled the top of her sundress down, exposing her breasts to me.
"You intentionally got him wasted so we could do this?" I asked, dumbfounded by the thought of it.
"Yes, I did. Now, do you want to argue morality, or do you want to fuck his mom?" she asked me; sitting down on my lap and lifting both of her tits up as an offering.
A gentleman would have said "Thank you but no ma'am. You've been drinking and I shouldn't take advantage of you this way," or at least that is what we were told in our sexual harassment and assault classes at school. Fortunately for me, I'm not a gentleman and there were two absolutely spectacular examples of MILF tits ogling my eyes.
Casting chivalry and political correctness into the deepest pit of Hell, I reached out and slowly cupped them with both hands then lowered my mouth to the right one, flicking my tongue over the nipple as I slowly began to pinch the left. I heard her moan softly and then her hands were on the back of my head pulling me in closer. After a few minutes of switching back and forth between the two I lowered my left hand to her thighs and began to slowly stroke up and down, feeling her legs part as I ventured higher and higher.
She suddenly pulled away and with a look of pure lust on her face she told me that if I didn't slow down that I was going to have to bend her over the couch and do her right here and right now.
"What is the downside to that?" I asked as I continued to gently rub the inside of her left thigh.
"Missing the opportunity to play on a King size bed for an hour or two." she answered, standing up and walking toward her room.
Pausing in the hallway, she lifted her left leg and reaching under her dress she pulled her panties off and smiling at me she held them under my nose for a moment before she stuffed them in the pocket of my jeans and told me to go into her bedroom.
"I'm going to check on Darren. I'll be right there." She said as she pulled the top of her dress back up.
"Yes ma'am." I said as I slid past her in the hallway.
"Good boy." she responded, patting me on the ass as I walked past.
A few moments later she walked into the room, took one look at me sitting on the side of the bed naked and began to pout.
"I wanted to do that." she said softly, closing and locking the door behind her.
"Do what?"
"Undress you." she replied, walking to the bedside and kneeling down in front of me.
"I'm sorry." I said, groaning as her fingers wrapped around my erect cock.
"You can make it up to me one day." she whispered as she licked her lips and slowly began to work her hand up and down the shaft.
"Do you like the way this feels?" she asked.
"Yes." I replied as she increased the pace a little.
"It's nice and thick. I like that in a man's dick. It feels awesome, especially when I suck it and it is really hot when one this thick stretches out my ass. Would you like that Chris? Would you like to stick it in my ass one day?" she asked, wiggling her hips as I looked down at her.
"Yes." I moaned.
"I knew you would Baby, but not tonight. I get loud when that happens, and Darren is right next door. How about a blowjob for starters? Would you like a blowjob Chris?" she asked, raising up on her knees and looking up at me.
"Please?" I whispered.
"Anytime Sweetie. Anytime and anywhere; all you have to do is ask." she said as she lowered her head toward my cock.
"Where the fuck is that beeping sound coming from?" I thought, as I lay back groaning in anticipation.
"Chris? Chris! Honey it's time to get up!" my mom called out from the hallway.
"Huh?" I asked groggily, still wondering what was going on.
"Come on Chris, get up. It's going to be a long day!" mom said as she walked into the room. "We have your graduation party. Then we have to go over to April's house for Darren's party. The two of you started in the kindergarten together and now you're graduating high school together. It's a big day and I need help. Now get up!" she said loudly.
"Yes ma'am." I groaned, stopping myself just before I threw the sheets back and exposing the hardon I was sporting.
"Umm, mom?" I asked.
"Yes?"
Can I have a little privacy?'
"I'm sorry! Yes. Breakfast is ready. See you in a bit." she said as she left the room
Oh well, Darren's graduation party was a pool party and maybe, if I got lucky, April would be wearing a bikini and I could...
What? You seriously expected a conclusion to this? Did you not notice when I said it was an April Fool's Day Contest submission? Really? REALLY?
As always, I hope you liked it.
YDW
PS: Don't bother asking for a second chapter, or a conclusion.
There will never be one.
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I had just lowered the blindfold over my girlfriend's eyes when I saw the glow of headlights flash briefly against the side of the house as it pulled into my driveway. The knock at the door came about a minute later as I was double checking the knots that had her secured to the bedposts causing her to jump and whisper "Who could that be?"
"Probably just some late Trick or Treaters. I'll go get rid of them." I answered, smiling down at her body. At thirty she was in great shape; probably as good as she had ever been thanks to constant trips to the gym and trying desperately to keep up with the twenty-two first grade students she taught.
Tiffany's jet black hair was pulled back tightly in a pony-tail and was resting on the pillow beside her. She was wearing just a hint of makeup but what really stood out against her pale skin was the red lipstick she had on. It drew attention to her already pouty lips and knowing what they felt like when she simply kissed me was just enough to make my dick twitch with anticipation.
She, moaned softly and turned her head to the sound of my voice, "Hurry!"
I left the room smiling and thinking that describing what was about to happen was in fact a trick and a treat; but it was one of her own doing. I walked quickly down the hallway and just as quickly down the stairs to the foyer. Opening the door I looked into a pair of stunning green eyes and a wicked little grin. She brushed past me, unbuttoning her coat as she entered. When she walked toward the stairs she casually dropped the coat on to the floor then looked back over her shoulder at me and winked.
"Nice costume little girl." I said softly.
I assumed she was going for the straight forward, simplistic approach in costume design this year. She was wearing a pair of red three inch pumps. That was the entire costume.
"I'm glad you like it." she whispered, grinning up at the look on my face. "I was going to wear something silky and sexy but then I thought why go to all that trouble?"
At 5'4" she is shorter than Tiff's 5'9" frame, but what she lacks in height, she makes up for in other areas. Her dirty blonde hair is shoulder length and her breasts are larger and fuller than Tiffany's by at least two inches and a full cup size. I completely forgot that she is a good ten years older than Tiffany the minute I got a view of her ass as she ascended the stairs. It made me wonder if I was going to be able to keep the promise I had made to her about Tiffany being the center of attention for tonight's activities.
Tiffany had mentioned, on more than one occasion, about sleeping with her female roommates in college. The fun part came when she would luridly describe every detail of the experiences she had as we made love. The last time she had done anything like that was just over a month ago when she described Halloween night, 2007. As she put it, "That night was so intense, I seriously considered dumping men for good. By the time Penny finished with me I could barely spell my own name."
Little did she know that at my office Halloween party four nights ago, my personal assistant Lori had one too many margaritas, pointed at Tiffany and slurred, "I would kill for the chance to get a woman that hot in bed for an hour or two." I smiled like the Grinch on Christmas Eve and got her another drink.
On Monday when Lori came into work she crept straight into my office, slowly closed the door and began to fall over herself attempting to apologize. Words like inappropriate, drunk, wasted, embarrassed, humiliated and so very, very sorry, flew from her mouth. She offered to resign, then she quit, then she apologized again, then she quit a second time. Once she calmed down somewhat I laughed and told her to get back to her desk.
"Lori, you've been with me five years longer than she has. I can forgive a lot, especially coming from you."
"Thank you Phil." she said, softly.
As she stood there looking down at the floor I asked her, "So, did you mean it or not?"
"What?" she gasped loudly with her cheeks flaming.
"Did you mean it?"
"Oh God!"
"Don't worry about it Lori. Hell she would most likely hurt you in bed."
"Oh really!" she exclaimed defensively, her eyes locking with mine.
"Yep. She probably has more experience with women than you do anyway."
"Don't bet on it Phil." she said, her eyes never leaving mine, except now there was a twinkle in them. Placing her hands on her hips she defiantly added, "But since you've asked. Yes, I meant it."
"Have a seat." I said, leaning back in my chair smiling.
I didn't know what this chick had done with my personal assistant, but I wasn't going to pass this opportunity up for anything.
And that brings us to where we are tonight, with Lori standing nude at the top of the stairs; me standing at the bottom still admiring her ass and my girlfriend tied to the bed in my bedroom.
"Holy shit! I had completely forgotten about Tiffany!" I thought to myself as I bound up the stairs. When I reached the top I had to stop and admire Lori's body for a second or two. I mean just the sight of her ass had caused me to forget that my girlfriend was waiting on me. How had I never noticed it in the seven years that she had worked for me? Was it professional detachment or was I just a stupid son of a bitch? I mouthed "Nice ass." and almost laughed as she gave me a quick little curtsey. Then we began to walk toward my bedroom.
I entered the bedroom and walked straight up to the bed. Lori followed but instead of approaching the bed she eased into a chair and crossing her legs, she removed her shoes; then she sat back and smiled.
"What was it?" Tiffany asked.
"It was the best costume of the night. I kinda wish you could have seen it." I responded, winking at Lori.
"It took you long enough to get rid of them."
"Sorry Love. Now, where were we?"
I ran my hand along the inside of her left thigh, pausing when I got to the top and used my pinky to lightly brush her clit. Her moan told me that she had gotten more than a little excited being left alone, even for a few minutes. When I leaned over and kissed her she moaned even louder and tried to arch her back to increase the pressure on her clit. I simply removed my hand and smiled as she groaned and dropped her hips back to the mattress.
"Tease." she said, trying to sound angry.
"No, but give me a minute and you will fully understand what that word means." I said as I gently stroked the side of her neck.
"Really?"
"Really. I've got a Halloween surprise for you Baby. So which do you want? The trick or the treat?" I whispered as Lori rose to her feet and walked slowly to the bedside.
"The treat." Tiffany moaned.
I stood up, walked to the foot of the bed and slid between her thighs. Her back arched as my tongue met the lips of her pussy and she whimpered as my hands slid up her stomach then across her ribs and breasts. I paused there, gently rolling her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, while I began to nibble on the outer lips of her pussy.
"Ready for your treat?" I asked as Lori slowly lowered her head to Tiff's right breast.
"Yes, please." came a soft reply and a second later, she jumped when Lori's tongue flicked across her nipple.
"What the Hell Phillip! Who was that?" she squealed.
"She can leave if you want her to."
"She?"
"Yes." I whispered as I lowered my head back to her pussy and Lori lowered her head taking Tiffany's nipple into her mouth again.
"Oh God! Oh my Gaa, oh fuck!" Tiffany moaned as she arched her back, forcing my tongue deeper inside her.
Lori lay down beside her and began to tease her by alternating between slow soft suckling of Tiffany's breasts then gently kissing her on the neck and lips. I on the other hand concentrated on her pussy with my tongue and fingers. I knew she would come fast, but she surprised me with the intensity as her hips began bucking wildly screaming like a wildcat as the first wave rolled through her body.
A few minutes later as she lay there still twitching from it all she sighed and began to struggle against the restraints.
"Going somewhere?" I asked, smiling at her struggles.
"I just want to know who it is."
"Sorry Baby, that's not allowed tonight. Maybe another time." I said, repositioning myself on the other side of her body.
"Please!" she moaned again.
"Nope, you can beg all you want, but you're not seeing her."
Lori smiled at that, then mouthed the word "Asshole!" as she arched her eyebrows at me.
I reached over Tiffany's chest, took hold of Lori's hand and dragging her fingernails down Tiffany's ribs and stomach, I lowered it to Tiffany's pussy. Then as slowly and softly as I possible could, I began working Lori's fingers between the swollen lips. Tiffany's back arched further and further with each stroke and her breathing became more and more ragged. I small shudder passed through her and as it happened, I whispered into her ear.
"If you're a good girl and give us one more, I'll let her go down on you."
That was all it took for her to come again, but it was much softer than the last time.
It was then that I found out how much of a tease my assistant really is. She smiled at me, got off the bed and pantomimed drinking. I told her that there were water bottles in the fridge and as an afterthought, as she was leaving the room, I asked her to bring one back for each of us.
While she was gone, I lifted the blindfold off of Tiff's eyes and looked down at her.
"Surprised?"
"Stunned! What brought this on?" she asked, looking up at me.
"I honestly have no idea, but when the chance arose, I rose with it."
"You still have your clothes on?" she asked.
"It's part of the deal. She is here for you, not me; now lay back and enjoy it." I said, gently kissing her and replacing the blindfold.
Lori walked back in and handed me our water bottles, then grinned at me as she planted her bottle firmly on Tiff's right nipple.
Tiff squealed, then giggled, "That's cold! Stop it!"
Lori smiled and moved it to the left nipple.
Tiffany squealed again, "Stop!"
Lori winked at me then ran the bottle down Tiffany's stomach causing gales of squealing and laughter, then a sharp gasp as she ran it across Tiffany's protruding clit.
"Oh God! Stop! Please stop!" Tiff said laughing loudly, "I don't know who you are but you're a damn tease and a mean one at that!" all the while squirming to get away from the bottle.
Lori crawled to the foot of the bed and motioned for a pillow. When I handed it to her, she positioned it under Tiff's ass then she crawled between her legs and began to slowly kiss her way up and back down both legs, totaling ignoring her pussy. I got a first-hand view on how to make my girlfriend drip in anticipation as Lori worked on her. The kisses weren't just on the inside of her legs, she was massaging them as she did it. Lori covered the tops of Tiffany's thighs, the outside of her legs and her hip bones with kisses and caresses until Tiffany was actually begging to have her pussy eaten.
"Damn it Bitch! Eat me or fuck me, but stop teasing me!" she screamed at the ceiling, lifting her ass off the mattress and arching her back to the point that she looked like an archery bow.
Lori's response to that rather rude demand was to grin, then slowly work her index and middle fingers into Tiffany's pussy until her thumb was resting on her clit. Then she removed them, placed them on Tiffany's lips, and rubbed until Tiff's tongue darted out to lick them clean.
"Shhh." she whispered.
"Don't shush me! Get to work!"
"I think you need to say the magic word Tiff." I said, laughing as I watched her pull against the ropes.
"Please Baby, please make me come." she whimpered.
"God she really wants loose!" I thought to myself as I watched her straining now..
Lori smiled and lowered her head to Tiffany's pussy and the response was immediate. Tiffany sighed loudly and then slumped onto the mattress, moving her hips to Lori's bites, nibbles and licks. She tensed up when Lori began to work her fingers inside then she relaxed again as Lori slowly began to incorporate her fingers and mouth.
I curled up beside Tiff and as gently as I could I began to kiss her neck and lips. I felt a small orgasm roll through her body and then I started talking to her.
"You know you're going to have to return the favor right Baby?"
"God I hope so." came an immediate response that caused Lori to lift her free hand in the air with her thumb held up.
"I could go sit in the chair and just watch you girls play."
"Why are you still here?" Tiffany moaned, which got me another thumbs up from Lori.
"Because apparently, I'm an asshole." I replied, which got me another raised hand, this one with the middle finger extended.
All the while, Lori's mouth never left Tiffany's pussy and when I moved to climb off the bed, Lori looked up at me and winked. She spun around and planted her pussy on Tiffany's mouth so fast that I actually wondered how she did it.
After a few minutes I saw Tiffany tense up and her orgasm was just as animalistic as her first had been. Several seconds later, Lori tensed up and then collapsed against the bed, biting the pillow under Tiffany's ass to keep from screaming.
"I'm sorry Baby, that's the best I can give you. I would love to feel your body, but unfortunately, my hands are tied." Tiffany whispered as they recovered.
Lori looked over at me and mouthed "Please?" an smiling innocently at me, she flipped me off again when I shook my head and smiled at her.
They stayed in the sixty-nine position for several minutes before Lori spun around and snuggled beside Tiffany, planting soft kisses on her face, lips and neck than I could have ever accomplished as her fingertips traced patterns across her stomach.
"Phillip?" Tiffany asked.
"Yes Baby."
"Come here for a second would you?"
I stood up and walked to the bed.
"Lay down with us. Please? I'm cold."
I stretched out beside her and then I chuckled.
"What?" Tiffany asked as Lori raised an eyebrow.
"Nothing." I responded, leaning over to kiss her. I took me a moment before I realized what I was tasting on her lips. That realization caused two immediate responses, the first being to kiss her harder and slip my tongue into her mouth. The second was that the bulge in my pants became much larger.
"Nice!" I whispered as we broke apart, causing Lori's mouth to pop into an adorable O when she realized what I was talking about. I looked straight into her green eyes and winked. She blew me a kiss, then smiling she lowered her lips to Tiffany's and kissed her.
It was just after 10:00pm when Lori slipped off the bed, kissed me on the cheek, picked up her shoes and left the room. I followed her down the stairs and waited as she slipped her shoes on before I held her jacket open for her.
"Always the gentleman." she whispered with a smile as I held the door open.
"I try."
"I'll see you tomorrow." she said quietly.
"Regrets?"
"One." she responded with a cute pout on her lips.
"What?"
"The silly deal we made about you not being able to join in."
"Good night Lori." I said with a smile.
"Good night Phil."
I walked back upstairs to the bedroom and when I saw the headlights of Lori's car sweep back across the house I began to untie Tiffany. The split second her right arm was free she reached up and removed the blindfold. Blinking at the light coming from the bedside table she remained silent for a moment while I freed her left wrist.
"Who was she?"
"A friend of ours." I replied, moving to the foot of the bed to free her legs.
"A friend of ours?" she exclaimed, jerking upright.
"Yes, a friend of ours. Did you think I had paid for an escort?" I said with a chuckle as I added, "She jumped at the chance to jump on you. Actually, she was the one who suggested it."
"Who? Please Phil, I need to know." she asked me, almost pleading as she did.
"You don't need to know, you want to know. Besides, I promised her that you wouldn't find out unless she tells you."
"Did either of you take pictures?" she asked.
"Honestly, no. It never crossed my mind."
"That's a shame. I'd kill to see them." she said with a grin forming on her lips.
And with that, she slid off the bed and padded into the bathroom. While she was gone, I gathered up the ropes and put them in the closet. I was standing beside the bed when she walked up behind me, wrapped her arms around my waist and placed the side of her head against my back.
"I love you."
"I love you too." I replied.
"Just give a girl a warning before you surprise me like that again. Okay?"
"Deal." then I added, "Regrets?"
"God no! That was hot! Knowing that you were the one that set it up and were there watching it happen made it even hotter." she whispered.
As we climbed into bed, I rolled over to give her a goodnight kiss. When I started to pull away she looked at me then smiling, she tightened her grip and pulled me in closer.
"Going somewhere?" she asked huskily.
"To sleep?"
"No way Baby. Whoever she was, she was just a pleasant surprise. I still want something and you have just what I want." she said, sliding her hand down my stomach.
Tomorrow was going to be a long damn day.
***
Who knows, maybe a few of the Lori's or Tiffany's out there will ask for another chapter...
As always, I hope you liked it.
YDW
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"Just shut up and get in the car Jackie. I'm getting tired of dragging your ass all over town. Why can't you get a license like everyone else?"
That would be my best friend Kevin, talking to his little sister, Jackie.
I just shook my head as she climbed into the back seat and sat there quietly, looking down at the floorboard. Kevin and I were two years older than Jackie and she had been a pain in our asses since she was six and started riding the school bus with us. She was quiet and so shy that it was painful to watch her sometimes. And here we were, once again, driving her to the mall because she didn't have a license yet.
The main problem was that Jackie was a real sweetheart and try as I might I could never stay angry with her. She was tall, thin, gangly and she had just a hint of an overbite. She always had a serious look on her face; I rarely saw her smile and hardly ever heard her laugh. Her brown hair and eyes were nothing that would grab a guy's attention and she dressed so conservatively that I couldn't remember the last time I had seen her wearing anything but long skirts, long sleeve blouses and sweaters. Even today, in early September, when the heat and humidity can be stifling in upstate South Carolina, she had a sweater on.
Pulling up to the Macy's entrance Kevin rolled to a stop and let Jackie out. She leaned down and asked him if he could come back when she called to pick her up and take her home.
"Like I've got a choice? If I say no, mom will have a fit. It's not that damn difficult Jackie; you study, you practice, you take a test and get a driver's license!" Kevin said angrily as he dropped the car into gear again and pulled away so quickly that the tires chirped, and Jackie had to jump out of the way of the car.
"Jesus Christ Dude! She's your sister." I said in her defense as we pulled away.
"So, what? I'm tired of hauling her ass everywhere." Kevin said angrily.
"I know, but still." I said, letting it drop.
"I'm tired of it."
"Yeah." I said quietly, not wanting to annoy him any further.
"So, what are your plans for the weekend?" he asked as we sat at a traffic light.
"I'm going to dress up like a tree and go play in the woods."
"Drill weekend huh?"
"Yep." I replied, watching the mall disappear in the passenger side mirror.
"I swear to God I will never understand why you did that."
"There are days that I wonder about it myself." as the mall completely disappeared from the mirror I added, "Speaking of which, I have to be at the unit tomorrow afternoon for drill, can you drop me off at my house, so I can pack my stuff?"
"No problem Lance Corporal Holland sir. Kevin's taxi service at your disposal!"
"Bite me Bitch." I said laughing at him as he turned and headed for my house.
I walked inside the front door to find my mother standing in the living room with the phone to her ear. She was pacing back and forth with a highly irritated look on her face but when she saw me looking at her she smiled softly and held up a finger to let me know she wouldn't be long. A moment later she spoke to the person she was on the phone with, using my arrival as an excuse to hang up.
"That was the shop, your car is ready; do you want me to take you to pick it up?"
"Yes, please." I said, relieved that I wouldn't have to rely on anyone else for transportation.
"Hang on, let me grab my purse." Mom replied as she walked into the kitchen.
"Hey Mom, can I ask you something?"
"Sure Honey, what is it?" she answered as she reappeared.
"Have you ever done something so out of character that your friends and family thought you were crazy?"
"Well, there was Mardi Gras in 1979. I walked away with a lot of beads that year." she said, with a huge grin as she blew me a kiss.
"EWW!" I replied, feigning disgust and laughing at the same time.
"What's on your mind Sweetie?" she asked as we walked outside and headed for her mini-van.
"Well, I was thinking about asking someone out and if I do, everyone is going to flip." I said as I climbed inside.
Mom was in the process of buckling her seatbelt when she paused and looked at me. Smiling she clicked the belt in place, then placed the key in the ignition. After she started the engine and backed the van out of the driveway she looked over at me a second time then burst out laughing.
"What?" I asked, really confused by her reaction.
"Jackie is a lovely young lady Matthew. Kevin and the rest of your friends will get over it soon enough."
"How did you figure that out so fast?" I asked her, blushing furiously.
"Mommy magic." she replied as she put the van in drive and pulled away from the house.
"Huh?"
"She is the only girl that I know of who would cause your friends to freak out if you went out with her."
"Oh." I replied, mainly because it was all I had to say.
"Lots of beads huh?" I asked, trying to change the subject as we rode in awkward silence after her statement.
"Tons of them. Me and the twins were busy that night!" she replied, squishing her boobs together with her upper arms.
"Eww!" I responded again, this time meaning it.
"Don't ask questions you don't want the answers to Matt. I wasn't always your mom."
"You win!" I said quickly, now desperate to find a PG-13 subject to talk about.
Mom glanced at me and winking she turned the radio up and started singing along with Travis Tritt's newest release. We pulled into the parking lot of the shop just as the song finished and walked to the counter to pay for the repair work they had done. The service advisor told Mom that he had seen a lot worse damage done to a car when it hit a deer. Then he happily handed over the keys as she signed the check from the insurance company.
As I walked toward my car Mom laughed and told me to try to keep from killing Bambi again, then kissed me on the cheek and climbed back into her van to head home. I on the other hand, climbed into my car and headed for the mall. It took me thirty minutes to find Jackie and true to her nature, when I did find her, she was curled up at a table in the back of a bookstore reading a JRR Tolkien novel.
"Hey." I said, startling her so badly that she dropped the book she was reading.
"What are you doing here?" she asked as she bent down to retrieve it.
"Nice to see you too Jackie." I said, sitting down beside her.
"I'm sorry Matt, you frightened me."
"Sorry about that. Do you still need that ride home?"
"Yeah. I was about to call mom to have someone come pick me up."
"I can take you. It will beat listening to Kevin complain." I said, smiling at her.
"Walking would beat listening to Kevin complain but Mom would have a fit if I walked." she said softly as she looked at the ground.
"Hey, I noticed that Jurassic Park Three is still playing. Wanna see it?" I asked.
"Now?" Jackie replied looking at me with confusion on her face, "Like today?"
"Why not?"
"Well, I'd love to, but I have to get back home. It's my turn to make dinner tonight."
"Okay. How about Sunday when I get back from playing in the mud?"
"Matt? Did you just ask me out on a date?" she said, pushing her glasses up on her nose.
"Yeah. As a matter of fact, I did." I said, looking her in the eyes until she blushed and turned away.
"Why?"
"Because I wanted to. Come on, let's get you home. You can think about it on the way." I said, picking up her book bag.
As I turned down the street her house was on Jackie looked at me and asked me why I had joined the Marine Corps Reserve right out of high school. I jokingly replied that I did it because I figured the uniform would give me a better shot at picking up chicks. She smiled at me then laughed when I added that so far all I had managed to do was get thrown out of Hooters for hitting on a waitress.
"That's not an impressive track record." she said, still laughing at me.
"Tell me about it. Hell, I can't even get my best friend's kid sister to say yes to dinner and a movie." I replied.
"Yes."
"Huh?" I responded.
"Yes, we can go see a movie. Just don't tell Kevin that you are the one taking me out."
"Why not?" I asked as I turned into the driveway.
"Because I want to see the look on his face Sunday. That's why." she answered with an evil looking grin spreading across her lips.
"Deal. I'll be here around six, is that okay?"
"Yes." she answered as she opened the door and ran toward her house.
On Sunday afternoon I walked into my house carrying 65 pounds of lightweight gear and in dire need of a shower. Mom met me at the door as I stumbled through it telling me that Kevin had called me three times in the past hour saying that he needed to speak to me immediately. I was smiling when I said "Ok." and headed to the bathroom for a long conversation with some soap and hot water.
An hour later, at six on the dot, I pulled into Jackie's driveway and walked to the front door. Before I could knock, it flew open and Kevin was staring at me like a man possessed by a demon. I stopped in my tracks looking at him and with the most innocent a tone I could muster; I asked him what was wrong.
"Dude! You aren't going to believe me, but Jackie has a date tonight!"
"Really?" I asked, staring at him with a blank expression.
"Really! And mom is going nuts because Jackie hasn't said anything about who the dude is. I called because I wanted you here to flex some muscle when the guy shows up. I figure a Marine can scare the piss out of the son of a bitch long before I could."
"Not a problem Kevin." I said, clapping him on the back and walking inside.
The Jackie that bounced down the stairs a few minutes later wasn't the Jackie I had grown up with. She was wearing a pair of Levi's that were painted on and a t-shirt that left me wondering why I had never paid attention to her boobs before. Between the Nike running shoes that she was wearing, and her pony tailed hair she had transformed from a frumpy geek into the typical girl next door.
Her mother, Virginia, was staring at her with a look of utter disbelief on her face. I got the impression that if I had poked her with my index finger, Virginia would have fallen over where she stood. Kevin was shaking his head and staring at his sister like he had never seen her before.
"Hi Matt!" she said, sounding like this was a normal occurrence.
"Hey. I heard you have a date tonight."
"Yep. He's adorable too." she giggled.
"Adorable?" I asked, beginning to play along.
"I was really shocked when he asked me out. I didn't think I was his type."
"You're not anybody's type Nerd." Kevin said coldly.
"I am now Smartass." Jackie replied with a smile and a tone of confidence that I had never once heard in her voice.
"Well, I'm here to flex my muscles and scare the rat-bastard away forever."
"Really?" she asked, beginning to smile broadly.
"Really." I replied, giving the family my best Incredible Hulk flex.
"That's so sweet of you." she said, winking at me.
"I thought so. Are you ready to go?" I said, turning around and opening the front door.
"Yep. We'll be back by eleven; midnight at the latest Mom." she said, grinning at the utter confusion that had befallen her mother and brother.
"Hell no!" Kevin said loudly as we started to walk onto the front porch.
"Excuse me?" I said, beginning to chuckle.
"You are not taking my sister out tonight." Kevin exclaimed, pointing a finger at me and taking a step forward.
"See that bush Kevin?" I asked, nodding to one of the bushes next to the porch. "Hide behind it and watch me."
Before the conversation could really become heated between the two of us, Virginia intervened. Smiling at me, she shook her head then laughed as she walked up to me. Looking into my eyes for a moment, she stood on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the cheek in a way that reminded me of a scene out of The Godfather; then still on her tiptoes, she whispered something into my ear that chilled me to the core.
"She may be Kevin's sister Matthew, but eighteen or not, she's still my baby girl. Do we understand one another?"
"Yes ma'am. I'll have her back by eleven at the latest; it's a school night after all." I responded as I nodded quickly and swallowed heavily.
"Good boy. You two have fun." she said quietly.
Marines? Trained killers?
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I kept my word and had Jackie standing on her front porch at eleven; actually, it was 10:53. Dinner and the movie had been fun but as we stood there talking Jackie looked at me then glanced down at the porch and shook her head.
"What?" I asked, reacting to the sudden change.
"This was nice Matt, thank you."
"And?"
"And we both know it won't happen again."
"Says who?" I responded, remembering how I felt with the mall disappearing in the mirror of Kevin's car.
"Yeah, right. We had fun. I watched Kevin freak out, I watched my mom freak out." she said and then quietly added, "This was my first date ever Matt. I'm a Senior in high school and this is my first date."
"And?"
"Even if I told my friends about it tomorrow, nobody would believe me. They would say I made it all up."
"Do you want a note to prove it? Jackie went out on a date with me last night. Signed, Jackie's Date. PS, we are going out again on Friday night." I said as I mimed writing on a sheet of paper.
Her eyes turned into narrow slits and she pursed her lips, at my attempt at humor. So, I reached out and took her hands, lifted them up and kissed her knuckles, then I looked at her and smiled.
"Relax Jackie. When have you ever cared about what people thought?"
"This is different." she said.
"How?"
"It just is. Why did you ask me out Matt?"
"Because I wanted to." I said,
Her eyes searched my face for what seemed like an eternity. Finally, she gave up and dropped her gaze back to the porch. She waited for a moment then she glanced back up at me with a goofy little grin on her face.
"Friday?"
"If you want to. I believe it's a home game on Friday, so I'm guessing more than one of your friends will see us together. I won't have to write you a note for next Monday if you say yes."
"Yes." she answered and letting go of my hands she grabbed the door knob then told me to call her, before she slipped inside shutting the door in my face.
I decided that I would wait until Tuesday afternoon to call her. You know, play it cool, make her wonder and wait. Instead, on Tuesday morning, September 11, 2001, my mother woke me up with tears in her eyes and a look of total disbelief on her face.
"Matthew, you need to come see this. A plane has crashed into the World Trade Center in New York and it's bad."
We, along with the rest of the world, watched in total disbelief as the events of that day unfolded. Like so many people, my initial thought was that it was a tragic accident but by ten that morning I was seething with anger at what I was seeing. It was a little past noon when the phone rang, and my mother answered it; then she gasped and thrust the receiver out to me like she was holding a snake.
"They want to speak to Lance Corporal Holland." she said, with the realization that so many other military families had on that day slowly beginning to sink in.
The conversation was brief. It was my Squad Leader telling me that this was nothing more than a routine phone call to ensure that the phone roster was current. We were not on any kind of alert and it was far too soon to know if we would be activated or deployed. Word would be passed down when and if anything changed.
I stood up and walked into my bedroom to change into a pair of running shorts a t-shirt and running shoes. Walking back into the living room I glanced at the gray ash that was settling over lower Manhattan and shook my head wondering how something like this could happen here in America. Then I went for a run to try and clear my head. I remember thinking that with any luck, I would wake up in bed, covered in sweat from an insane nightmare.
Instead, one mile turned into six; and forty-five minutes later I slowed to a walk as I returned home. Walking over to the garden hose I turned the water on and held the hose over my head, allowing the water to cool me down a little. I took my shirt off and used it to wipe away the sweat. Then draping it over my back and walking into the house I was treated to a father with a confused look on his face, a mother with a knowing grin on hers and Jackie, sitting on the couch.
I could understand dad's confusion because it was the new and improved Jackie sitting on the couch. The frumpy sweater, long sleeved blouse and ankle length skirt had apparently been retired and she was wearing jeans, sandals, a tank top and a Clemson baseball cap. I couldn't help but smile and wonder if I was responsible for that transformation and if I was, then lucky me, because as shaken as she obviously was, she looked beautiful.
"They let us out early because of, well, because of what happened." she began and then let it drop.
"Yeah." I replied.
"When I got home mom and Kevin were both at work and I didn't want to be home alone, so I came over here. You don't mind do you?" she asked, looking up at me nervously.
"No. Not at all."
"Jackie, did you leave them a note or something to let them know where you are?" my dad asked.
"No sir. I didn't think to do that."
"Well, call your mom at work and let her know you are here while Matt goes and takes a shower." Mom said as she handed Jackie the phone.
"Yes ma'am." Jackie responded, staring at me with an expression on her face that I had never seen before.
Walking out of my bedroom after my shower I saw mom still sitting on the couch with her arm around Jackie, who was crying on mom's shoulder.
"What's wrong?" I asked, sitting down beside Jackie.
"The corporate headquarters for Mom's company is, was, in the North Tower. I'd forgotten about that. They haven't heard from anyone in New York in over three hours." Jackie sobbed.
"Wow."
"I know some of those people Matt."
"I'm sorry." I said, taking her hand, honestly not having any idea of what else to do or say. And sitting there with Jackie and my parents as we silently watched the carnage unfold, I had the feeling that I wasn't the only person in the country that had no idea what else to do or say.
Like most of the country we were glued to our TV that afternoon watching each breathless reporter as they tried to keep everyone informed. The only report that startled my parents was one where it was reported that all members of the military had been placed on a war footing. My mom and Jackie both gasped and my dad went pale for a moment. When he looked at me and I simply shrugged my shoulders and turned my attention back to the TV.
"What does that mean Matthew? War footing?" Jackie asked with confusion in her eyes.
"Nothing really, it means the guys on active duty are about to go do bad things to bad people. I'm a reservist; so, unless there is a declaration of war it will just be individual units being called up or guys that volunteer to go." I replied, hoping to drop the subject.
"You wouldn't volunteer would you Matt?" Mom asked, staring at me with a look of terror on her face.
"Mom, I have a set of uniforms hanging in the closet that says I already have. I'm just waiting for a phone call." I replied, feeling Jackie's hand tighten in mine as I said it.
Virginia called a little after five to let Jackie know that she was back from work and I told mom and dad that I was going to run Jackie back home. We walked out to the car as my next door neighbor pulled into his driveway. He got out of his truck and shouted, "Give those bastard Hell Matt!"
"Sure thing, Mister Simmons!" I responded with a wave, hoping that I looked and sounded a lot less scared than I felt, as I held the car door open for Jackie.



A block from my house Jackie looked across the car at me and asked if I always looked that way when I came back from a run.
"What way?"
"All sweaty and stuff."
"Probably. Why?"
"No reason." she said, looking down at the floorboard until she lifted her head and asked me why I didn't have a girlfriend.
"I have no idea but between school, my job and the reserves I don't seem to have a lot of time to date anyone. But just between you and me, I do have my eye on one chick. She's kinda cute even if she does dress funny most of the time."
"I dress that way, so people won't notice me."
"And the jeans and t-shirts?"
"So, you will notice me."
"It worked." I said with a laugh.
"Thank you, Matt." Jackie said a little later.
"For?"
"I would have never dreamed that you would be the first boy to ask me out. I honestly thought you and Kevin were pulling a prank on me. I came so close to saying no, but now I'm glad I didn't."
"Nope, no prank." I said we pulled into her driveway.
"So, are you going to volunteer to go, wherever?" she asked, unbuckling her seat belt and leaning against the car door.
"Probably, but don't let my mother know just yet. Please?"
"No!" Jackie said, shaking her head and crossing her arms over her chest.
"Huh?" I asked.
"I said no. You are not going to volunteer. I just found a boyfriend and I'll be damned if I'm going to let him run off and get killed in a foreign country." she said with a surprising amount of determination in her voice.
"Jackie, I'm a Marine. It's what we do."
"Bad things to bad people; right?" she asked.
"Exactly. Wait? Did you just call me your boyfriend?"
"Yes."
"After one date?"
"Yes."
"Do I get a say in this?"
"No."
"When did you become so aggressive?"
"When I got a boyfriend. Now let's go inside, my mother is probably freaking out because of all of this."
Virginia was freaking out, and when we walked inside she flew into Jackie's arms; wrapping her in a tight hug and not letting go for several seconds. Then she looked at me and sobbing she wrapped her arms around me and hung on for just as long, if not a little longer, than she did when she hugged Jackie. When she finally did turn me loose I saw the toll that the day had taken on her; she looked like she had been crying all day and hadn't slept in a week. Her eyes were swollen and red and her makeup was a total wreck.
"It will be okay Virginia." I whispered to her.
"Three. Three people are all that is left out of a staff of over twenty. All of them had doctor's appointments and were coming in later today." she said as she walked to the couch and sat down her head dropped momentarily then she looked back up at me with a fierce look and said, "Promise me you will make them pay."
I glanced back and forth between the two of them. On one hand I had Jackie who had just told me that she didn't want me volunteering to go on active duty and on the other I had her mother, who had just lost over twenty co-workers to the cowards who had done this. I only paused for a second before I nodded my head and told her that if it was possible I would do everything I could and stood there as Virginia said thank you.
My eyes met Jackie's as I looked over at her and for a moment I thought that I would see anger, maybe a touch of resistance or possibly even resignation when she realized that she didn't have quite the grip on me that she thought she had. Instead I saw a small grin play across her lips that turned into a wicked little smile. I knew enough to understand that somewhere along the line I had screwed up, I just didn't know where or how.
Virginia went to lay down for a "a few moments" leaving me and Jackie in the living room alone and in awkward silence. Part of me was glad that their TV wasn't on because I needed a short break from all that I had seen, the other part of me wanted to find the remote. But Jackie put an end to that line of thinking by walking over to me, resting her head on my chest and giving me a hug.
When she pulled away I looked down into a pair of the softest, warmest brown eyes I had ever seen and saw a tear roll down her right cheek. As I reached up to wipe it away, she jerked her head away from me and then nestled it back against my chest. We stood there for several minutes just holding each other with her softly sobbing.
"Can I ask you something Matt?" she asked, with a sniffle.
"Sure."
"Will you at least promise me that you won't do anything stupid until I graduate from high school in June? Can you at least give me that?"
"Yeah. I will give you that." I said as I slowly began to stroke her hair.
"You just promised my mom that you would try to go." she said softly.
"Yeah, I know."
"I'm letting you know right now, I plan on cheating to keep you here for a while."
"How do you plan on doing that?" I asked.
"Like this." she said as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She only paused for a second before her eyes closed and our lips met.
Her lips were warm, soft and had just a hint of a taste of strawberries. The kiss didn't last long and there was just enough passion from Jackie behind it to surprise me. A week ago, I would have never thought that I would be standing in Kevin's living room with his little sister in my arms, but I was, and I was really starting to regret all the time I had spent with him that I could have been spending with her. Jackie was certainly softer, warmer and had curves in all the right places.
And she also had a mother who was standing right behind us, which neither of us heard enter the room until she coughed lightly, causing us both to jump.
"Hi kids! I leave the room for a second and look what I find when I come back." Virginia said, grinning broadly at having caught us.
"Yeah well, admit it Mom, you're just happy I found a guy." Jackie quipped, reaching out and taking my hand in hers.
"I came back in here to suggest that you two run to Mr. Wong's and grab dinner for us all." Virginia said as she stared at me.
"We can do that!" I said quickly, desperately trying to find a way out of this situation.
And we did.
Twenty minutes later we walked back into the living room carrying three bags of Chinese food. Kevin was home now and we all sat in the living room eating and watching the news. Kevin asked me when I was going to leave to go over there and I gave him a noncommittal answer saying that when I got called I would go. In typical fashion he popped off at the mouth and said that he would leave tomorrow if he could, but when I offered to drive him to the recruiting office, he choked on his egg-roll and let the conversation drop.
Shortly after President Bush addressed the nation that night, I left to go home. Jackie had a history test to study for and I was wiped out. She held my hand as she walked to the car with me and as I reached out to open the car door she asked me if I was serious about my promise to her.
"Yes. I won't volunteer to go over there until after you graduate."
"You really want to go, though don't you?"
"Kinda. Yeah." I answered honestly.
"Are we still going out Friday?" she asked.
"If you want to, yes."
"Part of me still thinks this is some scheme between you and my brother." she said, staring at the concrete of the driveway.
"Jacqueline Marie Douglas, I promise you that I am not in cahoots with your brother. I asked you out because I wanted to, and I am damn glad that I did. Now, will you please stop accusing me of it?"
"Oh wow! I got the full name blast with that one huh?" she said with a shocked look on her face.
"Yes, you did, and stop acting like I picked low hanging fruit when I asked you out."
"I'm sorry Matt, but I'm not used to attention from a guy. You've kind of thrown me for a loop here."
"Deal with it." I said then added, "Look, it's late, you have a test to study for and I need to get home. I'll call you tomorrow. Okay?"
"Okay." she said as she turned and began to walk away.
"Hey!"
"What?" she answered.
"No good night kiss?"
"Out here? In front of the neighbors?" she asked, with her eyes growing wide.
"Yes." I said, smiling as I walked toward her.
"My mom could be watching from a window." she said as she glanced nervously toward the house.
"You're eighteen Jackie, she can look all she wants to." I said as I lifted her chin and kissed her.
"You do realize that you're the first guy I've ever kissed, don't you?" Jackie said when we finally broke apart.
"It just makes them that much sweeter." I replied, grinning as I opened the car door and slid behind the wheel.
"Good night Matt." she whispered as she turned to go back inside.
"Good night Jackie."
That was how 9/11 ended for me. Thirty minutes later I was laying in bed wondering where I would be this time next year and thanking God that my family was safe. It was after midnight before I fell asleep and the last thing I remember thinking about was how that first kiss felt.
September rolled on by as did October. I took Jackie to her first high school dance just before Halloween but the big one came on November 10th of that year when I took her to the Marine Corps Ball with me. The answer I got when I asked her if she wanted to go sort of surprised me. I knew she was coming out of her shell when she said that a girl would have to be nuts to say no to being in a room with hundreds of Marines in uniform.
I got the surprise of my life when I received a phone call on November 1st from my Platoon Sergeant telling me that I had been promoted to Corporal. Which meant a full-blown scramble to get my new rank sewn on my uniform before the ball. It also meant that I was getting a substantial pay raise of three dollars and eighty cents per drill period, bringing my monthly drill pay up to a whopping two-hundred a month; gross. I was rolling in the money now! I was going to need it too; the Birthday Ball was fast approaching and I had a new girlfriend to impress.
The reaction that I had when Jackie glided down the staircase and into the living room that evening probably mirrored the reaction that Kevin had when she came down them on the night we first went out. I was speechless, and she was absolutely the most beautiful woman that I had ever taken on a date. Somewhere, somehow over the past two months the girl I had known all my life was beginning to make me believe that I didn't know her at all.
The evening gown she had on was strapless, floor length and black with a slit on the left side that went half way up her thigh. When she lifted the front of it to walk down the stairs I immediately noticed that she was wearing heels; which was something I had never seen her wear before. Her hair was draped over her left shoulder and it was obvious that she or Virginia had spent a lot of time on it and her makeup was flawless.
"How do I look?" she asked me.
"Beautiful." I whispered as her smile lit up the foyer.
"You look sharp." she said, reaching out and running her fingertip down the red piping on the jacket of my Dress Blues.
"Thank you, are you ready to go?"
"Mom wants pictures. I guess she needs to prove to people that you are real and not imaginary."
"Oh Lord!" Virginia exclaimed, "I don't have to prove anything to anyone. I just wanted you two to have a few memories. Trust me, one day you will think back on tonight and want to see what you looked like. Now shush and go stand by the fireplace."
"Yes ma'am." we said in unison, as Kevin chuckled, knowing full well that I despised having my picture taken.
It wasn't that bad and a few minutes later we were on our way to the hotel ballroom that the battalion had rented for the ball. When we pulled into the parking lot it was packed with Marines and their ladies and everyone was in a good mood. I introduced Jackie around to several of the guys along with my chain of command as my girlfriend, noticing the smile on her lips as I said it for the first time to my Commanding Officer and his wife.
The rest of the evening was a blur and strangely, the only thing Jackie said that she remembered was the cake cutting ceremony, where the oldest Marine Present (a 78-year-old retired Sergeant Major and a survivor of Tarawa, Iwo Jima and the Chosin Reservoir in Korea) and the youngest Marine present (an 18-year-old Private First Class and a recent survivor of Parris Island) got the first two pieces of cake. After the ceremony Jackie and I ran into the old Marine and his granddaughter in the lobby and Jackie uncharacteristically struck up a conversation with him. The old guy regaled us with tales of the Old Corps for a few minutes then said that he must me boring us and we probably wanted to get back to the party. Jackie smiled at him and said thank you then gave him a quick kiss on his cheek.
"Look out Corporal." he said to me with a broad grin on his weathered face, "The last time I got a kiss from a girl that pretty, I married her."
"I'll keep that in mind Sergeant Major." I replied dryly, grinning at him at the same time.
On pain of death I had promised Virginia that we would not be out all night. But as we headed home, shortly after midnight, Jackie asked me to drive to the lake instead of taking her straight home.
"Are you sure that's a good idea?" I asked glancing at my watch.
"Probably not, but I want to spend as much time with you while I can." she added, glancing down at her lap.
I reached over, took her hand in mine and squeezed it gently and said, "Your wish? My command, my Lady." The smile on her face made me forget how corny that sounded.
Nothing happened that night, at least nothing more than a few innocent kisses and a few muffled groans between us. Call me old fashioned if you will but I didn't want to push her. I was still, after two months, wondering why I had asked her out in the first place, but there was no way she would ever know that. The Jackie that I had now was a girl that any guy in her school would kill to go out with and I wasn't going to screw that up.
We were still mostly fully clothed, and the windows were fully steamed up, my right hand had just found the hem of her panties and I had just lowered my mouth to her left nipple when a loud slap on the side of my car caused us both to jump. As Jackie tugged her dress up over her boobs, I threw open the car door and found myself looking up at an Anderson County Deputy Sheriff with a bemused smile on his face.
"Good morning, Corporal." he said, grinning down at me ad shining his light into the car, illuminating a slightly ruffled and humiliated Jackie in the process.
"Good morning Sir." I stammered.
"What, pray tell, would our nation's finest be doing parked in a secluded area, this late in the evening, with a young lady in his vehicle?"
I went for broke.
"Well, we came out here because she is an aspiring bird watcher."
"A bird watcher?"
"Yes Sir, and we heard a rumor that you could see Snipes out here."
"Snipes?"
"Yes Sir, Snipes; and we saw one. She got so excited that she passed out. I wasn't sure if she had a heart attack or not, so I started mouth to mouth and a vigorous chest massage. She seems to be ok now, so if it's all the same to you, I'll go ahead and take her home."
"Why don't you do that Corporal?"
"I believe I will Sir." I paused and then added, "Unless you need something else."
"I think I'm good son."
"Thank you, Sir."
"Semper Fi Marine." he said with a wink.
"Semper Fi Deputy." I said, closing the door and fumbling with the keys in the ignition.
"God that was humiliating!" Jackie said, ten minutes later as we were driving down the road.
"What? Getting caught making out at the lake?"
"No! That vigorous chest massage remark you ass!" she exclaimed.
"Oh! I was adlibbing."
"You were bragging!"
"Yes; yes, I was." I said with a chuckle.
"Matt? she asked, suddenly getting serious.
"Jackie?"
"Where is this going?"
"Honestly?" I said, shrugging my shoulders.
"Yes." Jackie responded, looking down at her lap.
"As far as you will let it go. I'm gonna be going to a lot of different places, and as for as I can see, you're going to be right here beside me when we get there."
"I will?" she responded.
"Yep. But you have things to do first."
"Such as?" she asked, turning to look at me.
"High school, college, saying yes in a few years when I ask you to marry me."
"Yes." she whispered.
"No jumping ahead."
"Too late." Jackie responded, sitting back in her seat with a triumphant little smile on her face.
"Really?"
"Yes. And before you go to wherever it is that you are going to go, I get a ring."
"That sounds like I don't get a say in it." I said as I pulled into her driveway.
"See! You're not just a pretty boy in Dress Blues! There is a brain in there." Then giggling she opened the car door and stepped out.
I walked her to the front door as slowly as I could and pausing for a moment I looked down at her. I smiled, then I chuckled; then I burst out laughing as I realized what she had said in the car.
"What?" she asked with her head turning slightly from side to side as her eyes locked on to mine.
"We haven't even had sex yet and you're wanting a ring." I responded.
"I'll get it too; and it will be after we sleep together." she said with a confident tone in her voice.
"Good night Jackie." I said, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her close to me.
That wicked little smile crossed her lips for a split second before she lifted her head and our lips met. When she finally pulled back from me, she placed her hands behind my neck, looked up at me and whispered, "If you had moved a little faster tonight at the lake, that deputy might've seen more of me than either of us would have wanted him to."
And with that, she opened the front door and slipped inside.
To be continued...
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
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The weather outside was turning blustery and cold and the grey skies were promising snow by morning. The weather forecast was calling for six to eight inches by noon tomorrow with highs only reaching the mid-twenties. Inside my living room however, it was warm and getting warmer because of the physical activity taking place.
"Hurry up! Tiffany will be here any second!" Lori whispered franticly.
"I'm trying!"
"Well try faster, because I'm doing everything I can!" she responded, breathing heavily because of the exertion in our combined efforts.
"Push harder!"
"I can't push any harder damn it! If I do I'll bruise something!" she groaned.
"That's it! That's good! Right there!" I said a little more loudly than I should have as I lowered my end of the dining room table to the floor. We had decided to move it against the wall at the last minute to give the other guests more room to mingle.
Grabbing Lori's hand we dashed to the hall closet listening to a chorus of giggles coming from every concealed place in the bottom floor of the house.
"And the 2016 winner for Best Script in a Non-Existent Sex Scene goes to, Phil and Lori! Golf clap everyone!" came a muffled voice from behind the curtain of the picture window.
"Bite me Mike!" Lori said loudly with a smile on her lips as I pulled the door closed behind us.
Today was the first Friday of December and Tiffany's thirtieth birthday as well. Being a typical male, I hadn't really given the significance of a thirtieth birthday any thought. So when Lori stuck her head in my office last Monday and asked me what I had planned, I got an impromptu lesson on what thirty, forty and fifty means to women and I also got called an asshole again. (I was really going to have to do something about that.) Then she told me to stop trying to not plan anything and let her handle it. So, I did just that.
Which brings us to where we are now.
Eight of our friends hiding in the living room, kitchen and den with Lori and I tucked into the hall closet.
"Hey." I whispered in the dark.
"What?"
"Thank you; for everything." I replied, placing my hands on her shoulders to give them a quick squeeze and gently kissing the top of her head.
"You're welcome Phil, but unless you want Tiff and all your friends to catch us making out in the closet, don't kiss me like that again." she whispered, leaning back against me and wrapping my arms around her.
"Aww."
"Tease."
"You're not the one being stuffed back into the friend zone." I replied, kissing the top of her head again.
"She just pulled into the driveway!" came an announcement from the living room.
"I could have been really mean." Lori replied, moving forward slightly.
"Oh yeah?" I asked with a smile, until I felt her press back against me and began a slow grind against my crotch with her spectacular ass for a few seconds.
"Yes. That should give you something to think about tonight when you're snuggled up next to her." she whispered.
I was never so disappointed, relieved, happy and sad as I was when Lori threw the closet door open and yelled, "Surprise!" as Tiffany walked into the living room. I was also having problems controlling size of the bulge in the front of my pants as I walked over to Tiffany and kissed her shocked face.
"Happy birthday Baby." I said to her as she slowly let her purse slip to the floor.
"Oh my God!" Tiffany responded, laughing now as the initial shock wore off before she added a sincere "Thank you."
"You're welcome." I said, grinning at her.
"I wasn't talking to you Phillip." Tiffany said, with a laugh as she walked over and hugged Lori.
"You're welcome." Lori said, laughing, along with everyone else, at the feigned expression of anguish on my face.
"Hey! I made the dip!" I said trying to regain some semblance of my dignity.
"That's sweet." Tiff replied as she walked around the room doling out hugs and thanks to her guests.
"Hey guys, don't fill up on the snacks, the limo will be here in about an hour." Lori chimed in, as everyone moved toward the table, reminding me to ask her how much money I had spent on this little shindig. But when I looked at Tiffany, I suddenly didn't care. The smile on her face was lighting up the room and that was worth every dime in my checking account.
"I may have to give you a raise." I said to Lori as she stood beside me.
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah. I'm afraid if I don't you're going to quit on me and become a party planner."
"That's sweet but I happen to enjoy working for you Phil so I'm not going anywhere."
"Cool."
"I'll take the raise though." she said with a laugh as she walked away.
We all piled into the limo as soon as it arrived and headed across town to a little place that Tiffany had always wanted to try called Buck's. The seating in the limo was perfect for the size of our group. I say perfect because the back seat held three, so it left me seated between Tiff and Lori. They were the two women in the world who meant the most to me and Tiffany's birthday or not, I was happy to have both of them beside me.
Tiffany's head snapped around as we pulled into the parking lot and I was rewarded with that million dollar smile again. Her eyes were sparkling as she laughed and said "Thank you!"
"You're welcome."
"Again, Phil, not talking to you." she said flatly.
"You're welcome Sweetie." Lori said as a gale of laughter erupted in the limo.
As everyone began to pile out into the parking lot, Tiff grabbed my hand and held me back for a moment. She gave me a quick kiss then looked into my eyes and whispered, "Halloween night?"
"What about it?"
"Is she a part of this group?" she asked with a twinkle in her eyes.
"Absolutely." I said with a grin.
"You're going to pay for that tonight Baby." she said softly as she climbed out the door.
Between the food, the drinks, the conversation and dessert, we ended up staying there for almost two hours. Then we loaded back into the limo for a drive around town, stopping at various places to snap pictures and make memories. Because of the wet bar in the limo, by the time we got back home, most if not all of us, were feeling no pain. But the snow that had finally begun to fall had everyone heading home faster than anyone wanted to.
The three of us stood in the doorway as a final chorus of "Good night." and "Happy Birthday" came out of the snowy darkness, then we turned and walked back into the warmth of the house. Lori walked to the couch and grabbing her coat she began to pull it on. As she did, Tiffany slowly walked toward her with a smile on her face.
"I just wanted to say thank you for all the effort you put into this Lori."
"You're more than welcome, Tiffany. I wasn't going to have you celebrating the Big Three Oh by going to dinner at TGI Friday's followed by an Avenger's movie." Lori responded with a wink.
"Is that what you had planned?" Tiff asked, shaking her head in disbelief as she turned to look at me.
"Nope! I honestly didn't have anything planned. Fortunately, I have a kick ass executive assistant who knows how to bail my ass out." I responded with complete sincerity in my voice.
"Yes you do. But now, I'm curious."
"About what?"
"Have there been any other times the two of you have been in cahoots with each other?" she asked, smiling down at Lori.
"Possibly." Lori replied, arching an eyebrow and grinning up at her.
"Uh huh. So, were you supposed to be a trick or a treat on Halloween?" Tiffany asked with a chuckle.
I all but froze where I was standing. I could feel my heart beating out of my chest and hear the blood pumping in my ears as Lori smiled, glance down at the hardwood floor and deliberately began to unbutton her coat.
"I don't know about you Baby, but I called it a treat and a really sweet one at that." Lori said as she slipped into Tiffany's arms then lifted her face and smiled. "What did you call it?"
"Heaven and Hell." Tiffany responded as she lowered her head and delivered a soft kiss to Lori's lips.
"Really?"
"I was in Heaven with what you were doing to me and Hell because I couldn't return the favor." Tiffany said, as their lips met again, this time with far more passion and enthusiasm.
"I don't think you'll have that problem tonight." Lori said as they broke apart, then smiling, she lifted her head and they began to kiss again.
They stood together locked in that embrace and I stood there watching as my girlfriend began to slowly run her hands down Lori's back to the top of her ass and then up to slowly stroke her shoulders and neck. A soft moan escaped Tiffany's mouth as Lori began to pull Tiff's blouse out of her skirt, then Tiffany's hands slid lower she grasped Lori's ass and moaned as she gently squeezed it.
"Would you like to go to the bedroom?" Tiffany asked as she pulled Lori's sweater over her head.
"Yes please." Lori replied, looking across the room at me and smiling.
"Phil, be a dear; turn off the lights and check the doors. We'll be upstairs waiting on you." Tiffany stated as she reached behind Lori's back and unsnapped her bra then removing it and letting it fall to the floor.
As they walked hand in hand up the stairs, I was treated to the spectacular sight of their asses swaying in unison. I had no idea which man had invented pencil skirts and high heels but I owed him everything that I owned right now. Then I flew through the house, turning off the lights and checking the front door.
When I entered the bedroom, the lights were off and as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I began to catch glimpses of their intertwined bodies moving in unison on the bed. They were kissing one another and each had a hand buried between the other's thighs. The moans and gasps that I was hearing were soft to the point of being almost inaudible. As I started to undress I heard Tiffany gasp sharply and I saw her stiffen up in an apparent orgasm. Just as quickly as it hit her, she relaxed and Lori started working on her again.
As I took a step toward the bed Tiffany sat up and smiled. Brushing her hair out of her eyes she whispered "No."
"What?" I asked, looking back and forth between them like they were a smorgasbord that I desperately wanted to sample.
"Remember what I said in the limo?"
"Yes."
"It's payback time Mister. Now you get to watch me thank Lori for the time, effort and energy that she put into planning such an amazing evening for me. If you had done it, if you had even helped her do it, you would be right in the middle of all of this. But you didn't, so now you get to watch. Again."
The entire time she was talking, her right thumb and forefinger was gently pulling and twisting Lori's left nipple. Lori began arching her back and tossing her head back and forth as Tiffany lowered her mouth to Lori's right breast. They moaned in unison as Tiff's left hand slid between Lori's thighs and began a slow slide up her legs to Lori's pussy.
"Say please." Tiffany said softly.
"Please." Lori whispered, sighing as Tiffany's thumb began to work on her clit.
"You do know, we're both going to fuck him tonight, right?" Tiff said as she slipped a finger inside Lori.
"God I hope so." Lori said firmly.
"You can have him first. You'll love it. The man eats pussy as well as you do and his dick is really thick." Lori's response was to moan and lift her hips off the mattress. She lasted longer than I would have then Tiffany lowered her mouth to Lori's pussy and started flicking her tongue across her clit.
By the time Tiffany was done with her, Lori was pretty much drained. At least it looked like she was drained. Her hands were gripping the sheet and her entire body was as stiff as a board. Her head was tossing back and forth, she was muttering incoherently in what I can only assume were incomplete sentences.
"Water." she gasped.
"What?" I answered.
"I need some water." Lori whispered.
"Phillip, go get us all a bottle or two of water please. I have a feeling we are going to need it." Tiffany said, resting her cheek on Lori's thigh.
I was back in a second with three bottles of water and a dick so hard I could have balanced two more on it. Tiffany had moved up on the mattress and was whispering in Lori's ear. I have no idea what was said, but Lori was grinning and even laughed as I walked to the side of the bed.
"Did I miss something?" I asked.
"Yes you did, but you weren't meant to hear it; it was just girl talk." Tiffany said as she reached out and took two of the bottles. Opening one, she handed it to Lori and then opening the other, she took a long pull from it, then placed it on the bedside table.
She turned her attention to Lori again and slowly stroking her cheeks, she leaned down and kissed her. Then she reached out and placed the palm of her right hand on the bottom of my shaft and pushed up, pinning it to my stomach. Smiling up at me she slowly and deliberately began to rub up and down the entire shaft causing me to close my eyes and groan.
"I promised her that she could have you first. I never said that she would be the one to warm you up Baby." and with that she pulled me toward her and slipped the tip of my dick past her lips and began to work on it with her tongue.
I groaned as I closed my eyes, only opening them when I felt movement beside me. I slowly focused on Lori, sitting cross legged on the bed beside Tiffany slowly running her fingers through Tiffany's hair.
"Is she good at that?"
"Yes." I stammered.
"She's right, you are thick." Lori whispered, reaching out and cupping my balls in the palm of her hand. "I'm going to love having that in my pussy." she said as I groaned.
"Would you like that Phil? Huh? Do you want to fuck me?" she asked, shifting around until she was on her knees, leaning against me and looking up at me, her green eyes alight with a mischievous twinkle.
"Yes." I whispered.
"You know, when I was grinding my ass against you in the closet this evening, I was desperately trying to figure out how to make this happen." she said.
"Wait! You did what?" Tiffany said loudly as she lifted her mouth off my dick.
"Oh relax Baby Girl, it was only for a second or ten. But yeah, I rode him like a cheap stripper for a hot minute in your hall closet while we were waiting for you to show up. If you had gotten caught in traffic, who knows what you would have found when you got home." Lori answered, smiling as she lay down and stretched out on the bed. "Now, if you will excuse us Sweetie, I get him first. Remember?"
I had known this woman since my first day with my company. She had been with me through thick and thin, good and bad. She had covered for me when I had fucked up and had been beside me through each promotion and success. She had planned my itineraries and trips and had travelled with me on more than one occasion. If someone had told me that she would be in my bed, legs spread, with her hands on my hips helping me to slip between her thighs and into her pussy, I would have laughed. Yet, that is exactly where I was and exactly what was happening.
She lifted her legs wrapping them around my hips and tried to pull me in faster, but I was able to tense up just enough to slow her down and make her groan loudly. When I did relax, I sank completely into her and felt her fingernails dig into my back as she went completely limp.
"Don't worry about me Baby," she whispered in my ear "I'll get what I need, just fuck me like you own me."
So, I did. I pinned her to the mattress with the weight of my body and fucked with everything I had. Between Tiff's amazing blow-job and Lori's groans, grunts and moans as I fucked her, I was ready to cum in a very short period of time. When I did finally cum, I didn't even think, I simply unloaded into her then lay on top of her trying to catch my breath as I felt her pussy continually contacting around my softening dick. I slipped out of her during one of the contractions and there was an audible pop that caused all three of us to laugh.
Three of us! Holy shit! I had been so wrapped up in Lori that I forgot my girlfriend was watching. I really had to do something about forgetting Tiff!
I rolled off Lori onto my back and felt Tiffany slide up against me on the other side. Then I felt two hands, one on each side of me tracing patterns on the skin of my chest. Still breathing heavily, I tried to lift up when I felt Tiff's leg snake around mine to hold me to the bed.
"Going somewhere Stud?"
"Nope." I answered, falling back against the pillow.
"Good Boy." Lori said chuckling. "Whew! You lit me up with that one Phil. I'm still twitching down there."
"Really?" Tiff asked.
"Oh yeah. I'm going to feel that in the morning. You may have to handle him for the rest of the night Tiff. I think you kids have about worn my old ass out."
"Old? Holy shit, I've been comparing my ass to yours since Phil introduced us. I keep telling myself that if mine looks as good as yours does when I'm your age, I'll die a happy woman." Tiffany said quietly.
"Aww, thanks Darlin', that's sweet. I know the feeling, just remember that to get to forty, you have to go through thirty."
"You're forty?" I asked, turning my head to look at her.
"I will be at midnight." she said with a giggle.
"Awesome! We can take you to dinner tomorrow night!" Tiff said with a lot of enthusiasm.
"Honey, if it doesn't stop snowing outside, none of us are going anywhere until Monday or Tuesday." I said.
"Then you will have to make dinner for us tomorrow night."
"Yes Dear."
We lay there quietly for a few moments before I broke the silence by asking, "Tiffany, how did you know it was Lori?"
Which caused Lori to pipe up, "Yeah, how did you know?"
"Well, Phil told me in the limo that the woman from Halloween was in the group. You were the only one there without a date and the final give away was. Wait for it."
"Was what?" Lori exclaimed, shifting around on the bed and looking at Tiffany.
"Your perfume. Honestly Lori, what would the odds be that you and the chick from Halloween would be wearing the same perfume?"
"So you're not just another pretty face huh?" Lori replied as she reached out to stroke Tiff's cheek.
"Not even close." she replied as she leaned across my chest and softly kissed Lori and as she lay back down she added, "Ok, we need to lay down some ground rules."
"Ground rules?" I asked, confused at what she was talking about.
"Yes. Ground rules for this." came an instant reply.
"Sweetie, let me put your mind at ease. I'm not trying to steal him from you. There isn't going to be any inter-office hanky-panky going on. I'm not going to sneak into his office and give him a blowjob under his desk. When the opportunity presents itself, you will always be with us."
"Deal!" Tiffany said rather firmly.
"Shake on it?"
I watched as they shook hands across my chest, then laughed as they both dropped back down beside me.
"What?"
"Why do I feel like the prize winning bull at the fair?"
"Play your cards right and you can mount two heifers occasionally Darlin'." Lori responded.
"Heifers?" Tiffany said laughing. "I think I'm insulted!"
"Moo Bitch." Lori said, reaching out and taking Tiffs hand in hers.
"Moo." Tiffany said as they burst out laughing.
I lost track of time as we played around on the bed and I was groaning with anticipation as the two of them took turns alternating between keeping me up with their hands and mouths. I was praying that I could come soon when Tiffany stopped and looked at her phone. Smiling, she leaned over and gave Lori a kiss then whispered, "Happy birthday Honey."
"Thank you." she responded softly as I repeated it.
"Want him to give you a birthday present?" Tiffany asked.
"No! God no! I'm way too sore. I had him on your birthday, why don't you take him on mine?"



"Deal."
"Not that I'm complaining ladies," I said as I felt Tiffany's grip tighten on my dick, "but do I get a say in what is going on here?"
"No." they chorused together.
"Just asking." I said, groaning as Tiff threw her leg over my hip and pressed herself down on the tip of my dick.
She groaned loudly as she settled down on me then she stopped and locking eyes with me said, "Do you remember how hard you fucked her in front of me? Do you? Do you remember how you tore her pussy up with me watching her cum on your cock?
"Yes."
"I hope you have another one left in you, because you owe me that." she said as she began to rock her hips back and forth.
To be continued...
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
Author's Note: What do you know? A Lori actually told me to keep writing this, a real Lori at that! Or at least that's how she signed the email.
So, here you go.
My apologies for the length of my last few submissions but my writing time has been at a premium lately. I could compose longer stories but the time between them would be one to two months before a new story could be published.



        When Thunder Rolls Ch. 03

        Thaddeus returns to Georgia.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/when-thunder-rolls-ch-03

Title: When Thunder Rolls Ch. 03

Author: YouDidWhut

Category: Romance

Description: Thaddeus returns to Georgia.

Tags: romance, romantic, civil war, horse, mature, historical

Series: When Thunder Rolls


November 9, 1865
Milledgeville, Georgia
My train crawled to a stop as it entered the yard at the Milledgeville depot and I had never been so happy to gather my belongings and climb off an infernal contraption as I was on that day. The air outside was crisp, cool and a stark reminder that I had limited time to conduct my business at home before I returned to Beth and Shannon in Kentucky. Winter would be here soon and the faster I finished what I had come here to accomplish, the sooner I could return home to the ones I truly wanted to be with.
The month previous I had received a correspondence from my mother stating that my father had contracted Scarlet Fever and the prognosis was grim. Within a week, I received a second stating that he had "passed quietly into the arms of the Lord on the 12th of October, 1865". I remained inconsolable for days after due to the guilt of not having traveled home immediately following Appomattox. My father, whom I loved, revered and respected was gone and I would never have the chance to say goodbye.
In the second correspondence, my mother requested that I come home as soon as practicable in order to settle my father's estate and to visit with my family. She, or more likely one of my uncles, had arranged for the train tickets and sleeping accommodations in hotels for my stop overs in Nashville and Atlanta for the three day trip. While I could have most likely made the journey on horseback and been just as comfortable, I was admonished in her letter with the following; "Due to the current unpleasantness in Georgia, you must never forget that you are a Thatcher as a well as a gentleman and former officer. Therefore, it is imperative that you travel and present yourself in a manner reflecting your status in life."
While most of that may have been true, my status in life as of late had been farmhand, planter, overseer, woodcutter, hunter, business partner, surrogate father of an adorable young lady and lover to her mother. Hence, the complete lack of any type of clothing that would indicate my "status". Those clothes were neatly packed away in a trunk that I had purchased in Williamsburg.
After arranging for my trunk to be delivered, I walked back toward the stock cars. When I got closer to them I could hear a livestock wrangler barking commands to his helpers and I couldn't help but smile as I came upon the scene of an older black man with his hands on his hips cursing the heavens as three young Negro males attempted to off load a very spirited coal black stallion.
"Damn yer worthless black hides! Git a holt of his halter! His halter you idiots! That horse'll kill all youn's dead here in a second and then I'm gonna have ta hire me three new niggers to replace yer asses!"
"Pardon me." I interrupted.
"WHAT!" the old man snapped turning around and taking an involuntary step back when he saw he was speaking to a white man, he removed his hat from his head so quickly that his arm was a blur.
"Excuse me?"
"Naw Sir! Excuse me! I didn't mean no disrespec' sir!"
"That's my horse your boys are trying to offload. Would you mind if I lent a hand?"
"Lawd God no sir! Not a little bit, that horse of yorn got the Devil in him."
"You're not the first to say that." I said with a grin, dropping his saddle, bridle and blanket as I turned to walk toward the stock car.
"Uh huh." came the reply as his men moved aside, hats in hand.
"Thunder, it's over, it's just us now." I said as calmly as possible while Thunder's eyes rolled back and his front hooves came off the car floor again.
"No. Calm down boy. Here, I got something for you." I said as I reached out, holding an apple slice in my palm. "It's ok, just calm down."
It took the better part of three minutes and two more apple slices but I finally got him calmed down enough to take him by the halter and lead him onto and then off of the platform. Once his hooves touched solid ground, he became as docile as a kitten, allowing me to quickly saddle him up for the ride to The Willows. I think he seemed to sense my angst at what was happening because for the briefest of moment, he whinnied softly as he nuzzled my chest with his forehead, then stepped back and pawed at the ground.
Three days ago Beth had insisted that I use my military saddle, tack and saddle blanket for the trip home. Her argument was that the men in my family might need to be reminded that I may have left as a boy and private soldier but that I was returning as a former officer of the Confederate Army. The strength and brilliance of her argument was compounded by the fact that she was nude beside me in bed at the time, with her fingertips drifting slowly across my chest.
"You win Beth." I said in surrender.
"Mmm. I always do Thad." she chuckled. "Now be a dear and see if you can find it in you to find your way into me again."
"I should be able to do that." I said, smiling up at the ceiling.
"Stop smiling Thaddeus." she replied, slapping my chest.
"It is pitch black in here woman. How did you know I was smiling?" I whispered as I spread her legs.
"You always smile when I start things my Love."
"Yes I do." I said as I slipped inside her, still smiling.
As we trotted past the capital building I realized that sitting atop a McClellan saddle with a Confederate officer's saddle blanket underneath it may have constituted a grievous error in judgement on my part. Milledgeville was the state capital of Georgia and as such it was awash in Yankee soldiers. I thought to myself that if I had half this many men under my command in '63 or '64, I could have ridden into Washington City and had tea with Abe Lincoln himself before Grant knew I was there. Unfortunately, I was now in my home state, trotting down the streets and gathering looks from blue clad soldiers at every corner.
Through the grace of God or by sheer dumb luck, we made it through town and headed south for the last 10 miles of our journey without being stopped or questioned. When we did head onto the road that would lead me home, I decided that Thunder needed a little exercise. So I loosened the reins and allowed him to gallop, more so to put as much distance between the Union Army in the city as to stretch Thunder's legs. With him setting the pace, we gobbled up the ground between the crossroad and The Willows.
It was shortly after four in the afternoon when I reined Thunder to a stop at the road leading to the front of the house. I paused for a moment as my restless mount pranced under me. A mile or so earlier he had seemed to remember our surroundings and knew that we had finally come full circle in our little journey. Now he sensed that he was moments away from a hot walk, a rub down and a feed bag and he was letting me know that he felt he deserved all three.
As we trotted up the road I began to smile because inwardly, I had been more than concerned about the condition of the house and grounds. I had seen too many plantations laid to waste by the Yankees, but my ancestral home had apparently been spared. The grounds and gardens were still in immaculate condition, the house was still as white as when I had departed four and a half years ago and if my eyes were not deceiving me, my father's Stable Master, Nathan, was waiting on the front porch.
As I dismounted, I handed Nathan the reins and I was greeted with the flash of his teeth as he gave me the warmest smile I had received in days. He dropped the reins, wiped a tear from his eye then stepping forward he clapped his massive hands on my shoulders and pulled me into a giant hug adding "It's good to have you back home Mister Thaddeus. We sure missed you here."
"You stayed?" I asked, perplexed somewhat by his presence.
"We all stayed Sir. Well, all but three at first. But they came a runnin' back soon enough. It's still a mean, ugly world out there even if we is all free now."
"All of you? Even the field hands?"
"Most of them stayed, some of them left. The men without wives were the first to go, but most of the single women and all of the ones with babies, they stayed. There is about thirty of us all told still here. Your momma can explain it better so you best git on inside. She has been pacing the floor all afternoon waiting on you."
"Lord knows only a fool would keep that one waiting." I said with a sly smile as I turned to walk up the steps leading to the porch.
"I ain't disagreein' with you Mister Thaddeus, but you was the one what said it; not me." Nathan said as he walked away laughing; presumably leading Thunder toward the stables and his reward.
Stepping inside the front doors was a surreal experience. The entryway was exactly as it was on the day I left. Nothing had changed, not one picture or stick of furniture was out of place. I stood silently for a moment taking it all in. Hearing voices, I began to walk toward the back of the house and the parlor, where I assumed Mother would be waiting. I had taken no more than three steps when she stepped into the hallway from my father's office instead, stared at me for a moment and gasped.
She flew toward me and wrapping her arms around my waist she began to sob against my chest. Her words were unintelligible at first because of the crying and I was too overcome by my own emotions to attempt to speak, so we stood there in the hallway holding each other as she wept.
Eventually she pulled away from me and wiping her tears away she looked up and smiled. The last few years had, in my opinion, been kind to her. She looked tired and definitely older but I saw the girlish beauty that had most likely beguiled my father in her youth when she smiled. I used my thumb to wipe the remaining tear off her right cheek then I handed her a hand kerchief.
"It's good to be home Mother."
"Oh my baby boy. How I have missed you so!"
"I've missed you as well. Who were you speaking with when I came in?"
"Your Uncle, Randolph." she said with a sigh.
"Randolph is here? Whatever for?" I asked as we began to walk to the office.
"You will see. But I must warn you Thaddeus, he is in one of his moods."
"I see." I said flatly. "Well Mother, let us go listen to dear Uncle Randolph and see what he thinks he has in store for us both."
My dear Uncle Randolph was, first and foremost, a rattlesnake that was born into the wrong body. He is, or was, my father's oldest brother and more often than not was the subject of the unpleasant family gossip during Christmas and other family get togethers. If he sensed an opportunity to make money or to increase his social standing, he was ruthless in its pursuit and having him here made me wonder what he saw in The Willows and my late father's holdings.
Randolph rose to his feet as we entered the room and held out his hand with a smile on his face that almost indicated his happiness in my safe return. More than likely he was simply thrilled at the opportunity to cheat yet another widow out of her home in the presence of her child. Either way, I took his hand in a firm grip and shook it.
"Thaddeus my boy! I am thrilled that you made it through the unpleasantness that befell our beloved Confederacy unscathed."
"Thank you Randolph. What brings you here today of all days?" I asked, looking him in the eyes.
"I was passing through on my way to the capital and I wished to extend my condolences to your dear mother then visit my brother's grave Lad. That is all." he answered, in a sincere voice.
"You were not present for the funeral?" I asked.
"Unfortunately, I was tied down by pressing matters at home and I was unable to attend."
"I see." I replied, walking toward the cupboard and picking up a bottle of brandy. Holding it up and shaking it in his direction I said, "I hope you will forgive me for partaking so early in the day but it is a tad nippy out. Would you care for some?"
"Please." he answered, ignoring my mother's disapproving glare at both of us.
As I poured the brandy I smiled inwardly. Randolph was about to have a very bad afternoon and I felt that he was beginning to sense it. When I handed him his drink, I sat mine down on Father's desk, then walked behind it and sat down in his chair. The shocked looks that I received from both of them confirmed my suspicions. They were both expecting that the boy that left was the one who would return.
"So Randolph? Why are you here?" I asked flatly.
"He offered me a business proposition with the plantation Thaddeus. It sounds as though it is a good deal too." mother said softly.
"I see and what is it Randolph?"
"I simply offered to handle the business operations of The Willows in exchange for a small fee. A conservatorship so to speak. One which would allow Olivia here to continue to enjoy the lifestyle to which she has become accustom without having to worry about the minute details." he said with a grin on his face that reminded me of a snarling bobcat.
"No."
"Excuse me young man?" Randolph said as the grin slid away to be replaced by a stunned look on his face.
"No." I repeated firmly shaking my head.
"Exactly whom do you think you are speaking to in that tone boy?" Randolph replied as his cheeks turned red.
"Randolph, I have yet to see my father's will and I would hazard to guess that mother hasn't seen it either. But I am willing to bet a substantial amount of money that when it is read, I will be the sole owner of The Willows and there will be a clause in it that allows Mother to live here in perpetuity. So, with that said, your generous offer to run the business aspect of my plantation is politely declined."
"You don't know that." he said coldly.
"Even if the ownership does transfer to Mother, I am here now and I am more than capable of handling the day to day operations. Therefore, your services are not and will not be required. Will you be spending the night here or will you be travelling on to Milledgeville?" I asked as I took a sip of brandy.
He stood and silently placed the sifter on my desk, then turned and left the room without so much as a word. I glanced over at my mother and saw that the blood had all but drained from her face leaving her ghostly pale and seemingly speechless. The speechlessness lasted for a full ten seconds before she reached over, picked up Randolph's sifter and without so much as a feminine gasp, downed the entire drink in a single gulp.
"I have some things that need be said Thaddeus." she finally said as the color began to return to her cheeks.
"Yes ma'am."
"First and foremost, it was incredibly rude of you to speak to your uncle in such a manner. Not even your father would have said those things to him. Secondly, you are correct, no one has seen your father's will. We need to go into Milledgeville tomorrow or the next day at the latest to hear it read. And finally, when did my baby boy grow up?"
"I said what needed to be said to silence him and remind him that we are family and not some widow and her orphan to be taken advantage of. We can leave with Randolph in the morning. I'll have Nathan saddle Thunder and get your cabriolet ready with a driver. As for me growing up? You can thank Generals J.E.B Stuart and Robert E. Lee for that."
"Why did you stay in Kentucky Thaddeus? Why did you not come home after the surrender?" she questioned softly.
"Her name is Beth, or Elizabeth, if you please. Honestly Mother, she is the best thing that has ever happened to me."
"A woman! We had, I had, no idea a woman was involved. Did you tell your father? I was under the impression he believed that you were staying up there as some sort of business partner on a small farm."
"I am, only it is not a small farm; there are several thousand acers of land involved.
"Several thousand?" she asked in a surprised tone.
"Yes ma'am." I replied, suddenly growing very weary, "Mother, I am exhausted. Can we discuss all of this later this evening or possibly tomorrow? I need to write to Beth so that she and Shannon will not worry about my safe arrival."
"Who is Shannon?" she inquired.
"Her daughter. Beth is a widow; her late husband was a Union officer who died at Shiloh in sixty-two."
"Daughter? How old is she Thaddeus?"
"Mother. I promise you, we will discuss this tonight or tomorrow. I have had a long and very exhausting day. I have a letter to write and I would like to freshen up and possibly change out of these clothes into something that is a little less travel stained."
"Yes Thaddeus. Dinner will be served at seven sharp. Please try to behave in front of Randolph this evening. I think you may have upset him far more than he is letting on."
November 9, 1865
The Willows
My Darling Beth,
I hope this finds you and Shannon both safe and in good health. I have arrived safely in Georgia. The trip was uneventful and there were no major delays or unplanned stops. The destruction that I have witnessed here in Georgia is beyond anything that I saw in Virginia. It would seem that Sherman's army left a swath of death and destruction wherever it went. That Milledgeville is even standing is a miracle in and of itself. The public library was ransacked with many records and other important papers put to the torch.
As they departed, the Union troops poured molasses and sorghum down the organ pipes of the Episcopal Church. Other than those few instances, there seems to be very little damage in the city proper. However, in the outlying areas, the Earth itself still bears the scars of his army's passage. For miles in any direction you can see the shells of burnt homes and manors. I fear this winter will be harsh on many families throughout Georgia and the South as a whole.
The Willows, thankfully, was spared. I have yet to hear the entire story but most of our former slaves have stayed on. I am beginning to believe that most of the Negros remaining have no intentions of leaving and actually prefer the safety and security that my parents provided them after they were emancipated. I am also starting to believe that in some way, my father played a larger role than I know of in keeping my ancestral home safe and secure from an invading force.
My Darling, sadly I may have to extend my stay here through spring, due to unforeseen circumstances. If it is possible, I would like to know if you and Shannon would be agreeable to joining me here at The Willows for the winter if I can arrange for someone in Williamsburg to look after your farm while you are here; the Sheriff perhaps?
Please consider it as a possibility before you dismiss it outright as another of my follies.
I paused to gather my thoughts and my mind drifted back to a cool Sunday evening in late August. We had driven into Williamsburg that day to attend church at Beth's insistence. I'm not a religious man but when she informed me that we would attend church at least once a month, I wasn't going to argue with her. So I acquiesced to her demand and we loaded up the wagon and went to Williamsburg to keep the good Presbyterians in the area company.
When we returned home that afternoon, Beth seemed distant and rather subdued. I confronted her about it as I sat on the porch swing enjoying a brief respite from the usual August swelter.
"The sermon today made me think." she responded.
"About?"
"Us. Our arrangement."
"What about it?" I asked, glancing up at her.
"Our intimate moments together at night seem so deliciously sinful to me when the sun rises in the morning."
"Perhaps we should have a few intimate moments while the sun is up so you have something to compare your nighttime deliberations to." I said with a smile.
"Thaddeus!" she exclaimed loudly with a smile forming on her lips.



"I've got a few minutes available. We could walk down to the creek." I said, nodding my head in the direction of the creek.
"You are incorrigible young man." she said smiling fully as she took a step toward me.
"You are welcome dear lady." I said as I reached up and pulled her down on my lap and planting a kiss on her lips.
Her arms snaked around my neck and I felt her body begin to go limp as she returned the kiss. Moaning softly she pulled away and whispered "Not now, later; tonight. Shannon could show up at any moment."
Those words had no sooner passed her lips than Shannon appeared on the porch from inside the house.
"Mother, have you seen my?" she paused, staring wide-eyed at the sight of her mother sitting on my lap with her arms around my neck.
"Seen what Dear?" Beth answered seemingly nonplused by the intrusion. I also noticed that she did not attempt to stand. In fact, she shifted her hips slightly and leaned back a little further turning to face Shannon.
"My hairbrush." Shannon added as a smile crept across her face.
"You left it on my dressing table this morning while we were getting ready for church." she replied with a toss of her head.
"Oh!" Shannon replied as she wheeled to go back inside.
Beth gave me a soft kiss on the cheek as she stood up and smoothed out the front of her dress. Taking one sideways glance at what had to be a very sheepish look on my face, she burst out laughing then leaned down and whispered, "After I get her down for the night, we may just take that walk down to the creek Mister Thatcher. Cool water, a soft breeze and some moonlight might be exactly what I need to wash away the improper thoughts I have been having for the past several moments."
"I look forward to it Missus Sullivan." I whispered.
The sight of her standing hip deep in the creek with rivulets of water running off her breasts, as the pale Kentucky moonlight reflected off of her red hair, along with the sounds of her gasps and moans echoing off the creek bank as she moved against my body on the quilt she brought, are memories that I will take with me to my grave.
Just know my Beloved that I miss you desperately and I crave the soft caress of your touch as strongly as I feel the need to breathe air. I long to once again stare into your beautiful green eyes and taste the sweetness of your gentle and passionate kisses.
My Dearest Love, as always, I remain your humble and obedient Servant,
Thaddeus
I must confess that I am not an early riser by nature so when a rapping sound at my door disturbed my sleep at the ungodly hour of 5:00am I was more than a touch perturbed. When it opened, Samuel, my father's former house servant entered, announcing loudly that I needed to,
"Get up and get moving Mister Thaddeus. You is burnin' moonlight! The sun is gwine be up soon and you an' Missus Olivia need to be on yer way to Milledgeville."
I was somewhat less than cheerful.
"Well, shit!" I muttered as I rolled over and sat up.
"Mister Thaddeus! You best not be lettin' yer Momma hear you speakin' like that! She would whup us both!"
"Why would she whip you?" I mumbled.
"General Principals mos' likely!" he said with a laugh.
"Probably." I said, nodding my head. "I don't suppose there is any coffee downstairs?"
"A whole potful Sir. Would you like me to fetch you some up here? Your momma don't drink it and your daddy, he never liked it much neither. If I had known, I woulda done brought you some up."
"Then why is there a whole fresh pot of it downstairs?" I asked.
"Well, Sir, us house niggers, we sort of need it to get movin' in the mornin'."
"Samuel, please don't use that word around me. Find another way to describe yourself."
"Yes sir, Mister Thaddeus. How do you take your coffee sir?"
"Hot and black with just a little bit of sugar."
"Yes sir. That will be right easy to remember." then he added with a conspiratorial wink, "A cause that there is how I like my women folk."
I was laughing far too loudly as he softly closed the door on his way out of the room.
A deep frost covered the lawn as I helped my mother climb into her coach. Winter, if not here already, was giving us a sign that she was waiting in the wings with breathless anticipation of the misery she could bring. Nathan himself had elected to drive her into the city and before I mounted Thunder, more as an afterthought than anything, I walked back into the house and retrieved my gun belt and Colt. Returning to the yard I mounted and waited for my errant uncle to grace us with his presence.
Fortunately, we did not wait long before he walked across the porch into the yard and silently mounted his horse. Staring at me with blank eyes he nodded toward my sidearm and asked if I was expecting trouble on the trip to town.
"I am cautious by nature these days uncle; it keeps me from waking up dead. This is for Mother's protection more so than my own. There are far too many unscrupulous men traveling the roads these days."
The look he gave me could have added a layer of frost on the glass panes in the windows of the house.
As we turned onto the road heading north Randolph and I rode behind Mother and Nathan. A few minutes later, Randolph pulled alongside me and nodding at the pistol again asked me if I had ever used it.
"Frequently. I've killed more men with it than I care to think about." I answered honestly.
He paused for a moment, then softly said, "Perhaps I misjudged you yesterday Thaddeus. You left us as a wide-eyed boy off on some grand adventure. It is obvious to me now that the man who returned is a different person."
"Randolph, I have yet to pay my respects to my father's grave, I have had two cups of coffee and it is colder than a witch's tit out here. If you have something to say, say it. I don't tolerate rhetoric these days."
"I was going to charge Olivia one dollar a year to manage The Willows. I am an iron clad bastard when it comes to making money Thaddeus, but my brother loved her to the point of distraction and I grudgingly admit that letting her go was one of the gravest mistakes I have ever made. Your father was definitely smarter than I when it came to picking out a wife."
"Letting her go?" I asked as my head snapped up.
"Yes. Your mother and I kept each other's company for several months before I called off the relationship. Your father was the first of many suitors to get to her once the dust settled. I always admired that about him; he never half-stepped when it was time to move."
"Well I will be damned!" I muttered.
"Probably, but men like us have a litany of reasons for eternal damnation. Why let this revelation make the list? Just do me one favor Thaddeus and never tell Olivia that I took you into my confidence on this delicate subject. I do care for her deeply and I would never want her to be embarrassed in any way."
Pulling Thunder up short I looked across at Randolph with a new found sense of respect and held out my hand.
"Deal." I said as we shook hands in the middle of the road.
"Deal, now tell me, are the women in Richmond everything the newspapers make them out to be?" he asked slyly.
"I have no idea uncle, but the ones in Kentucky will take your eternally damned breath away."
"Do tell Lad. Please, do tell." he said with a laugh.
For the next hour I spoke about my time in Kentucky describing the farm, Beth, Shannon and my plans for turning the forest into a lumber operation. Randolph's eyes were aglow with the prospect of making money by simply cutting down trees. But he immediately saw the same problem that I did. Replenishing the supply. It would take years, even decades to regrow the forest once it had been cut down.
"I have contacts in the lumber business here in Georgia. Let me get their opinions and I will contact you."
"Fair enough, I may even hire you as a consultant if it pans out." I said sincerely.
"You already have Thaddeus, you just don't realize it yet." he said with a laugh.
The reading of my father's will went exactly as I had prophesized. I was the sole inheritor of my father's earthly possessions and his personal debts. The Willows was mine and my mother was given full rights to live there in perpetuity: a needless clause because I would have never turned her away.
The surprise came when I found out that Uncle Randolph and Uncle Douglas were the recipients of two-thousand dollars each. I struggled for a moment, wondering how I was going to accomplish that payment when Father's attorney informed me that the accounts at the bank could adequately cover that amount with several thousand dollars left over.
"Define several Sir." I stated.
"Your father's accounts in the financial institutions that he did business at are valued at just over one hundred and seventy thousand dollars Thaddeus. You are, in fact, one of the wealthiest men in Georgia because four of those are banks in the North, backed by Union gold."
"I will be damned." I muttered.
"If you are Nephew, please take me with you through the gate of Hell." Randolph said with a smile as my mother fainted.
To be continued...
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW
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The snow storm lasted until Saturday afternoon and Dallas was all but paralyzed on Sunday and Monday. Walking into the office on Tuesday, I was in a very good mood because of the weekend. That lasted for all of five minutes after my first cup of coffee when Lori stuck her head in my office and announced that we had a conference call in five minutes with the home office in New York.
"Can you tell them I'm home sick?"
"Nope! That's why you get paid the big bucks." she said with a smile and a wink.
"Close the blinds when you come in. I don't want anyone to see me taking a nap."
Three minutes later she re-appeared, closed the blinds, locked the door and pulled a chair around to the side of my desk, sat down and laid a steno-pad on it. I dialed in to the call, announced myself, then I placed the phone on mute. Standing up, I walked out of my office to grab a fresh cup of coffee, then returning, I closed the door and sat down to endure one hour of telephonic Hell on Earth.
The call went thirty minutes past its scheduled conclusion and I had lost all interest in it ten minutes ago. I was sitting at my desk absently staring at Lori's leg as it slowly rocked back and forth. Her shoe had slipped off her heel some time ago and she was doing a balancing act with it on her toes as she sat with her legs crossed in the chair across from me taking notes. I wondered if she realized the reaction she was having on me when she suddenly hissed, "Phillip! They asked you a question!"
"Huh?" I replied as I bolted upright in my chair.
"Where are we at on the Sanford liability case?" she said quickly as I fumbled with the mute button.
"Sorry guys, I'm having some technical difficulties here with my speaker phone. We are still in the process of reviewing our options with that one. I should have an answer by Friday at the very latest but from the preliminary findings, I don't think we will be able to settle. It will most likely go to trial."
The responses came back quickly as I eased back in my chair grinning at Lori like a bird fed cat. She shook her head at me and to my dismay, reached down and placed her shoe back on her foot. Ensuring that the mute button was lit I whispered, "Aww!"
"I'm sorry Phillip, but you need to concentrate on why we are here instead of my little distractions."
"Your legs aren't a distraction."
"You certainly seemed distracted." she said with a knowing smile.
"I was a tad pre-occupied with your toes."
"With what?" she questioned as her foot started to rock back and forth again.
"I was imagining them pointing toward the ceiling."
"I guess our work relationship has changed a little huh?" she said quietly reaching across my desk to hang up the phone as the conference call came to an end.
"Regrets?" I asked softly.
"Oh Hell no!" she exclaimed, "I wouldn't trade it for the world. I know you and Tiffany will never hurt me and that means everything to me."
"Really?"
"Why do you think I agreed to Halloween night instead of slapping you across the face and running off to HR?"
"Did you really think about running off to HR?"
"My first thought was wondering what you had done with my boss, my second was thinking that I was dreaming and my third was 'Holy shit, this man really is asking me if I want to bang his girlfriend'. But HR never figured into it."
"I really thought that you might do that for a moment because of the look on your face when I asked you if you meant it."
"You still have a lot to learn about me young man." she stated as she flashed me a beautiful smile, "But now that I have your attention, there's a business matter that we need to discuss."
"Why ruin a perfectly good office flirtation session by bringing up business?" I asked as I leaned back in my chair.
"I have my reasons." Lori answered as she reached up and unbuttoned the top two buttons on her blouse.
"You have my attention." I said leaning forward.
"Be a dear, open your email and approve my vacation request. Would you please?"
"Sure, when are you going?" I said, reaching for my keyboard.
"The second week of February."
"Isn't that the week of the firm's annual business trip?"
"Yes it is, and that is why I am taking vacation."
"You're not going this year?" I said, becoming really confused.
"Oh I'm going with you, I'm just not going to work. Tiff and I talked about it on Sunday while we were making dinner. She gets bored waiting on you in the hotel room and I get bored listening to a bunch of attorneys talk about the bimbo they screwed the night before. So I am going but Tiffany and I will be spending our days shopping, laying on the beach and drinking every margarita that we can find. That is why God made Antigua and we are going to take full advantage of it while we are there this year. Now be a good boss and approve the request."
"Really?" I asked, arching my eyebrows as she walked over and sat down on the desk beside me, placing her left foot between my legs on the front of my chair.
"Really, then we can discuss the real problem." she said in a serious tone.
Every year my office would have its annual meeting someplace warm, sandy and inviting to beat back the mid-winter depression that had inevitably set in and this year it was in Antigua. The junior partners were encouraged to bring our significant others and on the final night we had an appreciation party for them. It was basically a company paid six day, five night vacation because the hangovers and sunburns usually prevented any serious business from being conducted.
I had taken Tiffany to the past two and I had taken Lori to every one since my first invitation four years ago. I couldn't imagine what the problem was but then again I was mostly concentrating on Lori's leg, or legs, or more truthfully the edge of her skirt and the inside of her thighs as she slowly rocked my chair back and forth with her foot.
"So what's the real problem?" I asked as I reached out to touch the charm on the gold chain on her ankle.
"No touchy!" she said softly as her foot dropped away from my chair.
"Aww."
"Sorry Sweetheart, but I promised Tiffany there would be no inter-office hanky-panky and I meant it. I may tease you until you run to the bathroom to take care of yourself, but no touchy in the office. Are we clear on that?"
She said it so firmly that I immediately pulled my hand back and looked into her green eyes, "Yes ma'am. Now what's the problem?"
"Our rooms. Plural. As in two of them. I'm not willing to risk being caught leaving your room in the morning and I am certainly not sleeping alone while we are there. Not after the past couple of days anyway. And to be honest with you, Tiffany isn't happy about it either." she responded.
"You've never brought a problem to me that you didn't already have an answer for so how much is this answer going to cost me?" I said with a chuckle.
"Six hundred dollars a night. There's an all-inclusive, adults only resort about three miles from the hotel, with personal transportation, a private beach, three restaurants and a really nice nightclub. Coincidentally, they have a very reasonably priced Presidential suite with a California King sized bed that is available."
"How private is the beach?"
"Very." she said with a gleam in her eyes.
"So book it."
"I already have. I used your American Express card, just so you know."
"This is my shocked face." I said, realizing that I had been played like a fiddle.
Without responding, she reached for her phone then punching the screen a few times, she smiled at me as the phone rang. I was more than a little shocked when I heard Tiffany answer and I almost came unglued when I heard Lori say, "I told you so."
"Really?" Tiffany said.
"Really?" I parroted.
"Girl, it was like shooting fish in a barrel. Two buttons on my blouse, a little glimpse of leg and he folded like a cheap lawn chair." she answered as she slid off my desk winking at me.
Taking the phone off the speaker she held it up to her ear and began walking toward my office door adding, "If I had unbuttoned three of them he would have probably bought us matching cars."
Pausing for a moment she laughed then turned to face me saying "Hang on, I'll find out."
She glided back toward my desk and stepping around it she leaned down with her face inches from mine. Looking me in the eyes she slowly and deliberately smiled as she began to unbutton her blouse again with her free hand; stopping only when it was completely unbuttoned. Her bare breasts were on full display to me as she slowly began to move them closer until first one, then the other nipple brushed across my lips.
She slowly pulled back, lifting her hand to her breasts she rubbed them, looking at me with those vivid green eyes and almost whispering said, "Tiffany wants to know what Mercedes Class that will get us?"
"E at the very least." I said softly, as my hands slid up under her skirt, coming to rest on the bare cheeks of her ass.
Laughing as she tossed her head back, she spoke into her phone again, "Don't make any plans for Saturday Tiff; we're probably going shopping."
Hanging up, she quickly re-buttoned and straightened her blouse, reached down and removed my hands from her ass, then walked to the door. But when she reached for the knob she froze, quickly turning back toward me.
"It's unlocked!"
"Indeed it is." I replied with a grin.
"Anyone could have walked in here!"
"Indeed they could have." I said as I leaned back in my chair smiling as her self-assurance quickly faded.
"Phillip! My God! Have you lost your damn mind?" she responded with a wide eyed stare.
"I wasn't planning on any inter-office hanky-panky as you've so beautifully phrased it. Besides, what happened to no touchy and your promise that nothing would happen if Tiffany wasn't present?"
"Oh Phillip, sometimes you are so innocent that it is sinful to play with you." she responded with a small laugh.
"Huh?" I replied becoming a little confused.
Holding her phone up she winked, "Have you never heard of Face Time? She was right here with us from the moment I called her; you should have seen the smile she had. It was amazing."
"You win."
"Always. Now be a dear and wipe that silly grin off your face before I open the blinds." she said with a straight face as she reached for the switch then glided out the door to her desk.
I laughed at, more than to, myself as I sat back, opened my email and approved Lori's vacation request. Then I Googled "Dallas Mercedes Benz dealerships" and I was more than a little relieved to see that an E Class could be leased for a reasonable amount of money. I might be a lot of things, but I will never be called a hypocrite.
When I got home that evening Tiffany was in the kitchen standing at the stove making dinner. I walked up behind her, lifted her hair from her neck and gave her a kiss, the same way I had done hundreds of times before. This time she sighed, leaned back against me and whispered "That was hot."
"Really!" I said, lifting her hair again.
"Not that Silly! Watching you and Lori this morning. I was at work so I had to run to the restroom and turn the volume down to watch it."
I took a step back in shock standing there like I had been hit in the head by a ball bat.
"What? You didn't know I was watching?" she giggled as she glanced over her shoulder at me
"She told me you were afterwards but I thought she was bluffing." I said as my senses returned.
"You've known her for how long Phil? When has Lori ever bluffed?"
"So you really watched?"
"From the second she called until she hung up. Why?"
"When did you two agree to that?"
"Monday while you were in the shower. She told me that there might be times that she couldn't wait for us all to be together and she had a plan to include me if that happened."
"And you agreed to it?"
"Yep!" she said with a smile before she added, "It is almost as good as being in bed with you two. Almost. I did get a touch jealous when she brushed her nipple against your lips."
"I'm sorry Honey." I said, taking her in my arms.
"Don't be. I just wished it had been me instead of you." she said as she kissed me.
"I'm confused. You're not mad or jealous or even upset?"
"Nope, nope and nope. I'm still a little horny because there is only so much a girl can do in a restroom at work; but we can take care of that after dinner." she answered with a wink and a smile.
"You're amazing." I said as sincerely as I could.
"You have no idea Sweetheart. There is more to her plan than you think."
"Do tell."
"Occasionally, if she isn't here, I'm going to Face Time her so she can watch us and if you're a good boy there might even be a few times when you can watch your girls having a little fun. What do you think about that?"
"My girls?" I asked with a goofy grin on my face.
"What else would you call us Phillip? Neither of us are going anywhere and you are the one that let this genie out of the bottle; so how else would you describe this relationship now?"
"I never gave it that much thought, but if I had to give it a description I would say that 'my girls' is an excellent choice of words."
"We thought so. Would you mind making the salad?" she asked, turning back to the stove.
"Not at all. Oh and by the way, when you two go car shopping on Saturday, ask for Gerald, he's the Lease Manager at the Mercedes dealership in Lewisville." I added it as an offhand remark, and grinned as the spoon she was holding clattered to the floor.
"What!"
"He has a couple of different models to show you two, just make sure they are the ones you want before I sign the paperwork."
"What?" she exclaimed again, as her eyes grew wide.
"All you had to do was ask Sweetheart. But truthfully, the way you two did it was hot as fuck."
"No way! You did not call a Mercedes dealership!" she gasped.
"Talk to Gerald. Like I said, he has a couple of cars picked out for you two to look at."
"Oh my God! I love you!" she cried as she flung her arms around my neck and planting a kiss on my lips that made me wonder why I had never gotten her a car before.
I swore Tiffany to secrecy and on Friday she called Lori asking her to stay with us over the weekend. As soon as she hit the door Lori gave us both a kiss, then headed upstairs to change. When she reappeared in the kitchen she was wearing a smile, a pair of pink fuzzy socks and one of my button down shirts with the bottom two buttons fastened. Saying that Lori had the right idea, Tiffany handed her a glass of wine excused herself, then reappeared five minutes later in the exact same state of dress.
From the kitchen table, I watched and listened as the two of them shared a bottle of wine, talking and laughing as they prepared dinner. They weren't trying to be seductive but the truth was, watching the two of them interact that innocently, dressed the way they were, was and still is, one of the sexiest memories I have. I was really surprised at how quickly they had become so close and even more surprised that there wasn't even a hint of jealousy between them. I guess having known each other for as long as we had made it easier for us all to transition from friends to lovers.
That thought reminded me that Christmas was fast approaching and I realized that for the foreseeable future I was going to be on my own buying gifts for them. So while they were out looking at cars tomorrow, I hatched a plan to head to a jewelry store and play Santa Claus; and it eventually paid off far better than I could have ever imagined. And the look on Lori's face when Tiffany told her that they really were going car shopping in the morning was absolutely priceless.
For the record, that particular evening in bed was one for the books. I was the one that finally tapped out. But, in my defense, it was one in the morning when I finally begged them to let me go to sleep.
"Aww, I think we may have broken it Tiffany." Lori said with a pout on her lips as she slowly stroked my dick, "I can't even get a twitch out of him."
"Can I try?" Tiffany asked as she slid lower on the mattress.
"Oh good God! Can I please get some sleep?" I asked, almost pleading with them.
"Go ahead Baby. You're going to need your rest if I really drive a Mercedes home tomorrow." Tiffany said with a giggle as her head bounced back on her pillow.
"You may need Viagra if I do." Lori said, kissing me on the cheek as she settled in beside me.
"I'm thirty-three years old! I don't need Viagra!" I replied, feeling a little hurt.
"That's well past your prime Stud. If you can't handle us now, what are we going to do with you in ten years?" Lori asked.
"Bury me with a smile on my face?" I responded.
Once they stopped laughing, they snuggled up against me thankfully drifting off to sleep.
I will admit that it stoked my ego a bit when I walked on to the sales floor of the dealership and Tiff and Lori joined me, each taking an arm and walking me toward the leasing office. I got more than one admiring glance and nod from the salesmen on the floor.
Gerald even asked me how one guy could get so lucky and both of us almost choked when Lori quipped "I'm his mistress and she's my girlfriend, just don't let his wife find out."
"Miss Jackson, I can assure you, Miss Reynolds and Mister Tyler, that discretion is my middle name."
"Thank you Gerald." Lori responded, sounding very sincere.
"Mister Taylor, would you care to step into my office to start the paperwork?"
"Certainly." I said as it sank in that I was in fact about to sign the leases on two high end luxury sedans for the ladies in my life, so I added, "You two do realize this covers me for Christmas. Right?"
"Christmas, Valentine's Day, Easter, and the third Friday in September." Tiffany answered with a grin as she kissed me on the cheek.
"And every day in between Baby." Lori responded as she stood on her tiptoes to give me a kiss on the other cheek.
Some days, it's good to be the king.
Lori turned more than one head when she pulled into the employee parking lot on Monday. The other women and a few of the attorneys in the office were abuzz in conversation and speculation about her ability to afford a car like that on her salary. Her response to them was perfect. She simply ignored them and smiled; a lot.
Tiffany on the other hand was the Belle of the Ball when she showed up at work. She told me that evening over dinner that one of the women she worked with wanted to know if I needed another girlfriend.
"Oh yeah? What did you say?"
"I told her that you were booked solid but I would keep her in mind if one of us left.
"You did not!"
"Yep! Did too!" she said with a laugh and a wink.
"Oh my God Tiff! How did that go over?"
"She laughed and walked away."
"Well that was anti-climactic."
"Like you could handle another one."
Who was I to argue? She really did have a point.
Before I knew it, Christmas had arrived. We all spent several nights together in December, either at her home or at ours. By the time Christmas Eve rolled around it was a given that she would be staying at our home that night. However, due to previous arrangements, she would be leaving on Christmas Day to drive to Austin and visit with family and friends; but not before she had breakfast with us.
When I slipped out of bed that morning, I threw on a t-shirt and a pair of sleep pants, then glanced down at the bed. After I had gotten up the girls had scooted closer to each other and Tiffany was softly running her fingertips across Lori's bare shoulders causing an almost inaudible sigh to escape Lori's lips as she snuggled even closer. I smiled as I walked out of the bedroom, thinking to myself "Merry Christmas you lucky bastard."
When Tiffany and I spent our first Christmas morning together I started a tradition by getting up before her and making breakfast. The menu was always the same; Eggs Benedict with a crab lump, bacon and French toast that was smothered in maple syrup and a mound of soft butter. Tiffany said that was why she kept dating me, just so I would feed her again on Christmas morning. This year, the only difference was that I made three plates instead of two. Well, that and I stepped into the den and retrieved two small presents from under the tree instead of one.



Walking into the bedroom, I sat the trays down on the dresser and then opened the curtains to let the light in.
Tiffany is a morning person who rises and shines.
Me? I may rise but I refuse to shine until my second cup of coffee.
Lori? None of the above.
Her response to the light streaming in was to sit up, grunt loudly, grab a pillow, place it over her head and collapse face down again on the mattress. It lasted for about five seconds before she sat up and asked, "What is that heavenly smell?"
"Like it?" I asked, laughing as watched her peeking at the dresser.
"Like it? I may be in love with it." she said as she blinked and rubbed her eyes sleepily.
"It's the reason I keep coming back." Tiffany said as she wiggled around in the bed sitting up and propping her pillows behind her for support.
"You've done this for her before?" Lori asked as I handed Tiff her tray.
"He has! Every Christmas morning that we've been together." Tiffany responded with a sense of pride in her voice as she cut into the French toast.
"You lucky little," Lori began as I handed her a tray.
"Now ladies! It's Christmas. Let's not spoil it with a jealous tantrum or Santa may come back and take away your presents."
"Oh presents! I love presents!" Tiffany said laughing.
"Look! They're from Santa!" Lori said smiling as she looked at the tag on hers.
"I guess both of my girls both made the Nice List this year!"
"You treat her like this all the time don't you?" Lori asked quietly as she looked up at me with her eyes starting to glisten.
"Lori, you're starting to find out what being spoiled really means. But to answer your question, yes, he really does." Tiffany replied, looking up at me with a huge smile.
"Sometimes I think I chose the wrong career, I should have become a trophy wife and stayed a kept woman." Lori replied as she sampled the eggs, then she winked and dug into them without saying another word.
Fifteen or so minutes later I scooted off the bed, collected the trays and took them to the kitchen. When I walked back into the bedroom both of them were still sitting up in bed with smiles on their faces as they shook the boxes. I laughed and said, "Ok, go ahead and open them."
After a small frenzy of ripping paper, they both stared at the ankle bracelets and looking at the small charm on hers first, Tiffany's mouth formed into an adorable little smile. Lori looked at hers then wiped her eyes and simply said "Thank you Phillip."
"Flip them over."
The chains as well as the charms were white gold and identical on the front, inscribed with the words "Our Girl". But on the back I had added something that made them uniquely individual.
Tiffany's was inscribed PT/LJ.
Lori's was inscribed PT/TR.
Lori's right leg slid out from under the blanket and she softly whispered "Put it on please." as she handed hers to Tiffany. A moment later, Tiff placed her right leg on Lori's lap and smiling handed Lori hers adding, "Your turn." as she did.
"Merry Christmas Lori." Tiffany whispered as she gently kissed Lori on the lips.
"Merry Christmas Tiffany." Lori replied with a smile as she kissed Tiffany just as gently.
"I take it that you like them?" I asked as I sat down on the bedside.
Lori smiled at me and picking up her phone she silently dialed a number. When she finally spoke she said, "Hey Cuz, can you do me a favor? Let everyone know I'm going to be about an hour late. Something popped up and I need to take care of it before I drive down."
"No, don't wait on me, I'll be there just as soon as I can, I promise."
"Ok, I will."
"Merry Christmas! Love ya! Bye!"
"What popped up?" I asked as she hung up the phone.
"Nothing yet, but it's about to." Tiffany said as she slid her hand inside the sleep pants I was wearing.
"Exactly." Lori said with a smile on her face as she pushed me back onto the mattress.
To be continued....
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
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New Year's Eve found Lori sitting on the couch in the living room with Tiffany's head on her lap and me sitting in my recliner watching some mindless sitcom when Lori broke the silence by whispering "This is nice." as she gently stroked Tiffany's hair.
"It's a shame we are going to have to end it soon." she continued softly, locking eyes with me as she said it.
"What in the world brought that on?" Tiffany exclaimed, pushing herself into a seated position as she tossed her hair behind her back with a jerk of her head.
"The truth." Lori replied.
"Who's truth and why?" Tiff fired back.
"Mine and for numerous reasons."
"Such as?" Tiffany asked hotly.
"Tiffany, eventually we are going to have to admit that this won't work. It's too complicated and too many people will end up getting hurt."
"Who? One of us?"
"All of us and a lot of people that we know, respect and love." Lori said quietly.
"Are you going to say anything Phillip or are you simply going to sit there acting like you can't speak?"
"I want to hear her concerns before I say anything." I said quietly as I sat up in the recliner.
"I was doing a lot of thinking on the drive back from Austin last night and it occurred to me that while this is possibly the most intense relationship I've ever been in, it won't last more than six to eight months."
"Why is that?" I asked.
"Because eventually, one or all of us will start asking some very difficult questions." Lori said rather coolly.
"Such as?" I asked.
"Ok Phil, let's start with the office." Lori responded, quickly adding "How fast will one or both of us be out on our asses when they finally figure out I'm sleeping with you and Tiffany? I don't know about you but I signed a moral turpitude clause when I was hired that basically said "Thou shalt not bang the boss."
"Ok. Next?" I said with a smirk on my face.
"What's that smirk for?" Lori asked with her face beginning to turn red.
"Thou shalt not bang the boss? Do you realize how many of the bosses have banged their assistants and secretaries in that den of thieves?" I replied, laughing at the absurdity of it.
"Oh yes. But still." she began.
"Hell, we're probably office gossip because you haven't put out for me. So, next?"
"What?"
"Next." I responded.
"Fine! How about this? At what point do I move in here? Because I'll be damned if I'm going to be in a relationship and always be on the outside of the home that I should be sharing with my lover; or in this case lovers." Lori said with a hint of emotion forming in her voice.
"I'll help you start packing first thing tomorrow morning Baby." Tiff responded, tucking her legs underneath her as she leaned back against the cushions.
"Thank you Sweetheart but my lease doesn't expire until March."
"Then I'll help you in February." Tiffany responded so softly and sincerely that Lori shook her head smiling.
"Next?" I asked again thinking that she had really thought this through.
"Children."
"Next!" Tiffany said loudly enough that we all laughed a little.
"Seriously, what else?" I asked, simply because I was getting tired of saying "Next?"
"Ok, how about this one? Our families. One day they will figure out that something is going on and I can't speak for your families but mine will shit bricks."
She had all but whispered the last part as tears formed in the corners of her eyes.
Sitting back in the recliner I took a sip of my drink then stood up and walked to the couch. Holding my hands out to Lori I pulled her upright then took her in my arms and kissed the top of her head. I felt her relax somewhat in my arms and thinking that the danger had passed I sat down on the couch and pulled her into my lap.
"Lori, this has been two of the most incredible months of my life. I get to spend every day and most nights with the two women who mean everything to me. Not many men get to say that and fewer still would really mean it if they did say it."
"And?" Lori asked.
"And, if this is only based on sex, then yes, it has about six months to go; if that. But, if it's based on each of us wanting to be a part of the other's lives, who knows? At that point it is just like every relationship. It lives and dies with what the people in it are willing to commit to it." I said to her as I reached out and took hold her hand.
"That's another fear."
"What?" Tiffany asked softly.
"That I'll have to choose between what we have now or going back to the way it was; and it can never go back to the way it was." she said as her shoulders slumped a little.
"Do you honestly think the only reason you are here is because of sex?" Tiffany asked her.
"No. At least I hope not. God knows if all you two wanted was a fuck buddy, you could have probably found one who was a lot younger and hotter than me."
"Maybe. Or maybe I knew I could trust one woman that I love to never hurt the other woman that I love." I said, giving her hand what I hoped was a reassuring squeeze.
"Be careful throwing that word around Philip. It isn't one that I use lightly." Lori said as she glanced first at me, then toward Tiffany.
Touching the ankle bracelet I had given her the week before I said, "The guy that had that made for you that has to love you both a little bit more than you're giving him credit for or he wouldn't have put that kind of thought into a gift."
"I know his other girlfriend does." Tiffany replied quietly from the far end of the couch.
"Other girlfriend?" Lori asked.
"What else would you call us Honey? Thing One and Thing Two?"
"Um?" Lori began to speak.
"Red fish? Blue fish?" Tiff said with a giggle.
"Ok. I get it." Lori replied.
"No, I don't think you do Lori." she responded, suddenly becoming serious, "I came to grips with the fact that we were going to be sharing our time with him a month or so ago. Just like it came to me that I was never going to be able to have you all to myself either because of him. But that's how any relationship works. We all share our time with something; work, hobbies, other people. The biggest difference here is sex and honestly, that isn't the biggest reason I want you to be here."
"What is it then?" Lori asked, arching her eyebrows.
"Truthfully? I think I'm starting to fall in love with you. This is new to all of us Lori so it will take some getting used to. I mean, how long have we known each other?"
"Years." Lori responded.
"Exactly, so it's not like you are a stranger off the streets. I know Phillip has loved you for a very long time, there just wasn't any sex involved." she reached out and gently pulled at the button down that Lori was wearing, before she added, "Obviously, that's all changed now. But, two or three years ago, if I had told Phillip that it was you or me; I would have been standing on the sidewalk holding a suitcase, asking myself what had just happened."
Lori glanced up at me and all I could do was smirk and shake my head. Tiff was right, two years ago, I would have done just that. And I was somewhat amazed that Tiffany realized it.
"So, from what you're telling us, your biggest fear is this ending because of something that none of us has any real control over?" I asked Lori as I slowly stroked her hair.
"It terrifies me Phillip. It honestly terrifies me because I am forty years old and I haven't been in any type of a relationship in over two years. A month ago I was planning on spending my birthday alone, on my couch, with a bottle of red wine and my cat. I was just going to go straight home and spend the rest of the evening watching Netflix. I would have never dreamt that I would spend it snowbound in bed with the two of you. Then, boom! My fortieth birthday ended up as a cross between a Hallmark movie and a porn film and I felt like the leading lady. I don't want to spend number forty-one sitting on my couch alone remembering what happened the year before."
"It was memorable wasn't it?" Tiff responded with a giggle as she began to rub Lori's feet.
"Really guys, I'm scared. Even my family noticed the difference in me right away. Everyone kept asking me who the guy was. It was really getting awkward until my cousin Tim said if it wasn't a guy then it had to be another woman and everyone laughed."
"What did you say to that?" Tiffany asked with a smile on her lips.
"I winked and blew him a kiss." Lori replied.
"I bet that went over well." I said as I began to slowly rub her right temple with my thumb.
"Just like you think it would in a house full of Texas Baptists. They all said they were praying for me when I left to come home." she replied as her eyes closed.
"Lori if you want to stay then stay and if you want to leave, then leave. I'll, we, will respect your wishes but you need to know that Phil and I both want you here. Me probably as much, if not more so than Phillip. That you are even considering the possibility of leaving scares the hell out of me." Tiffany said as she began to slowly drag her fingernails across the soles of Lori's feet, causing Lori to flinch and giggle at the same time.
"Stop it! That tickles!" Lori squealed as she jerked her feet away from Tiffany.
"I know. That's why I did it. It's called cheating." Tiffany said with a mischievous gleam in her eyes as she lay down and placed her head on Lori's lap. Then slowly, almost tentatively she began tracing small patterns across the tops of Lori's thighs. Lori's reaction was to moan softly and tilt her head back.
"This is exactly what I am talking about." she whispered as she closed her eyes.
"What?" I asked, as I kissed her upturned lips.
"This. Five minutes ago I was telling you both why this was going to end."
"And?" I asked as I kissed her a second time, glancing at Tiffany just in time to see her hand slip between Lori's thighs.
"You two are so bad." Lori whispered as our lips separated.
"Do you want her to stop?" I asked as my hand slipped inside the shirt she was wearing.
"No." she whimpered as I began to massage her left breast, gently pulling on the nipple until I felt it begin to harden between my thumb and forefinger.
"Do you want me to stop?" I asked as I kissed her again, this time using my left hand to get a firm grip on her short blonde hair in order to hold her head back.
Her eyes opened momentarily as she looked up at me smiling. She didn't answer my question directly; instead she bit her lower lip, shook her head from side to side slowly, smiled and closed her eyes again.
"Yes or no Lori. Do you want us to stop?"
"No." she said with a small gasp as a tremor went through her body.
"Did she just have an orgasm?" I asked Tiffany.
"Yes she did." Tiffany replied smiling up at me, "And if she would open her legs I could really get something done for her."
"Put your foot on the floor Lori and give your girlfriend some room. You and I can just sit here and make out while Tiffany does what she loves to do." I whispered, just before I kissed her again.
"What's that?" Lori whispered, gasping as Tiffany's tongue flicked across her clit.
"She loves to make you happy." I whispered as my lips brushed across hers and Tiffany pulled the lips of her pussy apart.
"She loves to hear you moan." I added as my lips found the side of her neck and Tiffany slowly inserted a finger inside her.
"She loves to make you twitch." I said as I pulled a little harder on her hair while Tiffany worked a second finger inside her.
"Oh God!" she said groaning loudly as her hips began to move from side to side as Tiffany worked on her clit with her thumb.
"She loves to make you cum." I murmured into her ear, cupping her breast in my hand again and giving it a quick squeeze as Tiffany's tongue went back to work on her clit.
A few minutes later, moaning so loudly that it almost sounded like a muffled scream, Lori grabbed the back of Tiffany's head as her hips lifted off my lap. Her back was arched over the arm of the couch causing me to grab her around the waist so she wouldn't end up in the floor as she convulsed against Tiffany's mouth and tongue.
Tiff never stopped working on her. The orgasm that she was having continued to roll through her until she finally let Tiffany's hair go and threw her arms around my neck, scooted back away from Tiff and closed her legs. She buried her face in my chest and sat there trembling for several moments; all the while whispering "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck." over and over.
I felt her shudder hard one last time and then I felt her smile against my chest. Grabbing the front of my shirt she leaned back and gave me a quick kiss on the lips before she laughed and said "You two are so very, very bad."
"All you had to do was say stop." I replied with a grin.
"Like that was going to happen." she said as she reached out and began to stroke the side of Tiff's face adding, "Thank you Baby."
"Anytime." Tiffany said with a smile.
A few minutes later I moved Lori off of my lap and stood up holding out my hands to pull both of them up, then I turned to walk toward the stairs. Tiffany moved past me but Lori stood there looking down at her feet. With an amused look on her face she glanced up at me, sat back down on the couch and burst out laughing.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"You two broke me! I can't feel my legs!" Lori replied, laughing at the situation.
"What?" I asked.
"My legs fell asleep! I can't walk!" she said laughing so hard she was beginning to snort.
"I can fix that." I said as I reached down and scooped her up in my arms.
She squealed when I tossed her over my shoulder, asking, "What are you going to do now cave man? Bend me over the dining room table and take me like you own me?"
"Now that's a great idea!" I said as I spun around and headed toward the dining room with Tiff walking behind us.
"I was joking!" Lori squealed.
"He's not." Tiffany said as I lifted Lori off my shoulder, placing her on her feet beside the table.
"Oh God!" Lori squealed as I ripped her shirt over her head and spun her around without saying another word. When she was facing the table, I placed my hand on her shoulders, forcing her to bend at the waist over the tabletop.
"Let's get these out of the way." Tiffany said as she lowered my shorts to the floor. Laughing as my hard dick popped out, she quickly kissed the tip then added, "Oh my! Look who wants to play!"
Lori gasped as her breast were mashed against the cool walnut surface and flinched slightly as I inserted first one and then a second finger into her wet pussy. She moaned as I began to work them in and out and groaned loudly when Tiffany sat down across from her and began to describe to Lori how badly she want to watch as I took her from behind.
"He went from nothing to a full blown hard-on without either of us touching him when he bent you over; did you know that?" Tiff whispered.
"Oh God." Lori gasped as I continued to work my fingers in and out of her.
"He really wants you. I'm looking in his eyes right now and there is nothing in them but lust. It's like I'm not even here Honey. He just wants to bury his dick in you and make you his." Tiffany said with a sexy smile as Lori's hips and ass began to grind back against my hand.
Lori's clinched fists went flat and she started to push herself off the table's surface when Tiffany's hands shot out and grabbed her wrists. Pulling Lori tightly across the table Tiffany continued to speak.
"Oh no! No! No! Our man wants a piece of that hot little pussy and you're going to deliver. The two of us aren't going anywhere until he says so. In case you've forgotten we're wearing matching jewelry that say we belong here with him." she hissed with an evil little twinkle in her eyes.
Lori's breathing was ragged and she was muttering unintelligible words as I removed my fingers. When I lined my cock up and pressed against her the head of my dick slid in so quickly that I was shocked. Her sharp gasp alerted Tiffany that I was inside so she started speaking again.
"He's in your pussy isn't he?"
"Yes." Lori whimpered.
"You were already so wet that he just slipped in didn't he Baby?" Tiffany purred.
"Yes." Lori stammered, groaning slightly as she made the confession.
"If I thought I could let go of you, I would walk around the table, drop to my knees and nibble on your clit while he fucks you." Lori said with a laugh as she whipped her hair back over her shoulder with a toss of her head.
"Please!" Lori begged her.
"Not tonight. Tonight you belong right where you are; making our man happy." Tiffany whispered as she tightened her grip on Lori's wrists.
I was smiling when I reached down to grab Lori's hips, sliding deeper into her with very short strokes. I wanted her to feel every inch of my dick as it went in and I had just buried myself in her when Tiffany looked me in the eyes and whispered, "Fuck her Phillip. Fuck her like it's the last time you're going to."
"Oh God yes!" Lori growled as I began to slam into her.
"Take every inch of that cock Baby. Make him cum. Show him what a woman's body is made for." Tiffany whispered lewdly as Lori's grunts and moans grew louder.
Because of the differences in out height, Lori was on her tiptoes as she began to bounce back and forth on my dick matching me stroke for stroke. Her hips were rocking up and down as she slid back and forth on me. I knew it was only going to be a matter of minutes before I came so I simply grabbed her hips and held on for the ride as she fucked me.
When she came she screamed so suddenly and loudly that Tiffany jumped back releasing Lori's wrists. Lori immediately placed both palms on the table top and pushed up, still screaming as she slammed back on to my dick repeatedly. I came as soon as she did, all but collapsing against her.
To her credit she managed to hold our combined weight up for several seconds before she collapsed back onto the table. Resting on my elbows above her I felt the contractions of her pussy on my dick as her hips continued to move ever so slightly. Eventually I softened enough that it slipped out of her
When I stood up, Lori all but melted to the floor and lay there momentarily exhausted. Tiffany walked around the table and glancing down at her whispered, "God that was hot."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it." I gasped, holding myself up with one hand on the back of a chair, "But I don't think I can repeat it anytime soon."
Taking a small step back, I looked down at Lori as she lay on the hardwood floor of the dining room. "Hey you. The pretty one with green eyes; do you think you can make it to the bedroom?"
Lori was sweating and her body was still shaking from the orgasms that had torn through her. Slowly shaking her head she climbed to her knees and using the same chair I had, she climbed to her feet.
"You two are trying to kill me aren't you?" she asked quietly as she stood beside me with her breasts moving up and down as she struggled to catch her breath.
"Why would I want to do that Lover?" Tiffany asked as she lowered her face to Lori's and gave her a long slow kiss.
"Can you make it to the bedroom?" I asked again when they finally broke apart.
Holding her arms up Lori shook her head no and then said "Carry me. Please?" in an almost childlike tone.
"Gladly." I replied, scooping her up and grunting a little as she settled into my arms.
"What? Am I too much for you to handle?" she asked as she lowered her head to my shoulder.
"Lori, you're too much for any man to handle alone. That's why I need Tiffany here as back-up."
"That's has to be one of the sexiest things anyone has ever said to me." Lori whispered as she lowered her head to my shoulder.
I bypassed the bed and walked into the bathroom, pausing for a moment I nodded at the shower to Tiffany and stood there holding Lori as Tiff turned the water on and adjusted the temperature. When Tiff dropped the shirt she was wearing to the floor and stepped under the water I joined her, easing Lori to the floor between us. Lori moaned softly as Tiffany's soapy hands began to run across her body and leaning against me she whispered softly, "Please no. I can't take anymore."



"I know Sweetie, just stand there and relax." I said to her as her head rested against my chest.
"Just enjoy it Love." Tiff said as her hands caressed Lori's ass.
"Nobody took care of you." Lori said over her shoulder to Tiffany.
"Baby, I took care of myself more than once watching you two. Like I said downstairs, that was hot." Tiffany said as she pressed against Lori, sandwiching her between us.
"This feels so nice." Lori murmured softly, closing her eyes and resting her head against my chest as the hot water ran over our bodies.
At some point after Lori and I began to wash Tiffany's body, Lori dropped to her knees and began to lick Tiff's pussy. Tiffany's orgasm was strong enough that her nails dug into my forearm so deeply when it hit her that she drew blood.
Lori was smiling as she looked up at me said, "You're turn." pushing me back against the shower wall as a still convulsing Tiffany slumped against the wall beside me, head down, gasping for air.
After taking a moment or two to recover, and finally noticing that Lori was doing everything her talented little mouth could do to nurse my dick back to life, Tiffany knelt beside her and the two of them began working on me in tandem; giving me one of the best blowjobs I had ever received. It took some doing after what had happened downstairs but when I finally came, it was Tiffany's mouth on my dick as Lori knelt beside her, staring up at me with a smile on her lips.
As they climbed to their feet Tiffany said, "I told you that you are just beginning to figure out what being spoiled means. Did you think Phillip would be the only one doing it?"
"I'm looking forward to it."
"Me too Honey, now let's go to bed." Tiffany said as she took Lori by the hand and led her to the bedroom, leaving me standing there alone.
"Bring us some towels Phillip. Would you please?" Tiffany said over her shoulder as they walked away.
Turning off the water and grabbing an armful of towels and bath sheets I wrapped one around my waist and walked into the bedroom. When I handed one to Tiffany, she immediately turned to Lori and began to dry her off. Using another I began to dry Tiffany when she suddenly backed away from me. I stood there confused for a moment until Tiff pulled back the covers and told Lori to get into bed. Then she turned, took the towel off my waist and began to dry me with it. Once she finished, she stood there shivering slightly from the cold water on her body and said with a smile on her face, "Now it's my turn." as she handed me her towel.
Usually, when we go to bed I'm in the middle, Tiffany is on my right and Lori is on my left. Tonight, Lori was the middle with me on her left and Tiffany on her right. We spent the next twenty or so minutes in the dark simply talking. Just before the girls drifted off, Lori rolled onto her side and bringing her hands to the sides of Tiffany's face, kissed her gently whispering, "Goodnight Sweetheart."
Tiffany smiled and said, "Goodnight Baby."
I lay there quietly for a few seconds watching as Lori snuggled deeper into Tiffany's outstretched arms before I said "How come I get the feeling that if I left in the middle of the night it would take you two a week to notice that I was gone?"
"Don't be so dramatic Phil. Besides, it would take us a lot longer than that." Tiffany said with a giggle.
"Unless we needed a jar opened or a spider squished." Lori said far too confidently for my comfort.
"Hey! Words hurt damn it!" I said with a smile as I closed my eyes to the sounds of their giggles.
It was sometime just before sunrise when my popped eyes opened and I lay in the dark thinking about the concerns that Lori had. They were all too real and in my opinion there weren't enough of them. During the night Lori had turned on to her right side and had scooted up against me, draping her leg over mine with her head on my chest.
She was right about my job; if the firm found out, we would both be canned. I could find a new position by lunch if they fired me in the morning. Hell for that matter, I could simply take the buy-out from my contract and live comfortably for a couple of years before I had to worry about a job. But Lori? Her professional reputation would be trashed and that I couldn't live with.
My family would be more than a little upset but I was certain that given time, they would begin to understand what had happened. At least my parents would, my grandfather was a retired Methodist minister and he might be a bit harder to sway.
Children? Tiffany and I had discussed children before but never seriously enough for either of us to have really considered having one. And the dynamics of this relationship would be difficult at best to explain to anyone; let alone a child.
Just about then, I heard a slight cough and turning my head I looked down into the greenest eyes in Texas.
"Hey." I whispered, so I wouldn't wake Tiffany.
"Hey. What are you thinking about?" Lori asked as she looked at me sleepily.
"Us." I replied.
"Don't do that in the middle of the night Baby. You won't get any sleep. Trust me." she said with a small sigh.
"Okay, but it's almost dawn." I responded.
"If you would just go back to sleep, we could spend the entire morning like this." she mumbled as she snuggled closer.
"Lori?"
"Phil?"
"Have I ever told you that I love you?"
"No. No you haven't you selfish bastard."
"Lori?"
"What?" she replied, propping herself up on her elbow and staring at me.
"I love you." I whispered as her eyes begin to glisten.
"I love you too Phillip. I have for years now. You know that; right?"
"Yes." I said as I leaned over to kiss her.
"It's about damn time!" came a whisper in the dark from Tiffany's side of the bed. "Now would you two please be quiet, I'm trying to sleep over here."
Climbing on top of me, Lori leaned down and gave me a long slow kiss. Then she turned her head to look at Tiffany who was staring at us from her side of the bed and said with a smile, "If that's the case, you might want to move to the guest room young lady, because it's about to get really loud in here."
To be continued...
***
As always, I hope you enjoyed it.
YDW



        