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This book is about the first three rules of adulthood. You're not special. Life isn't fair. Pleasure isn't love. Here's to hoping not everyone will have to learn them the hard way.
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Chapter 1

“Oh, God, Joe! That’s it. Jesus… Harder. Faster!”

I looked up from my homework and rolled my eyes. Joe, my older brother, had what’s-her-name yelling about God and Jesus up in his bedroom again. It was the same every afternoon. Between the time we got home from school and our parents got home from work, Joe took his flavor-of-the-week into his room so they could make animal noises.

It had started in the fall when Joe got his driver’s license and a cheap used car. Once he could drive to and from school, he seemed to become irresistible. Our private school isn’t as big as the local public schools, but it’s big enough to let him have a new girl every week or two for the last six months.

I was too young to drive, too young to date, and never been kissed. That didn’t keep me from thinking about sex, especially with Joe’s afternoon ritual serving as a reminder. And as much as hearing my brother screwing all the time bothered me, it did make me curious about the whole thing.

I took a health class way back before I started my period. The class had explained all the biology involved in reproduction but never answered my burning questions. I’d learned more listening to Joe, disgusting as it was.

Sex obviously felt really good, which had never been stressed in health class. They had talked about sex building up to an orgasm, whatever that was, but no one explained what it actually felt like and I was too embarrassed to ask in front of the class.

My bestie, Bethany, and I had discussed it at length, which led us to internet videos of guys rubbing themselves until they shot their stuff all over the place. And the girls rubbed their vee in circles until they peed or jerked around a little. Watching it made my vee drool, but when I tried rubbing like they did… nothing big happened. I mean, it felt nice, but nothing like the wild howls and shaky legs I saw in those videos.

I had just returned my attention to my algebra homework when I heard a quiet knock on the front door. Walking over to open it, I found my brother’s best friend Mark waiting. He was all sweaty, only wearing shorts and running shoes.

“Hey, Squirt. Is Joe here?” he asked as he looked over my shoulder.

“Yeah, he’s bangin’ whats-her-name.” Joe smelled good. Not good like cologne. He smelled salty and warm. Sweat dripped down his chest and I had the crazy compulsion to taste it. Gross! Instead, I gave him a long-suffering look and asked, “Wanna drink while you wait for him to finish?”

He chuckled and said, “Sure.”

Mark had never made me nervous before, but there was a little tingle in my stomach as I led him to the kitchen. It was cliche, but I’d had a crush on him for years. Only he was three years older, like my brother, and unreachable. And if anything ever happened, my Dad would have kittens before killing Mark and locking me in my room.

My hands trembled as I opened the fridge. Mark sat on the stool at the kitchen counter next to my homework. The cold air from the fridge made my boobs poke out. Or maybe it was the gaze I felt resting on me as I stood there.

“We’ve only got this,” I said and showed him a bottle of that green sports drink.

“That’s fine. Thanks.”

His eyes dipped to my chest for a second. Perv… It seemed like every guy wanted to peek at how the girls were growing. All ages, from kids to grandpas. They were like nature’s eye magnet.

When I tried to get the plastic cap open, he took it from me to twist it off easily. The muscles in his arms got tight when he did it and made me swallow hard. I kept telling myself it was just Mark. I’d known him most of my life. Why was he suddenly making me feel so stupid?

When he tilted the bottle back to drink, that thing guys have in their throats moved up and down. It hypnotized me. I couldn’t take my eyes off of him. There was still sweat dripping out of his wet hair and down his neck. And I still wanted a taste. Damn.

“Oh, I needed that,” he said. After crushing the bottle and putting the lid back on, he tossed the remains to me and I caught it easily.

“Good catch!”

I felt my face heat at his smile and tossed the collapsed bottle in the trash next to the kitchen island.

“Whatever,” I mumbled, trying not to show how messed up he had me.

I sat on the stool next to his and picked up my pencil. I was close enough to smell him again. He looked down at me with a brotherly smile and mussed my pale blonde hair. That sent a shiver down my back and made the hairs stand up on my arms.

Mark noticed my reaction and his easy smile faded a touch. He cleared his throat and let out a sigh.

“So he just screws her up there while you sit around down here?”

It sounded weird when he said it like that. I mean, it had always been weird to me, but I guess I’d gotten used to it.

“Yeah.”

When I looked up at him smiling at me, I couldn’t take my eyes off his handsome face. His cheeks were shadowed like he hadn’t shaved. I had a sudden, irresistible compulsion to touch him. And before I could stop myself… I did. My heart thudded in my chest. It felt like someone else had moved my hand to brush against his face.

“What’s this for?” he asked as my fingers traced his jaw.

I was embarrassed, but loved the rough texture of his skin too much to pull my hand back right away. A warm heaviness filled my stomach. His skin was still damp. When I pulled my hand back, I rubbed my fingers along my lips like some kind of freak.

“I don’t know,” I whispered with his salty flavor on my lips.

His tongue wet his own lips as he pinned me with a sharper gaze. Then his eyes got darker and he studied me like he’d never seen me before.

“You’re gonna be beautiful someday,” he whispered.

His eyes dropped to my chest again and lingered. My nipples were so hard it was like I wasn’t even wearing a t-shirt. Even worse, I’d taken off my bra when I’d gotten home from school and changed out of our uniform, so he could see every detail. Then his eyes dropped to my bare legs and feet. Everywhere his eyes passed crackled with electricity.

“But not now?” I asked with a quaver in my voice.

He was so hot. It made my chest ache that he didn’t think I was beautiful now. I lifted my shoulders and pushed out what little I had. My boobs had grown the last couple of years, but were still just handfuls topped with pokey nipples.

“Yeah, you’re beautiful now, too, but someday you’re gonna be a real heart breaker.” His comment made it feel like butterflies beat against my skin.

I could hear Joe’s bed was still squeaking, but at least what’s-her-name had shut up for a while. I wondered about so many things that didn’t make sense. Mark was making me so crazy, but I couldn’t deny it anymore. I wanted to ask him if he would kiss me, but I knew he would just laugh. Instead of asking, I leaned closer and put my hand on his sweaty shoulder for balance. His eyebrows drew together, but he didn’t say anything or pull away.

I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t see if he made a face. My first kiss was sweet, but only lasted a moment. I didn’t really know what to do, but just pressing against his lips made my stomach heat even more. When I pulled back, he let out a slow breath as I opened my eyes.

For a moment he had a look of wonder on his face, then he frowned. “Hold on, Squirt, you can’t just kiss people like that.”

“Did I do it wrong?” My hands covered my mouth. The idea that I’d screwed up my first kiss hurt like a physical pain. Mark was going to think I was a total head-case, if he didn’t already. “Shit.”

His eyes widened. “No, hey, it’s okay. You did just fine, but I’m a little old for you, yeah?”

“I don’t care,” I said, embarrassed by the tears welling in my eyes. “I just wanted to kiss you.”

“Wait, just talk to me. Tell me what’s going on.”

How can I do that when I don’t know myself?

Mark reached over to grip my shoulder with his hand. His touch made me shiver and confused me even more. So I dropped off the stool and ran upstairs to my room. Then I threw myself on my bed before rolling on my back and covering my face with a pillow, crying in embarrassment for what I’d just done.

My body felt like an engine revved up to the red line. My heart was beating so hard and fast that I could feel it all over. I pulled the pillow down harder and screamed in frustration at my lack of control. What the hell was wrong with me? It felt like little sparks were crawling all over my body and I had no idea how to make it stop.

I was still trembling a few minutes later when Mark came in to sit on my bed. He touched my bare calf and rubbed it for a minute. The heat in my stomach exploded into lava that flowed lower, but I refused to remove the pillow.

“Hey, come on. Talk to me.”

I took a deep shuddering breath when I let him push the pillow up. The tracks of my tears were suddenly cold. Concern was etched into Mark’s face. I could hear what’s-her-name making those stupid noises again and it suddenly pissed me off. I was so aggravated that the truth jumped out before I could stop it.

“I just wanted to kiss you.”

“It was a fine kiss.”

I glanced away as I whispered, “It was my first kiss.”

That made him pause. I could tell he was staring at me again. Legs, shorts, stomach, boobs. My arms crossed over my chest on their own. When I glanced back, he pressed his lips together and stared at my face with a serious expression.

“I’m honored you picked me.”

I couldn’t tell if he was humoring me or if he meant it. “Would you kiss me again?” I whispered, the control I’d managed slipping away again.

He didn’t move for a moment. Then he placed his hands on either side of me and lowered his face to mine. After searching my eyes, he kissed me. My hands moved on their own to circle around to his back. Touching his damp skin, I pulled until I lifted myself up against him. I don’t know what he intended, but I wanted a real kiss.

I was on fire for him now. The lava in my stomach boiled out and left me wanting to rub myself again. Somehow I knew this time would be different. Maybe I’d find out what all those clinical sounding words felt like.

There was a moment when I thought he would pull away, but then I felt his lips part and his tongue tickle along my lips. The rush of tingles made me moan into his mouth and he took the moment to dip his tongue between my lips to touch mine. The sensation made me want to open up to his touch. Clutching his back, I ran my fingers into his hair and felt him moan in return. He broke the kiss, but I refused to let him go.

“We gotta stop. This isn’t right. Your brother will beat me to death if he catches us.”

“Just a little more,” I begged, all composure gone. The need consumed me like nothing I’d ever felt. Before he could answer, I pushed my mouth against his and claimed him. The rough skin along his lips added texture to the kiss. He fought for a moment, but eventually lowered us both back down.

He still sat next to me on the bed, but feeling his weight pressing me into my mattress did something in my panties. For the last few years my vee drooled like a toothless old woman. I’d been wearing panty liners to keep from wrecking all my good panties, but this wasn’t like it usually was. This time my panties felt slippery and I had the compulsion to rub against something. Anything. Mark.

I ran my hands along his sides so I could rub his shoulders and back. He shivered and sucked air as my fingers traced up his neck and into his hair. It made me feel powerful and I hadn’t expected that. He was reacting like I was irresistible. Me!

“Stop,” he begged. “Please, I can’t do this.”

I rubbed my hands over his chest when he lifted himself up. Doing that had just given me more access to his body. His eyes fell to my chest as I tweaked his flat brown nipples. He stopped moving away as my thumbs brushed them and drew them into tight peaks.

Before he could move away, or I lost my nerve, I drew my t-shirt up, arching my back to get it off in one fast pull. His eyes remained riveted to my chest. My puffy nipples were standing up as hard as they’d ever been before.

“Damn,” he whispered at the sight.

I had to touch them so he would touch them. The logic made no sense, but it made sense in my head. I palmed them first, then pinched the nipples as I drew them out. Sparks shot down my stomach. His rapid breath fluttered against my skin, prickling my flesh.

“Please?” I begged. I don’t know what I was asking him for, but whatever it was I needed it like oxygen.

His eyes glued to my chest, he lowered his mouth to my right nipple and placed a gentle kiss on the tip. The whimper I made seemed to awaken him and he opened his mouth to cover the whole thing. His flat tongue licked my nipple, swirling slow circles all around it. I arched my back and flexed my toes to grip the sheets.

“Yes,” I hissed. The heat of his mouth made me boil to steam.

His hand covered my other breast, rolling the puffy tip between his thumb and finger. I reached around his head to hold him there, more afraid he would stop than continue. He switched nipples, making the dry one as wet as the first. I could only cling to his head and bite my lip to keep from crying out and giving us away to my brother in the next room.

Then his hand moved down my stomach, making the muscles pull away from his tickling touch. It also made it easier for his fingers to slip under the elastic band of my shorts and into my heat. I needed to kiss him again so I pulled until he came to my lips. He ate my mouth, biting and licking like I was food and he was starving.

My attention was split between his gasping mouth and his dancing fingers. He kissed down my chin to suck along my neck while I clung on. The sensation of someone touching my vee for the first time made me whine deep in my throat. His fingers traced around for a while, a delicious moment that made me jerk and gasp in response.

Then his fingers split me, rubbing up and down inside my panties until my legs fell apart. Each stroke made me shudder and gasp. It had never felt this way when I’d done it myself. In fact, I’d never imagined pleasure could feel like this. The pace increased as my hips rocked into his touch. I gripped him hard enough to quiver from the tension.

After he rubbed me back and forth for a bit, he rubbed his fingertips in circles at the top of my vee. My hips responded on their own, following the steady rhythm he’d set. My mouth was stuck open as I stared into his flushed face. He studied me while he continued to wind me higher.

“Cum for me,” he begged. “Let me feel it.”

I didn’t know what he meant, but something was happening that had never happened before. I pushed against his hand at a frantic pace, knowing instinctively this was the way to find the relief I needed. He kissed my open lips again, but I could only breathe his name.

“Mark, yes, Mark.”

I don’t know how to describe what happened next. My eyes shut on their own, but I saw colors shooting like fireworks. My body convulsed like I was being electrocuted, but I wasn’t scared because Mark was with me. Even though this had never happened before, I knew it was what all those people on the videos had felt. All those stupid diagrams in health class finally made sense! So many thoughts rocketed through my head that I’d have to write a book to explain them all.

“Wow,” I whispered at last, my legs shaking like the girls in the videos on the internet. The tingling that had been tormenting me for so long faded into a warm contentment.

When I came back to myself, Mark was sitting up giving me a nervous smile. He pulled his hand out of my shorts and did the grossest thing ever… he licked his fingers! I must have made a face because he chuckled silently.

“We never did this,” he said to me. “It never happened.”

No! Panic gripped me. How could he make me feel like that and then tell me never again? I gathered my t-shirt to cover my breasts. The sudden modesty and my pained expression must have communicated something to Mark, because he got a worried look on his face.

When I sat up, distracted, I recognized the scent in the room. It was the same as what Joe always had to cover up with air freshener. And I realized it came from our bodies.

“Seriously, this was a mistake,” he said, the worry lines deepening to a frown. “Never again.”

Something struck me then. Mark was scared! He’d only stressed never again because he really wanted to. I glanced down at his tented shorts. His cock looked mammoth through the fabric. The panic fled as I realized what it meant.

“It wasn’t that big before. What does it look like?”

“What? Never mind,” he said as he stood up. “I am not going there with you.”

“I thought guys had to cum when they got like that or it hurt.”

He stopped at the door and looked back with a cocked eyebrow. “I’ll live.”

“I could help.” He stopped and shut his eyes. I thought maybe there was a chance he’d let me, so I added, “If you show me how.”

“This isn’t a game. Your father would kill me!” He was pleading and I felt the power I had over him again. It was just as intoxicating as the pleasure he’d made me feel.

“I just want to understand how it works. You can show me at your house if you want. No one will know.”

He rubbed under his nose. I realized he wanted to smell me on his fingers when he held them there with his eyes shut. Then he walked out of my doorway and down the hall. I heard him stop next to Joe’s room. The bed was squeaking again and now I knew why what’s-her-name was making so much noise.

I got up and quickly tugged on my shirt. When I followed him out my doorway, Mark had his fingers in his hair and was staring away from me at the ceiling. The rhythmic creaks and fleshy slaps from Joe’s room filled the silence between us.

“Mark?” I whispered.

He didn’t turn around. “No one can know.”

“I swear.”

“Come on.”




Chapter 2

I followed Mark out our front door and down the sidewalk to his house two doors down. Aftershocks from what we’d just done still rolled through my limbs. I tried to ignore the slippery feeling between my legs as I followed him. He’d set a fast pace, so I had to jog to keep up with him after I shut our front door.

He gave me a heavy sigh and worried glance when I reached his side. His discomfort did nothing to reassure me. Whatever madness that had taken over my body while we were in my room was gone. I’d never even kissed anyone before and now I’d begged Mark to do more than kiss me. To touch me. Everywhere.

I was scared he would change his mind now, and even more that he wouldn’t. The reality of what we’d done hit me as hard as the bright summer sun. I hadn’t had time to process what it all meant. What had been a crush was now crushing me. Did he really like me or was this some kind of game to him. Did I even have the right to ask, given that I’d basically forced him to do what we’d done?

I knew he had an off and on girlfriend. Sophie. She laughed too hard at things that weren’t really funny. And the way she ordered Mark around, like he was her personal slave, had always pissed me off. He had put up with her for a long time. Too long.

But now he’d kissed me and taught me about orgasms. Holy hell, I was still trembling from that lesson. I felt like a puppy looking for another scratch as I paced along with him.

When we walked up his driveway, he glanced up and down the street. No one else was out, not even kids playing. I noted that his hand shook when he punched in the code on his front door.

I almost turned around and left right then, but his shorts were still tented and my reservations immediately gave way to curiosity. He gave me a nervous smile when I followed him inside. Biting my thumbnail, I watched him lock the door behind us, my stomach doing flips.

Mark kicked off his running shoes and went into the dark house. “Come on.”

I followed him through the familiar living room and out the sliding glass door that opened into the covered pool area. We came over to swim all the time. Usually just me and Joe, and Mark with his little brother Mason. Sometimes Bethany swam with us or Mason’s best friend, Trevor.

Mason was cute like Mark, but he was so immature. Instead of hanging out or being cool like everyone else, he always tried to dunk me or feel me up. Every time I tried to talk to him, he clammed up or ignored me. That was a shame because he was my age and had a nice body like his older brother.

I stood in the middle of the patio while my heart pounded in my ears. This was the moment of truth. Do I really want to do this? My body trembled its response. Yes!

Mark ignored me and just pushed down his shorts and underwear. His sudden nudity did funny things to me. I noticed he didn’t have tan lines. His muscles looked so hot, defining his back and legs. I’d never seen a guy’s naked butt before in person, but the skin looked so soft I wanted to walk over and rub it.

When he turned, his cock still jutted and bounced up and down as he moved. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. It was thick and veiny, with a pink head swollen wider than his shaft. I knew from my internet inventory of cocks that he was circumcised. It was big, but not freakish like some I’d seen online. The heat returning to my belly drained away the last of my fear.

Without a word, Mark dove into the pool. I considered for about two seconds before I stripped off my shirt, shorts, and panties to jump in after him. What the hell? He’d seen most of me already and had felt up my vee. When I was little, I had played outside with nothing on but shorts, but I’d never been naked like this before under the sun. The water felt wonderful against my skin as I pushed off from the bottom of the pool towards Mark.

He was much taller than me, but being in the water made it like we were the same height. There was a wary look in his eyes when I popped up and slicked my long hair back. I swam over and slipped my arms around his neck since I couldn’t reach the bottom where he was.

Before he could stop me, I kissed him again. When he kissed me back, I wrapped my legs around his waist. His hard cock pressed against my belly. It felt good to rub on it, so I kept doing it while we kissed.

Mark slipped his hands down and cupped my ass to hold me up. Then he squeezed me a little and that made rubbing on him feel even better. He broke the kiss for a moment and studied my face. I could tell he was wavering again.

“You said I could help,” I said before my fear returned.

“This is so wrong,” he whispered, as if to himself.

I rubbed harder as I tightened my legs around his waist. That made my vee open up along his hard shaft so my clitty was actually touching him. I shivered and bit my lip. “But it feels so good.”

His eyes glazed over and he kissed me again, only rougher than before. He even held the back of my head to keep our mouths together.

As we kissed, he walked us over to the cement steps. I used my tongue to tickle his lips like he showed me before. That made him growl and he sucked my tongue into his mouth kinda hard. When it scraped over my bottom teeth it hurt a little, but kissing him felt so good I didn’t care.

Mark spun around and backed up to sit on the top stair. I was still stuck to him like glue, but eased off a little so I could take a look at what I’d been rubbing against.

We both looked down. He was huge compared to me. Now that we were together I couldn’t imagine how something that big would ever fit. Just sitting like this made it obvious he’d go inside me as high as my belly button. Pushing back into the pool, I floated down a step until I was kneeling between his thighs.

His cock was sticking up out of the water most of the way, but his sack dangled below the water looking soft and hairy. He wasn’t very hairy anywhere else, just that sparse trail down from his belly button and his dark pubes.

He didn’t say anything to me, just watched me for a moment. I reached out and cupped his sack. I knew better than to be rough with them. One time I had accidentally kicked Joe there when we were wrestling and he’d actually cried. Mark didn’t cry when I touched him, but his face did screw up tight as I gently moved them around.

“There really are balls in there,” I whispered to myself and Mark chuckled.

I don’t know why it was such a shock to find them, but it was. They were about the size of big olives and felt heavy even underwater.

While I explored, Mark leaned back against the edge of the pool on his elbows and spread his knees open even wider. I took it as an invitation to touch him all over. I know how good he made me feel and I wanted to do the same for him. The videos on the internet all showed people jacking up and down on it really fast, but I didn’t want it to be over too soon.

I was surprised my fingers couldn’t go all the way around the firm, tan-colored shaft. The top looked like a mushroom. It had been pink, but now was closer to red. The pee hole on top opened like a little mouth as I stroked him. Using two hands, I began to slide up and down. Mark sighed and tilted his head backwards.

“Is this okay?” I asked in a whisper.

“Hold it a little tighter,” he replied. “Move the skin more than just sliding your hand over it. Like this.” He put his fingers over mine and showed me how tight and how fast he liked it.

It was so exciting I felt my stomach clench like when he rubbed me. That made doing this for him even better. Before long, a few clear drops came out his pee hole. I thought they might be pee, but when they dripped down the sides it made him slippery like I got inside.

“Oh, damn,” he moaned. “So good. Just keep doing that.”

I made sure to slide my hands to the top every time a drop came up. He shivered when I did that, so I knew he liked it. Soon he began to push his cock into my hands like he wanted me to hurry up. I noticed his face was getting red and he was holding his breath.

“Keep going,” he begged.

His eyes were squinted as he looked at me. First my boobs, then lower where my vee was just out of the water. He licked his lips, then bit down the lower one while he stared at my body. I might have been inexperienced, but I knew a look of lust when I saw it.

That made me feel powerful. I was doing something I’d dreamed of doing all year. Mark wanted me to keep going so there was no way I was stopping now. I was dying to see the explosion like on the internet. To cause the explosion.

He closed his eyes and let out a straining groan. Then he shot off right up in the air like a flesh fountain. The first blast went up and splashed on his chest. I kept aiming it at him because I wasn’t sure I wanted any on me. The pulses slowed down. First hitting his chest, then his stomach, then finally dripping over my hands.

It was hot and very slippery. The first splashes were mostly white, but the last bit that dribbled over my fingers was more milky. I couldn’t tell what it smelled like over the chlorine of the pool, so I lifted one hand to my nose. Before he opened his eyes, I stuck my tongue out for a quick taste. It wasn’t that bad, kinda tasteless and slimy. The slickness stayed in my mouth far longer than the flavor.

Mark started breathing again, shivering like he was cold. Right away he shrank and softened in my hands, but I kept rubbing him anyway because he was smiling at me with an expression of utter satisfaction.

“Did I do it right?” I asked. I knew I had because of the way he exploded, but I wanted to hear him say it.

“Just right,” he whispered and pulled me in to kiss me.

I let him, even though his spunk got all over my chest. He kissed me the way I liked, with his lips soft and his tongue teasing mine open.

I knew I should have felt scared or something, but Mark had never been mean to me like Mason. Sometimes he would bring me a soda if we were over in his pool. And if we watched a movie and I didn’t understand something, he would explain it to me quietly even if Joe yelled at me to shut up and keep watching.

I couldn’t believe how great it felt to make him shoot off like that. The power in that look of lust he’d given me was intoxicating. I’d always dreamed that someone would look at me that way someday. Now I knew why he had liked getting me off in my room. And just that fast I wanted to feel him touching me again.

“Can you do that rubbing thing to me again?” I asked.

Mark released me and grinned. His eyes darted to my lightly haired vee. It didn’t look like I had much pubic hair because it was almost as pale as the hair on my head. Only the patch right above my vee was a deeper gold, but the rest was mostly invisible.

“Will you let me do something else?” he asked with a smirk. My heart jumped in my chest at what he might mean.

“It won’t fit,” I said with a look down at the softening mess between us.

“No, not that. Something else, but you might think it’s gross at first.”

“What?” I thought I knew since he licked his fingers after touching me in my room. It was gross to think of him kissing me where I peed, but the girls on the internet videos all rolled around making noises like what’s-her-name when someone did it to them.

“I wanna lick you,” he said as he watched me closely.

“Why?” I asked, my tone betraying my disgust at the idea.

“Because I like to do it and because you’ll really like it when I do.”

Part of me was excited by the idea, I had to admit. And I’d enjoyed everything he’d done to me so far. I bit my lip for a second, then shrugged.

“What do I do?” I asked.

He lifted me up under my arms and sat me on the edge of the pool with my butt hanging over the water. Then he swam under my legs and put my knees over his shoulders. I leaned back on my arms so I could watch what he did.

Letting him get between my legs like that made me feel exposed and vulnerable. My stomach fought between being grossed out and being excited as he smiled at my vee.

He kissed the insides of my legs first. It tickled and I laughed, but I didn’t want him to stop. He kissed my belly button next, taking his time to get where he was going. I had to admit the anticipation was helping me get excited about the idea. Then he placed a kiss right on the top of my clitty and I thought I was gonna die because it felt so good.

When he stuck his tongue out the first time, he looked up and stared in my eyes. One long lick, from bottom to top, and I had to bite my lips to keep from screaming. My legs opened wider all on their own, welcoming his mouth to visit and stay awhile.

He kept his eyes up on me while his rough cheeks tickled my thighs. Kisses and licks turned to deeper things. His tongue went between my lips and that made my knees rise on their own so I could rest my toes on his shoulder. Watching him eat me was almost as good as feeling it. Every few licks he’d slip his tongue over my clitty and make me whimper.

Like before, the pleasure was pushing me somewhere, but now I knew what to expect and tried to help myself get there again. I tried holding my breath like he’d done, straining against his mouth for more. That helped a bunch. When he saw how much I liked it, he reached his hands around my thighs and pulled my skin until I opened up even wider for his mouth. The sensation had me digging my toes into the skin of his shoulders.

He shut his eyes then, licking up and down like I was his favorite ice cream cone. My head rolled back as I lost myself in the feeling of his hot mouth. The pool disappeared. The sun disappeared. Everything was gone, but my vee and his tongue. I shivered and shook. Goose bumps rose up all over. He put his lips right around my clitty and sucked in a little.

Then the explosion happened again, ten times better than it had before.

“Oh God,” I cried, just like what’s-her-name. I couldn’t help it. I had to say something when the pleasure came and those words jumped out without thought. I finally understood why they said it all the time. It fit.

I felt him licking in time with the squeezing in my vee. It felt like every bit of worry and tension just blew away like dandelion seeds. He stopped before it got to be too much and then lifted me into the water. I was limp as a wet washcloth, but he held me against his chest and swirled us around the pool until I recovered.

“I wanna do that every single day,” I whispered into his wet neck.

“And I told you we can’t. If your dad found out I was messing around with you, they’d never find my body. You need to find someone your age to do this with.”

“But I like you,” I begged as I clung harder. I’d never felt weak or needy before, but now the idea of never kissing him again had me nearly crying.

“I like you, too,” he sighed. “Maybe you should see if Mason is interested in foolin’ around. Just don’t tell him we did anything. Don’t tell anyone. Please.”

“I’d never hurt you,” I said as I pulled back. “But it wouldn’t be the same. Mason is always mean to me.”

“It’s because he likes you and doesn’t know what to do about it,” Mark chuckled. “I’ll have a talk to him about how to treat a girl.”

Tears spilled over my cheeks, but part of me knew Mark was right. He had already taken a huge risk and I needed to be grateful for the little he could give me. At least he wouldn’t tell everyone at school like Mason would.

I gave him my best kiss and whispered, “Thank you anyway.”

“My pleasure,” he whispered back. “Seriously. It means a lot that you’d trust me like this. Let’s get you home before your brother comes looking for you.”

I tried not to pout like a kid, but I don’t think I fooled Mark.




Chapter 3

After I got home, I went into my bathroom to shower off the pool water and wash my hair. All the rubbing Mark had done earlier had left my panties a crusty wreck, so I rinsed them out in the shower. I knew Mom would ask me how they got that way if she saw them in my hamper. She was already nosy about personal stuff like that and was entirely too willing to bring up embarrassing subjects at the dinner table.

Turning around in the hot water, I finally let myself cry. Mark had always been a kind of impossible dream. Being with him had been amazing, but I knew it was over. He was right about Dad killing him if he found out what we’d done. Plus, I didn’t want to come between him and Joe. I knew how devastated I’d be if anyone came between Bethany and me.

Then an awful thought struck me. What if I could never feel that wonderful explosion again without him? I wrapped my arms around myself and sobbed.

“You okay in there, Steph?”

I jumped at the question coming through the shower curtain, then realized it was Bethany. Shit. I’d forgotten she was coming to stay over tonight. We usually hung out on Friday nights, either at her house or mine. I tried to sound normal.

“Yeah, I just got soap in my eyes.” Lame, but better than admitting the truth. I’m feeling sorry for myself because life’s not fair. I shook off the stupid fantasy while I soaped myself up.

“Is it okay if I pee in here? Your brother stank up the downstairs bathroom.” She made a gagging noise for effect.

“You know I don’t care.”

Bethany was the greatest. We’d been friends since forever. Both of us started growing boobs at the same time. She had me beat on hair down there, but my puffies were puffier than hers. We’d both been trying to figure out what sex was all about and just then I realized I’d beaten her to it. That made the thought of never being with Mark again a little more bearable, in a way.

“So what’s up for tonight?” Bethany asked.

“Dunno. Mom said she’d order a pizza. Dad’s out of town. I hope Joe goes somewhere so we can watch what we want.”

“Cool.” I heard a flush. “Why are you showering anyway?”

“Went swimming.” I finished rinsing and turned off the water. When I opened the shower curtain Bethany handed me my towel. “Thanks.”

“I wish y’all had a pool. I’d love to swim for a while, but I didn’t bring my suit.” She glanced around the bathroom. “Wait, where’s your suit?”

Shit! I scrambled for a moment as I dried my legs. While I delayed giving an answer, I caught her looking at my wet panties hanging from the hot water knob.

“You went swimming in just your panties?” she giggled. “With Mark and Mason?”

“No one was home when I snuck in through the screen door,” I whispered and hoped she bought it. “You can’t tell anyone.”

“Let’s do that again tonight!” Bethany was grinning wide and bouncing a little at the idea.

“They’re probably home now. You wanna get caught skinny dippin’?”

“Maybe,” Bethany laughed. “I’d let Mark spank me for being naughty.”

I chuckled as I wrapped my hair up in a towel. Bethany could always get me out of my funk. I grabbed my clean panties off the counter and slipped them on, then pulled on a long t-shirt that came to my knees. We both usually wore that kind of thing around the house in the evenings.

“You sit. I’ll dry your hair,” Bethany said as she dropped the lid on the toilet.

I sat and removed the towel, then flipped my long blonde hair over my back. I usually kept it down between my shoulder blades. It was all the same length and mostly straight, but summer humidity could still wreck it. The hair dryer was loud enough to keep Bethany quiet while I relaxed under her long brush strokes.

When my hair was mostly dry, we headed out of the bathroom and skipped down the stairs. Mom was just coming through the garage door from work.

“Hey, girls, we still on for pizza and a movie tonight?” Mom asked. Her good mood was infectious and blew away the last bits of regret I was hanging on to.

“We sure are,” I answered for us both.

Bethany nodded her agreement. “I brought over the sequel to that beach movie we saw last time, if you want.” Her dad was the manager of a large store that sold electronics and movies, and she always had the latest stuff.

“Perfect,” Mom said as she dropped off her travel mug by the kitchen sink and headed towards her room. “I’ll make the call for the pizza. Give me a minute to shower and change.”

Bethany tossed me the disc to load in the player while she took her bag up to my room to change. I got the movie loaded and had pulled out my nail bag before she got back down.

“What color tonight?” I asked as she bounced into the room.

“Pink for me!”

“I’m leaning towards green sparkles myself.”

Bethany was now dressed in a long shirt like mine over her bare tan legs. She always got browner than me because her mother was half Spanish. I pulled the pink polish from the bag and the green sparkle polish I wanted. We sat on the floor between the coffee table and the couch to put the toe spacers on our feet.

“I still have that purple from last week,” she said. “Got any remover?”

“Here,” I said and passed over the bottle and cotton balls. My nails were a blank canvas but were kinda raggedy. I grabbed the scissors and file to trim them. Considering what I wanted to try with my fingers later, I decided to make them really short.

“Okay, the pizza will be here in thirty,” Mom said as she plopped down with the same kind of long t-shirt we both had on. She had her damp hair pulled back in a ponytail and her makeup was gone, but she looked even better without it to me. After she pressed the button on the remote, she grabbed a file and started working on her nails as well. “Let’s see what this movie looks like.”

It was a typical musical with lots of catchy songs, funny dancing parts, and the cute guy always got the girl he wanted in the end. When our nails were dry and the pizza was gone, we danced around the living room like idiots for the ending song, Mom included.

And as luck would have it, Joe and Mark came in right in the middle of us all acting like idiots. Mom just laughed, but Bethany and I were mortified and clutched each other while moaning our embarrassment.

“Looks like y’all are having more fun than we are,” Joe said with a smirk.

Mark was staring at me with an odd look on his face, but I ignored him completely.

“I told you we were having a girls night in tonight. Enter at your own peril,” Mom said with a menacing grin and wiggled her fingers like she was casting a spell. “If you sit down too long we’ll paint your toenails.”

“No thanks, I’m good,” Joe laughed then turned to Mark. “Let me grab my swimsuit and we’ll head over.”

“I wanna go, too!” Bethany called out.

“No way, we’re gonna chill out tonight. Maybe tomorrow.” Joe headed upstairs leaving Mark staring at me.

I continued to ignore him and dragged Bethany down to the couch while Mom backed up the movie to the part we missed. I leaned against her and stretched out on the couch with my legs towards the stairs. Once Mom and Bethany were watching the movie I pretended I had an itch and exposed the gusset of my white panties.

I never turned to look at him, but I could see Mark move closer to the couch from the corner of my eye. When he was right behind the couch I had another itch that required I slip one finger under the edge of my panties and ran it down between my legs. Knowing he was watching, I pulled my finger out and stuck the tip in my mouth. There was nothing on my finger, but he didn’t know that.

Mark made a sound like a strangled cough and backed away. Mom looked up and said, “You okay? Go get a glass of water.”

“Uh… Just tell Joe to meet me at my house.” Mark beat a hasty retreat out the front door and I felt so much better than I had earlier.

When I glanced at Bethany, I saw she was giving me a look that meant she’d seen what I’d done. My face heated, but I didn’t care. Mark was a dick head, but I still wouldn’t trade him for Mason…

After the movie was over, Bethany and I helped Mom clean and then we headed up the stairs to bed. We went to the bathroom and I brushed my teeth first while Bethany peed.

“Why did you show Mark your panties?” she asked.

It wasn’t a playful question. She must have figured out something was going on from what I did and his reaction. I kept brushing my teeth. She wiped and flushed, then stood looking at me in the mirror with her arms crossed until I spit.

“I can’t tell you,” I said. Mark had begged me not to tell and, as much as I loved my bestie, she was a blabbermouth.

“You tell me everything,” she insisted, then waited for me to break. I said nothing. “He was acting funny tonight. Staring at you.”

“I didn’t notice,” I said as I moved to sit on the toilet and pushed down my panties.

“Yes, you did.” Bethany brushed her teeth, but I wiped and left the bathroom before she did.

We slept together in my queen sized bed. I was still pulling down the covers when she came in and hopped on her side. I had the lights out and was laying on my back when Bethany rolled into my side.

“Something happened when you went swimming today, didn’t it?” she whispered.

“I can’t tell you,” I repeated. The secret was burning my lips.

“You tell me everything, why not this?” After a moment she pushed me and rolled back. “Totally not fair.”

I rolled over to face her and sighed. “Changing the subject now. I figured out what sex is about.”

She gasped. “With Mark?”

“It had nothing to do with Mark,” I lied. “I just kept rubbing this afternoon and something finally happened.”

“Tell me,” she demanded.

“Okay, you remember how we kept buggin’ Mrs. Donaldson about orgasms until she told us to stop, right?”

“Yeah?”

“They’re amazing! I thought I was having a stroke or something.”

“How did you do it?”

I had no idea if I could make it work without Mark, but at least I’d gotten her to stop asking questions. I was pretty sure I could do it myself. It was gonna be weird with Bethany right there, but I made the decision to just do it and wiggled out of my panties.

“What are you doing?” Bethany gasped as she sat up.

“Showing you how I did it,” I said as I pushed the sheets down and my shirt up so she could see.

The idea of her watching while I got myself off was making me hot and bothered. It was dim in the room, but the curtains were open and the streetlight reflected off the mirror above my dresser. I took a deep breath to calm myself and stroked along the sides of my vee. Bethany leaned closer to see better, but I closed my eyes so I could concentrate.

I imagined Mark was standing behind the couch while I was alone in the living room. As I kept rubbing along the outside, I imagined his reaction to seeing me doing it. Like he was watching me instead of Bethany. The tingling in my stomach started then and the heat melted down to my fingers.

I pushed between my tight lips to draw some of my slippery stuff up to my clitty. That made it easier to rub right above it, where Mark had spent most of his time winding me up. I’d dip down every few strokes to tease my clitty out from her hiding place. Before long, I was holding my breath, stroking two fingers up and down on either side of the swollen nubbin.

When I got close enough to feel the peak, my hips were rocking in time with my fingers. My other hand found puffy nipples under my shirt to squeeze. I had to bite my lips to keep from moaning. I arrived at the edge and jumped off with a guttural groan. It wasn’t as good as when Mark had done it, but when the last pulses slowed I felt the same sense of relaxation.

I opened my eyes to find Bethany sitting on her knees with her hand moving fast inside her panties. There was a frown of concentration on her face, but she finally stopped with a grunt of frustration.

“No fair! I’ve tried before until my hand cramped and can never get it to happen.”

“Lay down,” I commanded.

I knew she was trying to solve it like she did math problems. She had the same mental block when she tried to roller skate backwards. She didn’t trust herself enough to just let it happen.

Bethany laid back against the pillows and shot me a nervous glance. I moved closer to her and slipped my wet fingers into her panties before she could protest. Her nest of hair was wet enough to tell me she was as horny as I’d been.

“Wait!” She tried to push my hand away.

“No. Shut your eyes and imagine Collen kissing you.” I started with her the same way I started myself, tracing along the outside edges until she relaxed. I concentrated on her, but couldn’t help noticing how curly her nest of hair was compared to mine. The heat was like mine, but knowing it was her heat excited me. She finally shut her eyes after one last worried look, but her hands still gripped the edge of her nightshirt.

“After kissing for a while, imagine he uses his tongue to tickle your lips open,” I said as I tickled her lower lips open with one slick finger. The heat between us intensified and I felt myself warming in response.

“You open your mouth to his tongue and he slips it in to taste you.” Her mouth opened when I slipped a finger in to trace up to her clitty. She jumped and let out a low moan. “When you tease your tongue into his mouth, he sucks it gently.”

“Oh God,” Bethany moaned, her hands twisting her shirt. “Kiss me.”

I had to admit I wanted to. We’d done kissing practice before and had just laughed about it. But she wasn’t laughing when my lips touched hers. I ran my tongue along her lips while my fingers did the same down below.

I began to rub like Mark had rubbed me, steady and slow. My fingers were near her clitty but not right on top of it. Her tongue extended into my mouth and I sucked it while I kept the pace with my fingers. She began to roll her hips in time.

“Cum for me,” I whispered into her panting mouth. I figured out why Mark had said it to me now. It was a powerful feeling to bring someone all the way there. Bethany was making a low whine with each stroke now. “Let it happen. Cum for me, Bee.”

She grabbed my wrist and pressed it down so I would rub harder. I used the heel of my hand at the top of each stroke and began to rub directly on her clitty.

From the look on her face I knew she was about to scream, so I covered her mouth with my own. She did scream. And shake. And rocked her hips. Luckily, I was able to keep her quiet and still so we wouldn’t wake up Mom downstairs.

When she stilled and rolled back I let her breathe. She opened her eyes and looked at me with an expression I recognized from earlier that afternoon. She loosened her grip on my wrist and I withdrew my hand from her wet panties.

The familiar scent made my mouth water. Before I really considered the consequences, I sucked my fingers clean of our juices. It wasn’t that bad. Kinda tasteless and slimy.

“Did you really just do that,” Bethany gasped.

I used my finger to gather a drop of my juices, which was actually leaking out of me after getting Bethany off, and ran it along her lips. She recoiled at first, but then licked her lips. Her next move was to lean in and kiss me like a lover.

I’d never considered Bethany that way, but maybe we could play together until I could find a boy to play with.

“Whatcha think?” I asked when she broke the kiss.

“Holy. Shit.”




Chapter 4

“That was…” Bethany sat up, gesturing wildly, like her hands would make the words come out faster. “That was…”

“Pretty cool, huh?” I asked like it was no big deal. I’d just jilled off my bestie and the fact I was so turned on had me weirded out. I wondered if she would do me back. Could I talk her into using her mouth like Mark had done at the pool?

“Can we do it again?” she begged.

“I guess,” I said. I didn’t really want to put my mouth on her, despite the crazy impulse to lick off my fingers. The idea of licking her there was still kinda gross. It had felt really good though. If I didn’t do it to her first, then she’d never do it to me. “Take off your panties and lay back down.”

Bethany pulled them off with a happy giggle. When she saw me moving around to her knees, her eyebrows dipped. “What are you doing?”

“Trust me,” I whispered as I pushed her knees apart to crawl between them. “Just shut your eyes and think about Collen.”

I had only been able to see my own vee with a mirror, so Bethany’s was the first one I’d seen up close. The scent of her arousal was just like my own. The dim light didn’t give me much detail, but her swollen slit still glistened. I used my fingers to open her up and lowered my mouth for a kiss.

“Oh,” Bethany moaned softly as her knees lifted to raise her hips higher.

She was so warm against my lips. I extended my tongue for a tentative taste. I was surprised by her bright coppery flavor and a scent that reminded me of the pool. I liked it enough to lick deeper. The intimacy of the act made my stomach tighten, but I didn’t expect her immediate response.

“Oh God!”

She jerked and I had a mouthful of her vee. Rather than recoil, I embraced the opportunity to send her to orbit and began licking whatever I could reach. The diagrams in health class came to mind as I found her thin inner labia and the opening to her vagina pulsing under my tongue. She rocked her hips down and I hit her clitty with the flat of my tongue. That’s when she gripped my hair in her fists and pulled me closer.

“Ow,” I complained, muffled by her wet flesh.

“Sorry, but stay right there,” she panted and I knew exactly how she felt. When Mark had hit that spot earlier I lost track of everything but his tongue and my clitty.

He hadn’t just focused on it, though. He licked steady circles and only slipped across it once in a while. I did the same thing and felt her fingers running through my hair to encourage me. She jumped every time my tongue brushed over the warm bump. When she began rocking her hips in time with my steady licks, I mixed things up a little.

I held her skin back with my hands and licked tighter circles around her clitty without touching it. She spasmed hard and groaned really loud, but I was too caught up in how much I loved making her cum. I didn’t stop when she came back to earth, but I knew she’d be sensitive so I licked and kissed other tender places while she recovered.

“That’s so good,” Bethany sighed and released her grip on my hair.

I hummed as I moved back to circle her clitty with my tongue again. She tried to push my face away at first, but then moaned and pulled me closer. Her legs shook as she kept herself pressed to my mouth. I stopped circling and sucked the little bud of skin between my lips. She froze.

I fluttered my tongue against it and she let out a wavering moan. I did it again and she cried out. Her slit pulsed against my chin while she arched her back until she finally collapsed.

“Fuck,” she murmured. “I think I’m dead.”

“I think my brother heard you next door,” I said as I crawled up her torso.

She grinned at me and moved a few strands of hair off my face. “I think you make a better Collen than Collen does.”

That made me chuckle when I reached the pillow. I collapsed half on top of her with my knee resting against the wet spot between her legs. Our noses were almost touching as I stared at her eyes.

She looked back as she straightened my hair with her fingers. “So was it weird?”

I kissed her with her own juices on my lips. “Not any weirder than that.”

“Would you let me try?” she asked and I kissed her again, slower. Wetter.

I sat up long enough to remove my t-shirt then reclined next to her. “I’m all yours.”

She took off her own shirt before leaning over to rub my puffies with her palms.

“That’s nice,” I murmured as I shut my eyes.

I didn’t need to imagine Mark doing it to enjoy it anymore. There was a subtle change in how I thought about Bethany. She was still my bestie, but I’d tasted her heat, her lips. She might be a girl, but it didn’t seem weird or wrong to want to kiss her now.

“Can… Can I kiss them?” she asked with a cute hesitation in her voice.

“I’d love that,” I whispered as the heat began to build in my stomach at the thought.

She tweaked the right one before lowering to kiss the nipple. The feeling of her soft lips was a sharp contrast to Mark’s rough skin. Her mouth opened and sucked the nipple into her heat while she continued to rub the other one with her palm.

“Don’t stop,” I murmured as I ran my hands up her side to cup her own little puffies.

I felt her nipples tighten under my touch and smiled. I followed her lead by rubbing her the same way she did me. She must have liked it because she leaned forward and placed a nipple in my mouth to suck.

“It’s so much better when you do it,” Bethany groaned. I hummed my agreement around a mouth full of her.

Sliding back down, she kissed me on the way back to my boobs. After making them both ache from her attention, she kissed her way down my stomach. It was slow torture waiting for her to get to my belly button, but the few inches between there and my vee was worse. I couldn’t predict if she was going to kiss, lick, or suck at any given moment so I jerked and gasped like I was being shocked.

She was hesitant as she got closer, but I encouraged her by touching myself as I raised my knees. Taking the hint, she used her fingers on me so I relaxed and let her explore.

“You’re so wet,” she whispered. I opened my eyes long enough to see her bring her finger to her nose before licking my juices off. Watching her made my heat flow faster. “It’s… interesting.”

“I know, right?” I murmured as I shut my eyes again.

Mark had known exactly what he was doing. Bethany was playing around more, but I liked the fact she wasn’t in a hurry. Her fingers traced around the outside, exploring me like I had done to her. The first tentative kiss drew out a sigh.

Other than the one time with my brush handle, I never really put anything in me. I’d run my fingers around the outsides to get them slippery, but I had to reach to get them inside very far. I hadn’t thought of putting my fingers in Bethany, so I was a little surprised when she slipped a finger inside me.

“You’re so hot inside,” she whispered into my slick skin.

The sensation when she did it was a million times better than the stupid hair brush handle. The feeling of being filled made my toes curl into the sheets. A soft whine forced its way out as she pushed all the way in.

“Do you like that?” she asked between soft kisses along my slit.

“Fuck, yes.”

She chuckled and moved her finger in and out while she kissed around my clitty. I rocked my hips in time with her motions as the pressure in my core grew. She began to lick my clitty while she fucked me with her finger and I lost my mind.

I laughed and thrashed around as my body exploded against her face. She clung to me using her free hand to grip my thigh while her finger probed my depths. That kept the orgasm going on for much longer than even Mark had done. By the time I had collapsed against the sheets, Bethany was crawling up to me with a satisfied grin on her face.

“I see why Mark calls you Squirt,” she said and I couldn’t stop the giggles. I was giddy and happy and relaxed all at once when she snuggled up against me.

“That was so nice,” I whispered as she pulled my back into her chest. I hooked the sheets with my toes and pulled them up so we could cover ourselves. Bethany kissed my bare shoulder.

“Does this mean we’re lez?” Bethany asked. I could feel her breath on my neck and it gave me chills.

“Sorry, but if Mark walked in I’d kick you out of bed in a second,” I said with a chuckle as I pulled her hands up over my boobs.

Bethany was quiet for a moment. “I don’t know if I’d kick you out for Collen.”

“Yeah, but what about Garrett Clayton?”

That got a chuckle and she squeezed my puffies. “Fine. You’d be outta here.”

“See? We’re not lez, we’re just messin’ around.”

“Well, the mess part is right, for you at least. We’re gonna need to change the sheets before your Mom sees them.”

“And now I know why Joe goes through a can of air freshener a week. I never expected sex to smell so… funky.”

“Oh my God, now I know why Mom and Dad’s room smells sometimes,” Bethany said and both of us squealed, “Ewww!”

Bethany kept rubbing her thumbs over my nipples. I pressed her hands tight over my chest and sighed. “That feels nice.”

She kissed my shoulder and neck then, making my skin prickle all over. I let her for a minute, then I had to roll over in her arms. She grinned when I kissed her, my palms on her cheeks to hold our lips together. I could taste myself on her face and found it excited me rather than grossed me out.

“One more?” Bethany asked with a smirk.

I pushed her back against the pillow and kissed my way down to her chest. My boobs stuck out further, but I liked her gentle swells and tiny nipples. While I kissed and licked between them, she ran her fingertips through my hair. Making her hot made me hotter and I wished there was some way we could both get off together.

When she pushed my head down a little I took the hint. Returning to her furry nest gave me a chance to play again. I licked her open and traced around with my fingers like she had done. Exploring. Playing. Using my middle finger, I slipped inside her and discovered the same heat she’d mentioned.

Inside, she was so soft and utterly soaked. Moving my finger in and out made little crackling sounds in her wetness. I tried kissing her clitty while I swirled my finger around in circles deep inside. When I got to the top of each circle she twitched all over. I rubbed that spot steadily and she fisted my hair again.

“Right there,” she begged. I didn’t bother complaining about her pulling my hair out because satisfying her was more important.

She held her breath and I felt the tunnel around my finger squeeze a few times. I kept going and she squeezed tighter with a little whimper at the same time. I finally circled her clitty with my lips and gave it little sucks while I rubbed that bumpy spot deep inside her. She arched her back and strained while the pulses came again with a rush of liquid against my chin.

At first I thought she peed on me, but it didn’t smell like pee. It’s not like it got in my mouth or anything. She pushed my face away with a happy giggle and I withdrew my finger. The fingertip was wrinkled like I’d sat in a bath for an hour.

I drew up the covers and this time I made her my little spoon. I cupped her breasts in my palms while she covered my hands with her own. Recalling how nice it had felt, I placed soft kisses on her shoulders and neck while she hummed softly.

Just as I was drifting off to sleep I heard her whisper.

“Maybe not even Garrett Clayton.”

I kissed her shoulder one more time while she snuggled against me. Maybe not even Mark.




Chapter 5

We nearly got caught. Mom came up to wake Bethany and me for breakfast. When she knocked on the door, I woke up fast and told her we were coming right down so she wouldn’t open the door.

Bethany and I scrambled for our nightshirts and left the door open to air out my bedroom while we giggled our way down the stairs. It wasn’t until I sat on the cold wooden chair that I realized I’d forgotten to put on my panties. I was worried the scent of sex would give us away, but Mom didn’t seem to notice.

Mom had set out a breakfast of fruit, cottage cheese, and bagels. I took a sip of orange juice while Bethany and I grinned at each other over our shared secret.

“I heard y’all giggling and yelling half the night,” Mom said as she sat down. “It’s a good thing your brother stayed over at Mark’s house.”

I nearly spit out my orange juice, but managed a drip-less chuckle. “I was teasing her about Collen.”

“And I was teasing her about Mark,” Bethany said. Her color deepened from pink to red as she added some cut fruit to her plate.

“Isn’t Mark a little old for you?” Mom asked with a mock serious expression.

“I guess I’ll take Mason if I have to,” I teased back with an exasperated sigh. Bethany shot me an odd look, but I just bit a pear slice and winked to reassure her.

“So what are y’all going to do today?” Mom asked.

“Dunno. Hang out. I gotta do some laundry, but that won’t take too long,” I said forcing myself to keep a straight face.

“Maybe we can go swimming,” Bethany said, then looked at me. “Can I borrow a suit?”

“I grew out of that green one from last year, but it should still fit you.” My boobs stuck out on the sides and Dad made me get one that covered better. Bethany was only a bit shorter than me so we shared clothes all the time and since her boobs were smaller it should still fit her.

“Well, I’ll be in and out all day,” Mom said. “I need to weed the front flower bed and swap the pansies for dahlias before it gets too hot.” Mom loved working in the yard and we usually won the best yard in the neighborhood during the spring and summer months.

We made it about halfway through the meal before Mark and Joe came in laughing.

“Y’all got enough to share?” Joe asked as they came into the kitchen.

“Sure,” Mom said, then turned to me. “Would you get them plates and orange juice?”

“Sure,” I said, still ignoring Mark.

Joe went over to his usual spot and chatted with Mom and Bethany. I heard Bethany ask about swimming as I went to the cabinet with our dishes. Mark stood nearby and I could feel his eyes on me even though I couldn’t see him behind me.

I rose up on my toes to reach the smaller plates and juice glasses we used for breakfast. The edge of my shirt tickled high enough that I knew Mark could see I wasn’t wearing panties. When I turned around to place them on the island, Mark looked like he’d been struck by lightning.

“Hey, is Mason gonna be around today? Bethany and I wanted to go swimming and I wouldn’t want you to feel obligated to hang around with us kids.” I stressed the last two words with a bit of a growl.

I turned to the fridge to get the orange juice before he answered. I poured juice into each glass and returned the bottle to the fridge.

“Uh… yeah. He should be,” Mark said at last.

“Did you get a chance to talk to him?” I asked as I stepped closer to hand Mark a glass and plate. I looked into his eyes for the first time since he left me at the front door the day before. The wash of jealousy, lust, and regret I saw satisfied a cruel part of me. I whispered just to him, “I hoped he might be willing to help a girl out.”

“Come on, Squirt,” Mark whined like I was the one being mean.

“He’s my age, after all.” I delivered the line with another growl and turned to take a glass of juice and plate to Joe. “Here ya go, big bro.”

“Thanks,” he said and began to load up the plate.

I sat and resumed eating like I wasn’t feeling a hole in my stomach. Bethany looked between Mark and me like she’d just figured something out. Crap! He joined us at the kitchen table, sitting between me and Joe.

Seeing Mark again had me agitated and confused. I had to admit that remembering his rough skin and knowing touch had me slicked up. Of course, Bethany’s softer kisses had me going as well. Bethany was on my left giving Mark an appraising look. On my right, Mark was oblivious to Bethany because he couldn’t stop glancing at me.

I focused on my plate while Mom chatted with Joe. The fact I was sitting at the kitchen table wearing nothing but a long t-shirt was making me horny. I didn’t know if Bethany had forgotten her underwear or not, but wondering added to the heat I felt. And Mark hadn’t shaved yet. I knew what those rough cheeks felt like against my skin and I wanted to feel them again in the worst way.

When Bethany and I had finished, we glanced at each other with our bestie connection and both got up to put our dishes in the dishwasher. Mom and Joe were still blabbing about the yard work, so we went upstairs without saying anything to anyone.

Bethany shut the door to my room with a smirk on her face. She lifted the edge of her long t-shirt to flash me a tangle of hair. I grinned and did the same back to her. She launched herself at me and we fell back into bed with a laugh.

“Breakfast was okay, but I want dessert,” Bethany said just before she kissed me and slipped her hand up my shirt. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed back with an equal appetite. She rubbed her palm over my vee a few times and then plunged a finger between my lower lips to rub fast and hard.

I twitched and gasped as she kissed me, unable to do more than react to the sudden stimulation. Through lidded eyes I saw her watching me with a look of controlled passion. I was shivering as my body reacted to the rapid strokes. She had me at the edge in moments and I rolled my head back as the sensation rolled over me.

“Oh, God, Bee.”

I strained against her hand, arching my back and spreading myself wide for her. What we had done the night before had been tender and wonderful. This time she was rough and demanding, licking up my neck while her frantic strokes pushed me over the edge. And I loved it!

While the last spasms still shook me I pushed her over on her back and crawled between her legs like a boy would. I put my hand over her slit and used my body to press it hard against her. Slipping one finger inside her, I balanced with the other hand so I could thrust against her. My finger went into her wet heat and my body crushed my palm into her clitty.

“Oh,” she gasped as her arms went around my back to pull me closer. “Oh, yeah!”

I lowered to kiss her while I kept pushing my finger in with my hips. I smashed her lips, forcing her mouth open with my tongue. She responded by attacking my mouth with her own. Our teeth clicked and pinched my lips hard enough to taste blood, but I was too insane for her to care.

She thrust against me, grinding against my palm while I finger fucked her into a sopping mess. The bed began to rock from our motion which added to the feeling of fucking her senseless. She began to hold her breath. Her head tilted back giving me access to her neck and ears. I took full advantage, sucking at her salty skin until she clawed her pink fingernails down my back.

“Now,” she strained. “I’m cumming.”

Her inner muscles sucked at my finger, so I pressed deep inside and ground my hips into her. My own slick heat rubbed against my knuckles and I wished I was close enough to cum with her. When she collapsed into the bed, I fell on top of her, my finger still embedded in her flesh and my lips still seeking hers.

We recovered with matching grins. I had a hard time imagining whatever guys did beating what we’d just done. After a few slower kisses, I rolled off on my back to lick my fingers clean.

“Wow,” Bethany murmured. Her body was splayed open on the bed.

“I’m glad we haven’t washed the sheets yet,” I giggled. I felt energized, like I’d been zapped with a million volts of electricity. I wanted more, but was satisfied enough for now.

“Sitting down there with no underwear made me feel sexy,” Bethany said. “And you flashed Mark again!”

“I can’t help it if I’m too short to reach the plates,” I said, all innocence.

“I thought he was gonna have a heart attack!”

“Good,” I muttered.

“Are you gonna tell me what happened between you two?” Bethany asked with a raise eyebrow.

My flush told her more than words. “I can’t. I promised.”

“Fine,” she breathed. “So you still wanna go swimming?”

“Hell yes,” I said and tugged Bethany off the bed by the arm. “Let’s strip the sheets and get them in the wash before Mom comes up here and smells ’em.”

We worked together to strip the bed and gather my other dirty clothes from the week. We returned downstairs, still only wearing our night shirts, to find Mark sitting alone at the kitchen table. He glanced at us goofing around while we loaded up the washer with the smelly sheets.

“We’re gonna put on our swimsuits and be back in a sec,” Bethany announced as we skipped back up the stairs.

My old green one-piece was in the bottom of the drawer, but as I suspected it fit Bethany well enough. It showed a little side-boob, but since hers were smaller it wasn’t as obscene as it was on me. I pulled out my new red one-piece and pulled out the thin padding from the top. It was supposed to help hide my nipples, but I wasn’t in the mood to hide anything.

“Good idea,” Bethany said and reached in to remove hers as well. The suit was tight enough across her chest that her nipples were clearly visible. And since it was almost too small, the crotch outlined her there as well. I noticed she had some hairs sticking out.

“Let’s go to the bathroom and I’ll trim your bikini line a little.”

I noticed how at ease I was with her body now. She stripped and sat open legged on the toilet so the hair would fall in the bowl. I got my scissors out and pulled the hairs out to trim them down.

“That feels nice,” Bethany said as she leaned back against the tank. She lifted one foot and put it on the edge of the tub to give me more room to work.

“Looks nice, too,” I teased as I continued to trim the excess hair. The scent of her arousal was almost overpowering after all night and this morning. It no longer grossed me out at all. In fact, I was enjoying the intimacy much more than I imagined I would.

I got Joe’s shaving cream and my razor and giggled while I gave her vee a Santa Claus beard. After a few careful passes I had her trimmed neat and tidy.

“Okay, hop in the shower and rinse, then we’ll see if that works better.”

She rinsed off quickly and dried with my towel before putting my old swimsuit back on. I tugged the crotch around to make sure nothing poked out. Bethany pulled me into a deep kiss when I finished.

“That made me so hot,” Bethany whispered. I just grinned back at her.

We each got a beach towel and headed downstairs. Mark was still sitting at the kitchen table with a stunned look on his face.

“Ready to go swim?” I asked.

He took a deep breath and said, “Can we talk for a minute?”

Bethany looked a question at me and I nodded. The washer buzzed, so she said, “I’ll go put the sheets in the dryer.”

When we were alone, Mark got up and came to me. I kept a defiant look on my face despite how my heart was racing.

“I went upstairs a little while ago to tell you that Joe went with your Mom to the garden center.”

“So?”

“I heard you and Bethany.”

My face heated, but we both had our secrets to keep. I wanted to hurt him, so I told the truth. “I fucked her brains out.”

Mark shivered and his eyes darted to the laundry room where Bethany was. “Does she know about me and you?”

“There’s no me and you to know anything about. Don’t you have a girlfriend?”

“Dammit, Squirt,” he muttered.

“My name is Stephanie.”




Chapter 6

“Okay, the sheets are in the dryer,” Bethany said to interrupt the tense moment I was having with Mark. I reached out to pull her closer because I needed her support just then. She slipped her arm around my hips before asking, “Are we still swimming?”

Mark frowned like we were a puzzle he couldn’t figure out, then he nodded. “Come on then.”

Bethany got our towels. I locked the house on the way out and took Bethany’s hand. Mark was silent as he led us the two doors down to his house. The last time I made this walk with Mark I thought he might care about me a little. But if he cared about me he wouldn’t have refused to be with me again. It’s not like I’d have told anyone. And plenty of girls dated older guys.

“What did he say?” Bethany asked.

“He came upstairs,” I said and met her eyes as they widened. “He heard us.”

“Oh,” she said with a worried frown. “What did you tell him?”

“That I fucked your brains out.”

Bethany barked a laugh and Mark turned back to glare at us. His eyes dipped to our joined hands and then he looked away with a muttered grunt.

I thought about his girlfriend then. I’d met Sophie a handful of times at swim parties or when we got together with Mark’s family for cookouts. She had huge boobs. I glanced down at my puffies and frowned. Maybe that’s why he didn’t want to be with me. Fuck him, then.

We got to his house and he led us around back to the screen door into the enclosed pool area. Mason and his best friend Trevor were already in the pool. They were listening to some kind of country rap and yelling the lyrics in each other’s faces like they were so cool.

We walked past Mark who held the screen door open, tossed our towels on two lounge chairs, then jumped in the water with a wild shriek to make a huge splash over Mason and Trevor.

“What the hell?” Mason yelled at us as we surfaced.

“Hey Mason. Hey Trevor,” I said as I smoothed my hair back with both hands to draw their attention to my chest. “You guys oughta start a band!”

Bethany giggled because it was fucking absurd, but that’s the kind of shit we had to do to get the attention of guys our age. Play dumb, pretend they were cool, and show off our boobs. I hated it, but I didn’t make the rules.

“Totally,” Bethany said with a grin that barely hid her sarcasm. She reached around underwater to give my ass a squeeze.

I shot her a knowing grin as we swam closer to Mason and Trevor. “So you guys wanna hang out and swim or are you too busy practicing.”

“It’s cool, I guess,” Mason said, affecting a kind of indifference he clearly didn’t feel. Typical macho bullshit.

I pretended I cared, at least until Mark stormed into the house and slammed the sliding glass door closed.

“What’s up his ass?” Trevor asked Mason.

“Beats me,” Mason replied. “He’s been weird since yesterday.”

Hearing that made my heart rate surge.

“You guys wanna have a chicken fight?” Bethany suggested as she moved towards Trevor.

“Yeah,” Trevor sang as he squatted low in the water. “Hop on, Bethany!”

I got behind Mason and pushed his shoulders down so I could climb on. He grabbed my feet to keep me in place and walked towards Trevor and Bethany.

I squeezed my thighs around Mason’s neck to hold on and reached to wrestle Bethany off Trevor’s shoulders. We were laughing so hard it was impossible to gain any leverage at first. Then Trevor lost his footing and I shoved really hard to push them both over in the water.

“We won!” I bounced up and down on Mason’s back, taking the opportunity to rub myself against the back of his neck.

“Hey,” Bethany yelled as she surfaced with her arms across her boobs. “Stop feeling me up, Trevor!”

Trevor chuckled with a red face. “Sorry, I was just trying to help. Best two outa three?”

“You got it,” Mason yelled. “We’re gonna take you down!”

Bethany got back on Trevor’s shoulders and smacked him in the head for good measure. We grappled again while Trevor and Mason tried to trip each other. Bethany got a good grip while Trevor backed up. I slipped off Mason’s shoulder, but he kept a grip on my legs as I fell. Before I made it to the water, Mason pushed his face right into my crotch and blew noisy bubbles.

“Oh my God!” I laughed at the surprise stimulation and pushed his face away as I splashed into the pool. I bounced off the bottom and swam away. “What the hell, Mason?”

“You mean it didn’t tickle?” he asked as he pursued me with a wicked grin.

Trevor and Bethany surfaced in a tangle of limbs, his face pressed against her chest. She pushed and kicked away.

“What are you doing?” Bethany shrieked in laughter.

Bethany and I swam fast to the other side of the pool while the guys huddled together making attack plans and glancing at us. Bethany whispered, “That was kinda hot.”

“I know, but don’t tell them. We gotta make’em work for it.”

The guys separated and came at us from two different angles. I was about to dive under them to escape when my brother came out with Mark.

“You guys messin’ with my sister?” Joe yelled and stopped Mason and Trevor in their tracks.

“We were just playin’ around, man. No big deal,” He said as he swam back to the shallow end of the pool.

I caught Mark’s expression and his shit-eating grin pissed me off. I grabbed Bethany and pulled her towards the ladder out of the deep end near our towels.

“Let’s lay out,” I growled.

“What happened?” she whispered, glancing at Mark.

“Nothing.”

While we set up the lounge chairs, the guys organized a two-on-two basketball game using the pool-side hoop. I found a bottle of sunscreen on the shelf near the sliding glass door and sat on the edge of Bethany’s lounge chair.

The teams were Mark and Mason versus Joe and Trevor. Mark threw the ball in to Mason just as I filled my palm with sunscreen and rubbed it to get it warm. Bethany smiled up at me as I covered her legs with long, slow strokes. I moved when I got to her feet so I could massage the instep and each toe.

“Damn, that feels good,” Bethany murmured.

I rubbed some more between my palms and slid up her thighs, covering right up to the very edges of her bikini line. She had tiny dark hairs up high on her thigh that made my mouth water suddenly. Bethany bit her lips and squinted up at me.

Next, I covered the exposed skin from the top of her breasts to her shoulders. She had lighter colored hairs there that were only visible in the bright sunlight. The need to explore her in the daylight, front and back, to learn her other secrets, pulled at me.

“Damn it, Mark, wake up! You missed that perfect shot,” Mason complained.

I glanced over and caught him staring at us.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

“I’ll do you,” Bethany said. “Lay down.”

She sat on the edge of my lounge chair so her body blocked the guys’ view of what she was doing. She took the lotion and started with my feet. I got chills from her thumbs running up the soles. The firm strokes up my calves made me hum deep in my chest. I kept my knees up as she worked my thighs and since no one could see she brushed her knuckles against the gusset of my swimsuit.

“Damn,” I whispered. Knowing we were outside and four guys were feet away made me glad my swimsuit was already wet.

Bethany chuckled silently, then moved to my shoulders and arms. She lingered along the edges of my top until my nipples ached for her touch. I wondered just then why I was bothering with Mark anyway. He was hot, but Bethany had proved that heat was more flexible than I’d realized. She ran her fingertips across my nipples, leaving sparks in their wake.

“All those years of dance and gymnastics really paid off,” she murmured.

That made me smile. I cracked an eye open at her and said, “I wish we’d done this years ago.”

“Better late than never,” she whispered back and tickled my side.

Bethany returned to her lounge chair, but hooked her pinky with mine while we watched the end of the basketball game. Mark was clearly struggling to keep his eye on the ball and managed to let Joe steal it for a fade-away shot from mid-pool.

“Yo, Steph! We won,” Joe shouted as he splashed a little water our way.

I shot him a thumbs up and a lazy grin.

“We rock, Dude!” Trevor laughed and high-fived Joe.

Mason glared at Mark. “What the hell, bro?”

“Drop it,” he growled and swam for the shallow end of the pool. When he got out he grabbed a towel and headed for the bathroom door at the edge of the patio.

“What the hell’s up his ass?” Joe asked Mason.

“Hell if I know, but he’s been like that since yesterday. Did he have a fight with Sophie again?”

“Yeah, she wanted to hook up last night and Mark blew her off. I mean, she blows him off all the time but when he does it once she loses her mind.” Joe shook his head and tossed the basketball through the hoop again. “He’s an idiot for putting up with her.”

“I’m hungry,” Trevor complained. “You guys have anything to eat?”

“Come on,” Mason said. “I’ll nuke some pizza bites.”

Moments later, Bethany and I were alone.

“You were with Mark,” Bethany said with a glow of wonder on her face. “And now he’s going crazy.”

I sighed. I’d told him I’d been with Bethany, so it was only fair.

“What happened?” Bethany asked as she rolled to face me, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

“He came over yesterday while Joe was still bangin’ what’s-her-name. I didn’t mean to kiss him. After I did, I got scared and ran up to my room to hide. Mark followed me up there and…” I trailed off as my nose got stuffy and my eyes burned. “He kissed me back. And then made me cum for the first time.”

“Holy shit,” Bethany breathed. “Was it like you did me?”

I nodded and wiped my nose. “He just rubbed me that first time. Then we came over here and he showed me how to rub him.”

“Did it shoot all over like the videos?”

A tentative smile escaped at her curiosity. “Yeah.”

“Was he big?” she murmured. I nodded. “I can’t believe he let you do that.”

“And after, I let him lick me down there.” I glanced over to judge her reaction and saw her grin. “That’s how I knew it would feel good to you.”

“Oh man, I’d give anything to be with him like that.”

Her comment and obvious enthusiasm at the idea took me by surprise. And then the sting I felt was painfully close to rejection. I was so confused. I wanted both of them, but that would never work. The thought tickled at me. Would it?

“Would you ask him?” Bethany’s eyes widened. “Maybe he’d show me, too!”

“He told me he couldn’t be with me anymore,” I protested weakly.

“I can tell he’s hung up on you. I bet he’d do it if you asked him the right way. And either way, I still get you tonight.”

I chuckled at her flawless logic. After glancing to make sure no one could see, I gave her a quick kiss and walked around to the bathroom door. When I tried the knob, it opened and I slipped in to find Mark standing in the shower.

An evil idea popped in my head, so I locked both the door to the house and the outside door, then slipped out of my swimsuit and left it hanging on the towel rack. My puffies were aching, so I gripped them in my hands to squeeze it away. I reached for the handle and pulled gently until the magnet clicked. Mark was rubbing his cock with a soapy fist when he heard the sound and jumped.

“What the hell?” he muttered as he stopped and turned away to hide what he’d been doing.

“I could help you with that,” I said as I stepped into the shower with him.

He looked like I’d suggested torture. “Why won’t you just stop?” he begged.

I pretended to be calm and in control, despite my pounding heart. “Because you don’t really want me to. You stare at me all the time.”

He stepped under the shower head and turned slowly to rinse himself off. He was still hard when I stepped close enough to take him in my fist. He groaned and pulled me into the water with him.

“We can’t do this,” he whispered into my wet hair.

“You don’t get to decide that alone,” I said as I stroked him slowly. “Not anymore.”

“What about Bethany?”

What about Bethany? I wondered. She wanted to play with my toy and I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I let the jealousy and confusion go, and pushed Mark a little harder.

“I’m gonna fuck her tonight,” I said and stood on my tip toes to kiss his gasp of surprise. “So while you’re laying in bed, imagine me suckin’ her nipples and lickin’ her pussy.”

“God dammit,” Mark muttered as he thrust into my grip.

“She licks me, too,” I said and kissed his chin. “Just like you did. I like it when she licks me.”

He thrust harder, pushing me against the cold tile wall.

“Would you like me to lick you?”

He shuddered and gripped me tighter. The crazy situation had me craving him more strongly than I’d ever felt before. I gave into the impulse like I had all the others. I was helpless against him.

“I’d like to lick you,” I whispered and slowly knelt in front of him, kissing his chest, his stomach, until his hard cock tapped my chin.

I guided his tip into my mouth with water cascading around us. He whimpered like I was hurting him. He was warm and slippery, but it didn’t taste bad. I moved him in and out while he matched my pace to thrust into my mouth. I kept using my hands like I had yesterday. Before long I could taste the bittersweet drops of his arousal.

His fingers went into my hair to guide the pace and depth. He was still being careful, not thrusting too deep. In fact, I sucked harder to get more of him in with each stroke. When he finally hit the back of my throat I gagged a little, but that made his face twist up like it was good for him. I did it a couple of more times until my eyes were watering and he shook like he was cold.

“I’m gonna cum,” he whispered. His eyes were squeezed nearly shut, but they still tracked mine. I tried to communicate how much I wanted him to with my eyes.

I reached one hand around to hold his ass so he couldn’t pull out before I got some of him in my mouth. The first blast was all heat. His cum was thicker than I expected, less like water and more like pudding. Before I could swallow it, another blast hit the roof of my mouth.

He looked up at the ceiling with ecstasy beaming while I let his extra cum dribble out. A few more thrusts and he softened in my mouth. I used my tongue to play around with him until he pulled out, shivering.

I stood up and let the water from the spray fill my mouth. Before I could decide to swallow or spit it out, Mark kissed me hard. His tongue chased mine until I was breathless and I swallowed without thinking.

“I can’t believe you kissed me with your cum in my mouth,” I said when he pulled back to look at me.

“If you’re willing to take it there, it’s the least I can do,” he said with a look of wonder in his eyes. “Sophie never did that once.”

“So dump her ass,” I said. “Bethany knows what we’re up to in here, but no one else will ever know.”

“Your brother would seriously kill me.”

“Yeah, maybe,” I teased. “But aren’t I worth it?”

“Yeah,” he said and kissed me again. “So you and Bethany?”

“Don’t judge. We’ve been so horny it’s not even funny.”

“If we don’t get out of here someone is going to find us. Tell Bethany to give you a good one tonight for me. I’ll make it up to both of you if she wants.”

“Deal,” I said and kissed him again. It was going to be one hell of a summer.




Chapter 7

“So what did he say?” Bethany asked when I returned to the lounge chairs.

“I’m gonna cum,” I whispered with a sly smile as I reclined next to her.

Bethany covered her face and laughed as she rocked back and forth. “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“Actually, I caught him jerkin’ it in the shower and offered to help.”

“You didn’t!”

“Oh, yeah, I did.” I ran my hand down her arm. “He asked if you would give me a good one for him tonight and promised to make it up to both of us later, if you’re up for it.”

“Really?” The excitement at the idea made goosebumps appear on her arms. When I nodded, she continued. “You have to admit playing around with Mark beats putting up with Mason and Trevor spreading whatever we do all over school, doesn’t it?”

Before I could answer, the sliding glass door opened and all four guys ran out.

“Cannonball!” The water splashed up to make both of us shriek and laugh.

Mark winked at us and looked way less tense than before. “I call for a rematch now that we’ve all had something to eat.”

I laughed at that, considering what I’d just eaten. I could still taste his slick flavor.

“Dude, you had, like, two pizza bites,” Mason complained. “You better be ready to play.”

“Oh, I’m ready all right.”

Mark was on fire the whole game and shut down Joe and Trevor. Bethany and I were his own personal cheering section, sparking my brother’s ire.

Mom showed up eventually and claimed Joe for some more heavy lifting at the garden store. Trevor and Mason headed out to play video games at Trevor’s house. Then it was just the three of us sitting at the edge of the pool.

“So,” Mark said with a long, slow drop in his voice. “How long will your Mom keep Joe busy?”

“About an hour,” I said and looked at my bestie. “You ready to head out?”

Bethany looked at Mark and her face flushed pink. “Weren’t you gonna make something up to us?”

“What did you have in mind?” Mark asked with a gravelly tone and a smirk.

Bethany reached for my hand and I interlaced my fingers with hers. She turned to me and gave me a shy nod. I leaned over and gave her a tender kiss. Mark’s eyes were wide as he glanced between us when I pulled back.

“Would you show me what you showed her?” Bethany asked. “Both of us, I mean.”

“Both of you,” he repeated with his eyebrows flying up.

“We’re kind of a package deal now,” I said and gave Bethany a smile.

“Wow. Okay. And what does that make me?”

“Our secret boyfriend?” Bethany suggested with a helpless little shrug.

I looked back at Mark who was frowning in confusion. “Secret boyfriend?”

I knew what Bethany wanted. Our bestie connection was white hot at that moment. “You don’t like that bimbo you’re dating. Just dump her and play with both of us instead.”

“Play?” he asked, obviously still struggling with the situation.

“Yeah,” I laughed, the idea sounding more exciting by the moment. “Come over to my house and let’s play around while we can.”

I grabbed one hand and Bethany grabbed the other, then we pulled him through his house laughing together. We let go long enough for him to lock the door, then we skipped along to lead him two doors down to my house. Mark had a grin that grew wider with each step. When we got into my room, I locked the door behind Mark and pushed him towards the bed.

“So how does this work?” Mark asked as he sat on the bed.

“We don’t have much time,” I said and slipped the straps of my red swimsuit off my shoulder. “Take off your shorts.”

Bethany moved a little slower than me and I worried she might be a little self-conscious. Once I kicked off my suit, I drew her into my arms and helped slip hers off with a deep kiss. Her arms slipped around me and her hands went up into my damp hair. By the time I had her suit past her hips, it slipped down to her ankles on its own.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered to her as I covered her breasts with my hands to squeeze them. I was dripping wet at the thought of being with them both. “You’re beautiful.”

“She’s right,” Mark said as his shorts hit the ground next to the bed. His physical reaction to seeing us naked reinforced the truth. “You both are.”

“It’s huge!” Bethany’s eyes were glued to his cock.

Mark blushed and shook his head. “Not really. It’s average at best.”

“Can I touch it?” she asked me.

“What are you asking me for! He’s your secret boyfriend, too.” I grinned at Mark and nodded to encourage him to treat her like he had me.

“Sure,” he said and moved back to lay on the bed “Come on up and touch all you want.”

Bethany and I giggled as we climbed up on my bed on either side of Mark. I watched her reach out her pink-nailed fingers to run along his length from balls to tip. Her slim fingers made him look even bigger, especially since she couldn’t reach around him either. Mark hummed low in his chest and closed his eyes.

“It’s so soft,” she whispered to me as she stroked him slowly.

I had to crush my aching puffies in my hands to keep from joining them. Bethany needed some time of her own to kinda catch up. “You can kiss him if you want. He’s a good kisser.”

Bethany grinned at me and kept stroking him. Then she leaned over to brush her lips over his. Mark deepened the kiss, pulling her head closer and running his fingers through her long brown hair. Seeing her gasp in response made me slip one hand down to cup my dripping slit.

I scooted closer on my knees so I could run my palms over his chest. He reached for me with his other hand and cupped my ass, his fingers slipping down as I leaned over to suck his nipple. He groaned as I circled it with my tongue.

Bethany was stroking up those little slippery drops now. They were collecting on his stomach and I licked down to taste them again. He squirmed and slipped a fingertip inside me while he continued to squeeze my ass. It was thicker than Bethany’s had been and his rougher skin rubbing there made me shiver. I turned slightly so he could still reach while I lapped up those slippery drops from the head of his cock.

He began lifting his hips with her strokes, driving himself into her hand like he was fucking it. I kept my lips where he would touch them with each thrust and let him force the tip into my mouth. Not to leave Bethany out, I reached over him to get my hand between her knees and found her wet for my touch. She shuddered, but didn’t stop kissing or stroking Mark.

Mark drove me closer with his wonderful finger. He was barely inside me, dragging his fingertip up and down to drive me crazy. I focused on sliding my hand along Bethany’s furry nest while she stroked him faster, from tip to balls. Mark began to hold his breath and jitter.

“He’s close,” I whispered to her as I sat back a little. “Watch him now.”

Bethany broke the kiss and focused all her efforts on stroking his slippery shaft. Mark arched his back and gave us a low groan before erupting all over his chest and stomach. Bethany laughed at the shock of it, but only slowed her strokes when Mark began to hiss like it was too much.

“There’s more than I thought there would be,” Bethany said as she inspected the gooey mess on her fingers.

I ran a finger through the puddle on his stomach and then sucked it clean while Bethany laughed again. She lifted her fingers and tasted it while Mark groaned at us both.

“Oh my God,” he chuckled before pulling her down to kiss him again.

“I had your spunk in my mouth,” Bethany protested when he released her, but he only laughed harder.

Then he pulled me down to kiss me as well with a satisfied grin on his face. “Now I owe you twice,” he said with a wicked gleam in his eye.

“Give mine to Bee, she needs to catch up,” I laughed back.

“Fine with me.” He looked at Bethany and patted his chest. “Come sit here.”

She looked at me with a funny expression, then stood on her knees to straddle his neck like he wanted. Mark cupped her ass to pull her closer, then buried his face in her furry nest.

Bethany gasped, then covered her mouth for a moment before leaning to rest her hands on either side of Mark’s head. He helped her move around until she began to rock against his mouth on her own. Eyes shut and mouth open, Bethany just kept repeating a breathy, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Watching them together didn’t make me jealous like I expected. I wanted her to know what it was like with Mark. And seeing that Mark was just as eager to play with us made my heart soar. Maybe this way I could keep them both, if Mark didn’t lose his nerve and Bethany kept her mouth shut.

I stayed close enough to run my hands over both of them. Mark was making yummy sounds as he gripped her hips to keep her positioned over his mouth. Bethany looked like she was being electrocuted, eyes shut and her open mouth gasping for breath.

“Oh God,” Bethany cried at last, her legs twitching as she pressed herself down on his face. Throwing her head back, she sat up to ride against his face and rub her palms over her breasts as she slowed. She finally raised off of him and immediately moved back down to kiss him. Mark wrapped her in his arms, running his hands over her back. When he released her, she rolled onto the bed next to him with a drunk smile on her face.

“That was amazing,” she murmured.

“It looked fucking hot.”

Mark sat up and indicated he wanted me to lay down next to Bethany. “That was a good appetizer, but I’m still hungry.”

I giggled as I fell on the pillow next to her and kissed her hard while Mark dragged my legs apart and licked up my thigh. Bee purred to me while Mark hit my vee like a million volts.

“I think he likes eating pussy,” she said while she mussed his hair.

“Oh, God,” I gasped as I gripped her hand. I still sounded like what’s-her-name but couldn’t help it. His tongue and lips were all over me, getting deeper than he had before as he pushed my thighs up and apart. “Right there!”

I could feel his tongue fluttering against me. The sensation made me strain to keep from pushing him away, but I wanted the peak he was pushing me towards. Bethany leaned over and took one of my puffy nipples in her mouth and I nearly broke her hand.

I swear I left my body for a few moments there. When I came back to myself Mark was giving me gentle kisses around my vee and Bethany was straightening my hair with her fingers.

“That was so hot,” Bethany whispered.

“Told you,” I gasped as an aftershock made me jerk. “Holy hell, Mark, what did you do to me?”

Mark eventually climbed up to join us on the pillows. I tucked myself into his arm and pulled Bethany into me. She snuggled up and purred in my ear.

“Secret boyfriend, huh?” Mark asked with a chuckle.

“Sure,” I said as I looked over to see his face. “Why not?”

“I may end up dead, but I don’t think I can turn this down.”

“Is it okay with you?” I asked Bethany. I needed my girlfriend to agree, but the serene smile on her face told me before she did. Girlfriend, I mused with a smile. If Mark was our secret boyfriend, I guess that meant I had a secret girlfriend, too. I liked how that sounded.

Bethany leaned over my chest to kiss him. They were inches away from my face, opening their mouths to deepen it while I watched with a shiver of pleasure.

“Oh, yeah,” Bethany sighed as she slipped back to rest her cheek on my shoulder. “Fine by me.”




Chapter 8

There was a trampoline place downtown that Bethany and I had wanted to go to forever. Mom worried that we would break our ankles or something, but it was just her being overprotective like usual.

I bugged my brother, Joe, to take us because he did gymnastics with us and had his driver’s license. We said please like a hundred times, so that was how Bethany and I found ourselves squeezed in the back seat of his old beat up CRX to drive there.

“We’re only staying for a while,” Joe warned us via the rear-view mirror.

“I bet you’ll want to stay longer than us,” I teased. “Half the pep squad and most of the cheerleaders go there on the weekends to use the spring floor.”

Mark was sitting next to him in the front seat and laughed. “She’s got a point.”

“You stay out of this,” Joe said, feigning irritation. “I have no idea why you wanted to come hang out with me and my kid sister today. You know you’re gonna run into Sophie and her pep squad Nazis there.”

“I’m in a good place,” Mark said with a secretive smile. “She’s got nothin’ over me anymore.”

It had been a week since Bethany and I had started fooling around together. We had always been touchy-feely, so nobody commented on us occasionally hugging or snuggling up on the couch. I thought of her as my girlfriend, though, almost more than I thought of Mark as our secret boyfriend. She and I had been friends forever, and the physical attraction magnified that for me.

She leaned against me in the cramped back seat and idly traced her fingertip against my thigh. Mark glanced back at us with an indulgent smile, but looked away before Joe noticed. Bethany glanced up at me afterwards with an echoing grin. We hadn’t really talked about it, but I felt a kind of bond between the three of us I’d never expected.

After we pulled into the parking lot and climbed out of the deathtrap my brother called a car, Bethany and I danced our way around the two plodding guys to get them moving faster.

“Come on,” Bethany called as she ran backwards in front of them. She had on a tight pair of black shorts and a bright pink t-shirt that was tight enough to hint at her nice curves. She didn’t have much upstairs, but I loved her gentle swells and tiny tan nipples.

Mark and Joe were both wearing cargo shorts that showed their muscular legs and snug t-shirts. My brother obviously didn’t do anything for me, but it had been a long week watching Mark from my bedroom window. Between pool cleaning and lawn mowing, he had fueled my imagination and led to some wild times with Bethany when we could sneak away for an hour or two. Mark bugged us for details when he knew we’d been together, and Bethany, the blabbermouth, told him everything.

We’d both had an afternoon with Mark as well, but we had to be careful. Between my brother and Mason around our houses in the afternoons, it was too easy to get caught. Luckily, both of Bethany’s parents went out on Wednesday afternoon, so we fooled around over at her house. Mark seemed happy to just let us play around with him without pressuring us to do more. That was fine with me, because I was seriously afraid his cock would split me in half if we went all the way.

When we finally got inside the trampoline place, Mark paid for all of us. He sacked groceries at the neighborhood grocery store, so he had more money than we got babysitting. When he put his arms around our shoulders for a quick squeeze before going in, it felt like we were on a real date.

The place was split between a kids’ area with bounce houses and a ball pit, and a more serious gymnasium with a spring floor, trampoline dodge ball arenas, and a dozen square trampolines laid out in a grid. There was uptempo music playing that kept the energy up while people ran from one activity to the next.

“What’s first?”

“Dodge ball!” Bethany and I shouted at once and dragged the guys over to the first open arena.

There were trampoline lanes for each player and dozens of soft balls. The staff member let us in with the group that had been waiting their turn. Bethany got in the lane next to me, across from the guys, and we gathered our share of balls to start the game.

The whistle blew and balls flew like popcorn in an open pot. Joe was out almost immediately because both Bethany and I let fly at him. I bounced up over the balls Mark threw and Bethany caught the ball some kid whizzed at her. The rapid fire pace continued until it was me and Mark left, each holding two balls and bouncing back and forth looking for an opportunity.

“You’re goin’ down, Squirt,” he growled.

“Come on, Steph!” Bethany yelled from the sidelines. “Girl power!”

I feinted a throw to make him flinch, then rolled on the springy surface and bounced up to nail two quick throws from up close to the line. Mark did an amazing bounce flip to dodge them both and hit me twice in the leg before he landed.

“Oh yeah!” Joe yelled as the rest of the players who had been eliminated came running back in the arena.

Mark bounced over to me and offered a hand to help me up. “Good game.”

I squeezed his hand and gave him my best gonna get you later smile. “Thanks.”

This time Bethany and Joe went on one team so Mark got into the lane next to me. “Hit Joe?” Mark whispered.

“Every time,” I answered as I gathered a couple of balls before the whistle.

This time Bethany nailed me out on the first volley, but Joe went down as well. When we gathered on the sidelines to watch the rest of the game, Joe muttered a curse under his breath.

“What?” I asked him.

He nodded behind us down the center aisle where Sophie and her Nazis came walking up like they were on a fashion runway. She actually had makeup on! That was as dumb as wearing makeup to the beach, where you’d end up looking like a melted snow cone. I just rolled my eyes and turned to watch Mark and Bethany dueling it out.

Bethany had taken gymnastics longer than I had and she had some killer moves on the bouncy canvas. The angled back of each lane had a trampoline that she used to jump against and dodge two fast throws. When she was in midair, she threw straight down and hit Mark on top of his head before sticking her landing.

“Girl Power!” she yelled and bounced around her defeated foe.

“Oh my God,” Sophie snarled. “Mark, why the hell are you playing with these children?”

“I’d rather play with them than play your stupid games,” he answered as the rest of us ran back in the arena.

Bethany gave Mark a high five on her way back to her own lane. I gave her a big hug for winning and then joined my brother to plot against them. Sophie and a couple of her friends stepped into the arena to take the remaining lanes. That led all four of us to nod at each other without a word.

When the whistle blew Sophie had eight balls heading her way. Mine hit her dead in the nose with a hard smack despite the ball’s light weight. Mark couldn’t dodge the balls heading his way from her and her friends, so he joined her at the sidelines, which was probably her plan. I directed my aggression to the remaining pep squad Nazis and between Bethany, Joe, and I they were eliminated in the next volley.

I jumped in front of the next ball I saw so I could get out and join Mark and Sophie on the sidelines. I slipped in behind Mark while he was looking at Sophie, so I didn’t think he noticed me.

“Why didn’t you call me this week?” Sophie asked in a spoiled whine.

“You told me not to if I didn’t go upstairs with you at Camden’s party.”

“Well, why didn’t you want to?” The spoiled tone she used put my teeth on edge.

“I told you I wasn’t in the mood. Why does that work for you and not for me?”

“Because you’re a guy!” Her wide-eyed expression stressed her obvious opinion.

“So you’re saying I can’t not be in the mood?” he asked with a growl.

I watched her expression darken. “Maybe you were with someone earlier.”

“Fine, you caught me. I had a threesome last weekend and decided I wanted to date both of them instead of you.”

Holy Shit! I nearly choked trying not to laugh!

“Oh, be serious,” Sophie said with a dismissive wave.

“No really. I spent Friday night with someone really amazing and she brought in a friend Saturday night to be with us. I don’t want to date you anymore.”

His words nearly stopped my heart. He didn’t know I’d overheard them talking so I knew he wasn’t just yanking her chain for my benefit.

Joe and Bethany had been eliminated and came to stand beside me. I was glad Joe hadn’t heard Mark’s confession. It would lead to awkward questions I didn’t want answered.

“Ha ha, fine, whatever, but I still expect you to take me to the beach next weekend like we planned.” She glanced over Mark’s shoulder at Joe. “Camden got a bigger beach house than we expected, so you can bring whats-her-name if you want.”

“No, I don’t think so,” Mark answered for them both. “I have to work.”

“I’ll get my little brother to take your shift so you can go,” Sophie said as she stepped towards the exit to the arena. She saw me standing with my back against the netting behind Mark and gave me a predatory grin. “You can even bring Joe’s little sister and her friend so you have someone to play with.”

I saw Mark’s eyes widen when he realized I had been standing there behind him, then his eyes narrowed at Sophie. “Leave her alone,” he growled.

Sophie rolled her eyes. “Or not, I don’t care. Just call me.” She poked one long fingernail in the middle of his chest and growled back, “Or else.”

The pep squad Nazis followed in her wake as she left the arena. Mark’s jaw clenched as his hard eyes followed her. Then they softened as they turned to me and I saw worry and fear there.

“What a bitch,” Joe muttered. “You’re not seriously going with her to the beach next weekend, are you?”

“Hell no,” Mark huffed. “Forget her and let’s play some more. I wanna try that cool obstacle course they have.”

The rest of our time went by fast as we played hard and ended up sweaty. Bethany and I both had to keep pulling our shirts away from our bodies to keep them from sticking to us and showing off our goods. Mark looked absolutely delicious with sweat staining his chest and back, and I wished I could sneak a taste without anyone noticing.

We laughed and talked all the way home. Bethany and I headed upstairs to shower and change clothes while Mark and Joe went to hang out out in Joe’s room. As soon as we got our clean clothes, Bethany and I went into the bathroom. She got the water warming while I locked the door.

When I turned around, Bethany pushed me against the door to kiss me and ran her hands under my shirt. Feeling her cup my puffies through my bra made me gasp in her mouth. She licked up my neck to my ear, giving me chills and making me shiver.

“You taste good and salty,” she whispered against the wet skin of my ear. “I bet you’re salty all over.”

She pushed my shirt up, so I raised my arms to let her get it off me. After tossing it on the floor, she released the clasp on the front of my bra and sucked a hard nipple into her mouth. I whined and bit my bottom lip as she swirled her tongue around and around.

“Fuck, Bee,” I whispered.

“Not until we get in the tub,” she teased and lifted off her own shirt.

The bra she had on was barely a bra at all. It was just cotton cloth, like the training bras I used to wear before I got bigger. The cotton was as good as transparent, showing stiff nipples on her little handfuls.

As soon as she lifted it over her head, I fixed my lips on her salty nipples. She might have been small, but she was ten times more sensitive than I was there. She gasped and wrapped her hands around me to hold me there for a long suckle. I didn’t stop until I couldn’t taste the salt anymore, then switched to the other one.

There was a bit of underarm funk on them, but if anything it fired me up more. I began licking circles around her whole breast and surprised her when I lifted her arm to lick along the side right up into her arm pit.

“What?” she shrieked and laughed, pushing me back. “That tickled!”

“Good,” I said as I licked my lips. Her funk tasted kind of peppery and I decided I liked it. Hell, I liked everything about her body. I’d spent so much time licking her pussy the last week that even thinking about it made me slick my panties.

We both pushed down our shorts and panties at the same time with huge grins and stepped into the tub together. The big tub had plenty of room for us and the best part was the spout was in the corner so we could each lean back and face each other.

I got the bath sponge and covered it with the mint body wash I loved. I took one foot and began to gently scrub until the suds covered her lower leg. When I got her other foot, she pressed her soapy heel between my legs. While I concentrated on cleaning her off, she tickled my belly button with her toes and rocked her heel against my clitty.

“That’s very distracting,” I said with a mock serious expression.

“Good,” Bethany whispered through lidded eyes.

By the time I finished both her legs, I was pushing back against her heel. I gave up at that point and dropped the sponge to grip her ankle. She let me guide her motions as I got closer to the edge, but it wasn’t enough.

“I need more,” I begged.

She moved her foot and crawled through the water to kiss me. Her fingers found my stiff clitty and rubbed it while she slipped her tongue between my lips. I shivered, then grabbed her to keep her close while my orgasm swelled until I burst from the pleasure she gave me.

“Damn, Bee,” I whispered as she lay against me and kissed along my shoulder.

“Making you cum is about my favorite thing in the world,” she sighed.

“’Love you, too,” I said and kissed her forehead.

The water was warm and so was she. I caressed her back and butt while I recovered. She shifted a little to cup my breast.

“It was kinda weird seein’ Mark and Sophie together,” Bethany said. “Do you think he’s gonna get back together with her?”

“He didn’t know I was standing behind him while they were talking. She didn’t believe him when he said it, but he flat out told her he met a couple of girls he wanted to be with more than her.”

Bethany sat back with a wide-eyed expression. “Are you serious?”

“That’s what he said. He looked a little scared when he saw I’d overheard him.”

“Damn,” Bethany said as she sank down into my arms again. “It’s fun being with him, but you were right. This is better.”

“I agree,” I said. “Except the water’s getting cold. Let’s shower quick so I can taste you again.”

I didn’t have to ask her twice.




Chapter 9

I spun Bethany out of her damp towel and pushed her down on my bed. She had a broad grin as she scooted back against the rumpled sheets and jumbled pillows. The explosions from the video game in Joe’s room were loud enough to cover any kind of accidental noises we might make. My towel tumbled down to the floor as I crawled up on the bed between her legs.

“I’m gonna fuck you,” I growled.

“Good,” Bethany gasped as I ran my hands ran up her things.

Her small bushy nest had dew drops I licked up in passing. That made her arch her back and hum as I dragged my tongue up her stomach and between her tiny breasts. When I reached her lips, she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me with an abandon that totally slicked me up.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered.

I slid the middle finger of my right hand into her hot tunnel and ground my palm into her clitty. Her eyes closed and she bit her lips while I straddled one leg to press my weight against her. She moved one hand down to cup my own mons and rub her fingers on my clitty.

I rocked my hips into her, trapping her hand while pressing my own into her. Her tight tunnel squeezed around my finger.

“I need more this time,” she begged. “Use another finger.”

I rocked back and slid my two middle fingers into her. That made her open her legs wider and squeeze her eyes shut. Her quiet hiss might have indicated pain, so I whispered, “You okay?”

“It’s so full,” she murmured. “It stings a little, but please keep going.”

When we had played with our fingers before, we’d both only used one. Using two felt so tight, but as my fingers pushed into her slick opening she bit her lip and pressed down. There came a moment when I didn’t think I could go any further. She held her breath and opened wider while I rocked my hand back and forth against her clit.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Keep doing that.”

She was rubbing me as our hips pushed together. I kissed her as my own arousal grew to match hers. When she pushed hard against me, my fingers suddenly slipped all the way in and she cried out.

“Okay?” I asked without stopping. She was so hot inside and her hips hadn’t stopped rocking against me.

“God, yes,” she whispered as I kept the pressure on her clitty and reached deep inside. I rubbed as far as I could reach with my fingertips and she shook like she was being electrocuted. “Right there!”

I kissed her then, grinding against her while her fingers pressed into me. It was hard to concentrate on so many things at once, but we hit a rhythm that seemed to click for us both. She cried out and bore down, squeezing my fingers, but we didn’t stop. I could feel my own orgasm boiling up at the sight of her ecstasy.

She arched her back, her face turned up and her eyes closed. I licked up her neck as I strained against her fingers, pushing towards my own end. Sweat slicked our bodies. Panting hard, I felt myself building higher than we’d ever gone. The squeezing around my fingers became a rhythmic pulsing and I felt my own pleasure crest.

Straining together, we kissed with beads of salty sweat flavoring each other. The rocking slowed as we relaxed into each other. My fingers were still embedded in her and her hand was still trapped under me, but neither one of us seemed ready to move.

“That wasn’t like before,” Bethany whispered.

“It was so good,” I whispered against her neck. “All I wanted was to make you cum, but I came so hard.”

“It hurt for a second when you went all the way in, but I couldn’t stop.”

A sudden thought occurred to me. I raised up and looked in her eyes. “I think I popped your cherry.”

Bethany’s eyebrows raised and her mouth fell open. “Let’s see.”

I sat back and pulled out pink-stained fingers. Bethany bent over and opened her knees all the way and pulled back the furry skin. I got closer to see and discovered the circle of delicate skin around her opening had torn a little on the bottom.

I didn’t really have a cherry left after the hairbrush incident, but I’d noticed Bethany still had one when I’d licked her before. One finger had fit, but apparently two fingers was one too many.

“You got my cherry!” Bethany seemed pleased more than anything, but it made me feel a little weird. I’d thought of her as my girlfriend, but now it hit me in a way it never had before.

She threw her arms around me and kissed me hard. I returned the kiss, running my palms up into her hair. Kissing Bethany like this no longer felt weird, which was kinda weird. Mark still made my heart beat faster, but it wasn’t like Bethany was some kind of consolation prize. When I pushed her back on the bed earlier, I wanted her. Getting off myself wasn’t even on my mind at the time.

When she pulled back, I could tell she knew I was thinking hard.

“Are you okay?” she asked. Here she was, bleeding, right after we’d just had the closest thing to sex we could have together, and she was worried about me.

“You’re my girlfriend,” I said with a touch of wonder in my voice. We’d never talked about things plainly. Our bestie connection kept us in sync with what we were thinking, but I wanted to put this out so she knew exactly what I meant. “I never thought about being in a relationship with a girl before, but I want it with you.”

“And Mark,” Bethany smirked.

“Yeah, but you’ll be with me long after he’s gone. You’re my best friend, Bee, and I love you.”

Her smirk softened to a grin and she nodded. “I know. I love you, too.”

“But don’t worry. If you ever want to date someone or whatever, just let me know. Maybe we could even do like we’re doing with Mark.” I think I could be happy with Bee alone, but for some reason I didn’t think she felt the same way.

“I’ll never be able to date who I want anyway,” Bethany said with a sad smile.

I suddenly got it. I don’t know why I never saw it before. “Joe!”

She nodded. “Probably the same kind of thing you have for Mark. That impossible dream.” She let out a sad chuckle. “And while I can be with you and Mark, I don’t think either you or Joe would be up for that.”

“True,” I said. There was no way that was ever gonna happen. I felt nothing but brotherly love for Joe. The idea of having sex with him was repulsive. Even being with Bethany after she had been with Joe would be… gross.

“I’m gonna go wash up a little,” Bethany said as she scooted off the bed.

“And I need to wash my hands,” I said as we both put on our nightshirts over nothing.

I unlocked the door and we slipped into the bathroom together. Bethany got a warm washcloth and cleaned up while I washed my hands. When we were leaving the bathroom, Mark was coming out into the hallway from my brother’s room. The explosions were loud until he shut Joe’s door.

“Hey,” he said with a nervous smile on his face. Bethany touched my back and smiled on her way into my room.

“Hey,” I said as he approached and glanced back down the hallway. I stood on my tiptoes while I put my hands on his waist to keep my balance. He lowered his face to mine and kissed me deeply.

“You smell like sex,” he whispered to me and stroked my hair.

“Our girlfriend is pretty demanding in bed,” I teased.

“I heard that,” Bethany laughed from inside my room. I glanced over and saw her putting a pad in her panties before pulling them up under her nightshirt.

“And I heard what you said to Sophie,” I said after locking my eyes to his.

“No pressure on you at all,” Mark said. “But it was true. Whether we can work this out or not, I don’t want to be with her anymore.”

“Yeah, but what if I wanted an overnight trip to the beach?” I teased. “Mom would let us go if you and Joe were going. Then we could take you over the dunes and give you a blow job in the moonlight.” I bit my bottom lip and gave him a coy look.

“Fuck,” he muttered as he searched my face. “You’re serious.”

“I’d give you one now, but Joe would probably come looking for you before we could finish.”

“Leave your door unlocked and I’ll come after he’s asleep.”

“Can you be quiet enough?”

“I’ll let you put a pillow over my face if you have to.” He kissed me again.

“See you later,” I laughed and shut the door.

Bethany was already in bed with a sleepy smile on her face. “Come snuggle me.”

I climbed in and pulled her to be the little spoon. She grabbed my hands and pulled them up over her breasts. It didn’t take long to fall asleep, but I woke again when I heard the door click open. It was totally dark outside and the house was quiet.

Mark slipped in bed behind me and just held me for a moment. His arousal was obvious, but he didn’t push it into me or anything. I took a long slow breath before rolling over to face him.

“Hey,” he whispered after I kissed him. He was wearing shorts and a t-shirt, but I could feel him tenting the shorts against my legs.

I kissed him again, enjoying the rough texture of his skin and the strong arms that encircled me. He seemed content to kiss me for a long time, but I got slicked up enough to want his touch. Bethany woke at some point and rolled over to press her body into my back and kiss my shoulders and neck.

The sensation of them both touching me like that was making it hard for me to do more than react. Bethany pulled up my nightshirt and Mark helped her get it off me. She rubbed and kissed my back while Mark sucked on my puffie nipples. When her hand slipped over my hips I moved my leg back over hers so she could reach everywhere.

Mark kissed back up to my lips and allowed Bethany to guide his fingers into me. Between him probing my depths and her circling my nub, I was soon rushing towards a huge orgasm. When I moaned as it approached, Mark covered my mouth with his to muffle my cry.

Explosions couldn’t compare to what happened inside me. Mark’s finger filled me and Bethany’s nimble fingers rubbed circles while I quaked. His mouth ate my screams while Bethany’s soft kisses loved my neck and shoulders. I lost myself for a while, only returning when they pressed around me to keep me anchored to my bed.

“Oh,” I sighed as my trembling slowed.

“That was unbelievable,” Mark whispered to me. He and Bethany had interlaced their fingers over my hip, joining them together as much as they had with me.

“She did something like that to me earlier,” Bethany whispered into my wet skin. “I want to taste you. Can I?”

I was too out of it from what they’d done to me. Mark climbed over to the middle of the bed and kissed Bethany. I rolled into him while Bethany tugged him out of his shorts. When she sat up to take him into her mouth, I began kissing Mark and rubbing his chest.

I guess I didn’t know guys’ nipples could be as sensitive as ours, but he moaned a little when I circled them through his shirt. I slipped my hand under to rub his muscled stomach and touched his hairy nipples directly.

“Yes,” he gasped.

I glanced down to see Bethany using her hands and mouth on him, bobbing her head up and down. I returned to kissing him and gently pinching his nipples. Before long, he was holding his breath. I covered his mouth to muffle the low groan as he filled Bethany’s mouth.

After a few moments she came back up to kiss me with his flavor on her tongue, then the three of us traded kisses until I didn’t care who was who. I was in love with my best friend. We had Mark as our boyfriend. What had happened between us felt as natural as breathing, even though I knew no one would understand.

When we relaxed on either side of him, I whispered. “Tell Sophie you’ll go to the beach. We’ll find a way to be together and it will make her insane when you don’t sleep with her.”

Mark chuckled. “You are a devious woman, Steph.”

“And I wouldn’t have her any other way,” Bethany sighed.




Chapter 10

I was surprised Joe’s deathtrap CRX made it all the way to the beach. We jammed out the whole way there, singing along with the radio like a bunch of idiots. Joe acted like he was too cool for it at first, but when Mark started in with me and Bethany, Joe loosened up and sang along, too.

We pulled up in front of a two-story yellow house with a wrap-around porch. There were large open windows with sheer curtains billowing in the ocean breeze. The guys got out first, then held the seats forward so we could get out.

My red flip-flops and swimsuit matched my nails, but it was the white lace cover-up that swirled around my thighs like a short dress which made me feel really sexy. Mark said he loved the tight French braid Bethany had done for me.

Bethany was in her pale blue one-piece swimsuit and matching cover-up that almost perfectly matched her eyes. She wore white flip-flops and had her brown hair pulled back in a loose ponytail with a white scrunchy. I swear her ass looked amazing in her swimsuit. It was perfectly rounded like a pair of apples, and her narrow hips barely swelled out at all from her slim waist.

Before we’d begun having sex, I’d noticed her body and thought she was nice looking. Now I saw her like a buffet that made my mouth water. It was so odd to be attracted to her the way I was. She caught me staring at her ass while we stood outside the car and gave it a little wiggle for me.

Mark noticed, too. As he shut the car door and touched my back to guide me around to the trunk, he hummed a yummy sound in my ear. When I bent to get our overnight bags, he let out a happy sigh from behind me. I looked back over my shoulder and gave an air kiss only he could see. He smiled at first, then stepped away with a look of disgust when a squeal sounded from the front of the beach house.

“Yay! Marky, Marky, Marky!” Sophie ran down the front steps with her tits nearly bouncing out of her bikini top. I was impressed that she didn’t give herself a couple of black eyes before she reached him.

“Hey. Soph,” Mark said and stopped her before she could leap into his arms. After yielding for a quick hug, he said, “Nice place.”

“Camden’s dad rented it for the summer! Wait’ll you see inside.”

“Thanks for invitin’ us,” Joe said as he strolled up to hug her as well.

“Where’s what’s-her-name?” Sophie asked Joe, then her eyes hit Bethany and me. “Oh, Jeez, you actually brought the kids with you?”

“You invited them,” Mark said with a smirk. “And Joe’s girl had plans.”

Sophie’s grin turned devious. “Well, it turns out there aren’t enough beds after all, so you’ll just have to sleep with me.”

“No thanks, we all brought sleeping bags. We’ll just crash wherever.”

Her grin slipped then her lips thinned to a hard line. I decided to push a little.

“Thanks so much for lettin’ us come,” I gushed, affecting the kind of bubbly immaturity most people expected from me. “I can’t wait to hang out and meet everyone! Can we go to the beach now?”

“Sure. Whatever,” Sophie said as she dismissed us to hook Mark’s arm and drag him toward the house.

Joe got the sleeping bags while Bethany and I grabbed our overnight bags to follow them into the house. There was a kind of musty odor everywhere, which explained why the windows were all open. Joe tossed the sleeping bags in a closet under the stairs along with our overnight bags and headed to the kitchen.

Bethany and I put our beach bags over our shoulders and headed out the back door. The dunes between the house and the sea were covered with sea grass except for a sandy path.

“So we’re leaving Mark to the she-wolf?” Bethany said as soon as we were away from the house.

“He’s a big boy,” I said as we struggled through the soft sand. “He might be our secret boyfriend right now, but it’s up to him to stay that way.”

Before Mark had snuck back to Joe’s room last week, we planned as much as we could. I wanted some way to spend the whole night together, but both Bethany and Mark warned against trying for fear of being caught. In the end, we agreed to play it by ear and hook up if we found a safe way.

The dunes opened up to the surf. Bethany and I laughed and held hands to run the rest of the way. Bethany dropped my hand to dig our beach towels out and I helped her get them spread out over the soft sand.

“Oil me?” she asked with a twinkle in her eyes as we took off our cover-ups.

I put them in the other bag and dug out our sunscreen. She knelt down on the towels, then adjusted her swimsuit that had ridden up a little to expose a lovely pale slice of her delicious ass. After she lay down with her face on her arms, she sighed in anticipation.

The oily sunscreen was already warm, so I drizzled a few lines along her legs, back, and arms. Rubbing her legs made her hum.

“It’s a good thing I can’t get an erection,” I whispered to her. “Because this is making me seriously horny.”

“Why?” she asked with closed eyes and a pleasant smile.

“You’re gorgeous. I’m touching you.” I made sure to run my fingers along the gusset of her swimsuit until she shivered. She opened her legs a little wider. I pressed a little harder until her swimsuit molded to the curves of her vee. “And people might catch us.”

“I wish you could get me off out here,” she murmured. I moved up to her back and shoulders before we seriously got busted by people walking by. “Chicken.”

I glanced up and down the beach. There were some guys playing volleyball and a bunch of pep Nazis were cheering them on. Some people were splashing in the ocean or throwing a football around. No one was particularly close at the moment, so I leaned down to kiss her coconut flavored neck.

“You serious?” I whispered.

“Dare ya’,” she chuckled as she cracked an eye at me.

I kept going until she was totally protected from the sun, then I lay down next to her after putting the sunscreen next to her. “Your turn.”

She got up and moved closer, sitting on her feet to apply the sunscreen to me. I moved my arm so my hand slipped between her thighs. Her swimsuit was loose enough to get my fingers inside the gusset. She lifted slightly and kept rubbing my legs.

“Damn,” she whispered as my oily fingers found her slippery nubbin in her slick pubic hair.

I noticed Bethany slowed down, leaning her weight on my legs as her breathing slowed. I rubbed faster, knowing we didn’t have time to waste. I kept an eye out, looking up and down the beach in case someone was coming… besides Bethany.

“Oh,” she hissed as she bore down against my hand.

The tip of my finger was just at her entrance and I felt the gentle squeezes of her inner muscles. When they slowed, I withdrew my fingers from her swimsuit to bring them to my lips. Bethany shuddered as her eyes opened to watch me.

“Mmm,” I hummed. “We need to get some coconut oil to play with back home.”

“I can’t believe you actually did that,” Bethany breathed as she finished covering me with oil.

Just then two older guys walked by us as Bethany lay down beside me. I heard one guy mutter to the other, “Forbidden fruit is always the sweetest.”

“Damn, dude, too young,” the other one said and punched his buddy in the arm. Bethany and I looked at each other and rolled our eyes. Pervs were everywhere.

The warm sun and sea breeze eased Bethany to sleep while the aching need in my stomach kept me staring at her face. She was so beautiful to me. I wished a thousand different things while we glowed under the summer sky.

We’d all fallen into something I could barely understand. When I’d impulsively kissed Mark that first day, I just wanted to know what sex was all about. Now between him and Bethany, I had answers. But I also had so many more questions.

I’d never thought about kissing girls before, but now I couldn’t live without Bethany. At one time I thought putting a guy’s dick in my mouth was disgusting, but now I liked tasting and even swallowing Mark’s cum. I’d licked Bethany’s vee like it was candy and wanted more. What the hell did that make me?

I thought I was too young to have sex, but somehow found myself doing more than I’d ever expected. I’d taken Bethany’s cherry for fuck’s sake! I didn’t even know that was possible. Now instead of answers, I found myself falling in love with my best friend and wanting Mark so much more than I had before we kissed.

“Wake up, Bee,” I said as I rubbed Bethany’s shoulder. “We need to turn over or we’re gonna burn.”

She stretched and smiled at me. “You got me so relaxed I fell asleep.”

“I’ll do your front now,” I said and sat up to grab the sunscreen again.

I loved touching her body. Running my oily hands up her legs was deeply satisfying. Her tiny nipples pushed out the padded covering over her breasts. When I moved to oil the exposed skin above her swimsuit, she got goosebumps. The last touches I made were on her cheeks, forehead, and nose. She kissed my fingers when I covered her chin.

“My turn,” she said as she took the bottle from me. “Let me do you now.”

I lay back with my arms by my sides. Bethany glanced up and down the beach while she squirted the oily sunscreen into my legs. I shut my eyes against the bright sun.

The touches started at my feet, moving up to my thighs in stages. I had to bite my lower lip when she ran her fingertips under the edge of my swimsuit near my thighs. I opened my legs to give her room. In moments she’d found my slit and was rubbing with one hand while the other continued to rub lotion into my legs.

“Right there,” I whispered as my hips rocked with her motions.

“Oh, don’t worry, I know,” Bethany chuckled. “I’m soaked right now.”

“Oh Yes,” I whispered as I got closer. Knowing there were people just up the beach from us had me flying along.

“Mark’s coming up the path by himself,” Bethany whispered. “I’m gonna stop.”

“Don’t you dare,” I hissed as I arched my back so I could see Mark approach.

As he got closer, I spotted the exact moment he realized what Bethany was doing to me.

“Damnit,” he muttered as he stopped near my head. “Seriously?”

I stared in his eyes as Bethany brought me over the edge. My eyes squinted as I strained through my orgasm.

“That was so nice,” I whispered to them both.

Bethany withdrew her finger and stood in front of Mark with a coy expression as she extended her fingers. “Wanna taste?”

“This trip is gonna kill me,” he said, then sucked her fingers into his mouth.




Chapter 11

Bethany and I soaked up the sun after Mark ran off to play volleyball for a while. We lay next to each other with our pinkies linked and sometimes she’d squeeze my finger. Eventually we got sweaty and decided to go swim for a bit.

As soon as we hit the cold surf, we splashed each other and squealed as we waded in deeper. Once we got about up to our necks Bethany swam over to me and grabbed on. We were in the trough of a wave and invisible from the shore, when she gave me a salty kiss. I kissed back running my hands up her back to hold her closer.

“This is fun,” she laughed as a wave lifted us up.

“Yeah, but I’m getting hungry. I wonder what they have to eat back at the house?”

“You can eat me,” Bethany suggested with another kiss.

“Count on it,” I said as I gazed into her gorgeous blue eyes. “At some point this weekend I’m definitely gonna have some of my Bee’s honey.”

“Good,” she laughed and ground her mons against mine. I reached down and cupped her ass to tickle from underneath.

“Don’t you get sand in my crotch,” she warned with a grin and pushed away to swim. “Race you back?”

“You’re on!”

We both body surfed back as far as we could, then ran through the shallow waves to the beach. We were out of breath and laughing like idiots when we got out. The current had pushed us closer to the volleyball game, so we wrung out our hair and wandered up to watch.

Most of the guys were fairly athletic and their sweaty muscles made me tingle all over. Bethany’s smirk indicated she enjoyed the view as well. Joe and Mark were on the same side with a few guys I didn’t know. The other side was jock central, with Dan Smith and Zack Harrington leading the pack. Both guys had bad reputations with all the girls I knew; bad attitudes, selfish lovers, and stuck up as hell.

“Five serving three”, Dan yelled. He clubbed the volleyball straight overhead, missing the top of the net by inches. One of the guys in back jumped up to bump the ball up to the front. Joe finger-tipped a perfect set, then Mark spiked it right down on the opposite side of the net.

“Mine,” Zack called as he dove. He barely managed to dig the ball off the sand and get it up to the net. Another guy tried to spike it down and had both Joe and Mark up at the net blocking his shot.

“I love how the muscles flex when they jump,” Bethany whispered to me.

Most of the guys were shirtless and wearing board shorts, but a few daring guys had on tight swimsuits that left nothing to the imagination.

“I’m suddenly craving hot dogs and bananas,” I whispered back in a deadpan.

Bethany cracked up and pulled my arm. “Come on, I think you’re delirious from hunger.”

We made our way back to our towels, slipped on our flip-flops, and gathered our things. The soft sand made the walking difficult, but we made it to the back patio of the beach house. A few of the pep Nazis were hanging out on lounge chairs catching the rays, but barely cracked an eye at us walking by.

The kitchen had six large coolers full of drinks on the counters, a keg in a black trashcan full of ice, and the fridge was full of submarine sandwiches that had been sliced into three inch sections. After we stashed our beach bags under the stairs, we went into the kitchen to wash up and make some lunch.

We took our paper plates full of sandwich slices and chips to the kitchen table and sat to eat when the whole mob from the beach hustled through the back door.

Most of the guys lined up at the keg and most of the girls went for the coolers full of sodas and fruity alcoholic drinks. No one I knew was old enough to drink legally and many weren’t even old enough to drive. Bethany and I raised our bottles of water up to toast not being idiots.

Dan and Zack came over to the kitchen table with a red cup of keg beer in one hand and a slice of submarine sandwich in the other. They were laughing at something and dropping bits of lettuce and tomato on the tile floor. Then they saw us.

“Hey man, check this out. Fresh meat!” Dan dragged a chair out and spun it around to sit backwards, spilling even more of his sandwich on the table.

“Hey Bethany, check this out” I mocked him. “Drunk assholes.”

A few of the other people in the room heard the exchange and busted out laughing.

Dan flushed and frowned, but I couldn’t stop my smart mouth. I smiled sweetly and said, “I just call ’em like I see ’em.”

“A smart ass like you needs someone to fu—”

“To what, Dan?” Joe growled from just over Dan’s shoulder. “Tell me what my little sister needs someone to do.”

“She needs to watch her mouth,” he said and pushed away from the table, leaving his sandwich mess but taking his beer. Zack shrugged and left with an amused smirk.

“Stay away from them,” Joe said to me with a frown. “I’m serious, Steph.”

“We were here first,” I said with a dismissive wave.

“Just be careful,” Mark said as he sat down across from me, taking Zack’s seat to eat his sandwich and drink his beer.

“Look,” Joe said as he took Dan’s seat. “Things are gonna get wild tonight. There’s way more liquor than I thought there’d be. Usually it’s a case of beer and a bonfire on the beach. I have no idea how Sophie pulled this one off.”

I raised my water bottle. “Not a problem for me.”

“No, it is a problem because of assholes like Dan. Drunk and stupid are a bad combination.” Joe sighed and looked over at Mark for a moment. “It’s not worth bailing yet, but I don’t want either of you going off alone without either Mark or me coming with you.”

That pissed me off. I knew he was just looking out for me so I let it slide. “I promise. After lunch we’re gonna go back and hang out on the beach for a while. If we go for a walk or come back to the house, we’ll drag one of you along.”

“When they light up the bonfire tonight it’ll be easy to get lost in the crowd. Can you please hang close to one of us? I know Mark doesn’t want Sophie dragging him off anyway, so maybe you two just hang out with him. You cool with that, man?”

“Uh, sure,” Mark said without quite meeting Joe’s eyes. “Not a problem.” How he said that with a straight face, I’ll never know.

I froze my expression to keep my excitement hidden. “Yes, Joe, I promise we will stay with Mark all night long.”

“Good,” Joe sighed and took a bite of his sandwich.

Mark’s eyes met mine and I could see the wheels spinning. Bethany clamped her fingers around my knee under the table. It was going to work out. Holy shit!

After lunch, Mark followed us back to the beach. We’d had enough sun for the day, so he grabbed one of the large folding beach umbrellas and used his manly muscles to make a little shade for us so we could watch him play volleyball.

At one point later on Sophie called for a coed game, so Bethany and I took off our cover-ups, put on some more sunscreen, and bounced in to play on the girls’ team.

I noticed Mark watched us both closely, but wasn’t obvious about it. He didn’t want to blow his cover as our secret boyfriend, but I was pleased he couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off my puffies and Bethany’s apple ass despite all the older girls around us.

Unfortunately, Dan kept looking at me as well. I didn’t enjoy the way he smiled at me at all. Mark was always kind to me, even before I kissed him. He looked out for me and treated me like I was a person. Dan just made me feel dirty.

The guys clearly had the advantage of height and strength, but we worked together better to cover our zones. And none of us were testosterone inspired show-offs like Dan and Zack.

The game went back and forth with the guys colliding as they demonstrated their masculine superiority. Our team kept to our zones, called out when we had the ball, and only lost if the guys spiked too hard for us to dig the ball out. Sophie grumbled about that and Joe called on his team to take it easy, but Dan kept spiking hard, especially when I rotated to the front.

We were tied at match point and Dan was bouncing on his toes in front of me on the other side of the net.

“You’re goin’ down!” he laughed.

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” I muttered as I crouched and waited for the serve.

Just as the ball went up and the server called the score, Dan whispered, “Your pussy’s hanging out.”

I reflexively glanced down to see if I had a camel toe and missed Dan spiking the ball at me. It nailed my right puffy and my world exploded in pain. I screamed and fell, pressing my hands over my tender tit. The pulsing pain took my breath away and all I could do was writhe on the ground and hold my breath.

“You sonuvabitch,” Joe yelled and I then I heard Mark roar in anger.

Bethany came to me, kneeling in the sand to shade me. “Oh shit,” she muttered.

The sounds of a fight breaking out made me open my eyes. Joe and Mark had Dan down on the ground and were pummeling him. Zack jumped in to pull Mark off and got a fist in the face for his trouble.

“Stop it! Stop ruining my party!” Sophie ran over and pushed the guys away from Dan. “You stop it right now!”

“He did that on purpose,” Joe growled at her and looked over at me wincing as Bethany helped me up. “You mess with my sister again, I’m gonna kick your ass up and down this beach.”

Dan jumped up, his nose bleeding enough that he had to wipe it away on the back of his hand. “You sucker punch me again, I’ll do worse.”

Mark was at my side helping Bethany get me to my feet. “You okay, Squirt?”

I nodded and took a deep breath. The pain had become a throbbing ache. Mark’s face had a few red blotches like he’d been hit and his lower lip was cut. Mark and Bethany took me back to the house and into the bathroom off the kitchen.

“I’ll make an ice pack,” Bethany said.

Mark closed the lid on the toilet and sat me down on it, then sat down across from me on the edge of the tub. I began to shake like I was cold now that the moment had passed.

“Bastard hit me right on the nipple,” I muttered.

Mark smirked. “They’re all nipple.”

I grinned at him despite the pain. “Yeah, I guess they are.”

“And I like ’em that way. Sorry you got hurt.”

Bethany came back in with a zip bag full of ice and water, then shut and locked the door. She wrapped the ice bag in a hand towel and handed it to Mark.

“Let’s see how bad it’s gonna bruise,” she said as she pushed the shoulder straps of my swimsuit down my arms.

The right puffy was clearly swollen. “I’m lopsided now.”

Mark had a kind of stunned look on his face when Bethany took the ice pack from him. She leaned down to give my sore boob a tender kiss, then gently placed the ice pack against it.

“Now let’s fix your lip,” Bethany said and ran some water over a wash cloth.

Mark was still kinda zoned out staring at me, but hissed when Bethany wiped the cut on his lip.

“Sorry,” Bethany whispered, then leaned in to kiss his cut lip. “Poor baby.”

Mark pulled her closer and kissed her back, opening his mouth to hers for a long tongue battle. I was turned on despite the pain.

A knock on the door broke their kiss. Joe called, “Steph, you in there? You okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said. “Bethany got me an ice pack. We’ll be out in a while.”

“Ok, stay as long as you need. I’ll put a sign on the door. There are like three other bathrooms in this place anyway.”

The noises in the kitchen told us people were getting something to eat or drink. Bethany gave me a questioning look and our bestie connection told me what she wanted to ask.

“Go ahead if you want. It was hot watching you kiss him.”

Mark moved her between his knees and pulled her closer. She wrapped her arms around his head and kissed him like she kissed me when she was horny. He got the hint and began to rub his hands up and down her back, slowing each time his palms cupped her apple cheeks.

“Take off her suit,” I whispered to Mark.

Without breaking their kiss, he slowly pushed her swimsuit straps down her arms. She let go of him long enough to pull her arms out and let him slide the suit down her waist. When the damp material passed her hips, I could see she was breaking out in goose bumps.

The suit dropped the to floor and Mark roughly turned her around to face me. He kept kissing her neck and shoulders while his hands cupped her chest. I saw Bethany bite her lower lip and raise her face as his tongue traced her ear.

“Oh God,” she whispered.

His right hand left her chest to slide down her stomach. I was melting into a puddle watching them and stood to push my swimsuit down to my feet before dropping the ice pack on the counter and sitting back down on the toilet lid.

My fingers slipped along my slit the same time Mark’s fingers reached Bethany’s. I put my heels up on the lid to open myself to their inspection. Mark was running his fingers through her curls and into her heat. I followed his motions with my own fingers.

Bethany opened her eyes to watch me while Mark continued to rub up and down her vee. She opened her legs outside Mark’s lap and sat on his legs, opening herself to my gaze as well.

Slick hair parted under Mark’s touch and showed me her pink center. My own blonde hairs were sparse, but they were as wet as her own. I rubbed myself and noticed Mark mirroring me now. So I dipped down into my heat to wet my fingers, then drew a few circles around my clitty before doing it again. Mark followed me and Bethany began to rock her hips.

He kept kissing her shoulders, but his eyes were glued to my vee. I was so turned on I knew I wouldn’t last for long. Moments later I had to shut my eyes and bite my lips as the rush of a powerful orgasm burned me up.

When I opened my eyes, Bethany was begging me with hers. I knelt down between their legs and added my tongue to Mark’s rubbing fingers. She leaned her head back on his shoulder and gave us what we wanted. Mark plunged a finger in to feel her pulses while I sucked her clitty through her release. She pushed my face away and twitched in the aftershocks with a broad smile on her face.

I kissed her with her own flavors on my lips while Mark ran his hands up and down my back. When she recovered, she joined me on her knees and we untied Mark’s suit. He lifted slightly to let us release his already leaking cock.

Bethany and I took turns licking and stroking him, always looking up at Mark while we did it. He was salty from the ocean and sweat, but his strong flavor only increased my hunger. He squinted each time one of us took his head into our mouths. I begged him to cum with my eyes. I wanted to taste even more.

“Now,” he whispered as he rocked his hips in time with our strokes.

Bethany and I kissed over his head and let his cum splash in our mouths and on our faces. He whimpered like it was hurting him, but he was definitely not in pain. After six strong blasts, he slowed to a trickle and I began to lick him off of Bethany’s face.

“Wow,” he murmured and gently stroked my hair. “I could die right now and be happy.”

“Don’t you dare,” Bethany whispered as my tongue cleaned her cheek.

“We’re not done with our secret boyfriend yet,” I chuckled as her tongue tickled my face in return.




Chapter 12

Mark hid behind the shower curtain while Bethany and I walked out of the bathroom. I had the melted ice pack back on my sore titty and tried not to look like I’d just licked Mark’s cum off Bethany’s face.

Joe was sitting at the table drinking beer and talking to some girl who looked like she was auditioning to be the next what’s-her-name. It wasn’t unusual for Joe to trade up every few weeks. His only real relationship requirement was a willingness to make animal noises after school in his bedroom. It worked for him anyway and the girls kept coming as long as he kept them cumming.

“How you feelin’?” he asked me as I got another bottle of water out of a cooler.

“Better. It doesn’t throb anymore at least. We’re gonna head back out to the beach and hang out under the umbrella again. I don’t know where Mark is, so you wanna come with us like you said?”

“Sure,” he sighed and looked at the new what’s-her-name. “You wanna play volleyball?”

Her annoying giggle provided the answer as she got up to follow him out the door. I tapped the mostly closed bathroom door to signal an all clear for Mark and walked back out into the afternoon sunlight.

Bethany was practically bouncing as I struggled through the soft sand. I knew why. Mark had mostly focused on me before, but this time she got his full attention. Watching him touch her and open her for me had been so hot I could never be jealous. And joining him to bring her pleasure had satisfied me to my core, even though my fingers had just finished me off.

Joe and the new what’s-her-name ran out to join the coed volleyball game that was still in progress. I wasn’t really in the mood to play again, but Bethany jogged up to get into the rotation for the girls’ team after giving me a wink. I got under the umbrella and grabbed my cover-up before putting the melty icepack back on my boob.

Mark wandered up casually and joined me in the shade with a sly grin in my direction. He sat near me, but not close enough for anyone to think something was up.

“Hey.”

I took a long drink from my cold bottle of water before answering. It helped keep my cool because I wanted to curl up in his lap. “Hey.”

“So, you and Bethany,” he whispered. “You been together long?”

“No,” I said as I tried to figure out how things fit together in my head. It was a conversation I’d had with myself nearly every day for two weeks and still didn’t have a good answer. “Same length of time as you and me, actually.”

His forehead wrinkled. “I figured you guys had been at it for a while.”

“Nope. We were just friends until I helped her cum the first time. She has this mental block about certain things. It’s like she can’t let go unless someone pushes her a little.”

“So you pushed her a little?” he grinned.

I shot him an answering grin. “Yeah. It was fun, then other stuff was even more fun. Now it’s like we’re besties with benefits or something, but I really love her.” I sighed as Bethany bounced up to serve. God, I loved her. “Thanks for making her feel special earlier. She knows I’ve always had a crush on you, but she was glowing when we came back out here.”

“It was my pleasure, too.” Mark let out a happy sigh. “All of it has been, even though it’s totally crazy.”

“Why is it crazy?” I asked.

“Come on, Squirt, you know we’re playin’ with fire.”

“Well, it’s certainly hot enough,” I teased, but I knew what he meant. “It’s okay, Mark. I know you’ll eventually find someone your age again and it’ll be over.”

He frowned at my comment but didn’t meet my eyes. It felt like I said something wrong, but he couldn’t really like me, right? Not like I liked him?

I felt compelled to say more. “Don’t get me wrong, you’re totally hot and sweet, but my favorite shows are on Disney. My favorite songs come from teen musicals. I can’t stay out past nine. As nice as you are, I’m not naive enough to think you’re gonna take me out on dates and stuff.”

“I had a blast at the bounce house place,” he whispered without looking at me.

“Me, too.”

“How about we borrow Joe’s car and go to that arcade? Just you, me, and Bethany?” Sparks shot up my back at his question. He was serious!

Before I could answer, Sophie rotated out and came over to squeeze between Mark and me under the umbrella.

“Where have you been all day?” Sophie asked Mark, ignoring me totally.

“Went swimming, played some ball,” Mark answered. “Ate a sandwich, drank some beer.”

“I was hoping you’d hang out with me at the bon fire later,” Sophie crooned.

“I told Joe I’d keep an eye on his kid sister and her friend. Since things get a little wilder after dark, I figured we’d go to that big arcade place up the road until things settle down.”

“You said you’d hang out with me this weekend.” Her demanding tone brooked no argument.

“No, you told me I’d hang out with you. I said I didn’t want to come at all, but Joe wanted to pick up what’s-her-name over there.”

Sophie glanced at Joe, then turned further to look at me and rolled her eyes. “You’d seriously rather play video games with a couple of kids than be with me.”

“Actually, I’d rather have my testicles shaved, dipped in honey, and sit on a fire ant hill than be with you.”

Her shock look only lasted a moment before she scowled and shouted, “Fuck you, Mark Glazer.”

Sophie stood with a growl, dusted the sand off her bikini bottoms, and stalked away muttering to herself. I could only hold my laughter until she stepped out into the sunlight, then I fell back howling.

Mark chuckled and shook his head. “If that doesn’t put a stop to her, I may have to resort to violence.”

Bethany came over from waiting in line, attracted by my laughter most likely, and was already chuckling at me rolling on the beach towel. “What happened?” she asked.

“Just getting rid of Sophie for a while,” Mark said as I composed myself.

“And he’s taking us to the arcade tonight,” I announced with a squeal.

“Really?” Bethany asked with a gasp.

“Yep,” Mark said then pushed himself up and dusted off his shorts. “Why don’t we head out now. I’ll go tell Joe while you two get ready.”

After slipping on our flip-flops, Bethany and I ran for the house with our beach bags in hand. We grabbed our overnight bag from the closet under the stairs and locked ourselves in the bathroom.

We showered together quickly and resisted the urge to fool around. I put on my red pair of boyshort panties and matching sports bra, then a pair of tight jean shorts and a red half-shirt that showed my belly button off.

Bethany put on a thong that her mother didn’t know about, but didn’t bother with a bra given her tiny mounds. Her ass in that thong almost derailed me entirely. She giggled and pushed my hands away, then she quickly pulled on a short plaid skirt and white button-down shirt. While she buttoned it from the top, I tied the shirt off under her breasts to show off her stomach. Her delicious, flat, tanned stomach. I had to force myself to open the door and let her out of the bathroom.

We put our swimsuits and beach stuff back under the stairs with our sleeping bags and grabbed our purses. I was rolling on some mint lip gloss while we waited for Mark in the living room when Dan and Zack saw us from the kitchen.

“I could show you what that’s good for,” Dan said as he swaggered into the living room.

“Ew!” I put the lip gloss away and gave him a look of disgust. “With your mouth? I’d rather lick a toilet.”

“Not my mouth,” Dan said and ripped open the Velcro fly on his board shorts and whipped out his half-erect cock. Then he waved it at me as he walked forward with his tongue out.

The only other cock I’d ever seen in person was Mark’s and his was much bigger, even when it was soft. Seeing Dan’s perverse expression of glee made me sick to my stomach, but I knew better than to show how much it bothered me.

“Look, Bethany!” I pointed like I was excited. “It looks just like a penis, only smaller.”

Zack covered his mouth to keep from busting out laughing. Mark appeared just then looking like he was ready to tear Dan’s dick off.

“What the fuck, dude?” Mark shouted and shoved Dan over the back of the couch.

“I’ve had enough of you,” Dan growled from the floor, but Mark didn’t wait for him to get up.

After jumping over the couch, Mark sat on Dan to hold him down and proceeded to beat the shit out of him. Dan kept his hands up to deflect the blows, but Mark still managed to get some good ones in while Dan yelled for help. Zack didn’t look very eager to jump in, but the commotion drew in some of the others from the kitchen and back porch.

“What are you doing?” Sophie shrieked. “Stop it!”

“Tell her, Dan!” Mark grabbed Dan’s wrists and pinned them down. “Tell her why I’m kicking your ass!”

“Fuck you,” Dan muttered as he struggled to get out of Mark’s grip.

“He exposed himself to Steph and Bethany,” Mark said and slapped Dan across the face backhand. “Tell her you pulled out your dick on a couple of girls!”

Sophie looked over at us and I nodded. Dan was an asshole, but Mark’s reaction had me worried.

“Dan saw me putting on lip gloss,” I said. “Then he suggested I put some on his cock. With my mouth.”

Sophie blinked and I had to admire her response. The girl code goes deeper than simple like or dislike. You always give your worst enemy a tampon or pad if she needs it. And no matter what, dealing with creeps like Dan trumped everything.

“Mark, that’s enough,” Sophie pronounced with a firm tone. “Dan, Zack, you both need to go. Right now. You guys aren’t welcome here anymore. And if you don’t go on your own, I’ll have Mark and the rest of the guys help you leave.”

Dan shook off Mark’s hands when Mark sat back to let him up.

“What the hell did I do?” Zack complained.

Mark got up and poked his finger in Zack’s chest. “You stood there and did nothing. Get your shit and hit it.”

By that time most of the party had caught wind something was up. A bunch of us went to the front of the house to watch Dan spin gravel as he drove away. Joe was there with the new what’s-her-name speaking quietly with Mark, then came up to Bethany and me.

“Look, I’m gonna stay, but I think you guys should head home tonight. Mark said he’d drive you in my car and I’ll catch a lift tomorrow. Dan isn’t the only asshole here and with all the booze I’m worried about you.”

I kept my expression under control. I didn’t want to go home, but Dan had shaken me up more than I’d admit to anyone but Bethany. She nodded at me to give her opinion to leave.

“Let’s get you out of here,” Mark said with a reassuring tone. His gentle expression touched me, but it was the bruised knuckles on his hands that warmed my stomach. I felt so safe with him.

“Okay,” I said. “We’ll get our stuff and meet you at the car.”

My hands shook as I got our clothes. Bethany got our sleeping bags, leaving Joe’s bag and clothes. By the time we got back to Joe’s car, only Mark and Sophie were still out front. I noticed her frowning at me, like I was a puzzle she couldn’t solve.

“Let me pop the hatch,” Mark said as he moved to the rear of the car.

Bethany and I put our stuff away and climbed into the back seat of Joe’s car. Mark shut the hatch and hopped into the driver’s seat.

“You still want to go to the arcade?” he asked as he started the car and put it in gear.

“Not really,” I sighed and eased into Bethany’s shoulder. “Do you mind if we just go home?”

Mark drove us onto the highway while Bethany played with my hair. We had been on the road for about an hour when she whispered, “You okay?”

My BFF knew me, inside and out. “I’m kinda freaked out, to be honest.”

Mark’s bruised knuckles paled as he twisted his grip on the steering wheel.

“Are you okay, Mark?” I asked.

He took a deep breath and let it out slowly, relaxing his death grip on the wheel. “I’m havin’ a hard time with it, too.”

“Why?” Bethany asked softly.

“I’m older than Dan by a couple of months. I’m just as big a creep as he is.”

There was a note of despair in his voice and I reached up to rub his shoulder. “You’re nothing like Dan.”

“Yeah?” he asked, letting out a sad laugh. “You kissed me because you wanted to know what it was like, then I stuffed my hands down your shorts. I’m just as much a creep as he is. I have no self-control at all anymore.”

Mark was crying! I sat up to lean over the back seat. “Pull over. We need to talk about this right now.”

The car slowed as Mark pulled into the breakdown lane. I climbed up to the front seat when he put the car in park. When I reached for him he was still struggling with his emotions, but I hugged him tight while Bethany reached over from the back seat to rub her hands on his shoulders.

“It’s not the same at all,” I insisted. “You’re always careful with us. You never push me to do anything I don’t want to do. You make me feel loved, Mark.”

“And I wanted you to be with us, too,” Bethany said. “I loved what you did for me today. Being kissed and touched by you set me on fire. You’re the opposite of a creep.”

“Then why do I feel like one,” Mark said. “Steph said it earlier. We can’t really be together.”

“Shit.” That was when I realized I had put that ugly thought in his head. “Is it too late to take it back? If you actually want to try being with us, I’m not gonna stop you!”

“What did you say?” Bethany asked me with a frown.

“That I knew he wasn’t going to take us on dates like real girlfriends. You know we like goofy stuff he’s not gonna be into.”

Bethany turned back to Mark. “Wait, you really want to keep doing this?”

Mark’s red eyes looked us both over. “It’s been better with you two than anyone I’ve ever been with. I’m so addicted I can’t stop thinking about you anymore.”

“So don’t stop,” I said and kissed him on the lips. Bethany leaned over to kiss him as well.

Mark’s cell phone rang and interrupted the moment. He sniffed and wiped his eyes before answering the call. “Hello? Oh, hey, Missus Larson.”

Oh, shit! My mom! Bethany and I shot panicked looks at each other.

“No, they’re here with me on the way home,” Mark said. “It was getting a little wild at the beach house, so Joe and I—”

Mark listened and his eyes widened. “No, I didn’t know about the booze until we got there. That’s why I’m headed home with the girls. Okay. Okay. I’ll call you when we get home.”

“What happened?” I asked, acid gnawing at my stomach.

“The party got raided right after we left. Joe and everyone there got arrested for underage drinking. Your mom and dad are driving in to bail him out and find you two. She thought I’d been arrested, too, and only called me because she was desperate. She wants me to call her from the house phone when we’re home safe.”

“Holy shit, Joe is gonna be grounded forever,” I whispered to myself.

“I bet Dan ratted them all out,” Bethany muttered and I nodded.

Mark put the car back in gear and merged back into traffic. The rest of the trip home was uneventful, but I stayed on Mark’s phone to relay updates of the raid and aftermath from the few who didn’t get arrested.

Mark called Mom as soon as we had got into the house. Bethany and I put all our dirty clothes and swimsuits in the wash while Mark got his marching orders from Mom. When he got off the phone, he had an odd expression on his face.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Your mom asked if I’d stay here with you until they get back tomorrow.”

My heart beat a dubstep drop. I locked eyes with Bethany and we both grinned slowly at the same time. “We can play all night long,” I whispered to her.

I grabbed Mark’s left hand and Bethany grabbed his right as we ran him towards the stairs. Mark was laughing like a wild man all the way up, then he tucked one of us under each arm and tickled us into my bedroom.

“Race to naked,” I declared after he let us go. I whipped off the red shirt to expose my sports bra to his hungry eyes. Down went my shorts as I kicked off my sandals, but Bethany still won since she didn’t have a bra. Mark didn’t have any underwear on so he came in second. I didn’t mind at all.

“I’m gonna grab a shower real quick,” Mark said with his cock flopping around in a very distracting way. “Don’t you dare start without me.”

“Screw that, I’m gonna help,” Bethany giggled as we pinched his ass, making him jump and laugh all the way to the bathroom.

“Hey, knock that off,” Mark yelled. When he bent to adjust the water, we did it again. He just gave us a steady gaze and muttered, “Paybacks are hell.”

Bethany and I sat down on the closed toilet seat to watch him around the edge of the shower curtain. I was fascinated by his body. He had good muscle tone, but didn’t look like a body builder or anything. And the vigorous scrubbing he gave his balls made us both giggle.

“Sand gets itchy,” he said as he rinsed off the soap. “Hand me a towel?”

“We’ll do it,” I said as I grabbed two from the linen closet. We gave him a good drying with much tickling and feeling him up.

After he was mostly dry, and completely erect, he led us back to my bedroom and scooted back on the bed. I was soaked after all the visual stimulation and anticipation of the night ahead. Bethany didn’t waste any time and basically pushed him down to climb on top of him.

“You go, girl,” I chuckled and climbed up as they fell back across the bed.

Bethany was devouring him, kissing him with an abandon I’d only seen her display with me. Her hands went into his hair, pulling his head back so she could suck on his neck.

Mark squeezed her hips between his hands and pushed her against his erection. I moved around to see what he was doing and saw her furry slit sliding up and down against his shaft. I straddled his legs behind her and began to rub her ass and thighs. That made her push into my hand and growl deep in her throat.

With one hand fingering his balls and the other penetrating Bethany, I rode along with their motions. Bethany was grinding into him with little cries while her inner muscles squeezed my middle fingers tighter and tighter. Mark rocked hard against my hand, her juices making him slick enough for me to rub.

“Be careful,” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

I knew it was dangerous to have him so close to Bethany’s vee when he busted but I was so turned on I wasn’t thinking straight. Bethany cried out even louder and I felt her orgasm squeeze my fingers. It must have been too much because she crawled away from my touch.

I kept my hand moving up his shaft as she slid up so Mark could get off. Then I bent down to taste Bethany’s coating all over him. The combination of her musk and his slick flavor made me daring. I took him all the way inside my mouth to swallow him as deeply as I could. The guttural moan he made when his body froze was as satisfying as my own climax.

He flowed then. Not just pulses and heat, but a sustained meal of his lust filled my mouth. I wanted more and kept squeezing up his shaft until there was no more left.

Then came the careful dance of arms and legs as Bethany made room for me to join their kiss. She licked my lips. He thrust his tongue into my mouth to taste us all there. I was so in tune with them it felt like we were one body and their release was my own, but they weren’t satisfied with that.

Mark climbed off the bed and dragged me until my butt slipped off the edge. Bethany bent over me to tease my aching puffies with her tongue while Mark feasted on me. It wasn’t gentle, he was fucking me with his tongue and fingers while moving my legs over his shoulders.

I cried out at once as the first orgasm shot out from my core, but they didn’t stop. Mark was driving his thick finger in me, making me push back against him from the pleasure. Bethany kept her hands massaging my puffies while she kissed me senseless.

When Mark pulled his finger out, I whimpered my disappointment. Then I felt him rubbing his shaft along my slit like he’d done with Bethany. In moments, he was hard again and had pressed his hand down to keep stimulating my nubbin. If he wasn’t so big, I swear I’d have begged for him to fuck me just then.

“You like this?” he asked me.

I opened my eyes and saw him watching Bethany tweaking my nipples as she sucked my neck hard. He was lusting at what he saw and I was lusting right back at him as I pressed my legs against his shoulders to adjust the angle he was rubbing.

“Please,” I begged. “Cum on me.”

That must have tweaked his lizard brain because he rubbed faster and got me off again. Then just before I came a third time he made a choking sound and pushed until he was shooting all over my stomach. The last little dribbles landed in my sparse blonde pubes as I cried out for the last time.

Watching his cock sliding between my pussy lips made me ache. I might be too young for sex, but the way he made me feel I knew it wouldn’t be long before I begged him to try anyway.

Bethany trailed her tongue past my puffies to lick up Mark’s cum from my stomach. I ran my fingers through her hair while Mark stroked her back.

“And we still have all night,” I sighed. Since I didn’t know when we’d have another one, I intended to make it count.




Chapter 13

After coming back from the bathroom, Mark rolled into bed next to Bethany. She was laying on her stomach in the middle of the bed with her cheek resting on her crossed arms and a satisfied smile on her lips. I was facing her on the other side of the bed with an echoing grin.

“Doesn’t she have the best ass?” Mark asked me as he ran his palm over Bethany’s bubble butt.

“She does,” I agreed. “Practically edible.”

Bethany breathed out a deeply satisfied hum and shut her eyes. After caressing her a moment longer, Mark sat up and straddled her knees to rub with both hands at once. I watched her brows dip each time he kneaded up her thighs and palmed her lovely ass.

I reached behind to my night stand and got the lotion I used on my dry skin. Mark nodded and put out his hand for a squirt, then he rubbed it between his hands to warm it before resuming. Bethany lifted her hips with a low moan as he worked the lotion into her skin.

“That feels so good,” she murmured.

Mark was becoming visibly aroused as he worked her muscles with his strong grip. Hell, I was getting aroused watching them, but didn’t want to interrupt their growing connection.

Mark leaned up a little further to massage her back. His semi-hard cock slid up along her ass each time he leaned forward. I moved closer and kissed Bethany on her cheek. She tilted her head slightly so we could kiss each other.

“Roll over,” Mark whispered to Bethany as he lifted his weight off her legs.

Rolling in place, Bethany left her hands above her head. The position drew her breasts up and made her nipples point. Mark stuck his hand out for another squirt of lotion, so I obliged. He warmed it in his hands and smoothed it across her stomach and over her breasts.

“Damn,” Bethany whispered as she closed her eyes.

After a few more passes, her skin had pinked where Mark’s hands rubbed. I was desperate to taste her nipples, but held myself back to watch them. Mark was fully erect and seeing him so close to Bethany’s furry muff highlighted the difference in their sizes.

Mark lifted one knee to move her leg out from under him, then did the same with his other leg. Pulling on her knees, he drew her closer so her legs went over his thighs. This opened her to his touch and put his cock right over the slit of her pink vee.

“You’d better be about to touch me,” Bethany moaned as she shifted around to adjust their relative positions.

I squirted some more lotion in his hands. Mark grinned and warmed it in his hands. He started rubbing from her knees to her hips, allowing his thumbs to brush over her furry mons with each pass.

I couldn’t resist anymore and leaned over to tongue circles around her nipples. That made Bethany suck in a breath and caress the back of my head to encourage me to continue. I moved from one breast to the other, keeping an eye on Mark to match my pace with his. I knew we were on the right track when Bethany gripped my hair in a fist.

She directed where she wanted me to suck and how long she wanted me to stay in each spot. Then she pulled roughly to bring our lips together. I kissed her hard and deep, licking inside her mouth like she was hiding treasure there.

“That is so hot,” Mark murmured.

Bethany broke our kiss to mutter, “I want you to put it in me a little.”

“I can’t, sweetheart, it wouldn’t be safe.”

“Just a little, please? I just want to feel it for a second, then you can take it out.”

“I’d hurt you if I did that.”

“No, I’ll tell you if it hurts. Please, I’m aching.”

I sat back a little and held Bethany’s hand. Mark looked torn, but eventually pushed his thick cock down to rub the tip between Bethany’s swollen lips. She reacted immediately, squeezing my hand and gripping the sheets with the other. Her back arched like she wanted to push herself onto him.

“Yes,” she cried.

I was suddenly jealous. This was my boyfriend, my dream, and it felt like she was stealing him from me. Morbid curiosity prompted me to lean forward so I could see better. Mark was still holding himself back, running his glistening head inside her until she parted her knees to open herself fully.

“Tell me if I hurt you,” Mark said with a serious tone.

I wanted to scream stop but something kept me still while I watched my best friend and girlfriend give herself to him.

Her lips spread as his head moved in. He made small motions back and forth to ease his head inside her opening, then stopped for a second.

“It’s so full,” she murmured. “It doesn’t hurt at all.”

“That’s because I busted your cherry,” I muttered. Some of my jealousy must have leaked out, but only Mark seemed to notice.

“You okay?” he asked me, but before I could answer Bethany squeezed her legs around his waist to push against him.

“I need more,” she begged, sweat dripping from her hair. “Please.”

His head was now fully inside Bethany and her stretched out vee looked like it was going to explode. He gripped her hips to hold her in place for a moment. “This isn’t a good idea. We need to stop and talk about this first.”

Bethany whined and squeezed again. “At least rub me or I’m gonna die.”

I pushed away my jealousy and reached for her furry mons. While Mark held her still, I began to rub circles around her clitty. She jerked and jumped while I brought her closer, slipping over her little nubbin every other pass. Mark watched us and held himself still.

She was wetter than I’d ever seen her. Milky cream coated Mark’s cock from deep inside her. She never opened her eyes and barely breathed. Her back arched as she reached her peak, then screamed like someone was stabbing her. I guess Mark was, in a way.

In the final throes of her orgasm, Bethany wiggled out of Mark’s tight grip and pushed down hard on his cock with a groan. She got most of him inside her before he pulled back, leaving Bethany to whine like a kid who dropped her ice cream cone in the dirt.

“Why did you take it out,” she said after the tremors passed.

“Because you can get pregnant just from precum,” Mark snarled. “I always use condoms when I have sex, but you don’t know where my dick has been. And here you are trying to take me bareback and I know you aren’t on the pill. What the hell, Bethany? And I know Steph wasn’t comfortable with this either.”

Bethany looked at me and I felt my jealousy flame up again. “We decided we weren’t gonna have sex yet.”

“I didn’t!” Bethany sat up on her elbows. “He just put it in a little.”

“At the end you pushed down and got him all the way inside,” I said as emotions churned my stomach. “I saw it. You’re really not a virgin anymore.”

Bethany looked back and forth between us, her face frozen in confusion. Then she burst into tears, crawled away from us both, and ran into the bathroom before slamming the door shut behind her.

“Fuck,” Mark muttered and lay back on the bed to stare at the ceiling. “I knew I should’ve stopped.”

“I’ll go talk to her,” I said and slid off the bed. When I turned the bathroom doorknob, Bethany was sobbing on the toilet. “Hey.”

“Go away,” she cried. “You both hate me!”

“No.” I pushed my stupid jealousy aside and knelt to embrace my friend. She fought me at first, then collapsed against my shoulder.

“I didn’t mean to do it,” she whispered. “It just happened and I know you love him.”

I sighed at her confession. We were both out of our depths. “I know how easy it is to get carried away. I’ve done things the last couple of weeks that I never would have done before.”

Bethany sniffled. “Like rubbin’ me?”

“And kissing you. And licking you and Mark all over.” I chuckled and let her go to look in her face. Her eyes were red and swollen from crying. “I love you.”

“Even though I had sex with your boyfriend?”

“Our boyfriend, remember?”

She smiled and wiped her eyes. “He’s right. I was stupid to take that kind of risk. If we’re too stupid to be careful, we really are too young to have sex.”

I bit my lower lip. “So let’s go back and talk to Mark about being smarter.”

We stood and I held her for a moment, our bodies pressing together and fitting like puzzle pieces. I really did love her and felt the warmth blooming again between us. The last bit of jealousy flamed out leaving only a wisp of bitter smoke.

I released her from my arms and took her hand, leading her back into my bedroom to face Mark’s worried frown.

“We need some ground rules,” he said with a gentleness in his tone. “This has been so amazing, but I’m not comfortable with what just happened. I don’t want either of you to regret what we’re doing and I’d hate if I came between you.”

We both sat down on the bed to face him. Three naked people sitting cross-legged in a circle. It didn’t even feel weird that his cock was flopped on the sheets or that Bethany and I were wide open for his viewing pleasure. Bethany and I were still holding hands, so we both reached out for him to interlace our fingers together.

“I’m sorry,” Bethany whispered to us both. “I got carried away.”

“Me, too,” Mark said. “I should have stopped way before then. We need to be more careful.” He looked at me. “Just cumming on your stomach that time was a risk.”

“So let’s figure this out,” I said. “I was thinking Bee and I should get on something. Just in case.”

Mark grimaced momentarily, then nodded. “Some of the girls I know go to this clinic near the campus downtown. It doesn’t cost anything if you don’t have money and they won’t tell your parents.”

“Could you take us?” Bethany asked for us both.

Mark looked between us a couple of times and then looked down and nodded. “Yes.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I squeezed his hand.

“I still feel guilty being with you two like this.” He shook his head and let out an ironic laugh. “I’ll get over it.”

I leaned over to kiss away his guilt. Bethany let go of my hand to run her fingers through my hair. Sparks shot between the three of us as I pushed Mark back on the bed. We came together with Mark under me and Bethany at my back.

Her fingers traced down my spine while I fed myself on Mark’s kisses. When she got to my ass, I broke the kiss to reach between his legs to roll his soft balls in my palm. Bethany continued down between my cheeks, pausing to rub me deeper until I gasped in Mark’s open mouth.

I dragged my short nails lightly up his shaft until he thrust himself in my hand. Gripping him, I pushed myself back until Bethany slipped her fingers down into my wetness. While I was still kissing Mark, Bethany leaned down to join us. Her fingers slid further inside me while her tongue worked its way into both of our mouths.

I was in a glowing state of ecstasy, Mark pushing into my hand, Bethany’s fingers filling me, and Mark kissing us both senseless. It continued until I felt the clenching pulses of my orgasm and Bethany bent to take Mark into her mouth. He and I kissed while she worked him to a shuddering finish, then she brought his cum up to share.

My lovers, my friends, we had found a way to be together despite everything. Mark pulled us both close, kissing us each until we stilled. With my head on his shoulder and my hand clasped with Bethany’s over his firm stomach, we drifted off to sleep together.




Chapter 14

We woke up with plenty of time to clean up before Mom and Dad got back with my delinquent brother, Joe. In fact, we were sitting around the kitchen table enjoying a late breakfast together when Joe burst through the door from the garage and headed straight upstairs for his room, shooting us all an evil look.

Mark got up with a grimace and headed after him before Mom and Dad came into the kitchen shaking their heads.

“Where’s Mark?” Mom asked as she came up to the table. Dad let out a heavy sigh as he stalked into their bedroom off the kitchen.

“He went to talk to Joe,” I said. “How’d it go?”

“Well, I wish Joe had been as responsible as Mark,” she said. “Your father and I weren’t really comfortable with you two going to the beach in the first place, but Joe promised there would be proper supervision and no drugs or alcohol.”

“We were all surprised,” I said, trying to preserve a little bit of freedom I’d been given. “I heard Camden Fletcher say it was just going to be a few friends hanging out at her family’s beach house.”

“And where were her parents?” Mom asked, crossing her arms under her breasts. “Joe said there were supposed to be some adults there keeping an eye on things.”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “We hung out playing beach volleyball for a couple of hours when we first got there. Once we saw what was going on, both Joe and Mark decided we should head back rather than stay over.”

“What about the fight I heard about?” Mom asked with a cocked eyebrow.

Shit! I kept my expression neutral as I scrambled for what to say. Mark came back in the kitchen just then.

“That was all on me,” Mark said to Mom. “I didn’t like the way one of the guys was acting toward Steph and Bethany. He was out of line and I took care of it.”

Mom’s expression thawed and she dropped her arms. “Mark, I don’t know how to thank you for taking care of the girls.”

“You don’t need to,” he said as his cheeks pinked. “I was happy to help.”

“That said, I’m afraid I’m gonna have to ask you to leave. Joe can see you at school, but he isn’t allowed to go anywhere or have anyone over for the next month.”

A cold chill filtered up from my guts. I knew Mark well enough now to see his frustration at Mom’s comment in the little wrinkles around his eyes. If Mark couldn’t come over to see Joe, I’d have a hard time seeing him. His brother, Mason, would make being at his house impossible. The cold chill boiled to steam at the unfairness of not seeing Mark because Joe was a horn dog.

“Sure, I understand,” Mark mumbled and glanced at Bethany and me. “See you around.”

“Bye,” I giggled, even though I didn’t feel it. Before he could turn away, I ran to him and gave him a quick hug. When Bethany did the same, I saw Mom grinning at us like she thought we were being cute. I died a little when Mark closed the front door.

Bethany headed home after we finished breakfast. It was only two blocks to her house, but Mom drove her anyway, probably to explain about what happened over the weekend to her parents. I grabbed my bed sheets out of the dryer and made my bed while she was gone. Then I climbed up and crawled into a ball on the covers.

I cried softly. Tears leaked out and I quickly wiped them off my cheeks and nose. A roller-coaster took me through confusion, fear, pain, and envy. The image of Bethany sliding down Mark’s cock was playing on an endless loop in my head. I wanted to talk to her about what it meant and how it felt, but Mark had been around and I didn’t want him to know I was worried about it.

All morning I kept wondering if Mark secretly liked Bethany more now. Sure, he’d been mad last night, but he had smiled at her more this morning. I just knew it. And she had laughed and flirted the whole time.

Joe had just screwed up everything. I’d never get time with Mark now that Joe was going to be home all the time. And even doing stuff with Bethany would be harder because Joe usually hung out over at Mark’s house over the weekends.

At least the endless parade of what’s-her-names would stop. Mom said she was going to be calling the kitchen phone at random times after school. Joe had to answer the phone within two rings or he would get another week. That meant he couldn’t go to his room and shut the door and I wasn’t allowed to answer unless he was in the bathroom.

It was so screwed up. I was a basket case. Eventually, I fell asleep and woke a dozen times from bad dreams. In the morning I woke up with stomach cramps and a little gift from my uterus in my panties. No wonder I was so emotional.

My first period started a couple of years before. At first, it was just a rusty stain in my panties every couple of months and a feeling like I needed to poop really bad. That lasted a year and then things got much worse.

The cramps were unbearable, but no one had ever warned me about the smell. Geez, it was like someone rolled around the nasty floor of a fish market and slaughter house. Mom had me wearing pads at first, but after the brush handle incident, I got myself some skinny tampons to plug the leak at its source.

Five days I suffered with it. Five miserable days watching Mark from a distance while Bethany chatted up my brother Joe after school. Five days I waited for the cramps to stop tormenting me. Five days of mood swings that went from crying jags to being so horny I lay under the bathtub faucet until I groaned out Mark’s name. Five days until my Honey Bee stung me so hard I couldn’t stand her anymore.

Bethany knew what I was going through and had cut me a break all week. We got home from school Friday after teasing each other all day. I headed to the shower to cleanse the last of the funk away while she joined Joe on the couch to do homework.

I wanted to be especially clean, so I washed carefully and rinsed using the shower wand. Bee was staying the night and both of us were horny as hell. I shaved everything off. I mean everything. I’m blonde and my hair is nearly invisible, but I got my underarms, legs, and every single hair off my vee. I even got the ones way down underneath using a mirror on a stand.

After I got out and dried off, I put lotion all over to soothe my skin. We planned to trim and paint our nails while we watched a movie later, so I just scraped off the last of my glittery polish before getting dressed.

My favorite boyshort panties and lacy bra went on first so we could have fun taking them off. Next came soft blue shorts and a pink tee that stopped right under my belly button. I put my damp hair back in a tail as I went down the hallway and stopped dead at the stairs.

“But I’m not a virgin,” I heard Bethany giggle as she gave my brother a coy look.

“What about Stephanie?” Joe asked with a growl in his voice as he scooted closer to Bethany on the couch.

“Oh, she’s still got her v-card,” Bethany said as she leaned into Joe’s side. “No one will touch her, especially after what happened to Dan last weekend. You made me feel so safe.”

I suddenly felt sick watching them. This was nothing like what we had with Mark. That was all out in the open between us all. My fear that Mark liked her more had drained away right along with my period. It was just me being emotional, but this was something else entirely.

She was laying it on so thick I was surprised Joe bought it, but maybe a week without sex had dropped his IQ. Hiding back behind the wall, I watched Joe lean over to kiss her and felt the need to vomit.

He kissed her softly a few times, then they went for it. She reached around his back while his hand went under her shirt. It was actually my t-shirt. I’d loaned it to her last week. My brother was kissing my girlfriend and she was pushing her breasts into his hand.

My hand covered my mouth to stifle the sob and tears blurred the sight of her pulling closer to him. Joe pulled back and I hoped he would realize this was wrong and put a stop to it.

“Can we go up to your room?” she asked.

“I need to hear if Mom calls.”

“So leave the door open. Bethany knows I want to be with you. She won’t care.”

My heart ripped right down the middle. My love. My first. I scrambled back to my room and shut the door before sliding down the wall to sit on the carpet. They laughed as they ran up the stairs and I heard Joe’s bed squeak. I couldn’t stay there and listen to it happen.

Slipping back into the hallway, I crawled towards the stairs. Joe’s room was on the other side so I knew I could sneak down if they were distracted. The sound of wet kisses and moans forced me to stop. My traitor eyes looked while my mind screamed not to.

Joe had her shirt off and was sucking those tiny nipples I loved while she arched her back. My t-shirt was cast off on the floor next to the bed. The soles of his feet were dirty. I hated my brother even more because he was going to fuck my best friend with dirty feet. I couldn’t think straight, but I couldn’t take my eyes off them.

Joe worked her shorts down and plunged his hand inside to cup her sex. She gasped and pushed against his fingers. Watching the fabric bunch and move, I knew the exact moment he entered her from her cry.

“Yes!”

Bethany pushed her own shorts and panties down, kicking them off while his large hand worked between her legs. She looked so small next to him. Then I heard the unmistakable sound of her cumming as she squeezed his hand tight between her thighs.

While she recovered, my brother pushed down his shorts and tore off his shirt. I noticed he wasn’t as big as Mark when he tore open a condom wrapper. Bethany scooted back on the pillows as her eyes moved all over his body. He rolled the condom on with one hand and crawled between her legs to kiss her thighs.

It was like watching a car crash in slow motion. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him licking her. I’d kissed those thighs. I’d spread those lips and licked in between. I’d felt her hands in my hair as I brought her all the way there.

Joe’s body blocked my view, but my memory painted every fucking detail for me. When she cried out I just whimpered. My chin quivered as I scooted down one step at a time until I couldn’t see them anymore. Then I ran. When my hand was on the doorknob I heard the bed begin to squeak rhythmically.

I looked down at my ankle. We’d made friendship anklets at a party a few weeks before. Mine was frayed and the colors had faded. I couldn’t stand it touching me anymore. I tore it off and threw it on the floor of the entryway before running out of the house.




Chapter 15

I ran out the front door sobbing. I’d forgotten to put on shoes, but there was no way I was going back in my house to get them. My brother. My lover.

I gagged and bent over the bushes to dry heave but nearly fell over from being light-headed. I didn’t know where to go. My house was no longer a refuge.

Bethany was a stranger to me now. I couldn’t understand how someone who loved me could hurt me like she had. She had to know it would kill me. Kill us. Our bestie connection was severed and I couldn’t imagine how we could ever be friends again.

When we discussed bringing Mark into our relationship, I put it in her hands. I told her straight up that it was her call. I told her she was my girlfriend and we would only be with Mark if she allowed it. She had embraced him with me.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and stared around the street. No one was out. Good. I needed to go somewhere and think. Clear my head. Everything was too sharp and bright, so I stumbled down the street.

The pain ebbed away to a kind of hollow numbness. I couldn’t get the image of my brother sliding up Bethany’s body out of my mind. The repetitive sound of Joe’s squeaky bed rang endlessly in my ears. He was fucking my best friend. She wanted him more than she wanted me.

Tears still leaked out along with the cold sweat of nausea. My body had been twisted with cramps all week, but that was nothing compared to the pain I felt in my chest. The pain was a living thing, boring me out and leaving me empty.

I found myself at Mark’s door. I sniffed and wiped my eyes. Before I could think too much I pushed the doorbell. Mason opened the door with a confused expression on his face.

“Hey. Where’s your twin?” he said.

Fucking my brother. “Is Mark here? Joe wanted me to tell him something.”

“Sure,” he said and backed up to let me in. “Up in his room.”

Mason headed back to the living room to put on his headset and pick up a game controller. He was already lost in the game when I stepped upstairs.

Mark was sitting at his desk doing homework when I stopped in the doorway. He had changed from the jeans and shirt I’d seen earlier to a pair of running shorts. The skin of his back was smooth, but rippled over the muscles as he typed. I guess he felt my eyes on him, because he glanced back.

When he saw me, his expression shifted to something warm and happy. That instant reaction to seeing me told me more than words could say. Then he must have noticed my expression or my red eyes because he frowned in worry.

“What’s wrong?” he asked and opened his arms to me.

I ran to him and threw myself into his chest. Sobs made it impossible to speak for a moment, but he just held me and ran his hands over my back until I got myself together.

“Bethany and Joe,” I choked out, but my throat closed before I could explain.

Mark’s temples pulsed as he clenched his jaw. “Did he force her?”

“No,” I whispered. “She wanted to be with him.”

“What the hell?” His eyebrows scrunched in confusion. “Didn’t she talk to you about it first?”

I shook my head as another sob pushed out of the empty hole in my heart. “I hate her,” I growled.

“Oh, Squirt, this is what I was worried about. You guys are too young to be gettin’ into all this. Sex makes things so much harder.”

“She was my girlfriend! My best friend!” I started getting mad and Mark sat me back to stand on my own feet. “I’m gonna kick her ass and tell her Mom.”

“Wait,” Mark said and gripped my arms to stop me and get my attention. “Do you want your brother to go to jail?”

“Yes!” I was so angry, but then I thought of what it would to do to my parents. “No.”

“Let’s go talk to them. We need to get this out in the open.”

Mark held my hand as we walked back to my house. When we opened the front door we were greeted by the sound of the squeaking bed and Bethany’s cries of passion.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me!”

“God, you’re so tight. I love your body.”

Mark pulled me up the stairs until we stood in Joe’s doorway. Bethany was on her knees holding the headboard while Joe fucked her like a dog.

“Dude, seriously?” Mark asked with a rising note of disbelief.

Joe screamed like a little girl and pulled out his condom-wrapped cock with a wet pop. “What the hell, Mark?”

“Your little sister’s best friend?” Mark shook his head.

I was still holding his hand, half-hiding behind him because I really didn’t want to see anymore.

“You need to leave, Bethany.” My cold tone made her face twist up.

“So it’s okay for you to have your dream guy, but not me?” she whined.

“What dream guy?” Joe looked like he’d eaten something sour.

“You were my girlfriend first,” I cried. “I never would have run off and done something to hurt you like this.”

“How does this hurt you?” Bethany asked as she turned around to hop off the bed. “Why does this change anything? It’s no different than you and Mark.”

“If you have to ask that, then we’re done.” I was livid when I stepped around Mark to pick up her clothes and throw them at her. “Get the fuck out of my house.”

“Wait,” Bethany said as she caught her shorts and panties. Her voice broke when she saw how angry I was. “Talk to me.”

“You’re not my girlfriend anymore. You’re not even my friend anymore.”

“Hold on, are you two lez or something?” Joe was a little slow.

We both stopped and looked at him. “And this is your dream guy?” I asked with a cruel laugh.

“Screw you, Stephanie.” Bethany pulled up her panties and shorts. “At least he’s willing to have sex with me.”

“Mark wanted us to wait until we got on birth control. He stopped you from doing it because he actually cared about you. That’s what a dream guy does.”

“Mark?” Joe asked as the pieces began to drop into place. “What the hell?”

Mark stepped into the room to put his arm around my shoulders. “So what? You just banged her best friend. At least I actually like your sister.”

“No, no, no, no,” Joe said as he whipped the condom off his quickly shrinking cock. “You don’t get to fuck my sister.”

“It’s none of your business,” I said as I pulled my t-shirt out of Bethany’s hands. “Go get your own damn shirt.”

Joe tossed his dirty shirt for Bethany to wear and stepped off the bed. “No wonder you were so pissed off at Dan. And you were pretty eager to get Steph home alone last weekend. You piece of shit!”

“Don’t call me a piece of shit when you were just doing the same thing,” Mark growled at Joe.

“You can’t just bang my sister!” Joe screamed.

“It’s not like that. I really like her.” His quiet confession made Joe blink.

The four of us stood looking at each other. Mark kept his arm around my shoulders as he stared Joe down. Joe sat back on the bed and rubbed his face.

“Mom is gonna shit,” Joe sighed.

“Mom better never find out or Mark will go to jail,” I said.

Mark squeezed me tight and met Joe’s surprised expression. “And so will you.”

Bethany got Joe’s shirt on and sat next to him on the bed. “I’m sorry. This is all my fault. I never meant to hurt you, Stephanie.”

“This hurt me, too,” Mark said. “I really liked you, Bee.”

Hearing him call Bethany her special name made my lip quiver. I didn’t trust myself to say anything so I bit my lip.

“I need to understand what’s going on,” Joe started. I answered his unasked question.

“Bethany used to be my girlfriend. We hooked up with Mark a couple of weeks ago. He’s been our secret boyfriend. It was nice, but it’s over now.”

Bethany crumpled back on the bed and sobbed into the pillow while Joe looked between us all.

“So you’re bi or something?” Joe asked. He really wasn’t smart. I just ignored him.

“Mark, I don’t want Mom to catch you here,” I said and stood on my tip-toes to give him a peck on the lips. He ran his hand over my hair and smiled at me before kissing me again, deeper. Even my toes tingled. I still couldn’t believe he really liked me, but I wasn’t gonna complain.

Joe got up to put on some shorts. “Stop doing that in front of me.”

“Payback’s a bitch,” I growled at him and Bethany, then took Mark by the hand and led him downstairs. “Thanks for coming over here with me.”

He just gave me a sideways smile until we stopped at the front door. “I know it’s none of my business, but go easy on Bethany. Sex makes everything more intense. You know how easy it is to get carried away sometimes.”

I didn’t want to let go of the hurt just yet, but I nodded anyway. “I hear you.”

“It’s been a tough week for me. I missed you,” he said as he ran his thumb along my jaw. Chills shot down my arms as he slipped his fingers behind my neck. His kiss told me he missed me, but when he pressed his stiff cock against my stomach I got the message clearly.

“Can we find a way to get together sometime?” I asked. The whimper in my tone came from the liquid heat boiling through my belly.

“I’ve got to take Mason to soccer practice tomorrow, but no one will be home during the day. If you come over around ten, maybe we can swim or something.”

I grinned at him. “Or something.”

“Good. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I watched him walk away before I shut the door. His ass was flawless in those shorts and the muscles flexing in his back made me feel swoony.

I went into the living room and turned on the television. There was a silly school comedy on that Bethany and I usually watched together. She was still up in Joe’s room and could stay there all night for all I cared. I scooted down on the floor and pulled my nail bag over to start trimming my nails. The two of them came in and sat together on the couch.

“So you and Mark, huh?” Joe said with a confused shake of his head.

“So you and what’s-her-name?” I replied, giving Bethany a searing look as I named her. It had been our joke name for all his girlfriends. Bethany flinched like I hurt her. “Enjoy it while it lasts.”

“I plan to,” Bethany snapped back.

My brother rubbed his forehead like he was getting a headache.

“Just imagine when Joe isn’t grounded anymore and you get to hear his bed squeaking with someone else in there.”

Her lip quivered and I suddenly hated myself for tormenting her. Joe studied us both as he let out a heavy sigh.

“You two need to kiss and make up,” Joe said with a firm tone. “You’ve been best friends forever. I may not like the idea of you and Mark hooking up, but he’s always gonna be my best friend.”

“You just want to see us kiss,” I muttered and looked back at the television.

“Maybe,” Joe chuckled. “But seriously, ease off. Just because I hook up with different people doesn’t mean I’m a dick. I like having sex and they know the score going in.”

“Does Bethany?” I asked. At least he had the decency to blush.

“I know the score,” she whispered and looked down at her fingers. “It’ll only last while he’s grounded.”

“See?” Joe said. He acted like she honestly meant it, but I knew Bethany better than that. “It’s not like Mark’s gonna take you out to dates or parties either.”

“What do you mean?” I smirked. “So far he’s taken me to the trampoline place and the beach. Tomorrow we’re going out while Mason is at practice and he has the van.”

Bethany squeezed her eyes shut at Joe’s muttered, “Son of a bitch.”

“Mark was willing to be creative so he could be with us.” Bethany looked back at me with longing and pain in her eyes. “The worst part is I think he liked Bethany as much as he likes me. And because of what happened today we’ll never be together again.”

“Wait, so it was like a threesome thing?” God, Joe was an idiot.

“Yes,” I said with a droll tone. “The three of us had hot monkey sex together.”

“Damn,” he whispered to himself.

I heard the rumble of the garage door going up and Bethany scooted away from Joe. I went back to trimming and filing my nails. Mom came in and dropped her coffee thermos by the sink.

“Hey Mom,” I said like nothing was wrong.

“Everything okay this afternoon?” she asked me with a glance at Joe.

I forced myself to say, “Just peachy.”

“Joe, you fix dinner while I shower and change.”

That was one nice thing about him being grounded. Joe got tagged for most of the chores. The downside was there was only so much mac and cheese a person could eat. It smelled like he was pan frying some chicken. The idea that he might be cooking to impress Bethany made me snort.

“What?” Bethany asked me.

I’d finished trimming and cutting back my cuticles and was painting on a dark purple gloss. Bethany was working on her own toes since I hadn’t volunteered to give her a pedicure like I usually did.

I looked up at her and met her eyes. She was suffering and I was weakening. Hell, I was suffering, too. I gave her a weak smile before answering.

“I think Joe is stepping up his game. He doesn’t cook. He usually goes for some kind of frozen dinner entrée or pizza.”

“It smells good,” Bethany said as she looked away from my gaze.

Baby steps. “Yeah.”

Dad got home and set the table while Joe finished the salad. His idea of salad was a few leaves of lettuce with a ton of cheese, olives, cold cuts, and peppers. By the time my nails were painted, Mom joined us all sitting at the kitchen table.

“Joe, this actually looks like a real meal for a change,” Mom teased.

Joe shot Bethany a look, then ignored her for the rest of the meal. It was easier to let the tension go with everyone around. Bethany and I didn’t talk to each other much, but we both kept up the conversation so Mom wouldn’t think something was wrong.

After dinner, Bethany and I quickly did the dishes. Dad and Joe insisted on watching a new thriller that had just come out. I sat on the floor in front of the coffee table and did my homework while Bethany reclined on the couch behind me. When I finished, I leaned back and watched the end of the movie.

Bethany touched my hair and rested her hand on my shoulder. I ignored her at first, but the warmth of her touch swayed me. I leaned my cheek down on her fingers and she squeezed me back. Joe was watching us out of the corner of his eye and cracked a small grin.

When the movie was over, Bethany and I headed up the stairs. I let her go to the bathroom alone while I turned back the bed. She came back in only wearing Joe’s shirt and tossed her shorts on her overnight bag.

I went to the bathroom to pee and brush my teeth. Staring at myself in the mirror, I decided to let it go. Bethany had made her choice. I didn’t have to like it, but it was her choice to make. Despite how strongly I felt about Mark, I had chosen her. I loved her too much to punish her for choosing Joe.

She was in bed when I climbed in wearing my clothes. It was just too weird to think about being with her now that she’d been with my brother. I think she understood because she only snuggled against my back and didn’t try to touch me.

Later, when the house was dark and quiet, I felt her slip out of bed. I only cried a little.




Chapter 16

I told Mom that Bethany and I were heading over to hang out with some friends. We shut the front door behind us and Bethany let out a long sigh.

“I’ll see you around,” she said and slung her overnight bag over her shoulder. I noticed she was still wearing Joe’s shirt when she turned for home.

“Bye,” I said before heading down to Mark’s house. I put all the drama out of my mind so I could enjoy spending Saturday with Mark.

He answered the door with a happy grin. “Come on in.”

After shutting the door behind me, he wrapped me up in his arms. His hug lifted me off the ground, but his kiss put me in orbit. His lips were firm, but yielded to my tongue. His own tongue met mine, then swept along my lips as we turned our faces to kiss again.

I felt his cock pushing into my stomach, so I wrapped my legs around his waist to rub right against his thickening bulge. Sparks flew when he gasped in my mouth. I squeezed even harder and he put my back against the door to press into me.

“This isn’t what I’d planned,” Mark chuckled as he devoured my ear.

“We can stop if you want to,” I giggled at the ceiling.

His answer was to lick down my neck and then up my jaw line to kiss me again. I was so hot for him I mewed like a kitten. That got him moving. He carried me into the living room and dropped to the couch with me still clinging to his neck.

I pushed his shirt up so I could feel his skin. He did the same to me and revealed my lacy bra. He thumbed my puffies while I tasted his chest. Then I slid down to kneel between his legs. I gripped the waistband of his shorts with a determined expression and he lifted up so I could pull them off.

As soon as his cock sprung free, I gripped the shaft to pull it to my mouth. I assumed he’d been thinking about me coming over because his underwear was a mess. He was all slick heat when I wrapped my lips around his head.

“Fuck,” Mark murmured as he lay back and shut his eyes.

Using my mouth and hands, I brought up bittersweet drops to smear around his mushroom top. It only took a few minutes until he was lifting his hips to suggest a pace for me to follow. I bobbed my head a few times, then licked down to tickle his soft sack below. When I took him in my mouth again, he ran his fingers into my hair to keep me there. Soon he was fucking my mouth and holding his breath.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted and released my hair.

I stuck my tongue out to run down his shaft while I took him all the way in my mouth. He whimpered like I was hurting him, but the third time I did it he proved it wasn’t pain. Our eyes met. His were pleading. Mine were watering. A hot blast wet my mouth so I swallowed him down and kept stroking until he pushed me away.

“Holy crap,” Mark said as he tugged me into his lap.

“Yummy,” I whispered as I snuggled into his neck. I’d been craving him all week.

His warm hand moved from my stomach to fondle my puffies. He had the snap open on my bra in seconds and dropped me back against his arm so he could take my nipples into his mouth. I ran my hands over his hair to encourage him. The feel of his rough skin and hot tongue on my chest made me shiver.

He took his time using his mouth. Then his hand moved down to rub the outside of my shorts. Chills shot down my arms and legs. It only took a moment for Mark to tickle his hand under the waistband. I shivered when his fingers reached my core.

“Something’s missing,” Mark whispered.

“I shaved off my peach fuzz.”

“This I’ve got to see,” Mark chuckled and let me slide off his lap onto the couch. He had my shorts off so fast I squealed. “Oh, Steph. Oh, Baby.”

His eyes were locked on my vee while he ran his fingertips around my heat. I arched my back to push into his touch and hummed a deep satisfaction. I was leaking so much that drops ran into my crack. Mark slipped his fingers there and then brought them to his mouth.

“That is so hot,” I murmured and arched one leg over the back of the couch.

“Your skin is so smooth. I can’t get over how absolutely edible you are.”

Mark dove in and I had to shut my eyes. His warm tongue split me open and then wiggled inside. I used the couch as leverage to lift my hips higher. He put one hand under my ass and used the other to open me while his tongue continued to work its magic around my clitty.

I had to grip the couch because I was afraid I’d pull his hair out if I grabbed his head. The world collapsed into a wash of sensations. I twisted and cried out as he worked me into a fast frenzy. I could feel my inner muscles sucking his finger in deeper as the first orgasm crashed over me.

He found that spot I loved deep inside and kissed around my thighs while I rocked against his hand. He held me up to lick the little bud between my lips. My eyes shot open and I leaned up on my elbows to watch him lick me from bottom to top and back again.

His eyes met mine. I was riding the cusp of another huge wave when all he did was release a breath of warm air over my mons. That was all it took to release me. I collapsed back with a howl as he fed on me while the strong pulses took me away.

Mark lowered my hips and kissed upward until he was laying between my thighs with his cheek on my stomach. He looked as flushed as I felt. I brushed the hair off his forehead and blew cool air on his face.

“Wow,” he growled. “That was intense.”

“Sorry for the mess.” I could feel the leather was slippery under my hips, but I wasn’t really sorry.

He chuckled. “I really just wanted to take you to lunch, but I think we can skip dessert after that. Are you hungry?”

“Starved.”

After we dressed, Mark drove us out to a little pizza joint near the house. Most people in the neighborhood ordered delivery from there, so we probably wouldn’t run into anyone eating in. I was sensitive to the fact that Mark couldn’t exactly date me, but this was close enough to a real date to make my head spin.

We ordered a pepperoni and sausage pizza. After it came, the waiter left us alone. I tried not to make a pig of myself, but I had worked up an appetite.

By an unspoken agreement, neither of us brought up Bethany or Joe. Mark kept me laughing with stories about his friends at our private school. I knew most of them by name, but he made me feel like I really knew them. It wasn’t until we’d finished eating that he sat back and looked at me with a crooked smile.

“What?” I asked as I stirred the ice in my empty glass with my straw.

“I’ve had the best time today.”

“Why do you sound so surprised?” His tone made me feel self-conscious for some reason.

“I’ve watched you grow up the last few years, but I guess I didn’t really see you. That first kiss made me pay attention. You’re not who I expected you to be.”

“I know what you mean,” I said and sat down my glass. “You’re not exactly the same Mark I had a crush on for years. You’re… I don’t know… deeper than I thought. I like the real Mark much better.”

“Exactly. You’re so fun and beautiful. Joe’s kid sister couldn’t hold a candle to you.”

I felt the heat rise in my face and turned away. My heart pounded in my chest as I realized he meant it. “Is it hot in here?” I chuckled.

He nodded. “I’ve got to pick up Mason at some point. Ready to go?”

“Yeah.”

He took my hand on the way out. When he started driving back to his house he got serious.

“So how did things go last night?”

I took a deep breath and tried to figure out how to word what I’d decided. “I’m still hurt, but Bethany’s got to make her own choices. I was surprised when Joe pushed us to resolve things, too. He imagines she’s gonna be like all his other girls and just move on like he does. I know she’s gonna be crushed when he dumps her and I can’t stand leaving her to deal with that alone.”

“So you made up?” he asked. I noticed he had a worried look on his face.

“Not like that. I’m not sure I’ll ever want to be with her again now that she’s been with Joe. It’s just too weird for me.”

“I can see that. When I suggested you hook up with Mason, it seemed like a good idea until I actually saw you with him in the pool that day. I couldn’t handle it either.”

We both drifted silently for a moment.

“Were you serious about taking me to the clinic?” I hoped he was, but I didn’t want to just assume.

I’d done my research on the Internet using a private browser. If I got on the pill, Mom would eventually find my hiding places and freak out when she found them. An IUD looked like a good alternative, but the horror stories of how bad it hurt going in had me worried. On the plus side, it might help with the heavy periods I’d been having. I really just wanted to talk to someone about the options.

“Of course I will,” Mark said, but shifted uncomfortably. “Make an appointment and I’ll figure out how to get us there.”

“You’re worried how it would look taking me in there?” I teased. It would be a little weird going to the clinic given our age difference. The staff might assume he was a pushy creep or something. I’d thought about that, too. “Just tell them you’re my brother and you want to make sure I’m staying safe.”

He huffed a laugh and nodded his head. “That’s not a bad idea.”

His phone rang just then and Mark put his finger over his lips before hitting a button on the steering wheel. “Hello?”

“Dude, where are you?” Mason whined through the car stereo.

“On my way. Did you get out early or something?”

“Yeah. Coach had to go to some party with his wife. Can we order a pizza?”

I grinned at Mark and he smiled back. “Naw, man, I ate pizza for lunch. How about I pick us up some fried chicken?”

“Cool. Just hurry up. I’m starved.”

Mark dropped the call. “Sorry, duty calls.”

“It’s fine. At least we had dessert first.” I took his hand and squeezed it hard. We didn’t kiss goodbye sitting out in front of my house, but I could see he wanted to and that was good enough. “Next week?”

“It’s a date.”

I hopped out of the car and ran up to our front door. We waved and he pulled away as I opened the door. Joe was sacked out on the couch watching some stupid prank show.

“Have fun?” he asked me with a wry look.

“Do you really want to know?” I asked as I plopped down on the other end of the couch.

“Naw, I can smell it from here. Jeez, Steph.” He shut his eyes and rubbed his forehead. “Mom’s not an idiot. If you’re not careful she’s gonna bust you. And for God’s sake, make sure you use protection.”

He was right. He’d gotten away with it for so long because he really was careful.

I grabbed the remote to switch the station and we got into a wrestling match over it. He won, of course, and flipped it back to the prank show.

“Dick,” I snorted.

“Ass.”

It was our standard sibling routine. I sighed and shot him my annoyed sister look. He rolled his eyes. He had to know I was gonna grill him about why he seemed so cool with me and Mark hooking up.

“So about me and Mark—”

“Okay,” he said to head me off. “Here’s the thing. Sophie’s been Mark’s kryptonite for a couple of years now. This is literally the first time he’s ever been able to resist her. If you dating Mark breaks them up for good, I don’t care what you two do. He’s a good guy, way too good for her. But when he breaks your heart, and he will, I’m gonna be the first one to tell you I told you so.”

I laughed at him and shook my head. I’d take my chances. “Thanks, Dick.”

“You’re welcome, Ass.”




Chapter 17

Maybe calling a trip to a free clinic a date was a stretch, but having Mark with me when we walked in made all the difference in the world. The clinic was in a strip mall near the university. It was located between a convenience store and a nail salon. The walls were a little dingy and the only artwork were posters about sexually transmitted diseases and pregnancy prevention. How romantic.

I had been to see my gynecologist twice before. The first time was just a visit to talk about puberty and let the doctor make sure I had all my parts. The second time was after I had started having really painful periods. They did a pelvic exam to check to see if something obvious was causing them. They didn’t find anything obviously wrong. It was weird and embarrassing, but Mom held my hand the whole time so I survived.

The woman behind the counter looked up as we approached. “Yes?”

“I’m Stephanie Larson. I have an appointment.”

The paperwork wasn’t too bad and I filled out everything I knew, but I fudged my date of birth a bit at the last minute. It asked if I had insurance or could afford to pay a portion of the costs. I put down that I had fifty dollars saved up, but didn’t want to use my insurance. I turned the paperwork back in and sat with Mark in the waiting area.

“You nervous?” he asked, looking as weirded out as I felt. “’Cause if you wanna chicken out, I’m right behind you.”

“I’m okay,” I chuckled and patted his knee. “Thanks for coming with me.”

Mark pulled me close and kissed my hair. I really was nervous, but I also felt good. At one point in the embarrassing sex talk with Mom, she said that if I wasn’t old enough to be responsible I wasn’t old enough for sex. It was good advice even if I didn’t want to talk to her about my decision yet. I wanted to have sex with Mark and knew I needed to protect myself.

When they called me back, Mark came with me because I refused to let go of his hand. They took us into an exam room and left us sitting on plastic chairs for a few minutes. A middle-aged woman came in wearing a white coat and carrying a tablet with a stylus.

“I’m Doctor Julie,” she said with a smile at us both. “I understand you wanted to talk about birth control.”

When I nodded, she started with a number of questions about my sexual history and general health. Mark blushed the whole time, but never let go of my hand. When she asked about our relationship, I explained he was just coming with me for moral support without elaborating. We discussed all the options and she agreed that in my circumstances an IUD with a low dose of hormones would work best. Then the doctor asked Mark to go back to the waiting room while I changed into a paper gown.

“Stephanie, I’m a little worried about your age. The only requirement for the IUD you want is being fully developed physically. Before I’m willing to insert it, I need to do a pelvic exam to check you out. Are you comfortable with me doing that today?”

“Yes, ma’am.” I hid my fear that she might not believe I was as old as I’d said on the forms.

I undressed but left on my socks. The room wasn’t too cold, but I felt like shivering anyway. The paper gown went down to my knees.

“I also want to make sure no one is pressuring you to do this.” Her smile was gone as she studied my face.

“No, this is something I want for me. I still plan to use condoms, but I don’t want to have to worry about an accidental pregnancy. Can Mark come back and hold my hand?” My voice shook a little when I asked.

“Of course,” she said as her soft smile returned. “It’s very nice of him to support you in this.”

“He’s great,” I said and hopped up on the table to swing my feet.

She left and came back with Mark. He stood by my side and took my hand with a nervous smile. I’m not sure who was comforting whom.

“You okay?” he whispered as the doctor got her tools ready.

I nodded and put my feet in the stirrups. The doctor talked me through it all, explaining each step and asking if I was okay. Mark couldn’t see anything because she had draped a towel over my legs, but I squeezed his hand so hard his fingers turned white.

“Okay, you’re fine for the IUD we discussed. It’s smaller than most and has a hormone that should help with your painful cramps. Some women scream when we do the insertion and others say it’s only a pinch. In either case it’ll only hurt for about a minute and then you’ll hardly notice it. Ready?”

I nodded and lay back on the examination table. Mark took my hands in both of his and gave me a smile of encouragement. She had me spread open wide and slipped a long flexible tube inside me. The IUD insertion wasn’t comfortable, but it wasn’t any worse than my worst cramp days. When she removed the tube and speculum I let out the breath I was holding.

“That’s it! I want to see you next month for a follow-up to check that the device is still in place. If you have any abnormal bleeding, inflammation, or bad headaches, contact me immediately.”

I put my legs down and Mark helped me sit up. Despite the fact Doctor Julie had been up my vee I was suddenly embarrassed. “So, uh, how long before…”

Doctor Julie chuckled. “Wait twenty-four hours before having sex. The hormone will be effective in seven days, so use condoms until at least next week.”

“Thanks,” I said and giggled when Mark blushed a deep red.

I got dressed, scheduled my follow up, and was out the door with Mark still holding my hand. He was quiet until we got into his van.

“Did it hurt?”

“I’m glad you reminded me to take the ibuprofen after school. It felt like a bad cramp when she put it in, but I can’t feel it at all now.”

Mark nodded and drove us back towards home. I’d told Mom I was studying with Bethany at her house. Mark had to pick up Mason from soccer practice at school. We stopped a few houses down from my house and I gathered my books.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Mark said as he leaned over to kiss me.

He had never done anything like that in public before, but I wasn’t gonna stop him. The kiss was tender and far too brief for me, but I had a huge grin when I hopped out of his van to walk the last few houses home.

Having a secret spiced up the rest of the week for me. I would be talking to a friend or teacher and suddenly remember I had an IUD inside me. It made me conscious of sex and attraction in ways I hadn’t considered before. I realized that preparing myself to have sex had changed the way I looked at everything.

I had always looked at cute guys. Now I studied them as potential partners, but none of them measured up to Mark. Being with Bethany had opened my eyes to the possibility of being with other girls. One thing that surprised me was that I found myself attracted to other slim, boyish girls.

One in particular caught my eye during lunch. Her name was Sam and she wore her brown hair really short with the bangs colored a dark blue. Her body reminded me of Bethany’s, with slim hips and small breasts. She caught me peeking at her and gave me a smile that made me think she liked the attention. I was tempted to talk to her, but was too embarrassed.

Bethany came over after school most days to have sex with Joe. I had learned to tune out the squeaky bed and goofy noises. By Friday, I wasn’t physically sore anymore from the IUD insertion. My heart had calloused to what Bethany had done while it opened even more to Mark. I was eager to explore new things with him.

We had our usual Friday night sleepover. Mom and Dad went out for a date and left me in charge of my brother, the prisoner. He and Bethany were snuggled on the couch while we watched a war movie when the doorbell rang. I jumped up and ran to the door.

“Hey,” Mark said, giving me a sizzling look. He had on a tight pair of shorts and a jersey from our school soccer team.

I was only wearing a long t-shirt and panties, so my puffies let him know how happy I was to see him. “Hey, wanna come in?”

“Sure,” he said and followed me back to the living room. “Thanks for the heads up,” he said as he lifted his chin to Joe.

“You told him Mom and Dad were out?” I asked Joe. My brother was arranging a hook up for me? I was stunned.

“It only seemed fair,” Joe said with Bethany snuggled into his side.

“We’ll be back.” I took Mark’s hand and dragged him up the stairs.

He was chuckling when I pulled him into my room and slammed the door shut, but when I rubbed my palm over his bulge he sucked in a breath.

“I thought we had to wait until next weekend,” he said with a strained tone.

“We do,” I said as I pushed his shorts and underwear down at once. Then I pushed up his shirt and licked up as far as I could reach on my tip toes. I got my lips around one furry nipple and sucked until his head banged back against the door. “Sorry,” I giggled.

He growled and picked me up to throw me on the bed. I whipped off my t-shirt while he tore my panties off me. The fabric ripped on one side, but I didn’t care. He dragged me back to the pillows with one hand pushing my thighs open for his fingers. I gasped as he slid two inside me, crushing my clitty with his palm at the same time.

I wrapped my arms around his head to pull his lips to mine. He was already panting, his breath warm against my face. We kissed like we were starving. He pushed his fingers in and out with a wet squishing sound and rocked his palm against me at the same time.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

His lips left mine wanting, but he soon had my puffies wet and red. He was fucking me with his fingers now and my hips pushed back to meet his thrusts. I clung to him, calling out while he drove me towards my peak. I had to kiss something, so I kissed his shoulders and tasted salt on his skin.

The world tilted as I came. I hung on and bit down without thinking. He cried out in pain and lust, biting me back on my puffy breasts and gnawing on my nipples as I flew out of my body.

Before I came back down he’d spun my body around and left my head hanging off the edge of the bed. His wet tip was in my mouth and I sucked him in as far as I could take him. He rocked his hips, forcing me to breathe around his hard shaft in my throat.

I should have been scared, but instead it lit me up. I pulled at him, forcing him to fuck my mouth. The slick taste of him mixed in my watering mouth to ease his way.

I allowed him to take me like this. His face was twisted in lust and pleasure as he pumped into my mouth. I could tell he was close, only needing my permission to let go. I pulled his hips and held him in my mouth, sucking and licking and swallowing until I felt the telltale pulses through his shaft.

“Oh, Steph,” he murmured and caressed my face as he fed me. I ate him up, swallowing every drop of him until he pulled away with a shiver.

He collapsed on the bed next to me panting and laughing.

“What?” I turned to rest my head on his chest.

“You,” he said, still laughing.

“What about me?” I said as I ran my fingertip around his nipple.

He didn’t say anything, just caught his breath with his eyes shut. When I moved to the other nipple, he squirmed a little and opened his eyes. There was such an intensity in his expression as he looked at me. I felt the same kind of overwhelming joy but couldn’t make myself say anything either. And that was okay.




Chapter 18

By Wednesday, I knew something was up. Our private prep school thrives on scandal. The beach bust had fed the gossip mills for the last couple of weeks, but since Mark had taken Bethany and I home the three of us had been largely ignored.

Joe’s involvement and parental house arrest was discussed as much as Camden’s sudden departure to an all-girls boarding school. There was actually a betting pool on who the next what’s-her-name would be when his grounding was up in two weeks.

When Bethany’s name showed up on a copy of the pool I found in the girls’ locker room, I figured it was someone’s idea of a joke. Then I noticed that groups of girls whispering together would stop when I walked by. I finally figured out what happened when I was on my way into the lunch room. My brother grabbed my arm and pulled me into a side hallway.

“What the fuck, Steph? Who did you tell?” he hissed.

At first, I was confused, then it was like a light went on and I saw what had happened. The word must be out that Joe was hooking up with Bethany.

“That stupid bitch,” I muttered and closed my eyes.

Bethany couldn’t keep a secret to save her life. I had worried that she would blab about us being with Mark. When she started screwing Joe, she and I had drifted apart. We still hung out at school, but she had abandoned me for Joe the moment we got home.

“It wasn’t me. I bet you anything Bethany bragged to the wrong person about you punching her v-card and the word spread.”

“She said she wasn’t a virgin,” Joe whispered as a look of horror spread across his face.

“Technically, I popped her cherry.” I raised my hand and wiggled my fingers. Joe blinked at me and finally blushed when he understood. I decided not to mention her impaling herself on Mark to avoid complicating things. “You just fucked her first.”

“Shit.” Joe rolled his eyes up and fell back against a wall. “I could end up in jail!”

“Yup,” I said. “Sucks to be you.”

His gaze snapped back to me. “You gotta do something.”

“No, you gotta do something. If I were you, I’d end it and deny it ever happened. The only thing I’m willing to do at this point is to stop inviting her over.”

“But she’s your best friend,” Joe said with a puzzled frown.

“Things changed.” I took a deep breath. “I’ve changed.”

Joe’s eyebrows raised. “Shit. I’m sorry, Steph. I didn’t figure hooking up with her would be such a big deal. She said you wouldn’t care.”

“I know. I heard her.” The hollow feeling from that afternoon returned and left me feeling sick to my stomach.

“I can’t talk to her with everyone watching us. Can you tell her?”

When I nodded, the fucking coward hugged me. “I owe you,” he said.

“And I’ll collect someday,” I said as he let me go. He nodded and walked away.

Bethany was sitting in our usual spot when I got to the lunch room. I guess she saw something on my face because she flushed and wouldn’t meet my eyes when I sat down. I leaned closer so others wouldn’t overhear.

“So how did the news get out?” I asked as I opened my sack lunch.

“I swear, I never said who it was. A bunch of us were just talking about sex in study hall.” Bethany loved the attention of telling stories and always thought she was being subtle. She was about as subtle as a brick to the head.

“And yet Joe cornered me on the way here in a complete panic,” I said.

“What do I do?” she whispered.

“Joe doesn’t want to see you anymore. You can’t come home with me after school because someone will notice and talk. And we should probably not have any sleepovers until this blows over.” I was ashamed at the lack of empathy I felt. Her face crumpled and tears instantly flooded her eyes.

“You and Mark get to keep playing around?” she whined. “That’s so not fair.”

I just took a bite of my sandwich and watched the tears leak from her eyes. She made the decision to screw Joe, knowing how he was and knowing how it would end. Part of me hated seeing her hurt, but another part watched her suffer with a detached feeling of satisfaction. I instantly regretted that when she wadded up her trash and stormed off. I couldn’t swallow around the painful lump in my throat until it went away.

After lunch I tossed my trash and headed back to my locker. The hallway where my locker was located was also the hallway that led to the boarders’ dorm. Our school had a few dozen kids who lived on campus because their parents traveled or simply preferred boarding their kids. I had just finished gathering my books for the afternoon when I heard a familiar voice down near the dorms.

“How do you know you won’t like it?” Dan asked with a threat in his tone.

“The same way you know you don’t want to suck a dick! Now leave me alone!”

I didn’t recognize the girl’s voice, but I knew she needed help if that asshole Dan was involved. When I got closer, I saw he was keeping her trapped in the alcove that led to the women’s restroom.

“Hey, leave her alone!” I yelled as I got closer.

“Fuck off, Steph. You had your chance,” Dan said with a glance in my direction.

I backed up a step and kicked him between his legs like I was shooting a penalty kick from eleven meters out. Dan fell to his knees with his hands gripping his groin. He didn’t even yell, but his face was twisted into a mask of pain.

“Come on,” I told his prisoner with the blue streak in her dark hair. “Let’s go to the office so they can hear the truth first.”

“You didn’t have to do that,” she said with a burr in her tone. “I could have handled him.”

“I owed him for getting my brother arrested,” I replied as we walked towards the office. “I’m Steph, by the way.”

“Sam,” she said, but I knew her name already.

She was the captain for the softball team and had the kind of slim, boyish build that I’d found myself attracted to. I glanced up at her just as she tucked her long blue bangs back. Her dark hair was really straight and the practiced tuck seemed like the kind of thing she did all the time. It made my stomach warm for some reason and brought a smirk to my lips.

When we arrived at the office, I walked right up to the secretary. “I assaulted a student who was threatening Sam. The nurse should probably go see if I ruptured something important. He’s writhing on the floor by the women’s restroom near the dorms.”

The secretary just stared at me for a moment like I was insane, then picked up the phone to alert the school nurse. Sam and I sat down to wait for my punishment.

“There’s a zero tolerance policy on fighting. You’re going to get suspended,” she whispered to me.

“Won’t be the first time,” I sighed. I hadn’t gotten in trouble often, but I had a stubborn streak that had gotten me in trouble before. Suspensions at our school meant staying home and doing extra work, but didn’t hurt our grades. With all the drama around Joe and Bethany, I’d welcome the quiet time at home even with Mom getting pissed at me fighting.

After about fifteen minutes, the principal came out of her office and stared at us with an unhappy frown on her face. “Come on in and tell me what happened.”

Sam and I followed her into her office. Before Principal Stewart could ask a question or I could say anything, Sam stepped in front of me with her arms crossed.

“It’s no secret I’m a lesbian. Dan Smith saw me leaving the women’s restroom and blocked my escape so he could offer to cure me. While he was sexually harassing me, Steph came up and told him to leave me alone. When he refused, she kicked him in the balls. Then we walked here.”

Principal Stewart had to suck in her cheeks to keep from laughing. She glanced at me. “Is there anything you wish to add?”

“Nope,” I said with a bit of a flutter in my stomach. I didn’t know if it was from standing so close to Sam or worry about the school calling Mom.

“Sam, you are free to return to class. Get a pass from Nancy at the front desk.” Sam gave me an unreadable look as she passed me on the way out. “Now, I have to suspend you for two days, but you can finish your day and start tomorrow. Dan is being taken to the hospital by his mother and will be starting his suspension tomorrow as well.”

“Thank you,” I said and turned to go.

“It was kind of you to stand up for Sam. She catches a lot of heat around here for being so outspoken about her orientation.”

I paused at the door. “To be honest, I’d take any opportunity to kick Dan Smith in the balls, but I appreciate what you said as well.”

That got a chuckle and Principal Stewart whispered, “Believe me, I understand.”

When I got home after school, I had all my books and a ton of extra work to do over the next two days. Joe had locked himself into his room and was playing loud rock music. It was all on him if Mom called and he missed the call. I figured since I was going to be in trouble anyway, I’d make sure it was worth it.

Mark answered his door and grinned when he saw me. “I heard about all the crap that happened today.”

I shrugged. “What can I say? Dan’s an asshole and Bethany’s an idiot.”

“Come on in,” Mark said as he stepped back. “Mason has an away game and I’m off the hook since Mom took him.”

When he shut the door behind us, I stepped into his arms to kiss him. “So we’re all alone?”

“Yeah,” he grinned. “What did you have in mind?”

“Today is day seven,” I said, referring to my IUD waiting period.

His eyes widened. “Are you sure about this?” he whispered to me.

“I wanna see what all the fuss is about.”

I laughed when he tossed me over his shoulder like I weighed nothing and ran me up the stairs to his room.

He tossed me on his bed and immediately began taking off his clothes. I had only shed my school uniform when he helped me pull off my socks and panties. I flung my bra on the floor behind me. He dragged me into the center of his bed and quickly kissed his way up between my thighs.

I shut my eyes to enjoy his attention. He knew my body as well as I did at this point and I trusted him entirely to make my first time wonderful. He wasted no time teasing before burying his tongue in me. I cried out as I drew my knees up to open myself to him fully. One finger rubbed me open to spread my inner lips then he began working it inside.

That feeling of being filled while he sucked on my clitty drew another cry from my lips. He was relentless as he drove me towards a first quick orgasm. I felt the building pressure release when he pressed on that spot deep inside that I loved so much.

His mouth moved to the creases of my thighs and my belly button while his wonderful finger seemed to make the throbbing pulses of my vee go on forever. My fingers gripped his hair as the intensity passed.

He only gave me a moment before he began to work a second finger inside me. My eyes were screwed shut as he filled me, stretching me out to take his even larger cock. I pushed against his hand, wanting that feeling of fullness to overwhelm me. When he withdrew his finger I whimpered and opened my eyes.

“Just a second,” he said as he climbed up to open the drawer of his night stand.

He drew out a rounded white bottle and opened the cap to squirt a little clear liquid into the palm of his hand.

I was still panting from him touching me when he smoothed the liquid along his cock and stroked it a few times. “You bought us lube?”

“Yeah,” he said with a cute blush. “I knew you wanted to and I didn’t want it to hurt.”

I was still up on my elbows watching when he scooted closer. He still looked too big when he rubbed his head between my lips. I smiled to encourage him despite my fear. He leaned over me, kissing me tenderly while he kept rubbing along my slit. I tried to relax my muscles, imagining how wonderful it felt when I was full of his fingers.

The head was soft, but blunt. When he got lined up I could tell it would really stretch me. He was holding himself up with one arm while the other hand guided him. I was torn between wanting to kiss him and watching it happen, but curiosity won out.

My outer lips spread wide at his initial intrusion. I could feel him pushing so I pushed back to help get him inside. Despite the incident with the hairbrush handle, this was by far the largest thing I’d ever tried to fit inside me. We kept up the pressure and moved slowly and finally I felt some progress.

It stung like a sonuvabitch, but I kept a smile on my face anyway. I think it may have hurt Mark some, because he was wincing a little until we got past the entrance. The stinging eased off a little and I was able to focus on how it felt inside.

Mark was going back and forth a bit at a time and had made it halfway in when I felt my first shiver of pleasure. He had my knees back and was pushing against that wonderful spot deep inside. Like the other times he’d played with it, I felt like I needed to pee but ignored it.

He moved his hand away and pushed a little deeper and I broke out in goose bumps all up and down my body. When he lay on top of me at last, I lifted my knees to wrap my legs around his waist. The last few inches made it feel like he was pushing my insides around. It was like he reached the source of that warmth I always felt when I was horny.

“I’m all the way in,” Mark murmured against my neck. “Are you okay?”

I chuckled before answering and he shivered. “I’m so okay.”

“I could feel you laugh from the inside,” he said with a grin I could hear in his voice. “That was so cool.”

After kissing his cheek, I chuckled again. “You’ve never laughed during sex?”

He pulled back to look at me with a wry smile. “Steph, you’ve met Sophie and you’re number two for me. What do you think?”

I touched his cheek with my fingers. “I don’t know. We laugh all the time.”

“Exactly.” He kissed me tenderly and pressed himself in deep enough for me to gasp in his mouth. “You feel so wonderful.”

“So do you,” I said and pulled him with my feet to encourage him to move more.

Slowly, a little at a time, we worked out a nice rhythm between us. When he pushed all the way in it made my mouth open from the pleasure that flooded me. It was so different than fingers or mouths I wasn’t sure I could get off, but I had absolutely no complaints. Mark was attentive and careful and so loving with me, but it became obvious he was close.

“Cum in me,” I whispered between kisses. “I want to feel you let go inside me.”

Mark whined like he was going to cry, then kissed my shoulder as he pressed in deep. He stopped moving, but I could feel his tense muscles all around me. Then moments later I felt him pulsing and a warmth bloomed inside me. I gripped him tighter, holding him there while he filled me up.

It was everything I imagined and hoped. After he was spent, I traced lazy circles around his back while he recovered. His weight on top of me made me feel secure and safe. I was sure we would do it again for the fun of it, but he’d made this first time perfect.

Mark rolled off carefully and smiled at me, blowing cool air down my sweaty body. I could feel his deposit leaking out of me and should have been worried about the wet spot, but couldn’t muster the energy.

“That was amazing,” he confessed as he ran his palm over my stomach.

“Thank you,” I said, suddenly overcome with emotions I couldn’t even name. His frown made me smile through my tears. “I’m fine, just a little overwhelmed.”

“Can I see you Saturday?” he asked as he wiped my tears away. His own eyes looked a little glassy. “Maybe go out for pizza again?”

“I’d love that,” I said with a quick kiss before sitting up. “I may be grounded, though.”

“I’ll wait,” he laughed and bent over to gather our clothes off the floor.




Chapter 19

Mom grounded me all weekend. Apparently my penalty kick to Dan’s balls almost cost him the left one. When she told me, I busted out laughing and that got me the two extra days.

So Joe and I spent four days stalking around each other. I was sore as hell after my virgin conversion and he was so hard up I bet he went through a whole bottle of hand lotion before Sunday.

I was glad to get back to school on Monday until I found out that Lydia Jenkins had set her sights on the apparently available Mark. The worst part was that Lydia, unlike Sophie, was actually nice and very funny. I was in choir with her and she was the easygoing leader of the Alto section. In an unexpected moment of solidarity, I realized both Sophie and I spent lunch glaring at Lydia while she made Mark laugh until milk shot out of his nose.

I couldn’t actually complain. He was my secret boyfriend after all. We hadn’t so much as glanced at each other at school for weeks to keep it a secret. And despite my confidence that he truly cared about me, in my heart I knew that there was no way we could work out long term. But that didn’t mean I had to be happy about it.

I was grumbling along to my locker Wednesday after lunch. Bethany hadn’t spoken to me for a week, but I’d seen her hanging on Collen all week. Joe had noticed and was acting like a girl on her period. I hadn’t been able to get Mark alone for a second and his daily lunches with Lydia were legitimate torture. I spun the knob on my locker while I silently bemoaned my fate.

“Hey.”

I looked over my shoulder to see Sam giving me a nervous frown.

“Hey.” The last number of my combination lined up and I opened my locker. Morning books went in. Afternoon books came out.

“Look,” Sam started. “I… uh…”

I sighed and dropped my afternoon books in my bag before shutting the locker and turning around. “When’s your next game?”

Sam blinked in confusion. “Friday. Why?”

“I wanna come see you play. Maybe we can go get an ice cream or something after.”

Come on, like I couldn’t tell she wanted to ask me out. She’s a cute lesbian. I’m fucking lonely. It’s not like my secret boyfriend was gonna bitch about it to anyone but me. Besides, I was nearly positive I’d seen him and Lydia holding hands in the hallway earlier.

Sam sighed in relief and nodded. “That’d be cool. You wanna hang out after school Friday before the game?”

“You mean here?” I asked. I knew she boarded at school, but I didn’t know the rules about guests in rooms or whatever. I’d never been up in the dorms.

“Yeah.” Sam blushed and shrugged. “I mean, if you don’t want to, it’s cool.”

“I’ll meet you here after class on Friday.”

“It’s a date,” she said, then opened her eyes wide in a panic. “I don’t mean a date date. I mean, I’ll meet you here.”

She was older than me, an outspoken lesbian, and totally adorable when she got embarrassed. Before I could consider the consequences, I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Sam completely froze up. I worried I’d misread the situation, so I headed off to class before I could make a bigger ass out of myself.

I tried not to fixate on either Sam or Mark. Or sex. Especially not sex. Before I’d kissed Mark that fateful day, I thought I knew what sex was all about. The cock got hard and entered the vee, depositing sperm to fertilize a waiting egg. Simple, right?

Of course, I hadn’t considered there was an actual guy attached to the cock who may or may not be a jerk. And if you wanted to enjoy getting the sperm deposited without consequences, it required some unromantic planning and a guy that wasn’t a jerk. No one mentioned that finding a nice guy was the hardest part of the whole process.

Then there is the whole emotional thing that goes along with sex that no one talked about in health class. You really have to trust someone to let them put their cock inside you. I mean, I spent literal hours getting comfortable with Mark before I let him give me a hot beef injection.

I don’t regret it for a minute, but I can say the process was nothing like I had imagined it would be before we kissed. Again, not complaining, but having someone poking around inside you with their cock is fundamentally weird. When I added in my unexpected attraction to certain females, the mortifying experience that is an IUD insertion, and the hours after sex that Mark’s cum leaked in my underwear, I realized I had been woefully unprepared for the realities of sex.

I was especially unprepared for the part when we were cuddling afterwards and my brain melted into mush. I found myself wishing that Mark and I could live together forever and screw endlessly. But then reality struck and I realized that my wish was the exact opposite of having a secret boyfriend.

I was just as dumb as Bethany was with Joe. I’m sure Mark would be happy to continue being my secret boyfriend, but the whole thing was a trap. Because of our difference in ages, Mark would never be able to date me like he could someone like Lydia. We could sneak around for a while, but eventually someone would find out and then I’d be the one running out of the lunch room crying.

God, I’m an idiot.

I was still kicking myself when I got home that afternoon. Mark was tossing a basketball at the hoop above his garage when he saw me walking up.

“Hey,” he said and jogged up with a grin.

He was only wearing shorts and sneakers, just like that first day I kissed him. The sheen of sweat over his muscular chest made warmth bloom in my core. Even my bad mood couldn’t stop my answering grin at the delicious sight of him.

“Hey,” I said and clutched my book bag to my chest. “Is Mason home?” I asked and then kicked myself for being so pathetically needy.

“Yeah, he and Trevor are playing video games.” He glanced at my house and gave me a nod.

“Wanna come in?” I asked. The idea of Joe being hard up and me making animal noises with Mark satisfied a kind of karmic balance.

“Sure,” Mark grinned.

Joe was watching television when I led Mark to the stairs. He glanced over at us heading up the stairs and said, “Aw, hell naw.”

“Payback’s a bitch,” I sang and made sure Mark was right behind me.

I tossed my book bag at my desk and quickly got rid of the khaki slacks and school shirt that made up our uniform. Mark toed off his shoes and pushed down his shorts while his eyes never left my body. I released my puffies and turned to slowly lower my boyshort panties so he could watch my ass appear.

“You are so fucking hot,” Mark whispered as he came up behind me to cup my puffies and press his stiff cock between my cheeks. The kisses he trailed on my shoulders made my arms break out in goosebumps.

I crawled up onto my bed, looking back over my shoulder at him following me. With a slow sigh, I pulled a pillow over to grip while waving my bare ass at him.

“Like this?” he asked me with a breathless tone.

My answering hum turned into a gasp when his tongue licked up my bare slit. I’d kept shaving my vee because I liked the way it felt when he ate me. Arching my back, I spread my knees slightly and growled into the pillow while he licked me until I was slick.

Between his tongue and fingers, he made me cum in minutes. Then he climbed up behind me and notched himself into me. He filled me so slowly I thought I would die before he bottomed out. The first time we had sex had been a little uncomfortable and left me sore for a couple of days, but this time didn’t hurt at all.

“Okay?” he asked as he held himself still.

“This feels even better than the last time,” I murmured as I hugged the pillow tighter.

He backed out slowly, then filled me in again. That odd sensation of him pushing my insides around made me cream up like never before. After a few more strokes, I was beginning to understand what all the funny noises were about. I literally couldn’t stop the little squeaks, chirps, and moans he drove out of me. Then when he changed his angle a little, that feeling that I needed to pee came back along with a strong urge to whimper.

“You feel so good,” Mark whispered as he gripped my hips. “So fucking tight.”

His words lit me up like a string of Christmas lights and I pushed back against his thrusts. Soon our skin was slapping together and I was calling his name and feeling a continuous building orgasm that seemed to never peak.

He fucked me through the first big orgasm and I cried like I was dying. Then he reached down to diddle my clitty and I exploded again. I have no idea what I said at that point, but the sensation of being thoroughly fucked became my number one all time favorite thing in the world.

After what seemed like hours of pleasure, Mark pulled out and flipped me over like I weighed nothing. Then he was back inside in one smooth stroke to grind into me while kissing me with a passion he’d never shown before. I had my arms around his neck and had raised my knees high to push against him.

Then he suddenly buried his face in my shoulder and shuddered with a low groan. I was full of him again, and he was as hot as molten lead in my belly. I kissed his cheek, rubbed his back, ran my feet down his legs, anything I could reach to show him how much I appreciated his efforts.

He rolled away after a moment to blow cool air down my chest. The ache I felt between my legs had more to do with what was missing than what he’d just done. My brain was mush. My body limp. All I could do was grin at him like an idiot.

Of course, I was an idiot. I had figured that out earlier. Those thoughts came rushing back and I shut my eyes to get control of myself. Mark didn’t seem to notice because he kept blowing and running his palm across my chest and stomach.

“That was the best ever for me,” Mark whispered. Despite my shifting mood I could hear the sincerity in his tone.

“Me too,” I whispered back, my voice rough and raw from whatever I’d been screaming.

“I wanted to talk to you about something,” Mark said as he scooted up to put his head on a pillow. “And if you don’t like the idea then I won’t do it.”

I rolled over to face him and opened my eyes. “That sounds ominous.”

“Lydia Jenkins asked me to the turn-about dance.” My stomach twisted into knots at his statement.

Our school went year round, but had week-long breaks during certain times of the year. We usually had dances right before breaks like the Winter formal or the Spring Fling. Summer featured a turn-about dance where the girls asked the guys out and the theme was always something outdoorsy. I had honestly forgotten about it, but even if I wanted to ask Mark we couldn’t do it and keep our secret.

A cruel impulse hit me and I shot my mouth off before I could stop myself. “I was thinking about asking Sam.”

“Who the fuck is Sam?” Mark sat up as he frowned down at me.

“No one you know,” I said. “So go with Lydia. I don’t care.”

“I can’t believe you were gonna ask some other guy to the dance!”

I didn’t bother to correct his assumption. “Would you have gone with me if I’d asked you?”

Mark frowned. “That’s not the point.”

“Well, it’s obvious you want to go with Lydia since you brought it up.”

“I’d go as her friend!”

I raised an eyebrow. “And I’d stay home and miss the dance?”

“I figured you could take Mason. Then we could double and still spend time together.”

“If I ask Mason, he’d be pawing me all night. Do you intend to let him in on our secret?” I asked as I sat up to face Mark with an answering frown.

Mark shook his head “He can’t keep his mouth shut any better than Bethany.”

“So what do you intend to do when he cups my ass during a slow dance?”

“Fuck.” Mark rubbed his face with both hands.

“And meanwhile, everyone has figured out it’s really over between you and Sophie. You might think Lydia is looking for a friend, but trust me, she’s playing for keeps.”

“It’s not like that,” Mark pleaded.

“It’s exactly like that. If you go with her, I’m taking Sam and we’re done.”

Mark reacted like I’d slapped him. “You’re already seeing him, aren’t you?”

I rolled my eyes and groaned. “God, you’re pathetic when you’re jealous.”

Mark got up and began to dress with jerky motions and mutters of profanity.

I grabbed a long t-shirt and followed him down the stairs. “Just tell Lydia no and this will all go away.”

“What’s the point?” Mark growled at me with one hand on the doorknob. “You’ve already picked Sam.” His comment was punctuated by the slamming door.

“Who the fuck is Sam?” Joe asked from the living room.

I stood looking at the door with tears in my eyes. “No one you know.”




Chapter 20

Okay, I screwed up. My mouth got ahead of my brain, then my anger got ahead of my sense. Now Mark was going to the turn-about dance with Lydia Jenkins. Worse, he’s blind to Lydia’s agenda and was too mad to listen to my warning.

Joe bugged me all afternoon about what happened between Mark and me. I ignored him until he went away. To keep busy, I browned the ground beef for taco night, chopped the lettuce, tomatoes, and onions, and then arranged the shells to warm in the oven. Joe finally came out of his room when Mom came home to set the table. Dad came in right as we all sat down to eat.

“How was everyone’s day?” Mom asked us all.

“I aced my geometry test,” Joe said, then shot a nasty look in my direction. “And Steph is seeing someone named Sam.”

I felt my stomach twist at his words. I looked down at my plate when the heat rose in my face.

“Who’s Sam?” Dad asked in his usual rough tone.

I wasn’t ready to go there, so I took a deep breath. “It’s no big deal. We’re just friends.”

“I heard a rumor that you were gonna go to the turn-about dance together.” Joe had obviously talked to Mark when I shut him down. Which was against the rules of his grounding, I might add, but he had me over a barrel since he knew Mark and I had hooked up.

“I thought we were clear about how old you had to be to date,” Dad grumbled.

When I hung my head in defeat, Mom came to my rescue.

“It’s just a school dance, Robert,” Mom said. I looked up to see her smile of support. Of course, she didn’t know Sam was a girl. Yet.

“I’d like to meet this Sam before I agree,” Dad said. I could imagine him cleaning his guns at the kitchen table when they met. This was quickly spinning out of control. I decided to try to head off an inquisition by proposing something I was sure no one would agree to.

“Since the dance is next week, why don’t you come watch Sam play at the softball game on Friday,” I suggested, praying my idea worked. “I planned on hanging out after school until the game anyway.”

“Since when do you like softball?” Joe asked with a look of disgust. He only considered soccer or basketball legitimate sports.

“Obviously since Sam plays on the team,” Mom said with a chipper smirk at me.

“I’ll see if I can get off early from work then,” Dad said as he gave Mom a look that said the two of them would be discussing the topic again later.

Shit! Was I really ready to tell my parents I liked girls, too? The threat to take Sam to the turn-about dance had been an impulsive, jealous reaction to Lydia asking Mark. Now, thanks to my asshole brother, my parents wanted to meet my potential date.

I couldn’t imagine how my parents would react to the news of me wanting to date a girl. They weren’t super religious or anything, but whenever the topic came up on the news they weren’t exactly supportive. My cousin, Peter, came out as gay and Dad made the unfunny joke, Peter, Peter, peter eater.

Sam was only a little younger than Mark, so the age issue was going to come up. And dates were probably out of the question. Would they freak out about sleepovers now? I missed Bethany so much, but even if we got past everything I doubt Mom would allow us to sleep in the same bed again. And how would Sam feel about me having friends over if she was my girlfriend?

Maybe it wasn’t fair to Sam. So far I’d only asked her out to eat some ice cream so I could get to know her better. And then kissed her cheek. And noticed she was adorable. Shit. Who am I kidding?

If I introduced Sam to my parents and asked her to the turn-about dance, she would think I was serious about her. But there’s no way she was really interested in dating me, right? I mean, she’s a hot, older, outspoken lesbian and I’m… confused. Being with Bethany had been amazing, but I wasn’t sure sex with girls was something I wanted to be open about with my family and friends.

There’s no question that I still wanted Mark, but Dad would have kittens if he knew what we’d been doing. Mom would be pissed when she found out I’d gotten on birth control without talking to her first. Maybe I should just let the idea of dating Mark go for now. No. My chest hurt just imagining him kissing Lydia Jenkins.

With no clear answer to my dilemma, the next day at school I wandered from class to class in a fog of confusion. Bethany’s attempts to torment me went ignored. Mark made a point of glaring at me every time we passed in the hall, but I ignored him, too. Joe kept shaking his head at me, like it was my fault Mark wanted to go out with Lydia. By lunch, I was hanging on by my fingernails, but I refused to cry about the situation I’d put myself in.

I walked into the lunch room with my sack lunch. Bethany was hanging all over Collen and eyeing Joe to make sure he noticed. Mark laughed next to Lydia and her choir friends. I had just decided to head over to a table at the edge of the lunch room to eat by myself when I heard my name.

“Steph!” Sam called and waved with a huge smile on her face.

She was sitting at a table with a mix of guys and girls I recognized from the softball team. I swallowed down my tears and forced a smile as I walked over to join them. When Sam made room next to her and patted the bench, I instantly felt better

“Guys, this is Steph.” Sam said to the group as I sat.

Most of them grinned at us. Sam started giving me their names, but they slipped through my head as fast as she said them. I nodded at everyone and opened my sack lunch. A quick glance over my shoulder showed Mark giving me a furious glare.

“I wanted to warn you,” I whispered to Sam. “My parents are coming to the game to meet you on Friday.”

“Meet me?” Sam asked as she picked up a French fry with a worried frown. “Why?”

“Because,” I started and paused. It hit me that this was the exact moment when my life was going to fall apart. It seemed inevitable. I considered lying to her, but the truth squeaked out in a whisper. “I want to go to the turn-about dance with you and Dad won’t let me unless he meets you first.” I must have spoken too loudly because everyone around us stopped talking and stared at me with matching expressions of shock. “I mean, if you wanted to go with me.”

The color drained from Sam’s face and I was certain I screwed up somehow. She frowned for a moment and shook her head slowly. “Are you fucking with me?” she hissed in anger.

I was so shocked I couldn’t form words. My best friend left me to fuck my brother. My secret boyfriend was going to the dance with someone else. I had no one left in my life that I felt close enough to talk to, and now even Sam had turned on me.

The tears I’d been fighting all day rolled down my cheeks like twin rivers. I jumped up and ran for the restroom. The roar of conversation from those sitting around Sam followed me, but I ignored their words. I had just made it to the restroom door when a strong hand caught my arm and spun me around.

“Which one is he? What did he say to hurt you?” Mark yelled through a mask of rage.

My thoughts swirled, but if I opened my mouth I was gonna puke on his shoes. Panic forced me back to the women’s restroom door, but Mark refused to let go of my arm.

“Get your fucking hands off my girlfriend,” Sam screamed as she pushed Mark away to stand between us.

Mark nearly fell, but managed to keep his feet. He stared back and forth between Sam and me while his rage faded into confusion. “You’re… Sam?”

“Yes, I’m Sam.” She was panting like she’d run a marathon, her hands gripped into fists at her sides. “And if you ever grab her like that again I’ll break your fucking fingers.”

Lydia came running up to stand beside Mark. “What’s going on?”

Mark ignored her to point a trembling finger at me. “If she’s your girlfriend, then why was she running away from you, crying?”

“Because I was an idiot,” Sam muttered with an apologetic glance over her shoulder at me.

That made my chin quiver. I wiped my running nose with the back of my hand.

“Steph asked me to the turn-about dance. I’ve liked her for weeks and it seemed too good to be true. So, like a dumbass, I asked her if she was fucking with me. Obviously that was the wrong thing to say after she’d finally worked up the nerve to ask me.” Sam turned to face me cowering against the restroom door. “So if it’s not too late, I’d like to say yes.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Lydia said and clapped her hands. “I just asked Mark to the dance yesterday, but luckily he said yes right away.”

My eyes shot to Mark’s face and fresh tears rose. He’d already said yes. The guilty look on his face told me he’d lied to me. The offer to let me decide his answer and his attempt to fix me up with Mason was all just to cover his ass.

Lydia and Sam must have seen something in my expression because they both gave me odd looks and glanced at Mark. By then a small crowd gathered around us. I saw some of Sam’s friends giving me smiles and nods. Lydia was giving Mark a measured look.

“No, it’s not too late,” I said to Sam, then I shot a glare Mark’s direction to make sure he knew it was too late for him. Just then Bethany walked up with Collen trailing behind her like a puppy. I looked back to Sam and forced a smile. “I’d love to take you to the turn-about dance.”

“You’re going with her?” Bethany gasped. My bestie and first lover had been so angry about Joe breaking things off with her that she’d ignored me for a week. Now she appeared furious I was openly taking Sam to the dance.

“Yes,” I announced with a firm voice. Mark’s face went pale and Bethany’s face turned red. “So if no one else has any objections, I’d like to go to the restroom now.”

I held it together until I’d locked myself in a stall. Then I threw up the remains of my breakfast. After I flushed, I dropped my khaki pants and panties to sit on the toilet with my head in my hands. That was when I noticed the pad in my underwear had the smelly remains of Mark’s spunk in it.

I lost it at that point. All the secrets, all the lies, it all came crashing down on me at once. I sobbed into my hands for a while until I could get control of myself.

After I finished in the stall, I stepped out and saw Sam sitting on the counter next to the sinks swinging her feet. She gave me a thin lipped smile.

“You okay?” she asked me.

I didn’t trust myself to answer. I was still too raw, so I went to the sink to splash water on my face and dried off with a paper towel.

When Sam opened her arms to me, I stepped into her embrace without shame. I needed the hug and with her sitting up higher, the top of my head fit under her chin. She smelled like warm sunshine and honeysuckles. I felt her kiss my hair.

“I’m a mess right now,” I whispered. “Are you sure you want all this?”

“Judging from the way your friends reacted you hadn’t told them you wanted to date me. Have you told your parents yet?”

“They know your name is Sam,” I said with a sad laugh.

“But not that I’m a girl,” she concluded and I nodded into her neck.

“I’m so sorry. I never meant to use you like this.” There was no reason to drag her into the middle of my shit hole of a life. I barely knew her. She didn’t owe me anything.

Sam sighed and pulled back to look me in the eyes. “I don’t feel used. I’m a little worried about you, but I’m willing to help if I can.”

“Why?” My utter shock was evident in my tone.

Sam smiled and looked over my face. “I was your age when I figured out I liked girls. It wasn’t that long ago or anything, but I lost friends when I came out about it. My parents shipped me here to boarding school because they didn’t want to explain my issue to their friends and business partners.”

“Holy shit,” I whispered. The reality of what I was doing hit me.

“I have a confession,” Sam said with a sudden blush. “I’ve never had a girlfriend before. Hell, I’ve never even kissed anyone before.”

I gave her a smirk. “I’d fix that if I hadn’t just barfed up my breakfast.”

“How about tomorrow before the game?” Sam said as she hopped down off the counter. Her subtle smirk answered mine.

We walked out of the restroom holding hands. Lunch was over, but I wasn’t hungry anymore. The rumor mill was in full swing judging from the whispered looks at us just before we parted with a quick hug.

I expected some kind of reaction the rest of the day, but no one said a word about Sam and me. When I made it home, Joe was actually doing homework for a change at the kitchen table. I ignored him to go take a shower and brush my teeth.

I wanted no trace of Mark in me anymore, so I scalded my vee with the shower wand on full blast. When I finally felt clean, I stepped out and brushed my teeth until my gums hurt.

I went back downstairs in my usual long t-shirt and panties to find Mark at the table with Joe.

“No,” I yelled from the stairs. “No, no, no! Get the fuck out of here, you piece of shit.”

“Steph, you gotta let me explain,” Mark started to say as he walked toward me.

Joe stood up shaking his head. “No, she doesn’t. Get out, man. Just get out of here.” I stood with my arms crossed under my breasts while Joe kept his hand on Mark’s shoulder to guide him out the door. After the door shut behind him, Joe came over to me and put his arms around me.

“I suck,” Joe said with a mournful sigh. “I ruined your friendship with Bethany and I didn’t stop Mark from hurting you. I don’t care if you wanna date girls or guys, but no one is gonna fuck with my sister anymore. I promise.”

His words tore me open and I clung to his shoulders until the storm of emotions passed. When I pulled back, his eyes were wet, but he gave me a grim smile and a nod.

“Thanks,” I gasped. “And just to clarify, Bethany ruined our friendship not you. And I knew Mark wouldn’t really want to be with me for long. I fooled myself for a while, but I could’ve stopped it. Hell, all he had to do was tell me the truth about liking Lydia. I wouldn’t have made a scene like Bethany did to you.”

“Yeah,” Joe said and looked away from my stare. “I got a little more attached to Bethany than I let on. Seeing her with Collen is pissing me off, but I have no one to blame but myself.”

“Exactly,” I said. “I feel the same way.”

I felt closer to Joe than I had in years. We ended up doing our homework and cooking dinner together. Mom and Dad didn’t say anything about the reduced tension between us, but Mom was giving us both looks. I was so wiped out that I went to bed rather than start the inevitable conversation about me dating a girl.

The next morning I felt so much better. I showered and shaved myself smooth, then dressed in my favorite sundress. It was yellow with small white flowers and followed my curves in all the right places. I wished I had time to fix my nails. Instead, I just filed them and removed the last bits of polish.

When I got to school, I noticed more people looking at me than normal. Some of the guys kind of shook their heads, like they were disappointed I had asked Sam. As if they would have said yes to me anyway! Some of the girls ignored me. Others smiled at me or gave me subtle thumbs up, like they supported me or something. It didn’t really make sense, but I returned the smiles when I saw them.

At lunch, I headed straight for Sam. She stood when I arrived at the table for a quick hug, then we sat down with her friends surrounding us. I asked about the upcoming game and who was playing what positions. I’d watched enough baseball with Dad to know the basics, but before the end of lunch I knew even more. Sam grinned the whole time and I felt a real warmth growing between us. We parted with a long hug and a promise to meet at my locker after school.

The afternoon dragged on forever. I had to make myself look away from the clock so time would pass by the last class. When I got to my locker, I just shoved everything inside and slammed the door. The anticipation of waiting for Sam was making my stomach tight and my panties damp.

Then I saw Sam. Her blue bangs hung over her eyes, but those eyes smoldered when she saw me. She had on lowrise jeans that left her slit of a belly button exposed. Her smooth stomach was muscled under the cut-off t-shirt she wore. She obviously wasn’t wearing a bra because her nipples made points on the swells of her small breasts. My mouth was watering by the time she reached me.

“Hey,” she whispered. The scent of honeysuckle reached me the same time she did. “Did I mention how much I love sundresses?” Her mouth twitched when she asked the question.

“No,” I whispered, my heart pounding in my chest. “I guess I’ll have to get some more then.”

“Please wear one to the dance next Friday,” she breathed on my lips. “Want to come hang out in my room?”

“Yes, please,” I whispered so close to her mouth I was practically kissing her in the hallway. She took my hand and led me up the stairs to the boarding rooms.

We barely made it through her door before I pulled Sam in for her first kiss. She started off with her lips tight and closed, but I tickled them open with my tongue. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me tight against her body.

I ran my hands up her back and into her short brown hair. It was soft, like a baby’s hair. I instantly wondered if the hair on her vee was just as soft. She was a quick study on kissing. She had me purring like a kitty before she pulled back to stare in my eyes.

“Holy shit,” she muttered.

“Yeah,” I grinned. We definitely had chemistry if nothing else.

Her room was smaller than mine with a single twin bed, desk, and bookcase. It was decorated with artwork in various styles. She had a charcoal study of a nude woman, a few watercolors of a garden with a stone fountain, but it was the pencil sketch that I lingered on. It was unmistakably Sam’s face with a mix of mischief and longing.

“Those are really good,” I said, my hand still in hers.

“Thanks,” she said. “I love to draw even more than baseball.”

She had my hand when she led me to her low bed. We sat together and kissed again as we embraced. It was odd with me being younger but having more experience. Part of me wanted to just rip her clothes off, but I was also sensitive to how new this would be for her. And for all his faults, Mark had made my first times with him special.

When our kiss broke again, Sam was flushed. Her dilated eyes searched my face. I detected a hesitance, but an equally strong desire. When I raised my hands to cup her breasts, she shuddered and closed her eyes.

“I love your body,” I whispered between soft kisses.

“I’m too small,” she countered, but gasped when I gently tweaked a nipple.

“Not for me,” I said. “I love how slim you are and I bet your nipples are a hundred times more sensitive than my big puffies.”

“You have puffie nipples?” she asked as she reached for my breasts.

“My tits are almost all nipple, if you can believe it.” I took the opportunity to press them into her palms.

She kissed along my jawline and then down my neck. I shivered and mussed her hair while she played with my puffies. She had me squeezing the muscles in my core before long. I was utterly soaked.

“Would you like to see them?” I asked with a nervous giggle.

Her lips were wet when she smiled and let me go with a nod.

I stood next to her bed and lifted the dress over my head. All I had on under it were lacy boyshorts and a matching bra. She leaned back on her elbow to watch me with a hungry expression. When I unclasped the front of my bra, she licked her lips. Then I dropped the dress and bra on her bed.

She extended her hand to draw me back down to her. The kissing intensified but now she had her hands on my bare skin. I was dying slowly and happily as she took her time exploring what I exposed. She pressed me over on my back so she could make a feast of my puffies and all I could do was whine and gasp.

“I’ve wanted to do this to you for so long,” she breathed on my wet skin. I swear my goosebumps had goosebumps.

Tongue and lips, fingers and palms, she seemed content to focus on my breasts and mouth forever. I wanted my panties off and her mouth on me, but this was her first time and I didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable. So instead I tugged at her shirt to see if she would let me explore as well.

She sat up and tore off her shirt without a sound, exposing tiny nipples. Her swelling breasts were even smaller than Bethany’s. When I growled at the sight of them, she chuckled and allowed me to push her back for my turn.

She was amazingly sensitive. When I first took her nipple between my lips to suckle, she arched her back and moaned like she was cumming. I ran my hand down her stomach to tease her belly button and she bore down like she was in pain.

Being careful not to tickle her, I made sure to spend as much time as she let me going back and forth between her breasts and lips. I kissed and sucked and played until she her hips began moving on their own.

“Will you touch me more?” she begged.

Her blue bangs were damp with sweat, but I wanted to feel if she was as wet as I was. I tugged open the button on her jeans and pushed them open to force the zipper down. She lifted her hips and pushed them off along with her panties. One glance at the gusset of her panties and I knew she was even wetter than me.

When I stroked down her mons through the tangle of fine hair, she lifted her hips to meet my fingers. I split her with my middle finger and dragged through the heat to slick her clitty.

“Oh fuck,” she whined and I swear I felt her cum on my fingers. “Three times so far. One more time and you beat my private record.” She must have cum just from me stimulating her breasts!

I took her comment as a challenge and moved between her legs until I caught the scent of her arousal. Moments later I had my face buried in her, licking and probing with my fingers in an unrelenting assault on her vee. It wasn’t until she began to yell that I got concerned.

“Grab a pillow before we get busted,” I hissed at her before resuming my feast. She rolled to grab one, then pressed it over her face. It muffled her enough for me to get her through four, five, and six. When she pushed me away, I crawled up her body, kissing all my favorite spots along the way.

“Holy shit, Steph,” she whimpered. “Holy shit.”

“You are so amazing,” I said before kissing her deeply. “That was incredible.”

She held on to me like I was the one keeping us afloat, but I held her just as tight. The truth was she was saving me. I had been lost and alone, and Sam knew exactly how I felt. I was scared and didn’t want to read too much into what was happening between us, but she was willing to be my friend when no one else was. That was worth more than a chance.




Chapter 21

I was still holding Sam when she finally caught her breath. Since it had been her first time, I wanted to know what she was thinking.

“You’ve done this before,” Sam whispered. There was no judgment in her tone. She might have sounded a little sad, but I wouldn’t begin whatever we were starting together by lying about my past.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“With someone you loved?” she asked. Now I could hear the worry in her tone.

“I thought so,” I admitted. “I was wrong. She ended things.”

Now Sam rolled back with a studied expression on her face. “Was she the only one?”

“No.” I wondered if the rest would matter to Sam. “I was with a guy. My big crush for years. He ended things, too.”

“So you’re not a lesbian.” Again, she didn’t appear to be judging me, but I worried my answer would steal this chance away.

“I’ve never really thought about it like that. I mean, I like who I like. When I asked you out for ice cream, I just wanted to get to know you better. You’re adorable and fun…” I noticed her smiling. “And then I decided I wanted to go with you to the turn-about dance.”

“And I screwed that up,” she chuckled and looked away.

“No,” I sighed. “I’ve got a bad history of being impulsive. I stole my first kiss. And I jilled off my best friend without even asking her.”

Sam’s eyes widened. “Wait. She just… let you?”

I chuckled at the absurdity of describing what happened with Bethany to my new potential girlfriend.

“Neither one of us had gotten off before and we were both beyond horny. I got a little help from that guy I mentioned and figured out how to cum. When I told my friend, she wanted me to show her. So I did. And then I helped her. And the next thing I knew we were hooking up all the time.” Sam and I both chuckled, but my throat closed to choke off my laughter. “Then she left me for a guy and now she’s already on her second one.”

“Damn.” Sam moved some of my hair off my forehead. “That had to suck.”

“I told you I’m a mess,” I said and kissed her fingers. “I know we kinda jumped into the middle of things here. I’d totally understand if you want to slow down until you get to know me better.”

“And the fact you offered that makes me even more sure this is what I want.” Sam kissed me then. Like a good, slow first kiss should be. Even though we’d already kissed. And she was naked. And I’d just tasted her cum.

“Wow,” I murmured when Sam pulled back to look in my face.

“Even though I’m older and you’ve done all this stuff before, there are, like, a brazillion things I want to try,” Sam announced with a grin.

“I’m your canvas,” I giggled, referring to her great artwork. “Paint away.”

She sat up with an excited grin and tugged at my panties, so I lifted my hips to help her get them off. She tossed them with my sundress and bra before running her hands up my legs.

“You’re so smooth,” she whispered.

“I shaved this morning, just in case.”

“You always shave everything off?” she asked while she ran a finger through my dripping slit.

“Yeah, it feels better to me, but I love your baby-fine hair. It would be a shame to shave it off. I never knew pubes could feel like silk.”

“Are you a natural blonde?” she asked as she moved my legs open with her knees.

I had a hard time talking for a moment because her explorations stole my brain. “Yeah, I’m blonde down there.”

“A natural blonde,” she sighed into my aching vee. “Maybe you could let it grow out a little so I can see.”

I realized she was sniffing me. I could feel her breaths as she moved. She seemed to love the scent of my arousal. I remembered how curious I had been about Bethany’s body our first time. Sam’s fingers were gentle as she opened me to peek inside. I watched her explore through slitted eyes.

“You are so beautiful,” Sam said as she gazed on my vee. “My inner lips poke out.”

“Yeah, but you loved when I sucked and played with them.”

“Your clit is smaller than mine and doesn’t poke out as far.”

“God, you came so hard when I sucked on yours I thought you were gonna squeeze my head off.”

She looked up and met my gaze, her mouth moving slowly toward me. “Will you cum if I suck yours?”

“Fuck,” I muttered when I realized she was really going to do it.

The first tiny lick with the tip of her tongue made me shiver. She kissed the wet skin all around my lower lips and the top of my slit. My knees rose on their own to open myself to her fully. She responded by tasting me in various spots, her tongue sliding through my swollen lips to reach my core. It was glorious torture.

When she finally put her puckered lips around my clitty I nearly came at once. She sucked it gently, licking each time it slipped through her lips and into her hot mouth. I had grabbed my knees at that point, holding myself open with shivers and gasps of pleasure. I finally came undone when she used the flat of her tongue to lick me like a lollypop.

“Oh!” I only managed a strangled noise after that as my body shook. She opened her whole mouth on me, licking and sucking me through my trembling release. Sam might not have had any prior experience, but I wouldn’t trade our first time together for anything.

She pushed my knees back down so she could lay on top of me. I was shivering, both hot and cold from the aftershocks of the delicious orgasm, but Sam’s weight pressing me down anchored me. It was her soft kisses on the corners of my mouth that brought me back.

“That was so much fun,” Sam chuckled as I gave her feverish kisses in return. “I never expected it to make me so horny to make you cum. I think we need to do that again soon.”

“Oh yes,” I purred. I was already hooked on this slim girlfriend of mine.

“Unfortunately, I have to get dressed out for the game tonight or I’d keep doing it until you came six times.” Her deep chuckle warmed me through.

Sam gave me one last kiss, then got up off her bed and extended her hand to me. I allowed her to pull me up with a lazy grin on my face.

We dressed together, but I was done first and watched her finish putting on her uniform. It was more form-fitting than I’d expected. Her ass looked amazing in those pants. She didn’t really need a bra for support, but I figured the padded sports bra was more for protection if she got hit in the chest with a ball.

Sam sat next to me to tie her cleated shoes and I leaned closer to get another sniff of her scent of honeysuckle and sex. She turned with a happy grin and kissed me again.

“Ready to go see us play?” she asked.

“Ready to go meet my parents?” I murmured with my stomach clenching.

“Come on, we’ll be fine.” Sam put her arm around my shoulders to stand me up. “I’ll come find you after the game. Just hug me and don’t make a big deal out of it. I’ll be on my best behavior, but if they react badly let it roll off your back. Their feelings are their responsibility, not yours.”

“You’ve obviously thought about this a lot,” I chuckled. Her casual attitude helped reduce my tension.

“I’ve dreamed of this,” Sam whispered as she opened the door for us with a bow. “My lady.”

I walked through and waited while she locked the door behind us.

“My lady,” I said as I offered her my hand.

We walked out to the sports field with matching smiles. She gave my hand one last squeeze and then ran over to join her teammates while I made my way over to the wooden and metal stands behind the home dugout. I didn’t recognize any friends in the crowd, so I found a spot where I could see the whole baseball diamond.

Sam joined the warm ups going on as the coach batted balls to the infield players. She played shortstop, so she was running all over the place catching balls and throwing them to the other players. The smile on my face was so large my cheeks hurt. I was so caught up in watching her I never noticed my family had arrived.

“Which one is Sam?” Mom asked as she sat down on one side of me. Dad and Joe sat on the other side.

“She’s the shortstop,” I said with more confidence than I felt. I didn’t look at Mom or Dad to see their reaction, keeping my eyes on Sam’s fast plays.

“Oh,” Mom said with a touch of confusion. “I thought Joe said that you and Sam were going to the turn-about dance?”

“We are,” I said like it was no big deal. I prayed it was no big deal.

“She’s actually really good,” Joe admitted with a touch of surprise in his tone. He didn’t like baseball as much as soccer or football, so his comment was unexpected. Maybe it was his way of showing support.

“She’s great,” I breathed. “You should see her art, though. She did a pencil sketch self-portrait that looks like a photograph.”

My dad remained silent, so I risked a glance his direction. His lips were pinched thin and his forehead was wrinkled. I bit my lower lip and turned back to watch Sam.

The game ran for seven innings. Sam was third in the batting line up and hit two singles, a double, and drove in three runners when she nailed the ball to far left field. On defense, she tagged out or assisted half of our outs in the game.

My family relaxed after the initial tension and I could see Dad thaw as he watched Sam play. If there was one thing my Dad could appreciate, it was someone who knew their game. He had supported both Joe and me whenever he could get off work and always worked with us on the weekends no matter what sport we played.

Mom kept a thoughtful expression for the first few innings, then the game got her excited as our school team battled it out with a rival prep school team. Soon she was cheering right along with the other parents and fans, and even jumped up and yelled when Sam hit the grand slam that won the game.

When the game was over, Joe made sure to put his arm around my shoulders and smile his support. He leaned close and whispered, “She seems cool.”

“She is,” I told him.

Just then Sam came running up with a huge grin on her face. She grabbed me in a huge hug. “Did you see that grand slam?”

“A foot higher and it’d been over the back fence!”

Her eyes were twinkling as she let me go to extend her hand to my Dad. “Hi, I’m Samantha Green.”

“Bill Larson.” His voice sounded like crushing rocks. “You played a great game out there.”

“Thanks,” Sam said and turned to Mom with a bright smile. “You must be Steph’s mom. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“I’m Ruth Larson.” She shook Sam’s hand without losing her own smile. “We’ve heard a lot about you the last few days.”

“Good things, I hope,” Sam said as she kept up her charm, then nodded at my brother. “Hey, Joe.”

“Hey,” he said with a raised chin.

“You two know each other?” Mom asked.

“We’re in English together,” they both said at the same time and laughed.

“So where are your parents,” Dad asked. “I bet they’re proud of you after that game.”

Sam’s smile faltered. “My parents don’t come out very often.”

I already knew why and hoped to head off any other questions, but Mom spoke before I could.

“Why on earth not?” Mom asked with a frown. I knew Mom was asking because she couldn’t imagine parents not wanting to support their kids.

“I’m gay, Ms. Larson. When I came out to my parents, they boarded me here full time. I’ve only seen them twice since then, but Mom calls me sometimes.”

The plain way Sam said it covered a deep pain I could see in her eyes. When I intertwined our fingers and squeezed her hand, she gave me a quick glance and smile to thank me.

Mom got angry then. I could tell because her eyebrows dipped and her mouth flattened in a straight line. “Well, I certainly wouldn’t have a problem with my child being gay, if things turned out that way. Why don’t you join us for dinner to celebrate your win.”

Dad nodded and gave me a pat on the shoulder. “Come with us, Sam. My treat.”

She nodded with a hopeful smile. “I’d like that.”

And that was how I found myself sitting in a steak house with Joe on one side and Sam on the other. Mom and Dad gave Sam a good natured grilling to learn about her. I was glad because I learned as much as they did. And the more I learned the more I liked her.

Joe gave Sam shit for playing baseball, and Sam gave as good as she got by mocking the idea of kicking a ball around a field for an hour and a half. Dad jumped in the middle of it, telling his old high school football war stories. Joe and I had heard those stories a million times and mouthed the words right along with Dad until Sam busted out laughing.

We drove Sam back to school after dinner. I got out and walked her to the door. Standing there on the steps, I took both her hands in mine.

“I had a great time,” I said. “I hope my family didn’t scare you off.”

“No, they were perfect. It felt so… normal. I’ve missed feeling like that.”

I stared in her eyes, knowing my parents were watching us from the car. She leaned in a little, hesitating until I leaned in to meet her halfway. Our lips touched and I gave her my best kiss, soft and open, but not long enough for my Dad to honk the horn. When she pulled back her eyes were glistening.

“I’ll call you this weekend,” I whispered to her. “Maybe you can come over and hang out.”

“I’d like that,” Sam said and let go of my hands with a grin. “I better get inside before curfew.”

“G’night,” I said and watched until she stepped through the door. Then I danced back to the car with a goofy grin on my face.

No one spoke as Dad pulled away to drive us home. Joe reached over to pat my leg to let me know he had my back. When we got home, I ran up to my room to get ready for bed. I wasn’t surprised when Mom came up a little while later and shut my bedroom door.

I was sitting on my bed wearing the long t-shirt and panties I usually slept in. Mom stood with her back to the door giving me an odd look.

“Sam’s nice,” she said. I could tell she had a million Mom questions, but was weighing what to say to me.

“She really is,” I said. “Thanks for being so nice to her.”

Mom sighed and nodded. “I want you to know that your father and I love you, no matter what. Just keep in mind that Sam is older and she could lead you into things you’re not ready for.”

I couldn’t stop the snicker at her comment. “Sorry, Mom.”

Mom suppressed her smile. “Too late?”

“Yeah,” I admitted as my face heated. “And I kinda did the leading.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me? So what happened with Mark?” she asked.

I panicked that she’d found out about us somehow, but her expression told me she was asking something else. Then I remembered Mom had always known about my crush on him. “I still like guys, I just like Sam, too. I can’t really explain it.”

“You don’t need to. Just be careful. There’s a reason your Dad wanted you to wait until you got older to date.”

“I know,” I said and wished I could tell her everything.

“So is this why Bethany doesn’t come around as much anymore?” Mom asked.

I nodded. It was close enough to the truth. “Would it be okay if Sam came over sometimes? I miss Bethany, but I don’t see us being as close as we used to be.”

Mom frowned. “I’ll need to talk that over with your dad. This is kinda new for both of us.”

“I understand. Even if she can’t stay overnight, can I at least have her over? She stays at the school all the time and I know she’s lonely.”

“I’m sure that will be fine. I can’t believe her parents kicked her out the way they have. Sam seems like a great kid.” Mom opened the door to leave my room.

“I can’t believe it either. She’s even on the honor roll and is an amazing artist.”

Mom paused in my doorway and looked back at me. “I’ll let you know our decision in the morning.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said. “You can hit the lights. I’m going to sleep.”

I waited until the house was quiet, then relived my first time with Sam a few times before drifting off to sleep with a satisfied grin.




Chapter 22

I was helping Mom wash the breakfast dishes when she surprised me.

“Why don’t we call Sam and go shopping for something to wear to the dance?”

After I put the dry plate away, Mom handed me another wet one with a curious smile on her face. My heart raced as I dried the plate quickly, then ran to the house phone. The school was on our speed dial. Seconds after the outgoing message started, I punched in the code for Sam’s room number.

“’ello?” Sam sounded so sleepy that I wished I was snuggled up next to her.

“Hey,” I breathed. “Did I wake you?”

“Yeah, but what a great way to wake up,” she purred as I heard her stretching noises.

“Mom suggested we go shopping for something to wear to the dance on Friday.”

“Gimme twenty minutes to shower and change,” Sam giggled. She was so adorable. I heard her moving around quickly through the phone.

“We’ll be there to pick you up as soon as we finish the dishes.”

“Steph,” Sam said, suddenly still, her voice overflowing with emotion. “I’m so glad we met.”

“I know. Me, too. I’ll see you in a bit.” I hung up to find Mom smiling at me.

“I know. Me, too?” she teased.

Mom must have thought Sam told me she loved me! I had to admit I could see falling for her.

“It’s not what you think,” I said with heat rising in my face. “She just said she was glad we met.”

Mom chuckled and shook her head. “So your father and I had a long talk last night. I have to say that we’re both impressed with the way you handled this. We know your brother was just trying to get you in trouble by bringing Sam up. The fact that you trusted us enough not to hide or lie about your relationship with her means a lot to us both.”

Despite my other guilty secrets involving Bethany, Mark, and my IUD, I still felt good about what she was saying. I had made some bad decisions so far. I never expected Bethany to screw Joe. And Mark hooked up with me that last time without ever mentioning he said he’d go with Lydia to the turn-about dance. Cutting them out of my life had hurt, but it was necessary. And Sam felt like my reward.

“We also like Sam. I can’t believe how her parents are treating her. And the way Bethany reacted to all this has disappointed us both. So if Sam wants to stay over with you like Bethany used to, we’ll allow it.”

I jumped over to hug Mom with all my strength. “Thank you!”

After I let go, Mom leaned close. “Just keep the noise down to a dull roar. Your father is having a little harder time with you growing up than I am.”

When we were ready to go, I called Sam back to invite her to pack an overnight bag if she wanted to. Mom heard her excited scream all the way over in the breakfast nook and laughed at us. By the time we got to the school, Sam was already standing in the loop with her bag in one hand.

“Hey,” Sam said as she scooted in the back next to me. I gave her a quick hug as Mom pulled away from the curb.

“You ready for some shopping?” Mom asked with a grin through the rear view mirror.

“Thanks for doing this. It’s been forever since I’ve done more than order clothes online,” Sam said.

She leaned into my shoulder and we clasped hands, squeezing tight at first.

“How about we make a day of it?” Mom asked. “I figured you could find something to wear to the dance, then maybe we’ll drop in for a chair massage or a mani-pedi. Sound like a plan?”

“It sounds like heaven,” Sam chuckled.

“So what were you thinking of wearing to the dance,” I asked. I didn’t want to wear a dress to a country-themed dance. It would end up more like a costume than a dress anyway, so I’d never wear it again.

“How about we go for jeans and gingham tops,” Sam suggested. “Maybe tie up the shirt tails and show a little skin.”

“Ooo, I like that,” Mom said. “What sized shoe do you wear, Sam?”

“I’m a seven.”

“I bet you could fit in a pair of cowgirl boots I got when Bill took me country dancing a few years ago. Steph, do you still fit in your old boots?”

“Probably. They were a little big and it’s only been a year since I took lessons.”

“Dance lessons?” Sam asked.

“No, riding lessons,” I said. “I hate to admit I went through a horse phase.”

“Didn’t we all,” Sam chuckled at me.

“Oh, God, I did, too,” Mom said. “Unfortunately, I didn’t get lessons. I had to experience my phase through literature.”

“Yeah, I never got to ride, either. But I always loved Black Beauty and My Friend Flicka,” Sam said.

We arrived at the mall and went shopping. Sam found us matching red and white gingham shirts. She was a little broader in the shoulders than I was and needed a larger size, but I had to admit I liked the look when I tied off the shirt tails under my puffies. From the way Sam followed me into the changing room and closed the door, she liked them too.

“Need any help?” Sam asked as she untied my shirt. The hungry look in her eyes as she unbuttoned the top few buttons gave me chills.

She kissed me as she pushed the shirt off my shoulders and cupped my breasts through the soft bra I wore. I pushed into her hands and deepened the kiss. My own hands moved down to cup her ass and pull her into me. It didn’t take long until my nipples were steel and my underwear was soaked.

“Did you decide on the shirt?” Mom asked through the slatted door.

“We liked the red one,” I said, but my voice was rough. Sam had pulled down the cup of my bra to suckle me. “I’ll be out after I get dressed.”

“I’m gonna go down to the book store for a coffee. I already know you want a hot chocolate. If I see Sam out here I’ll ask her if she wants something.”

“Oh, Sam wants something all right,” she whispered against my wet nipple.

I had to cover my mouth to keep from laughing out loud and giving us away. Sam moved back up to my lips, but we were smiling too hard to kiss. “Did I mention you get to sleep with me in my bed tonight?”

Sam’s eyes flickered with amusement. “You’re gonna cum so hard.”

“Promises, promises,” I said and grabbed my t-shirt. I got my puffies back in it my bra and slipped on the shirt. “Come on, let me buy these shirts for us and we’ll go find Mom.”

The rest of the afternoon passed in an odd mixture of relaxation and sexual tension. Mom seemed oblivious to us sneaking kisses and I reveled in Sam’s constant attention. When we got a mani-pedi, I secretly bought a dark blue nail polish that matched the splash of color on Sam’s bangs. After a full day of shopping, we picked up Chinese take-out on the way home for dinner.

The five of us had a dinner full of laughter. Dad was clearly uncomfortable at first, but Sam and I kept our displays of affection to a minimum and he soon warmed up. Mom, Sam, and I regaled the boys with tales of our day spending money. Joe didn’t have much to talk about, since he was still grounded for another week. He begged to get off a day early so he could go to the dance, but Dad didn’t budge an inch. Too bad for the next what’s-her-name.

After the meal, Sam and I retreated upstairs to get comfortable. I showed her the bathroom and my bedroom, then left her to shower and change. When I walked by, Joe was lying in his bed with the door open, staring up at the ceiling in an uncharacteristic moment of reflection.

“You okay?” I asked. I hate to admit it, but I’d never have asked before we had our talk the other day.

He blew out his cheeks and let out the air slowly. “She really messed me up, Steph.”

I walked in and sat next to him on the bed. “Who did?”

He let out a sad sniff and shook his head. “Bethany.”

Okay, that nearly knocked me off the bed. My brother had been doing the love ’em and leave ’em dance since the fall. No one stuck, and believe me they tried. Joe wasn’t an asshole about it, but when the gloss wore off he was gone without an apology. And while I’m sure his ego was bruised that Collen was getting what he’d gotten, I couldn’t imagine him actually liking Bethany that much. He must have seen something in my expression, because he avoided my eyes.

“Pussy,” I muttered to him and pushed his shoulder.

“I am what I eat.” His half-smile response lacked the usual spit and fire.

“What could you possibly see in Bethany?” I asked. “I mean, I’ve been her friend for years and love her to death, even now. But you?”

Joe looked at me again. “When I was grounded that first week, she really talked to me. I’ve known her as long as you have, but we’d never really… talked. And she got me. She got my weird sense of humor and fear of clingy girlfriends. Just the opposite, in fact, she only smiled at me at school.”

“That’s because you could go to jail for banging her tail.”

“No, it wasn’t just that. Even when we were together around here it was different. She did her own thing and didn’t need me constantly paying attention to her.”

“That’s because she was my friend. We still hung out until she couldn’t keep her mouth shut about the two of you at school.”

Joe didn’t seem to notice my comment as he stared back at the ceiling. “And the sex! Holy shit, she loved it and let me know exactly what she wanted. I swear, I don’t care how old she was, I could barely keep up with her!”

His words stung me hard and I looked away. “I don’t need to hear this.”

He was quiet for a moment, then hit me even harder. “It killed her when you broke things off.”

I glared back. “I warned her I would if she hooked up with you! That was totally on her, not me.”

“Why?” he asked, looking honestly perplexed.

“You know what girls do together, right? Think about it.”

“But I always wore a condom…”

“Dude.” I shut my eyes and pressed my palms against my brows. “Would you want to eat a girl out after Mark filled a condom in her?”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, Oh. Only you’re my brother and the opposite of sexy, which makes it even worse for me.”

A feeling came over me and I glanced towards the door. Sam stood there in a long t-shirt with her bare legs drawing my attention. Then I noticed the pained look on her face.

“Come on in,” I said evenly. I didn’t want her to think I was hiding something from her, but mentally rewound the conversation to see if I said anything insensitive. “You knew Bethany and I were together for a while, right?”

“Not her specifically, but yeah,” Sam said as she stepped in to sit behind me on the bed. “You just said a friend. We never really talked about it.”

“She had a crush on Joe for years and took her shot. That ended things between us.” It crushed me to say it so plainly, but I tried to keep the pain out of my voice. “She and I are done. And so are she and Joe.”

“Why?” Sam asked Joe.

“The age thing,” Joe said.

“Steph and I have the same age gap,” Sam said. “Maturity isn’t a number.”

“So it’s a double standard,” Joe shrugged. “Bethany’s parents could have me put in jail. I’m seventeen.”

Sam considered that for a minute, then stroked my back. “I guess your parents could do that to me, too.”

“Naw,” I said with a cheeky grin. “I’d just rob the pizza guy so we could be roomies there.”

Sam smirked and pulled my back against her chest for a hug. Joe got a funny look on his face.

“What?” I asked as I took Sam’s hands and placed them over my breasts without breaking eye contact.

Joe swallowed hard. “Nothin’. Wanna watch a movie or play video games?”

I looked over my shoulder to see Sam grinning at me. I kissed her and let it build just to fuck with Joe. Sam finally broke this kiss because she was laughing at Joe pulling a pillow over his lap.

“Can you… not do that?” Joe asked.

“Sam, did I tell you all the times he fucked my best friend while I was home and had to listen to them make animal noises?”

“Payback’s a bitch,” Sam said as she let me go. “Go change while I show your brother how to play video games.”

I took a quick shower, shaved myself smooth, and was back downstairs in time to see Joe getting his ass handed to him by Sam. Watching the two of them getting along like friends gave me a happy glimpse of one possible future. I didn’t know if being with Sam was going to work out long term, but when I sat with them in the living room to play, I was so happy we would find out.

As soon as it was late enough to head off to bed, I yawned to clue Sam in. We said our goodnights and rumbled up the stairs giggling like the schoolgirls we were. We brushed our teeth giving each other playful nudges, then raced to my bedroom and shut the door.

I threw back the covers and turned around just in time to get tackled by Sam. She was kissing me before my back hit the mattress and I had her shirt pulled up before she could stop. We were naked in seconds, rubbing and touching each other in a fever of playful lust.

At one point she had me pinned to the bed and was sucking my puffies while her fingers filled me up. I had one hand cupping her soft hair as she straddled my leg. The other hand kept making round trips between my mouth and her tight nipples to make them slippery. We were both so horny we couldn’t last more than a few minutes. She came first, but I have to hand it to her, she never stopped working me until I had to bite my lips and mew like a kitten.

We chuckled as we caught our breath. I had no idea how loud we’d been, but the rest of the house was silent. Then I heard the familiar squeak of my brother’s bed increasing in tempo until it suddenly stopped. Both Sam and I stared at each other the whole time, then burst out laughing.

I heard Joe, muffled by the wall between our rooms say, “Shut up!”

That just made us laugh harder. Sam and I curled up together on the pillows and stared at each other like we were moonstruck. She touched me all over with her fingertips, tracing my curves and intimate places like she was mapping me out. It felt so good that I rolled back and encouraged her by running my hand up and down her back.

She began kissing me as well. A touch would linger under my puffie, followed by a tender kiss. Then she would trace around to my belly button and kiss there as well. I let her show me how to move so she could explore every inch of me. A gentle push and I’d roll or move until she was kissing down my back, her fingertips going further down and in between my cheeks.

“Oh, Sam,” I murmured.

She kissed my ass, then the skin at the top of my thighs. I shuddered from the intensity of the way she was loving me. A finger dipped down into my slippery heat and I lifted my hips for her. She straddled my legs down below my knees and began massaging my ass. Pushing one direction to open me, then pulling to encourage me to lift my hips higher.

“I want you this way,” she whispered to me.

I didn’t understand what she meant at first, but when I scooted back to raise myself higher I felt her breath on my wet skin. She kissed me deep between my cheeks, swirling her tongue around my last virgin opening. I was lost in the moment and couldn’t do more than moan, begging her to continue.

The sensations were incredible. She kept licking me there while her fingers slid inside where only Bethany and Mark had ever been. First one finger, then two, she stretched me open slowly. Soon she had three fingers and I felt myself rising on the crest of my release. She kept her motions slow, her tongue gently lapping, the pressure inside built until my tears fell.

I wasn’t sad. I wasn’t happy. I was so far beyond all normal feelings that the only response my body could produce was tears and shivering. When the crest broke I was sobbing, the whole experience was so overwhelming I collapsed on the bed.

“Are you okay?” Sam whispered as scooted up to pull me into her lap.

I clung to her, my face wet with tears. It was a while before I could speak but she kept me grounded. I felt so close to her, almost like we were bonded, soul to soul. She kept kissing my face and running her fingers through my hair until I spoke.

“That was…” I fought to find the words to tell her. “I mean, I was so…”

“I thought I hurt you,” Sam sighed in relief.

“Oh, no, that wasn’t hurt. That was… I don’t even know how to describe it. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“So it didn’t… weird you out or anything?” I kept forgetting this was all so new to her.

“Nothing you do would weird me out. I trust you.”

Sam nodded and pressed her cheek against the top of my head. “It’s different than I thought it would be. I imagined… I don’t know… exploring you like that was something I’d dreamed of for years. What we did in my room at school felt like getting off. This was so much more intense. I feel so close to you right now.”

“I feel it, too,” I confessed.

Her scent smelled like home to me. Her touch made me want to purr. When she scooted down so we could share the pillows again, I made her my little spoon and pulled up the covers. Soon her warmth had me drowsing as she cupped my hands over her tiny breasts. In those last moments before sleep claimed me I dreamed such wonderful dreams.




Chapter 23

The weekend had been one of the best in my life, but then Monday morning brought me another pair of ruined panties. For the first time since my very first period, I was completely taken by surprise by its arrival. Usually I got crampy or moody just before it started, but I’d noticed nothing this time. Then I remembered the wonderful side-effect of having an IUD.

School that morning felt different. I had a girlfriend named Samantha Juliet Green and we had spent a wonderful weekend getting to know each other better. Joe liked her a lot, I could tell. He treated her almost like he treated his best friend Mark. Mom put her to work doing chores right along with me, which perversely showed how much she liked her. Dad kept his distance until the topic of professional baseball came up. Then Dad and Sam had a lively chat about which teams were going to the playoffs in the fall.

After I hit my locker before lunch, I practically danced into the lunch room. When Sam caught sight of me, her eyes sparkled and she stood to hug me before we sat down. Some of the smirks around the table told me they knew all about us becoming intimate at this point, but I didn’t care as I dug into my sack lunch.

“So, Sam, I didn’t see you around much this weekend,” Simon said. He was the team catcher and was as tall as he was broad. He was also a boarding student.

Sam glanced at me, almost like she was checking if I was okay with her telling her friends. I just grinned and shrugged to indicate I was fine with whatever.

“I stayed over at Steph’s house,” Sam admitted with a rising blush. “Her family is so cool about everything. I had a blast.”

Just three small sentences. Facts that had no deeper meaning unless you saw the way she looked at me when she said them. I swear she was grinning so big her face was gonna stick that way.

“Awesome,” Simon said with a satisfied nod.

The others around the table were mostly older than me, but no one seemed to mind me being there. The conversation flowed naturally and I even jumped in a few times. It was obvious to me that they all really liked Sam and accepted me for her sake, but that didn’t bother me at all.

One thing I noticed during lunch was Bethany and Collen were fighting, albeit quietly. The previous week she had clung to him whenever I’d seen them, like she wanted everyone to know they were together. Whatever was going on came to a head and she ran crying to the same bathroom I’d hidden in the previous week. Sam must have noticed me watching.

“Do you need to go see what’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nope,” I said as I touched her thigh under the table. “Whatever her problem is, it doesn’t involve me. Not anymore.”

Sam nodded, her lips pressed thin, but I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. I knew that Bethany and I would probably patch things up at some point, but I wasn’t in a hurry. And her place is my life had definitely moved to below the place my girlfriend held after all the crap she’d put me and Joe through.

The school frowned on public displays of affections, so I hugged Sam again after lunch. She kissed me on the cheek near my ear and made me shiver.

“Any chance you can hang out after school?” Sam whispered.

“I’d love to, but Joe is grounded and I’ve got my period.”

Sam immediately pulled out her smartphone. I was so jelly that she had one and I didn’t. My parents promised to consider it for my next birthday. I peeked at her screen and saw her thumbing in my name.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Adding you to my period tracker app,” she smirked. “Did you start today?”

“Well, last night, but yeah.”

“Let me know when you finish,” she said with a smoldering look in her eyes.

“So you can put it in your app?” I guessed. For some reason talking about periods with my girlfriend was making me hot. Gross, I know, but damn she was so adorable.

“That, too.” She glanced around and risked a quick kiss before skipping off towards her locker.

Everyday we found a little time to spend together. She started passing me notes about silly, mundane things in her daily life, so I did the same. On Wednesday after school, she handed me a larger note that was rolled and tied with a red ribbon instead of being folded.

“Don’t open this until you get home tonight, then call me on my cell.”

When I got home I ran upstairs and shut myself up in my bedroom. After dumping my books on my desk, I carefully untied the ribbon and rolled it out. The paper was thick and slightly yellow, but I figured out why when the sketch appeared.

She had captured herself perfectly. Her nude body was now as familiar as my own as I traced the artful curves she’d drawn. The pose was reclined, like she was in bed waiting for me. She had managed to capture her own smoldering expression so well that my mouth watered in response. Her hips, her breasts, the soft tuft of hair at the joining of her thighs, it was all conveyed with a few strokes of a pencil and smudges of charcoal.

I left the sketch on my desk and ran back downstairs. I had her number dialed on the house line in seconds.

“So what do you think?” she asked with a pleased purr.

“I think I love it,” I answered immediately.

“I think I love you,” she whispered.

My heart stopped. My mind couldn’t form words to respond, but my eyes instantly teared up.

“You don’t have to say it back,” she continued. “I just wanted you to know.”

“Oh, Sam,” I cried into the phone. “I wouldn’t just say it back if I didn’t feel the same way.” Before I could say the words, she changed the subject.

“I want to draw you. I know you can’t stay after school, but can we sneak off at lunch tomorrow?” Sam asked. She was usually so self-assured, but her tone told me how much she wanted me to do this and was scared I’d say no.

“Of course,” I replied and got a sigh in response. “Oh, and you need to update your app.”

“Only three days?” she gasped and I laughed as I wiped my eyes. “Holy crap, I’m totally jealous.”

“Mine were so painful before I went to the doctor for it. I got an UID that releases hormones a few weeks ago. This is my first period since I got it, but it was so much better than it used to be.”

“You have an IUD?” Sam exclaimed.

“Yeah,” I said, feeling self-conscious at her reaction for some reason.

“Wow,” she whispered. “I never thought of doing that to make my periods easier.”

“Well, it worked for me,” I said. “And getting it hurt less than my period cramps.”

“Wait, that means we can fool around tomorrow!”

Her enthusiasm made me laugh. “Can you draw me and fool around before the end of lunch?”

“Fuck it, I’ll take a picture and draw it tomorrow night,” Sam said. I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Just make sure you delete it so you don’t get busted for sexting minors.”

“I’m just joking. We have plenty of time to be together. I’d honestly rather draw you this time. At least you can lay on the bed. I had to lay on the floor to see myself in the closet mirror while I drew myself.”

“I don’t know if I can be naked with you that long without touching you.”

“We’ll find out tomorrow!”

I hardly slept that night. I had to rub myself three times before I finally dozed off, but I felt refreshed when the alarm went off. I scrubbed myself clean and shaved off the fuzz that had been growing back before my debut as a nude model.

I debated what to wear, but settled for the closest thing to a thong Mom let me buy. It was white and arched high up my hips, making my legs look longer. I found a lacy white bra that matched well enough, then put on our school uniform. We got to wear our own clothes on Fridays, but every other day our uniform was required.

The whole morning I was fixated on being with Sam. Day students weren’t allowed in the dorms during school hours, so we would have to sneak. When I met her at her locker, she waited until the hallway was clear before dragging me through the door to the stairs. We ran up and I paused while Sam peeked out on her dorm floor. Moments later we were in her room with the door locked.

She helped me undress with as much enthusiasm as she’d shown when we went to bed Saturday night at my house. With twenty fingers working buttons and belts, I was rapidly down to my panties and bra.

“Ooo, I like,” she said as she traced the lacy edges of my underwear. Then she pushed the bra straps down my arms and I got goose bumps all over. She kissed the tops of my puffies while her nimble fingers unclasped the front of my bra. I let it fall to the floor while she moved to my panties. With an aching slowness, she tugged the elastic down to expose my wet slit.

“So beautiful,” she whispered as she leaned in to kiss it. I nearly gripped her hair to keep her mouth on me. One quick kiss, then down came my panties. I stepped out of them as she tickled them down my legs.

“How do you want me?” I asked, making the question ambiguous on purpose.

“Oh,” she moaned as she looked me up and down. “Draw first. You second. On the bed please and leave the sheets messed up like they are.”

I lay on my side with my head on the pillow. Sam posed me, moving my top knee down to touch the sheets. She pulled my lower arm out straight and bent my upper arm to leave my palm over my stomach. With one kiss on each of my puffies to make the nipples pop, she scooted over to where her sketch pad and charcoal pencils waited.

Watching her work was fascinating. Her concentration was amazing as she glanced back and forth between me and the sketchpad, her hands making marks that left gray stains on her palms. She tucked her bangs back repeatedly with the casual swipe she always used. As she continued to work, I relaxed and just studied her with all the love I was feeling.

And I was feeling love. Real love. Not the kind of giddy feeling I’d had for Mark. Not even the warmth I’d felt so strongly for Bethany. It was deeper in some way I couldn’t express. For the first time I understood what my Mom meant when she talked about meeting Dad. Things just clicked.

“Okay, I think I’m done, but don’t move yet,” Sam said. She held the sketchpad up while her eyes flickered back between it and me. Then she scooted closer and leaned back against the bed to show me her creation.

Seeing how she saw me took my breath away. I was so much more beautiful in the sketch than I ever had been in a mirror. Sam somehow managed to capture the love I’d just been feeling in my expression. She made my lips seem wet somehow.

Her careful attention to the details of my body made me appear older than I felt. The swell of my hips was more pronounced than I thought they were. And where I’d always seen just puffie nipples, now I saw the rounded shapes of my breasts.

I was sexy and funny and totally in love with whatever I was looking at in the sketch. I looked up at Sam with wet eyes. “Is this how you see me?”

“It’s how you are.”

I looked back at myself in wonder. “I look grown up.”

“It’s just how you look,” Sam said as she leaned the sketch against her chair and climbed into bed behind me to look at it with me. After a few minutes, I rolled over to face her and kissed her hard. I fumbled with her shirt until she just sat up and quickly took her clothes off.

I wanted to make her feel the way she’d made me feel. Even though we had to go soon, I took as much time as I could to communicate through kisses and caresses. She let me lead this time, tilting her head back when I kissed along her jaw. Her breasts were as sensitive as ever when my lips took her nipples into my mouth.

I ran my palm along her hips and stomach. She shivered at my touch, but her tiny gasps encouraged me to continue. I didn’t want to move her, so I shifted around on the bed, kissing her all over until I felt her soft hairs part to give me a taste. She lifted her upper leg as an invitation, but I wanted more than to kiss her there.

Grabbing her hips, I pulled until she was on top of me, her knees on either side of my head. She figured out what I wanted and scooted back until I could lick whatever she put in my mouth. I couldn’t see anything, but I knew she was on her hands and knees above me. Soon she was rubbing against my mouth while I encouraged her by licking wildly.

“Oh God, Steph,” she groaned as I felt her tense for her release.

I ran hands all over her ass while I fed. She was delicious and warm in my mouth. When her moment came, I held on to keep her from pulling away, taking whatever she gave me. She drenched me, but I didn’t care. I had to make her know, to feel what she’d made me feel.

When she collapsed on me, I kept kissing her tender folds and creases as she relaxed. She eventually rolled off and I turned to join her on the pillows. Her face was flushed and drowsy as I moved her hair to kiss her lips. She hummed a soul deep satisfaction and gave me lazy kisses in return.

“I love you, Sam,” I said. I wasn’t just repeating what she told me, I felt it to my core. Her eyes filled and she clutched me in a tight hug. I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but we both missed the class after lunch before we got out of her room.




Chapter 24

By Friday after school, the butterflies in my stomach were in full flight. I knew I shouldn’t be nervous. It was just Sam. It was just a dance. Mom and I sat in the living room while I put the dark blue polish on my fingernails. Mom helped me get it on my toenails without smearing. I couldn’t keep the stupid grin off my face.

“I was curious,” Mom started. She seemed a little nervous and that made me nervous. “Do any of the kids at school have a problem with you and Sam being a couple?”

“Dan and a few of the other asshole jocks tried to give us shit one day. But Simon… You remember the big catcher on the softball team? He basically told Dan he’d rip off both of his balls if he spoke to us again.”

Mom frowned, but I could tell she was amused as well. “God, don’t hurt Dan again. His mother threatened to sue us until I pointed out her little angel was engaged in sexual harassment at the time you nut-checked him. Once she figured out he could get expelled for doing that, she dropped it.”

“I didn’t know she called.” I worried that I might have gotten myself in more trouble than I thought if Dan’s mother was calling around.

“It wasn’t important to tell you since she backed down, but that family is like a reality TV show. Don’t let him goad you or Sam into doing anything tonight.”

“I won’t,” I promised. “The softball team treats me like their little sister, especially Simon. I think he liked Sam until he figured out she was gay, but instead of being an asshole about it, he just became her good friend. They won’t let anything happen to us.”

“I was worried about that part of things. Being out was a lot harder when I was in school and college.”

Sam wasn’t the only out girl in school, but she was the only one I liked. The gay guys had a harder time than we did by a long shot, but I didn’t want to worry Mom more by telling her that.

She finished with my toes and I rested my heels on the coffee table while my nails dried fully. Sam had asked if I could stay in her room after the dance, but I wasn’t sure if Dad would let me. Mom flipped channels on the couch next to me, so I figured I’d give it a shot with her alone first.

“Hey, would be okay if I stayed with Sam after the dance? That way you guys wouldn’t have to come get me since Joe can’t go tonight.”

Mom rolled her eyes and tilted her head to look at me. “You know what we would say if you were dating a guy.”

“Yeah, but you let Sam stay over last weekend.” I gave her my cutest grin.

“Uh huh. And I also told you to keep it quiet up there.”

“We weren’t that loud.” I felt the heat burn right up my neck. “Were we?”

She gave me a blank look. “I had to keep your father distracted for about an hour. Not that I’m complaining.”

“Mom!” I couldn’t believe she just told me that.

“How did you think you and Joe got here?”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to hear about it.” The idea made me shiver. “Ugh!”

“And that’s how your father feels about someone being with you.”

“Oh.” I hadn’t considered that. It must be as gross for him as it had been for me listening to Joe was going through a what’s-her-name a week. “So does that mean I can stay with Sam?” I asked, still holding out hope.

“I’ll talk to your dad about it and let you know.”

“How about I pack an overnight bag just in case.”

Mom chuckled and shook her head. “Fine.”

After my nails were dry, I hopped upstairs to pack and dress. I put on thin, red cotton panties and matching bra. The red wasn’t a perfect match to the red squares on the gingham top, but it was close enough. My jeans were a touch too small, but they didn’t give me a muffin top so I wore them anyway. I put on the red top and tied it off under my bra.

Getting the boots on required laying back on the bed and pulling until the straps nearly broke. My skinny jeans wouldn’t go on the outside of the old brown boots, so I tucked them inside.

I teased my hair out a little with a hair dryer, spraying to keep it from falling back into its usual straight blonde lines. I put on slightly more blush and eye shadow than I usually wore, but didn’t overdo it. Sam and I had bought matching shades of red lipstick at the mall so we could kiss without anyone knowing from the mismatched smears of color.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I had to admit that Sam’s drawing was closer to reality than my own internal perspective. The pretty woman looking back at me from the mirror barely resembled the person I expected to see. I had breasts now that filled the cups of my bra. My stomach was flat and smooth. When I turned in the mirror, I had to admit my ass was working in those tight jeans.

“Holy shit!” I turned to find Joe staring at me with wide eyes. “Who the hell are you and what have you done with my kid sister?”

I jumped in his arms to hug him tight and kiss his cheek, leaving red lip prints behind. “Thanks.”

“You’ve gotta have fun for both of us tonight,” he said when I pulled back.

I smoothed away the mark of my lips with my thumb and smiled at his goofy embarrassed expression. “I wish you could go, too.”

“And I wish I hadn’t been a dumbass.” He shrugged and backed away. “Go get ’em, Steph.”

Dad did a double take when I walked down the stairs with my overnight bag. For a second I thought he was going to protest what I was wearing, but Mom had been there when we bought everything and had warned him about what we’d planned. He visibly swallowed and nodded, then grumbled, “You look great.”

For Dad, that was effusive praise. I gave him a quick hug while Mom got her purse and keys. “Thanks, Dad.”

“Let’s go,” Mom said as she walked to the door.

The drive to school seemed to take forever. My stomach was flipping over from the nerves. Mom must have picked up on my anxiety.

“It’ll be fine. You look wonderful.”

“I can’t believe I’m going to my first dance,” I laughed. “All these years I dreamed someone like Mark would take me and now I’m going with Sam.”

“Hey, that reminds me. Do you know what happened between Mark and Joe? I know we told Joe he couldn’t have friends over while he was grounded, but it seems like something else is going on. I don’t even see them speak to each other in passing anymore.”

I bit my tongue. Mark was probably picking up Lydia. Even though I knew it would never work out between us, it still burned me that he’d lied. “I don’t know, Mom. You’d have to ask him.”

“I figured I’d wait until after Joe wasn’t grounded anymore to see if things go back to normal first.”

Normal. Yeah, things hadn’t been normal for a couple of months. “Sounds like a good idea.”

“Do you know if Bethany is going tonight?”

“Not really. If she is, she’ll probably be going with Collen.”

Mom glanced at me as if my tone had given something away. “You don’t sound happy about that.”

“She’s being stupid and won’t listen to me.”

“Is she sleeping with him?” Mom whispered.

“Yeah,” I said, knowing it would get back to her Mom. I didn’t care.

Mom just took a deep breath as she turned into the school loop. “I didn’t mean to bring you down on your big night.”

“It’s okay. I’m not as nervous now,” I said and gave her a thin smile. “Thanks for everything.”

“Have fun,” Mom said as she pulled up to stop. “And you can stay here tonight, but I want you to call me when you go back to Sam’s room so I know you’re safe. And speaking of Sam…”

My door opened and I looked up to see Sam holding out her hand to help me out of the car. “Good evening, Missus Larson,” Sam said to Mom.

“Hi, Sam,” Mom said. “Have fun tonight, you two.”

Sam shut the door and Mom pulled away. When I turned, Sam was staring at me like I was a luscious scoop of ice cream. “You look amazing.”

She was wearing Mom’s boots, but otherwise looked like my darker, blue-banged twin. I gave her a quick kiss and said, “You do, too.”

“So you ready to cut a rug?” she said, affecting a southern twang as she picked up my overnight back without comment.

“Sho ’nuff, sugar pants,” I replied. “Let’s hoof it.”

Sam walked me into a lunch room that had been transformed into a country barn, complete with bales of hay and paper on the walls painted to look like rough cut wood. Country music blasted from the DJ’s speakers and a few brave couples were on the dance floor. Tables were set up around the room with centerpieces made of red ribbon, green pine needles, and battery powered tea lights which gave the dark room an intimate glow.

“Wow,” I said. “They went all out.”

“It was fun.” Sam tossed my overnight bag under a table near the dance floor. “Plus, it kept me from going crazy all afternoon.”

I realized then she’d been just as nervous as I’d been. “What part did you do?”

“I painted the walls. Simon helped me get that reddish-brown paper taped up, then I added streaks of red and black to make wood grain and knot holes.”

I squeezed her hand as she pulled me to the refreshments table. “They catered in barbeque. You’ve got to try the brisket.”

We nibbled as we wandered around talking to people. Some hadn’t heard we were going out, but I discovered it was fun to watch their reactions when I told them Sam was my girlfriend. We even took a few turns on the dance floor. I tried to let Sam lead, but she didn’t know what she was doing either. We ended up just swaying to the music.

While we were swaying together later in the evening, I caught Mark giving me a pained look over Lydia’s shoulder. I just shut my eyes and squeezed Sam tighter. She kissed my neck under my hair, which made me giggle. It also escaped the notice of the chaperones who would have broken us up if they’d seen.

“Would you stop staring at her?” I heard Lydia’s shrill voice cutting through the music. She was a trained singer after all, so it was no surprise she could make herself heard.

Sam pulled back to see what Lydia was yelling about. I opened my eyes to find Lydia and Mark squared off in the middle of the dance floor.

“I wasn’t staring at anyone,” Mark lied. I knew he was lying because I knew he’d been staring at me.

“I couldn’t see why you were so fixated on her, but I’m starting to figure it out.”

I tugged at Sam’s arm to lead her off the dance floor. “Is he the one?” she whispered in my ear as we went.

I really didn’t want to have that particular discussion in the middle of the school dance, but I wouldn’t lie to her. “Yes.”

“Your brother’s best friend?”

I just nodded as we got back to our seats. I took a big drink of my soda while Sam kept her eyes on the fight. Mark tried to calm Lydia and move her off the dance floor, but she wasn’t having it. Thankfully, the music drowned out their voices so I didn’t have to hear what she was saying about him or me. He must not have groveled enough, because she jerked her arm away from him and stalked towards our table.

Sam stood before Lydia could get close and raised her arms like she wasn’t going to let Lydia get past her.

“You can have him,” Lydia shouted over Sam’s shoulder at me.

“No thanks,” I said as I stood up and put my arms around Sam from behind. “I already have everything I want.”

“Whatever your problem is,” Sam growled, “It doesn’t involve us.”

Lydia looked like she wanted to say something else, but was thrown off by our response. She stormed off and hit the exit bar with both hands, making the door to the parking lot clank loudly.

Mark looked between me and Lydia, then ran to follow Lydia out the door. I had to admit a teeny-tiny part of me wanted him to pick me for once, even if I just turned him down afterwards. Sam pulled me back to our seats and kept her arm around my shoulders. It felt wonderful to be protected and accepted.

“Sorry,” I murmured to Sam.

“You didn’t do anything. He did.” Her face was clouded as she glared at the closed door they’d gone through. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“Not really. I was stupid and naive to ever believe him. Talking about it would only ruin our night.” I glanced around and spotted the photographer was free for the first time since I’d arrived. “Let’s go get our picture taken!”

Sam grinned and pulled me to my feet. We skipped over to the set where other couples had been lined up all night to have their picture taken. They sat on a hay bale in front of a painted backdrop of a wooden fence and fields. The guy who was taking the pictures looked to be college age, but had a professional looking camera and large light defusers.

“Can you take our picture?” Sam asked with a big grin.

“Yeah, what are your names so I can tag you,” he said as he grabbed a tablet.

We gave our names together while trying to get comfortable on that scratchy bale of hay. Sam put her arm around my waist and hooked a finger in my belt loop. I leaned into her and smiled as the guy lined up the shot. Just before he took the picture, I turned and kissed Sam’s cheek, keeping my lips there until the shutter snapped.

That made the guy laugh and shake his head. “Go on and kiss her if you want to, I don’t care.”

I took that as permission and turned Sam in my arms. She had an odd look on her face as she studied my eyes. “You sure about this?” she asked.

“Why would I care?” I laughed and kissed her with as much passion as I felt. We held the pose as our lips moved against each other. The camera kept snapping until we parted from laughing too hard. None of the chaperones had noticed.

Sam touched my cheek with a broad grin. “Well, now it’s official.”

“What was it before?” I asked.

Sam thanked the photographer before answering with a wry smile. “A secret from my parents.”

I pulled her back to the dance floor. We clung to each other through the slow love songs. I pressed our breasts together and hummed the tunes in her ear. It felt so right in her arms. Sam squeezed me just as tightly until a fast song came on, then we made our way back to our table.

I had just taken a sip of my soda when I spotted Sophie headed our way with Dan following along wearing a sour look on his face. There was couple that was made for each other. I nudged Sam and indicated their approach with my chin.

“I see you couldn’t hang on to Mark either,” Sophie said with bitter bite.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” The lie slipped out easily. She was a viper and I wouldn’t give her or Dan any more ammunition.

“I knew something was going on between you two.” Sophie glanced at Dan as if for support. He had his arms crossed and was frowning at Sam and I. “And Lydia confirmed it tonight.”

“Lydia?” I asked like I was confused. “I don’t know if you noticed, but I’m not really into guys.”

“Well, he’s not much of a guy,” Sophie said with a roll of her eyes while Dan laughed like it was funny. I had to bite my tongue to keep from correcting her.

“Sophie, right?” Sam said as she jumped into the conversation at last. Sophie raised an eyebrow at her. “Look, I don’t care what you think you know or don’t know—”

Simon walked up at that moment and dropped a firm hand on Dan’s shoulder. “Dan, I believe we’ve talked about you bothering Sam and Steph before.”

“Fuck,” Dan muttered as he took Sophie’s arm and tried to pull her away.

“Last warning,” Simon said as he pushed Dan, but Sophie jerked her arm away.

“Who the hell do you think you are?” she yelled at Simon.

Simon was taller and wider than all of us. He looked down at Sophie with an amused smirk. “I’m the guy who’s gonna rip Dan’s balls off if you don’t leave my friends alone.”

Sophie looked like she had a mouthful of bees when Dan dragged her off.

“Thanks, Simon,” Sam chuckled as she clapped him on his shoulder. She turned to me. “On that note, how about we call it a night?”

When I nodded, she reached under the table for my overnight bag. We walked hand-in-hand to the stairwell that led up to her room. Despite the drama, I’d had a great time at the dance with Sam. As she led me upstairs, I felt the warmth building in my stomach.

“I had fun,” Sam said as she opened the door to her room.

“Me, too,” I said, feeling more nervous than I expected.

We didn’t have to sneak into her room this time because most of the staff had gone home or was chaperoning the dance. She dropped my overnight bag on the bed and began to untie her shirt with a sultry expression.

“I need to call Mom real quick,” I whispered and headed to her room phone. She kept undressing, never taking her eyes off me. She slipped her shirt off and dropped it to the floor, leaving her lace bra open for inspection. When Mom answered, I nearly forgot how to talk.

“Hello,” she said.

“We finished dancing and are up in Sam’s room.”

“Oh, we’re not finished by a long shot,” Sam whispered, but I think Mom heard her anyway.

“Uh-huh,” Mom said with a smile in her voice. “I’ll be by to get you around nine, so don’t stay up all night… talking.”

“Nine,” I repeated tonelessly as Sam’s bra dropped from her fingertips. Then she palmed her breasts and tweaked her nipples until they stood out.

“Yes, nine,” Mom chuckled. “Is Sam distracting you?”

I watched Sam unbutton her jeans with her lower lip pinched between her teeth. When she lowered the zipper, I saw she wasn’t wearing any underwear. “Yeah.”

“I’ll let you go, then. You girls have fun!” Mom was still chuckling when she hung up.

Sam toed off her boots before pushing her jeans down. For some reason, knowing she had been commando under her jeans all night had me ready to purr. While I raced to catch up, she came to help me with my buttons and zippers. We were grinning at each other the whole time.

“Wanna shower first?” she asked.

“No, I like you a little salty,” I said.

Her mouth wasn’t salty, but I could taste hints of her soda and barbeque sauce when my tongue slipped inside. She hummed and tasted me back while our nipples rubbed together. She was salty where I kissed my way to her earlobe. And when I sucked her soft skin into my mouth, her hands went down to pull my hips into hers. I felt the tickle of her soft hairs against my bare mons.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” Sam whispered as she let me lick along her neck.

The words made me shiver in her arms. She gripped my hair to force my head back so she could lick my neck in return. The skin of my arms and legs broke into prickles as waves of pleasure rolled over my body. I couldn’t stop the whimper I made when she stopped to suck along my shoulder.

“You’re right,” she whispered against the wet skin. “I like it when you’re a little salty.” Then she pushed me back until I fell on her bed with a giggle.

“So come and have a taste.” I ran my fingertips up my opening thighs and slipped them through my wet slit.

“I think I will.” When she stepped close enough, she grabbed my hands and brought them up to her lips. Then she sucked my fingers while her eyes never left mine.

I gushed.

Before Sam climbed into the narrow bed with me, she opened the drawer of her night stand. “Do you mind if I try something?” she asked with a nervous smile.

“I trust you,” I whispered as I turned to make room on the bed for us both.

She pulled out a pink wand with a rounded tip. When she slipped it between her lips to wet it, I knew what it was. “I’ve never used one of those before.”

“Finally, something I can teach you!” Sam giggled as she got into bed.

She sucked on it some more while I moved my legs open in preparation. I knew what Mark had felt like, but the pink wand was thinner and longer than he had been. I sat up on my elbows when Sam removed it from her mouth. The buzzing got louder as she moved the tip toward me. The first touch made me gasp.

“Oh my God,” I groaned as she penetrated me slowly. My eyes shut on their own as my head rolled back. It was cold and hard, but filled me up with a vibrating sensation that went up to my stomach. It pulled the heat from deep inside and brought me to the edge in an instant.

“Oh, I like fucking you,” Sam whispered as she moved the wand inside me.

I couldn’t move beyond the quivering that gripped me. She fucked me gently at first, then with firmer strokes. When she bent to take my nipple into her hot mouth, I cried out and pushed against her strokes. She probed deeper inside me and hit that magical spot with the blunt tip.

“There,” I gasped and gripped the sheets. “Right there.”

She moved up to kiss me as I reached the edge. Her mouth caught my scream as the buzzing toy pushed me over and held me there. I was lost in the kiss and orgasm for what seemed like hours. Then she eased it out of me and I sighed in relief as the orgasm passed as tremors.

“So?” Sam asked with an evil grin.

“I want one!”




Chapter 25

“Wake up,” Sam murmured next to my ear. “I smell bacon.”

I stretched and rolled in her arms. While I could also smell the bacon, it was the lingering scent of our night together that had me humming as we kissed good morning.

I’d lost count of how many times Sam made me cum. Between her mouth, fingers, and my new favorite toy, my body ached in ways I’d never felt before. I wasn’t sore exactly, just well-used and completely sated.

When we broke our kiss, Sam grinned at me. “If you keep that up, we might need an appetizer before breakfast.”

“I am a little hungry,” I whispered as I kissed down to suckle one of her hard nipples. She responded by running her fingers through my hair and letting out a slow breath.

I’d had her as many times as she’d had me, but her body was still fascinating to me. When she lay on her back, her breasts flattened out like a boy’s chest. Her nipples were all girl and she liked me to tug at them gently with my teeth. I loved the muscles that tensed at my touch, highlighting the definition along her arms and stomach.

Her navel was just a narrow slit, but shallow when I probed it with my tongue. She parted her thighs as I arrived at my destination. The soft hair was an endless wonder. I could never tire of feeling it along my lips as I licked her open.

“Damn, Steph,” Sam groaned and flexed her back to press her heat into my mouth.

Sam liked it light and slow at first, so I kept kissing her softly all along her wet folds. She shivered as I ran my tongue into the crease along her thighs. The warm scent of her musk made my mouth water, but I needed more.

She began rocking her hips. I stroked her with my fingers while I teased the pink bud emerging from the top of her slit with my tongue. I could hear her hands gripping the sheets as she moved.

Holding her open with my fingers, I began to suck her bud between my lips at the same tempo she pushed into my face. Her irregular breathing told me she was close. When her gasp came, I felt her muscles squeezing under my tongue. She strained for a moment against my mouth, I kept sucking her gently until she pushed me away to close her legs and shiver.

I crawled back up behind her and made her my little spoon while she recovered. Her taste was intoxicating. There was something about the forbidden nature of our sex and her own personal chemistry that drove me crazy. She hummed as she rolled back against my chest and I wrapped her in my arms.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered. “You know exactly what I like.”

“I’m glad,” I chuckled while kissing her hair. “But that bacon is calling me.”

“We can’t go to breakfast smelling like this. Let’s take a quick shower.” She slid off the bed to stretch. “What time is your mom coming?”

“Nine.” I slid my legs off the edge of the bed and pushed myself up. I glanced at the bedside alarm clock that read 7:45. “We’ve got plenty of time.”

Her room had a small, private bathroom with a shower. We barely fit in together but I didn’t mind the squeeze. After we dried off, I put on panties, shorts, and a loose t-shirt so I could go without a bra. Sam had on the same thing, but her clothes were branded with the school sports logo.

We left her room, hand-in-hand, and padded barefooted towards the common room. I had only been in Sam’s room and was curious how the resident students lived. We walked through a big open room with large couches spread out around a huge flatscreen television. Two guys with messy hair were playing a war video game.

Ahead of us was a dining room with a huge table surrounded by chairs. I recognized a few students from school. They were dressed in various styles of sleepwear and drinking from mugs. A few glanced at us with knowing grins, but I just grinned back and squeezed Sam’s hand.

“The sleepers have awakened,” Simon called out from the kitchen to the left. He had a spatula in one hand and a plate in the other. “How do you like your eggs, Steph? I already know Sam likes hers runny.”

“The same,” I said as Sam dragged me towards the coffee pod machine.

“Coffee,” Sam intoned like she was a zombie saying brains. She made us both a cup while Simon cooked the eggs.

“So are you the chef around here?” I asked Simon.

“Just breakfast on the weekends. We trade chores.” He finished cooking and slipped the four over-easy eggs into two plates. “Fruit, toast, and bacon are on the counter,” he said with a nod toward them.

Sam and I carried our breakfast plates and hot mugs of coffee to the dining table. We sat next to each other along the side. The cutlery and napkins were lined up in the middle of the table.

“You guys are so lucky,” a familiar girl said to us with a cheeky grin. “I’ll never be able to have my boyfriend for a sleepover.”

Sam nodded as she finished chewing and picked up her mug. “True, but you also don’t have Dan Smith and Zack Harrington cornering you in the hallway offering to fix you once a week.”

Simon walked up with his own plate and sat down next to me. “I thought I was pretty clear about him leaving you guys alone last night.”

“And thanks for that,” I said to him. “He’s been a pain in my ass all summer.”

Simon shrugged off the compliment. “So what was going on with Mark and Lydia last night? I heard a rumor she broke up with him because he’s all hung up on you.” He had an odd expression that I couldn’t identify.

I rolled my eyes and lied like a rug. “Yeah, Sophie was going on about that last night, too. I have no idea why. Mark’s my brother’s best friend, so I’ve known him for years, but he’s not really my… type.” I gave Sam a glance with a big grin on my face.

Sam bumped shoulders with me and then looked at Simon. “Thanks for making us breakfast. You sticking around this week or are your parents gonna fly you out?”

“I’m stuck here, but I’ve got a big project for chemistry I need to finish.”

“Are you staying here?” I asked Sam. She had said her parents hadn’t spent much time with her since she came out, but I couldn’t imagine them leaving her at school over the break.

“Yeah,” Sam shrugged. “It’s kind of nice to have the quiet time.”

“I wonder if Mom and Dad would let you hang out at our house?” I wondered aloud. Sam’s quick look at me made it clear she liked the idea. “I’ll ask when Mom comes to get me. That would be so cool having you stay for a week!”

“You wouldn’t get tired of me?” Sam asked as she searched my face.

I forgot there were a handful of people around the table when I leaned in to kiss her. A guy I didn’t know sitting across from Simon sucked in his breath. I felt the heat rising in my face as I pulled back to find everyone staring at us. “Sorry.”

“It’s no big deal.” Simon shifted in his seat with an uncomfortable look on his face. I suspected his deal was getting bigger, but dropped my eyes to my plate before he saw I’d noticed.

“Is it hot in here?” Sam chuckled and that broke the momentary tension.

“Y’all are cute together,” that familiar looking girl said. “The pictures they posted came out great.”

“They’re up already?” Sam asked as her eyebrows drew together.

“Yeah, on the school’s social media pages.” She touched her phone a few times, then handed it over to show us. The shot on her phone was the campy one with me kissing Sam’s cheek. We did look good together!

“Shit,” Sam muttered. “They tagged me in it and they’re set to public.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as I caught her worry.

Sam glanced at Simon before answering. “My Dad will throw a fit.”

“Oh.” I hadn’t thought about that when we did it. “I’m sorry, Sam. I didn’t mean to cause you problems at home.”

“It’s not home I’m worried about,” she said as she flipped through some other pictures. “At least the other ones aren’t up here.”

“What other ones?” Simon asked.

I answered while Sam kept looking. “When I kissed her on the cheek for that picture, the photographer told us he didn’t care, so I kissed her for real while he snapped a few other pictures.”

“Does the photographer know?” Simon asked Sam, confusing me even more.

“Well, he tagged me in the shots he uploaded by name, so, yeah.” Sam let out a silent laugh. “If those other ones come out, I’m so screwed.”

“I don’t understand,” I said. “Why is this a big deal?”

“You never told Steph?” Simon blinked at Sam.

“Told me what?” I asked, growing more panicked by the moment.

“I’ve never told anyone here but you.” Sam looked around at the group. “My dad is Senator Samuel Green.” The name meant nothing to me, but the open mouths around the table implied it was big news to some of them.

“That anti-gay senator is your father?” the familiar looking girl asked with wide eyes as Sam handed back her phone.

“Anti-gay?” I asked as Sam’s history began to make more sense.

“My dad is the author of the bill trying to roll back the new gay marriage law.”

I blinked. “So I guess having a gay daughter kinda screws up his message. And having pictures of his daughter kissing her girlfriend out on the Internet might be… bad?”

Sam nodded. “He stuck me here so I wouldn’t embarrass him. Who knows where he’d stick me if I actually did.”

I panicked at the thought that Sam could be taken away from me and grabbed her hand. “He wouldn’t really make you leave, would he?”

Sam squeezed my hand. “Let’s finish eating. Your mom will be here soon.”

The eggs were already cold, but I ate them anyway. Could something I’d done as a joke really go that bad? I needed to talk to Sam, but her face was closed off and she wouldn’t look at anyone.

We did the dishes in silence. Simon kept looking at me with a worried frown, his lips pinched in a thin line. I wanted to say something, but when I opened my mouth he shook his head to stop me.

It was getting close to time for Mom to pick me up when we got back to Sam’s room. She helped me pack my clothes without saying a word. Before I picked up my bag and boots, I put my hands on Sam’s shoulders to make her look at me.

“Talk to me,” I begged as she avoided my eyes. Her only response was to lean into my arms and press her cheek against mine.

“No matter what happens, I want you to know how much I love you. Being with you is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

My lower lip quivered and tears filled my eyes. “Don’t say that.”

Sam hugged me tighter. “Last night was amazing. Dancing with you was a dream come true.”

“Stop,” I begged as I clutched her tighter.

“I have to say this now. Just in case.” She kissed my neck. “You don’t know my dad and hopefully you never will.”

I ignored her comment and forced myself to pretend everything was like we’d planned. “I’m gonna ask Mom if you can stay with me this week.”

She pulled back to look at me and wipe the tears from my cheeks. “I need to do laundry and catch up on some homework before I come. If she says yes, would you come back and get me in the morning?”

“Of course,” I laughed through the tears, happy she stopped sounding like we were breaking up. “I’ll make some room in my closet and dresser for you tonight. It’s gonna be so much fun!”

“Good.” Sam had a weak smile on her face, but nodded. “Let me walk you down and thank your mom for letting you stay over.”

Mom was just pulling up when we walked out the front door. My head was still reeling from what I’d learned and the fear of losing Sam. I opened the back door and tossed my overnight bag and boots in.

“Did you girls have fun?” Mom asked over the back seat. I suppose she saw something in my expression because her smile faltered. “Are you okay?”

I nodded. “Would it be okay if Sam came over during our school break?”

Mom blinked. “I’ll talk it over with your father.”

“Thanks,” I said and turned to hug Sam tight. “Promise me…” I couldn’t say what I wanted because I couldn’t put it in words. It was just a deep longing for her and the connection I felt.

“I promise,” Sam whispered in my hair like she knew what I meant.

“Good,” I said and kissed her goodbye. “Call me later?”

Sam nodded and looked past me to smile at Mom. “Bye Missus Larson. Thanks for everything.”

I got in and Sam shut the car door for me. I glanced back one more time as Mom pulled away. It was the last time I ever saw her.




Chapter 26

Sam never called on Saturday and when I called her it just went to voicemail. I considered calling Simon to see if she was okay, but I didn’t want to seem too needy. Then my world came apart at 8:17 Sunday morning while I was eating breakfast alone.

Senator Samuel Green, the author of the controversial bill to reverse the 2015 Supreme Court ruling that legalized marriage for homosexuals, has died today along with his family in a plane crash just outside of Washington, D.C.

The television reporter kept speaking, but a buzzing in my head drowned out his words. I stared at the picture of a much younger Sam with her family on the screen while my breakfast churned in my stomach. I sat there after the story ended with a spoon in my hand and my cereal turning to mush in the bowl.

I don’t know how long I sat there, but I eventually got up to put my bowl in the sink. I went upstairs, past Joe still sleeping in his room. When I pulled some shorts out of my dresser, I saw the empty space in the drawer I’d prepared for Sam. I shut the drawer slowly and pulled the shorts on under my t-shirt.

I forced my chin to stop quivering while I pulled on my socks and sneakers. Then I ran downstairs and out to the garage to get my bicycle. Mom was working in the yard and Dad was gone somewhere because his car wasn’t in the driveway.

“Heading out?” Mom asked.

I didn’t trust myself to speak, so I just nodded and waved. She looked a little worried when I quickly mounted and rode off without a word.

Mom had tried to get me to talk about what had happened all day Saturday. I couldn’t tell her without making it real, so I put her off with forced smiles and assurances that everything was fine. When I kept calling Sam from the house phone all evening, she watched me with worry creasing her brow.

I pedaled past Bethany’s street and almost turned there to tell my best friend. Only she wasn’t my best friend anymore. She had become a stranger to me, so I kept going towards school.

It took an hour to get there. I was sweating and panting hard as I dropped the bike on the grass near the front door and ran inside the building. There was no one at the residents’ desk, so I jumped over it at a run and went up the stairs that led up to the residents’ floor.

When I burst through the door it seemed like everyone who lived there was sitting on the couches around the television. Simon saw me and stood, his eyes red and full of tears.

“Steph.” The anguished sound of him saying my name made it more real than the news report had.

When I ran up, he swept me into his embrace and held me tight as my tears finally fell. The two of us were soon surrounded by the rest of the residents who wrapped us both in their arms.

I finally cried myself out. Simon let me go and drew me down to sit next to him on the couch. The news station would occasionally repeat the story of the plane crash, but in between we all spoke about our memories of Sam. I leaned into Simon’s side and hugged his arm around me. It made me feel less alone.

I pieced together what had happened while listening to them all talk. Sam’s parents had shown up Saturday afternoon. Apparently, the photographer had tried to sell the pictures of us kissing and her father caught wind of it before they made it to the tabloids. He flew in for damage control and to pick up Sam.

Sam had been hysterical when her father took her phone away. His staff packed up her room while her mother tried to calm her down. She got away for a bit to talk to Simon and he relayed her message to me.

I love you. I’ll call you as soon as I can.

Only she’d never be able to call me again. The plane had some kind of engine trouble and crashed in a farmer’s field. My mind imagined her final moments on a horrifying endless loop. She was gone. Really gone. I still couldn’t believe it.

At one point I slipped away from the common room and went to her room to be alone. It had been stripped of her things and looked sterile, but I could still smell her. Smell us. I sat on her bed and shut my eyes. The scent powered strong memories. I lost track of time as I mourned Sam.

“Are you okay?” Simon asked from the doorway.

“No.” I opened my eyes. “Not really.”

“She really loved you.” Simon came in and shut the door. “At least you’ll always have that.”

From the way he said the last, Simon was struggling as hard as I was. “She loved you, too. In her own way.”

He nodded and sat next to me on the bed. “And I loved her.”

“I know,” I whispered. “I could see it. So could she.”

He sniffed and wiped his nose. “It was hard to watch you with her, but I could tell you made her happy.”

“I’m sorry.”

I didn’t know what else to say, so I rubbed his back while he took deep, shuddering breaths. He turned at one point and wrapped me in his arms. We held each other, both of us seeking comfort. When he kissed me, it was just another kind of comfort to kiss him back.

He hadn’t shaved, but I ignored the rough texture around his lips. When I opened my mouth to his tongue, he squeezed me tighter. I knew he needed this and it didn’t feel like cheating on Sam because we had both loved and lost her. I know she loved him in her own way and I needed to feel something other than the numbing cold her loss left inside me.

When I tugged on his shirt, he stopped and stared at me for a moment. I met his eyes and let him work out if he wanted what I was offering.

“I’ve never done… I mean, I don’t know how,” he stammered, but I kissed him quiet.

I pushed his shirt up and he let me this time. His muscular chest was warm as I ran my hands over his bare skin. He pulled at my shirt and I raised my arms to let him pull it off over my head. I didn’t have a bra on and his hungry gaze warmed me. I lay back to lift my hips and pushed my shorts and panties down. He helped me get my shoes and socks off, then stood to drop his own shorts.

I was soaked, which was a good thing because he was huge. He climbed up from the bottom of the bed, kissing me all the way to my lips. I reached down to take his heavy shaft in my hand, stroking him as I guided him into my slick heat.

Simon held himself up while we both figured out how to get him inside me. When he finally slid past my opening we both groaned out loud. I arched my back as he filled me, then he leaned over me and kissed me. I moved my hand away from his shaft as he slid all the way inside me.

“Oh, Sam,” he murmured with his eyes closed.

I didn’t care that he called me her name. In that moment I wanted to be Sam for him. He kissed me as he rocked his hips and ground himself into me. I felt the heat growing inside as the friction and my arousal rose to meet his. My body knew what to do as the sensations overcame my grief.

It was a relief to simply let him take me. I stopped remembering. I stopped hurting. We gave each other everything as he drove me over the edge. In the midst of my own release, with my nails digging into his back, he exploded into me with a cry of pain and relief. The blooming heat inside melted some of my cold grief.

Simon wept. His weight pinned me to the bed, but I wrapped my arms and legs around him to keep him there. His shaft softened and allowed his seed to leak out of me and onto Sam’s bed. I hoped wherever Sam was now that she saw this for what it meant to us.

Simon kissed my cheek and shoulder with tears on his lips. “I’m so sorry.”

I loosened my grip to rub my palms along his back. “It’s okay. I got you.”

“I didn’t mean to do… this.” He said and tried to pull away. “I didn’t even think about you at all or a condom.”

“I’m on birth control,” I said as I let him up. “And I wanted this as much as you did. It was perfect.”

“How? I don’t even really know you,” he said.

I sat up, wincing a little at the pain in my vee as I turned to sit on the edge of the bed. “You called me Sam.”

“Sorry.” He rubbed his face and leaned over to rest his elbows on his knees. “It’s not how I imagined my first time would be.”

“It was wonderful,” I said and bent for my clothes. “You needed it. I needed it. Don’t over-analyze what happened.”

“I just can’t believe she’s gone.”

I wiped the tears from my eyes, then pulled on my panties. “Yeah.”

He just sat there, naked, watching me dress. “Steph…”

I gave him a pained smile as I tied my shoes. “Thank you for making me less alone. I need to head home.”

That got him moving. I didn’t want to open the door while he was still half-naked, so I looked around the room. The trash can was full of wadded up paper and my breath caught in my throat.

I dumped the trash can out on the floor with a strangled cry. Sam’s art! The nude she’d done of me was wadded up along with a dozen other drawings. Most were probably school assignments, because they were simple still lifes or watercolor landscapes.

The last one was a sketch of Simon. He had on a baseball cap and was smiling at something. She’d caught his inner light in the way she drew his expression. In the sketch he looked kind and handsome, just like I knew him to be.

“Sam never showed me that one,” Simon said as he sat down next to me on the floor.

“She captured you perfectly,” I whispered as I traced the places her hand had touched.

“Is this you?” Simon pulled out the nude. “You’re beautiful.”

“You’ve already seen me.” There was amusement in my tone, but I couldn’t bring up a smile.

“Yeah.” He gave a cute blush. “You can see her love for you in this.”

I handed him his sketch and he handed me mine. I smoothed out the wrinkles and rolled it up along with the others. “I’m gonna keep these, if you don’t mind.”

“Of course,” he said as he studied his own sketch. “But I’m keeping this one.”

“Thanks again,” I said as I stood up and looked around the room one last time.

Simon just nodded and opened the door for me. If the others had heard us, they didn’t say anything as Simon walked me out. He went all the way outside with me and stood up my bike from where I’d dropped it.

“You okay to ride home?” he asked.

“Yeah.” I tried to figure out some way to hold her artwork and steer at the same time. “I’ll be fine.”

“Would it…” He shuffled his feet. “Could I call you?”

“I’d like that.” I didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. “You’re a good friend, Simon. Thank you for being there for me today.”

“And you,” he whispered. “It doesn’t hurt so bad right now.”

I nodded and bit my lip before pedaling off at a much slower pace than I’d arrived. The bike seat didn’t help the soreness Simon left me with, but I ignored it. The sun was going down by the time I got home. The cars were gone and no one was around. I left my dirty clothes in my hamper, but brought my wrecked panties to rinse in the shower.

The door burst open just as I was drying off and made me jump with a shriek. Mom was standing there with her hair all over the place and a panicked look in her eyes. We didn’t say anything for a moment. I could tell Mom knew about Sam. She figured out pretty quickly that I knew as well when the tears slid down my cheeks.

“Oh, Baby,” she whispered and pulled me into her arms. “Why didn’t you say anything this morning?”

“I couldn’t talk about it then,” I whispered into her hair.

“We looked everywhere for you. Where did you go?” She asked as she pulled back to look me in the eyes.

“I went to school. I had to know. Simon told me what happened yesterday and then we all sat around remembering her.”

Mom nodded and sighed. “That sounds like a good thing to do.”

“It was what I needed.”

“I thought she was going to come stay with us this week. What happened?”

I took a deep breath. “It was my fault. I kissed her in our dance pictures and the photographer tried to sell the pictures to tabloids. I didn’t know who her father was!”

Mom pulled me close again. “It wasn’t your fault, baby. I know it feels like it was, but it wasn’t.”

“I keep telling myself that, but it still feels like my fault. Talking with Simon and the others really helped me.”

Mom pulled back again and examined my face like she didn’t know me.

“Look at you. God, you’re growing up so much it scares me.”

I gave her a sad smile. It was true. I was growing up. I’d grown more over the summer than I ever wanted to. I’d learned there was no fate, no fairness. Life rolled over our dreams and plans with a benign indifference. It didn’t matter how much you loved someone, there was no guarantee of a happy ending. Certainly not for me and Sam. She was gone. I’d never see her or kiss her again. The overwhelming grief came back with a vengeance and I collapsed into Mom’s strong arms.

The rest of the week passed slowly as I grieved. Joe went easy on me, but since he wasn’t grounded anymore I didn’t see him much. Mom and Dad went to work each day and I mostly stared at the television without seeing it. On Friday, a knock on the door just after lunch got me off the couch.

Bethany stood there with her eyes down. Her fingers were busy twisting together while I waited in the doorway for her to speak. My grief had left me hollow, but I was still surprised at how little I felt seeing Bethany again.

“Can I come in?” she asked at last.

I backed up to let her pass and shut the door behind her. Then I walked back to the living room to stare at the television again. Bethany followed, but didn’t sit down. It was easy to ignore her. The hole I felt inside made everything seem pointless.

“I’m sorry about Sam,” she said at last. I just looked at her for a moment, then turned back to the television. “Steph, will you please just talk to me?”

I clenched my teeth a few times. “What do you want?”

“I…” Bethany started to cry. “I’m really scared.”

I went through the list of things that might scare her and one thing immediately leapt to mind. “Who’s the father?”

She blinked at me with shock.

“It obviously isn’t Collen, because he dumped you when he found out, right?”

Silence. “I don’t know who the father is.”

“Well, I’m too young to be an aunt,” I said with a bite. “And besides, I know how careful Joe is with his what’s-her-names. So who else did you fuck?”

“I’ve only been with Mark, Joe, and Collen.”

That made my blood boil. It was interesting to feel something other than numb pain. “You were with Mark again?”

Bethany flinched. “No, just that one time we were all together.”

“He even barely put it in you.”

“But he didn’t use a condom. I didn’t really believe it was that risky, but I haven’t had a period since then and I even took two tests to be sure.”

I couldn’t help it, I laughed. Not chuckles, but a deep kind of hysterical laughter that bubbled out of that emptiness I’d been suffering all week.

“It’s not funny!”

Bethany’s expression of tearful shock at my outburst just made me laugh harder. Tears began to leak out of my eyes and I had a hard time catching my breath. That was the moment Joe and Mark came in the house.

I figured Joe had patched things up with Mark, but he’d been careful to keep Mark away from me until now. I could only imagine how strange it must have been to walk in and find Bethany standing there crying while I was laughing my ass off.

“And here comes the father,” I managed to squeak out between breaths.

“What?” Joe asked with a worried frown.

“She’s pregnant,” I gasped and pointed. “And it’s one of you!”

I pushed myself up off the couch and stumbled towards the stairs, my laughter giving way to tears. “Someone I love just died, and you come drop this drama bomb on me? Fuck all of you!”

I stomped up the stairs and ran to my bedroom, slamming the door behind me. I crawled into bed, still feeling the edge of hysteria through my tears. I had to focus on breathing slowly to calm myself down. God, why did you have to take Sam away from me?

There was nothing I could cling to, no one I could trust. Simon? I asked myself. No, I couldn’t do that to him. Just because I’m living in shit doesn’t allow me to drag someone else in with me for company.

About five minutes later the door opened a crack. “Steph?” Joe asked. “Can I come in?”

“Fuck off,” I muttered into my pillow.

Joe ignored me and came into my room anyway. He sat down next to me and placed his palm on my back. The warmth was welcome even if he wasn’t.

“I can’t imagine how you feel right now.” I ignored him. “You seemed to want some space this week, but maybe I should have hung around here more.”

“Just leave me alone.”

“Bethany didn’t come here to dump anything on you. She asked me and Mark to meet her here. You obviously figured out why before we got here.”

My pain was eating me alive. “I’m barely hangin’ on, Joe,” I whispered.

“I know.” He tugged on my arm until I sat up for him to hug me. “I know none of us have been the best friends lately, but we all want to help you.”

I sniffed and held on to my big brother’s neck. “I’m scared of going back to school on Monday.”

“So hang with us. I’ll take you home if it’s too much. Just let us help you.”

I pulled back and wiped my nose with the back of my hand. I was so desperate for something to hang onto I was seriously considering it. Joe rubbed his thumb across my cheek to wipe my tears. I nodded and he took my hand to lead me back down stairs.

Mark was speaking quietly with Bethany as we entered the living room. We cast wary looks around at each other as Joe and I stepped closer to them. Bethany was pleading to me with her eyes. The bestie connection we’d shared was gone, but maybe we could salvage something. All it took was my nod for her chin to quiver as she came to hug me.

Mark and Joe put their arms around both of us and we four stood together against our pain and fear. It didn’t fix anything, but at least I wasn’t alone.




Chapter 27

“You ready?” Joe asked before we got out of the car.

I wasn’t. Everything about school reminded me of Sam. It was like asking me if was ready to have someone hit my broken hand with a hammer. You’re never ready for something like that, but I nodded anyway to get us moving.

Bethany and Mark were waiting at the edge of the parking lot. I got my book bag and slung it over my shoulder and headed toward them with Joe at my side. He kept his arm around my shoulder the whole way which was about the only thing keeping me moving.

“Hey,” Bethany whispered when we caught up to them.

“How are you feeling? You eat anything this morning?” I asked. I don’t know why they called it morning sickness because she’d been throwing up all weekend.

“Crackers and Ginger Ale. The breakfast of champions.” Her grim smile answered my question better than her words. “I’ll survive. How about you?”

I thought I was cried out after a week, but I was wrong. Maybe my body had decided to pee out of my eyes. I wiped my face again and sucked in my cheeks to keep myself under control. “Let’s go.”

The people in the hallways who looked at me with pity pissed me off. None of them knew me. In their eyes I was defined by my loss, not by who I really was or even who Sam had been. The anger kept me from crying, so I used it.

I held it together until I saw Simon waiting near my homeroom. He saw me the same time I saw him, but I also saw him shoot a wary glance at Mark. My feet moved faster without conscious thought. He opened his arms to me as I reached him.

We didn’t speak for a while. He just held me. Ordinarily, some officious teacher would come break up public displays of affection. My homeroom teacher saw us but merely pinched her lips and nodded.

“I’m sorry I didn’t call,” Simon whispered.

“Don’t worry. I understand. I barely moved off the couch the whole week.” He let me go and we looked at each other. “One day at a time.”

“One day at a time,” he answered me and then nodded at Joe, Bethany, and Mark. “Hey.”

“Guys, this is Simon. He was Sam’s best friend,” I said as I turned. Simon kept his hand on my shoulder. Mark glanced at it and frowned for a second.

“Simon, this is my brother, Joe, and his best friend Mark. And this is my friend Bethany.” She blinked when I didn’t call her my best friend, but I didn’t care, despite all of us spending the weekend together.

Nothing felt the same. All the things that had seemed so important a week ago were laughable now. Homework? A school dance? Sophie and Dan? Mark and Lydia? It barely seemed real compared to what I was going through. My eyes were open to how hollow and fake everything was.

While Simon accepted their condolences with a nod, I kept my mouth shut. There was no point in disrupting the social circus going on. All we needed were some clowns, I thought, except clowns were fake, too. Just creepy old carnies with painted faces. My foul mood was spilling out all over.

Bethany gave me a quick hug and headed toward the bathroom with her hand over her mouth. Joe dragged Mark away after telling me to find him if I wanted to go home early. Then I turned to face Simon again.

He pierced me with a look that echoed everything I was feeling. I know it was wrong, but part of me was glad that someone else understood. Still, I didn’t want to lead him on. Starting something because we both had loved the same person was a bad idea.

“Thanks for coming to check on me this morning.” I held my book bag against my chest like a shield between us.

“Want me to save you a seat at lunch?” I think he knew the answer before I shook my head. “I understand.” He looked away and began to walk off.

“Simon.” I forced him to look in my eyes. “Be patient with me. Let’s take some time and get to know each other better. We’re both too raw right now.”

I saw a little spark of hope in his eyes when he nodded. “You’re right. If we did anything now we’d just be trying to fill the hole Sam left.”

“Exactly.” By putting my fear into words, he helped to banish it a little. I stood on my toes to kiss his cheek. “Thanks again for checking on me. I’ll see you around.”

“I’ll be looking for you,” he said with a sad smile.

The rest of the day was a mix of ordinary boredom and crushing pain. I sat with Bethany at lunch. We continued to search for a way back to something like friendship. Joe came by long enough to check on me, then left me to go our afternoon classes. I saw Mark a couple of times, but he just avoided my eyes.

When I got back home I was exhausted. I skipped dinner to go to sleep instead. That was the first night I didn’t dream I was in the plane with Sam while it fell forever and never hit the ground. When I woke early, my back hurt from sleeping in the same position all night. I stared at the ceiling until my alarm went off, thinking of nothing and everything.

As the week progressed, I began to come out of the worst of it. I started to participate in class again. My appetite returned a little. The Sam-shaped hole inside was still there, but maybe it wasn’t bleeding as much.

One thing that struck me was that Joe hadn’t picked up a new what’s-her-name since being grounded. He seemed content to hang out with Bethany and me. Sometimes Mark would come over, but mostly it was the three of us hanging out, doing homework, or watching TV until Mom and Dad came home each night.

On Friday, I was having lunch with Bethany when she got quiet for a while. I wasn’t feeling talkative, so I just ate in silence.

“Steph,” she said at last. “Would it be okay if I stayed over tonight?”

I studied her while I finished chewing. “So you can hook up with Joe?” She wouldn’t meet my eyes, but shook her head no. “Then why?”

Her eyes shimmered when she looked up at me. “My dad keeps bringing home movies for us. I thought maybe we could watch something fun. Like we used to.”

I tried to remember the last time we’d done that. It was right after Mark had kissed me the first time. Two months? Had it only been two months?

Bethany shifted uncomfortably. “If you don’t want to—”

“No.” I tried to reach back in time to find that light-hearted, fun person I used to be. It felt like tickling my fingertips against something just out of reach. “I think I’d like that, Bee.”

My pet name for her had just slipped out. Her eyes opened wide. “Really?”

I was broken. There was a hole inside me. But in that moment all the jagged bits inside stopped shifting around. I could suddenly breathe easier. Bethany wasn’t asking if she could really stay the night. She was asking if I was really able to call her Bee again.

She had hurt me. There was a time I had thought her betrayal was the worst pain in the world, but I was wrong. I thought Mark picking Lydia over me was worse, and maybe it was, but losing Sam had shown me what real pain was. The kind that takes your breath away and never gives it all back. Calling her Bee again, forgiving her, let me snatch a breath back from old man death.

“I think so, yeah.”

She reached across the table to clutch my hand in both of hers. Her old smile returned slowly and I could feel my own lips pulling to answer. “Oh my God, I missed you so much. I was such an idiot. I’m sorry I screwed everything up.”

If she hadn’t screwed up, I might never have known Sam. I might never have learned what love feels like. And despite the pain, I was a better person for having loved Sam.

“Forgiven,” I whispered to her. “I missed you, too.”

We finished our lunches and parted with a deep hug. It made me feel lighter to let go of the pain between us. I was actually looking forward to hanging out with her again.

After school, Joe must have noticed a change in my mood because he was giving me odd glances all the way home. When we pulled in the driveway, he finally just asked me.

“So what changed?”

“What hasn’t?” I took a deep breath. “I notice you’re celibate these days.”

“Don’t change the subject.”

“I didn’t realize there was one.”

“You’re more… something.” He squinted his eyes at me.

“I think Bethany and I are better. She’s coming over tonight.”

Joe blinked. “Okay.”

“We’re gonna do our nails and watch a goofy musical like old times.”

“Seriously?” His skeptical expression made me roll my eyes.

“I still like musicals, Dumbass.”

“It just seems kind of festive for the new you.”

That earned him a punch in his arm. “Dick. I’m going inside. Go do something horndoggy.”

“Horndoggy?” Joe asked with a chuckle as he got out of the car.

“Your hand’s gotta be gettin’ tired by now.”

“That almost sounded like a joke.”

I waved him off and headed inside, but secretly I was pleased. I was still broken, Bethany was still pregnant, but I needed a fucking night off.

After Mom came home and I told her that Bethany was coming over, her reaction was similar to Joe’s. She shot me a curious look before nodding to herself.

“So y’all are patching things up?” she asked.

“Tryin’ to,” I said as I put down my history textbook.

“Good,” Mom said and nodded. “Can I hang out, too? Or do y’all need some time alone?”

“No, hang out with us! She’s bringing a movie. It’ll be fun.”

“Then I will!”

When Bethany came over with her overnight bag, I met her at the door with a hug. She and I ran upstairs to change into our long nightshirts and joined Mom on the couch. After placing the DVD in the player, Bethany came back and joined me on the floor in front of the couch.

“What color?” I asked as I dug through my nail bag.

Then I saw the blue polish I’d picked up at the mall that matched Sam’s bangs. It was like time hit rewind and I was sobbing with the stupid bottle of polish clenched in my fist.

“God damn it,” I muttered and forced my emotions back under control.

“Hey,” Bethany said as she scooted over to put her arm around me. “What’s wrong?”

Mom slid over and put her hand on my shoulder. “That’s the polish she wore to the dance with Sam.”

“I swear, I think I’m getting better and then something sucker punches me.” I had to take a deep breath and hold it to make the tremors stop. “I’ll be okay. Go ahead and start the movie.”

After putting the blue polish back inside the bag, I picked a deep crimson color to fit my mood. Mom munched on popcorn while Bethany and I painted our nails the same color.

The movie was as funny as promised. Dad joined us when he came home from work and even chuckled a bit. By the time our nails had dried and the popcorn had been eaten, I was fading fast. Bethany and I were snuggled up on the couch together watching the ending of the movie when Joe and Mark came in.

“You missed a good one,” Mom said as she smiled over at them. “What have you boys been up to?”

“Nothing fun,” Joe said with a sad chuckle and a shake of his head. He and Mark stopped on the other side of the couch. “I was thinking of hanging out over with Mark and Mason tonight. We’re gonna have a war game marathon and eat junk food.”

“Fine with me,” Mom said after glancing at Dad. “Come for breakfast in the morning. I’ll fix the full spread.”

“Will do,” Joe said and glanced at Mark. “Ready?”

Mark gave me a funny look before turning back to Joe and nodding. “Sure.”

After they were gone, I stretched and yawned. “I’m turning in.”

Bethany got off the couch first and tugged me up by my hand. “See you in the morning.”

She kept my hand as we walked up the stairs. I didn’t think anything of it until we were in my room and she turned to hug me with her cheek against mine. Before I could react to her unexpected display of affection, she let me go to brush her teeth without a word.

I turned back the bed while she was in the bathroom, confused by my own reaction. Instead of reflexively pulling away, I had relaxed in her arms and enjoyed her warmth. It was a puzzle.

When she returned, I went to pee and brush my own teeth. By the time I got back, the room was dark and Bethany was in bed. The cool sheets made me shiver, so I pulled up the covers over both of us. Once I’d settled, Bethany took my hand under the sheets.

“I missed this,” she whispered.

Being in bed with her had my mind whirling. Sam and I had shared my bed more recently, but I’d been sleeping next to Bee off and on for most of our lives. And when we transitioned from being just friends to being lovers, it had felt as natural as breathing. I gave her a non-committal hum as I continued to think.

“You know the weirdest thing about being pregnant?” she asked. I rolled over in the darkness and could just make out the outline of her hair against the dim light coming in from the streetlights. “There is something living inside me.”

“You’ve got millions of things living inside you,” I whispered.

“Yuck,” she snickered. “I don’t mean bacteria.”

We were silent for a moment.

“Have you decided what you’re gonna do?” I asked.

We had spent most of the previous weekend discussing options. Joe and Mark were willing to help out, whatever she wanted. I said I’d support her as well. She pulled my hand to touch her stomach. There wasn’t even a bump yet that I could feel.

Bee sniffed. “I can’t have it.”

“Then we’ll make an appointment tomorrow,” I said and scooted a little closer. “The clinic Mark took me to was clean and the people were nice.”

I could feel the bed shake as she cried silently, so I pulled her into my arms. She slipped an arm under my pillow, then clung to me. “I’m so scared.”

Her breath was warm on my lips. She was close enough that all I had to do was tilt my head to kiss her. I resisted, I swear I did. For all I knew, she was carrying my niece or nephew inside her. And Joe was still hung up on her, I was sure of it. Then she took the decision away from me.

Kissing Bee was different than kissing Sam. Sam had this way of teasing me with her tongue that left me gasping. Bee kissed me with a closed mouth at first. Her lips firm instead of yielding. When I opened my mouth, her tongue darted in to taste me. I was still unsure about what we were doing, but her need called to mine.

I got lost in the moment for a while as the heat built between us. She clutched my nightshirt in her fists to keep me close, like she was afraid I’d pull away if she let me go. Our breathing sped up as the passion inside me ignited.

I realized something then. While it was nothing like what I had with Sam, at the same time it was okay. I could enjoy passion without the kind of burning love I felt for Sam. It didn’t make the passion or my love for Sam any less.

When Bee ran her hands up to cup my breasts, I realized something else. Even though I’d been with guys and enjoyed it, there was something different, and better, about a woman touching me. I gasped when Bee tweaked my nipple through my nightshirt.

“Oh,” I moaned as I pushed her back against the pillow. I attacked her mouth and tugged at her shirt so I could feel her skin. She gasped in return and leaned her head back so I could feast on her neck and ears.

“Please,” Bee begged. “Touch me.”

Running my hand down, I slipped my fingers inside her panties and plunged them into her wet heat. She arched her back while I opened her with my middle two fingers and slid back and forth over her nubbin then slowly worked them deep inside.

“Oh God,” she cried. “Right there.”

It was like that first time we were together. I rubbed her and kissed her until she froze, her body teetering on the edge of a massive orgasm. When she fell over the edge, I covered her mouth with mine to muffle the cry. She writhed in my hand, bucking as her muscles contracted around my fingers. I knew just when to taper off to ease her back down.

When she recovered her breath, she whispered, “Thank you.”

I curled up next to her and rested my head on her shoulder. She rubbed my back with one hand while the other joined mine in her panties to cup her sex. For a while I didn’t care about anything but comforting my friend, then sleep claimed me and I didn’t care about anything at all.




Chapter 28

I woke up alone and heard the shower running. I stared at the ceiling and wondered if I’d made a mistake. Then Bethany came back to my room wrapped up in one towel while she dried her hair with another. The smile when she saw me awake reassured me. Then she dangled her damp hair in my face with a big grin before giving me a quick kiss.

“You wouldn’t wake up, so I showered without you,” Bethany said. She flipped her hair back and continued to work it with the towel.

“I never sleep in,” I said as I swung my legs off the bed and stretched.

“I’m sure it’s okay this once,” she chuckled. “Are you hungry? I’m starved.”

Joe and Mark were already in the kitchen drinking coffee when we made it downstairs. During breakfast the four of us kept up a happy front for my parents. Then we all worked together to clean the kitchen before Mom and Dad headed out to spend the day together at an art festival.

When we’d put the dishes away, Bethany begged me to make the call to the clinic for her appointment. After I hung up the phone, I picked up the notes I’d made. Bethany was chewing on a fingernail, watching me walk over with wide eyes. I sat down next to her on the couch while Joe and Mark looked on.

“The appointment is Friday after school. That way you can come over here and stay with us for the weekend while you recover.”

“Is it going to hurt?” Bethany whispered.

“The nurse said they’ll give you something to help you relax. You may have some bad cramps during and after, but she said it shouldn’t be any worse than your period.”

Joe and Mark looked at each other with grim expressions on their pale faces.

“I’m so sorry,” Mark said to Bethany.

She let out sad chuckle. “It’s my own fault. You tried to tell me it was a bad idea. And I wasn’t all that careful after that.”

“I should have pulled out right after and held onto the condom like I was supposed to,” Joe said.

“But I’m the one who held on to you and wouldn’t let you do it,” Bethany said and wiped the tears spilling down her cheeks. I pulled her closer with one arm and held her while she cried.

She and I might be okay, but Joe was watching Bee sobbing on my shoulder with a look of anguish on his face. I think he stayed over at Mark’s house to avoid hearing anything that might have happened between us. I found it ironic that he had had no problem forcing me to listen to them for weeks. He saw me staring at him and looked away.

Bethany took a deep shuddering breath and sat back to wipe her face again. “I can’t think about this anymore. What can we do that’s fun?”

“We can swim over at my house,” Mark suggested. “Mason has an away game so the house will be empty until late tonight.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

“Can I borrow that swimsuit again?” Bethany asked me.

“Sure,” I said. She got off me and we both stood. “Meet you guys over there?”

Mark nodded, then he and Joe headed out while Bee and I went upstairs.

I pulled out both swimsuits and tossed my old one to Bethany. We both stripped down and changed in silence. I’d lost some weight because my suit didn’t fit as well. I was adjusting it to cover everything when I heard Bethany.

“Shit.”

One glance showed the problem. Her boobs had grown. She was still smaller than me, but the last time she wore this suit her boobs didn’t hang out the sides.

“Ah, the hormones,” I noted. “Don’t worry about it. Both guys have seen you naked before. Hell, you could skinny dip if you wanted to.”

The look she shot me wasn’t amused. “Considering my situation, I don’t want to encourage them.”

“Why not,” I said as I folded my clothes and left them on the bed. Bethany was just staring at me. “It’s not like you can get more pregnant. And besides, you’ve got to know Joe is still hung up on you.”

“But I thought you didn’t… I mean… you and me,” she stammered.

“Do you still like him?” I asked, cutting through the bullshit.

“Yeah,” she said and looked down at her twisting fingers.

“Maybe it’s real, Bee. I never expected to find what I did with Sam. Maybe he’s your Sam. What kind of person would I be to stop you from finding out?”

That made her eyes fill with tears. “I never meant to hurt you.”

“It was my fault. I assumed you were serious about being my girlfriend.” The sad smile I gave her was answered with a hug.

“I thought we were just foolin’ around. It wasn’t until I saw you with Sam that I realized what I’d lost.”

I kissed her hair. “You’ll always be my best friend.”

“I like foolin’ around with you, but I really like Joe.”

“And… I think I’m gay.” Saying it out loud made it real. Sam always knew for herself, but it had taken me a little time to work it out. I liked guys well enough. It’s just that I liked the way being with Sam and Bee made me feel.

“So Mark’s got no hope?” Bethany asked me and I shook my head. “He’s been holding out hope you’d give him another chance. I thought he’d blown it when you and Simon were hugging.”

“No, Simon is a great guy, but we both loved Sam. If we started anything, it would end up more about her than us.”

“Mark’s gonna be heartbroken.”

I shrugged. “In a way, I owe him. I don’t know how long it would have taken me to figure out if he hadn’t dumped me to go after Lydia.”

We finished getting ready and grabbed some towels, both of us lost in thought. I locked up the house and we walked down to Mark’s, slipping around the side of the house to the back entrance to the pool.

“So you’ll be okay if I try again with Joe?” Bethany asked before we got to the screen door.

“Yes,” I said and rubbed her shoulder. “Do what you need to do and I’ll still be your friend.”

“Thanks,” Bethany said as she shot me a relieved smile.

It didn’t take long for Bethany to pull Joe into the middle of the pool. She wrapped her legs around him and they were soon in a quiet conversation. That left me floating on my back while Mark tugged me around by my hands and feet.

“Looks like something’s happening over there,” Mark whispered to me.

The quiet sounds of water, birds, and wind had me relaxed. I cracked an eye to look over and saw Joe and Bee liplocked, his hands holding her up while hers held them together.

“Yup,” I murmured and closed my eyes again. Knowing they were working things out made me smile.

“You okay with it now?” Mark asked.

“Yeah,” I sighed. He was quiet for a minute as he continued to ease me around in circles.

“I’m sorry I hurt you,” he whispered. I’d been waiting for him to say something.

“Water under the bridge,” I said. “Nothing to be sorry about now.”

“So you forgive me?” There was a desperate edge to his tone.

I let out my air and sank through the water until I was standing up. Mark looked confused as he studied me. “I need to tell you something and I need you to understand this isn’t about you. It’s about me. Okay?”

“Okay,” he whispered with a frown.

“I’m gay.”

Mark blinked. “But we—”

“Sam was my first love,” I said and touched his shoulder with my palm. My eyes filled with tears. “I wish she and I had longer, but it is what it is. Someday I may fall in love again. But if I do, it’ll be with a girl.”

Mark sucked in his cheeks. “So even if I hadn’t…”

He trailed off, but I knew what he wanted to ask. “I was still figuring things out, but I’d have gotten here eventually. I’d still like to be your friend, but I know how hard it can be to want something you can never have.”

I’d wanted Mark for years after all. And I’d watched Simon struggle with his feelings for Sam. I didn’t want to hurt Mark, but being with him just wasn’t in the cards. He finally nodded.

“Friends is fine.” Mark looked over my shoulder and raised his eyebrows. “Why don’t we leave the lovebirds alone?”

I glanced back over my shoulder to see Joe pressing Bethany against the side of the pool, kissing her with the kind of abandon that indicated he’d forgotten we were there. Nodding, I stepped out of the pool and grabbed my towel. Mark led the way into his house.

“So what now?” he asked as we both dried off.

There was something I wanted to do but I needed his help. “Would you drive me to the craft store?”

“Sure,” he chuckled as he glanced back out the sliding glass door. “Why not? Go change and I’ll meet you out front.”

I showered quickly and put on jeans, a t-shirt, and sneakers. Then I got my purse and the roll of artwork I’d brought home from Sam’s room. Mark was idling in his car in front of my house. When I got in, he glanced at the paper roll, but shrugged and drove us to the store.

After we got there and parked, the two of us walked into the brightly lit store and I guided him toward the back. There was a work area behind a selection of custom frames and I spotted someone working on a framing job. The artwork showed a stone goblet, but the words around it said, Sorrow deepens the cup of joy. I gave a grim smile and wondered if I’d ever feel joy again.

“Excuse me?” I called to the employee.

The person working there was slim, but I couldn’t tell it was a girl until she turned around. Her skin tone and dark hair made me think she was Hispanic at first, but her facial features were more Greek or Italian. She had a strong nose and wide jaw that made her look more interesting than attractive. She smiled at me as she approached the counter.

“How can I help you?” she asked with an accent I couldn’t place.

“I have some original artwork I’d like to get framed. Sketches, mostly. Someone wadded them up and I hope there’s a way to smooth them out again.”

“Let me take a look,” she said and rolled out the paper. I noticed her name tag said Nadia. “These are amazing. Did you draw them?”

“No,” I said. “My girlfriend did, but she passed away last month. I want to preserve them as much as possible.”

Nadia looked up to search my face, then glanced at Mark with a raised eyebrow. “I can help with that. We have a humidifier and press that can smooth the paper. Then I can treat them to preserve the sketches and put it behind UV glass to keep the colors from being bleached by sunlight.”

“That sounds expensive,” I whispered as I touched the sketches again. Nadia moved them to look at each one until she saw the nude one of me.

“Oh,” she sighed like she’d been given an unexpected gift.

Mark cleared his throat and backed away from the counter.

“You’re beautiful,” Nadia said as she looked up, her dark brown eyes were almost black and filling with tears.

“That was how she saw me,” I pulled my hand back from the sketch to wipe my own eyes.

“And this is how I saw her,” I continued as I moved the sketch over to show the one Sam had drawn of herself for me. It hadn’t been wrinkled like the others because I had kept that one safe. “Her name was Samantha Juliet Green.”

“I’m so sorry for your loss.” Nadia took my hand for a moment and squeezed it before letting go.

“Thanks.” I didn’t know what else to say, but her touch made my heart race. “Can you give me a quote?”

Nadia quickly sorted the sketches by size and counted each stack. The two nudes were the largest at eleven by fourteen inches, most of the still lifes and landscapes were eight by ten, and a few were four by six. She tapped on the computer for a bit, then the laser printer whirred to life.

“I’m not supposed to do it, but I’ll press the pages for free. I can use stock frames to save money and replace the regular glass with UV coated glass for a small fee. The matting work is on me; I’m charging for materials only because they have to come out of inventory.”

The cost was more than I’d expected. I would frame the sketches of Sam and me, no matter what, but was considering which ones to leave out when Mark came up again. “Let me help pay for them.”

“No, Mark, I couldn’t ask you to do that.”

“I want to.” I met his eyes and saw his regret and sorrow. He pulled out his wallet and handed over a debit card.

Maybe it wasn’t right to let him, but I wanted the artwork framed too much to pass up the chance. “I’ll pay you back.”

“Or not,” Mark chuckled and muttered, “Stubborn.”

Once he’d paid, I was worried about leaving everything there. If something happened to them I’d lose my last connection with Sam. Then I realized that Nadia wouldn’t be the only employee to see them and got nervous. “You won’t show these around or anything?”

Nadia pulled out an enormous paper envelope and began carefully sliding the pictures inside before grabbing a felt-tip marker. “No. I’ll do the work myself today and tomorrow. I only work weekends because I’m still in school. Can I get your name and phone number?”

“Stephanie Larson,” I said and gave her our house number. When she wrote it down on the large envelope, I noticed her short nails were painted with tiny blue flowers over a pale green base coat. “I love your nails.”

“Thanks,” Nadia said with a smile. “I do things like that when I get bored.”

“I do my nails, but I’m not artistic like that.”

“I could do yours,” Nadia offered as she clutched the pen with an anxious smile. “If you wanted.”

“That would be nice,” I said and felt a little flutter in my stomach.

“I’ll call you,” she said and handed me the receipt and a copy of the work order.

“Good,” I said as I backed away with my heart thumping in my chest.

When Mark and I walked out into the parking lot, the warm air had the earthy smell of impending rain. As the first drops hit my face, I let out the breath I’d been holding. Mark started to run so he could unlock the car, but I put out my arms and turned my face up to the sky.

“You’re gonna get drenched,” Mark called.

I ignored him and let the drops wash away my tears. As the rain fell harder, I spun around and laughed despite everything going on. For the first time in a long time I knew I was going to be okay.
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