Tom's Diary
Introduction & March 15th, 2002.

I'm Tom Ferguson; I’'d doff my hat and bow, but the gesture
is pretty meaningless when you’re writing an introduction to
people as opposed to actually standing in front of them
introducing yourself. Plus, I don't hardly ever wear a hat.

I am sixteen years of age, sixteen and a half, more
precisely, when the events I’'m about to relate happened. A high
school junior, attending North Phoenix High.

I am five ten, very skinny, barely a hundred and thirty
pounds. I have short brown hair, what my dad calls a ‘business
man’s cut.’ I don’t know; I'm not a businessman, but it’s what
I like. Blue eyes.

I'm a good student in school, but nowhere near a grind like
some I could name. I'm not a jock, a nerd or a dweeb: just
average in looks, above average in grades and below average in
social skills. Like I said, average. This is about the change
in my social skills, first and foremost.

Before I go on, I want to give an initial dramatis persona.
Be advised that it quickly changes; I leave it as an exercise
for the reader to keep track of the new names.

My dad is Dave Ferguson, an aerospace engineer, thirty-
eight years old, married to my mom, Ellen, a year younger. Mom
is an economist and mathematician; she’s worked at home for
years and years, before my sister and I were old enough to go to
school on our own. At the time this happened, she was working
Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays from ten to six.

My sister is Joanna; I’'ve always called her JR, no one else
does. That’s a story all by itself, and I’'1ll get to it in due
course. Joanna is thirteen, skinny like me, but eight inches
shorter. JR’s way skinnier than me, not even a hundred pounds.

Mom is best friends with Kim Wells, who is mom’s age.
Kim’'s daughter is Penny; thirteen like JR and Penny is JR’s best
friend. Penny is taller than JR, not as thin. Penny is a



little taller, a little heavier than JR. I'd never heard
anything about a Mister Wells, but Kim and mom have been friends
since college. Kim looks like she could be mom’s sister.

My best friend is Tony Richardson, a junior like me; that’s
about all we have in common except being friends. Tony is the
co-captain of the football team, a running back. Not only
taller than me, but forty or fifty pounds heavier, very blonde,
very crew cut. For all that Tony is a certified jock, he’s
really a nice guy; we’ve been friends since third grade. Tony
and I average out to normal in the introvert/extrovert
categories; he’s more outgoing than I am, I'm more cautious. As
a result, a time or two I’'ve kept Tony from going off the deep
end and doing something completely dumb; on the other hand, Tony
has encouraged me to do any number of things I’'d probably have
passed up, left to my own devices. Dancing comes to mind.

Tony'’s girl friend is Sue Ellen Wilson; she lives next door
to Tony. Once upon a time, back in third grade, Tony lived next
door to me; in sixth grade, he moved next door to Sue Ellen,
about two miles away from where we live.

A year after Tony moved I learned some important lessons.
We were at Rosalie Sanchez’s house for a New Year’s Eve party
for us seventh graders; my hormones had really started to kick
in and I was eager to find out more about girls. I’d come on my
own, Tony had come with Sue Ellen; I’'d been at the party for
about an hour, when the giggles and titters from the kitchen
drew my attention.

I heard someone mutter something about mistletoe in the
doorway; I glanced up and saw the sprig. Then Tony appeared,
having heard the same news. With a big, shit-eating grin he
left, coming back a minute later with Sue Ellen, who he
proceeded to kiss a whole lot more hotly than I’'d ever seen in
real life. Sue Ellen got into it as well, and they caused more
than a few blushes in the room.

A few minutes later Tony was standing next to me, as people
were debating who might go next. “You should try it, Tom.” He
told me. I looked around, my eyes settling on our hostess,
Rosalie. Short, dark, exotically beautiful. I'd had a crush on
her since forever.

Kismet, Karma, fate... call it what you will. I started
towards her, she started towards me. I wanted to kiss her; she



was on the way to the bathroom. I put my arms around her under
the mistletoe, and kissed her the same way Tony had kissed Sue
Ellen.

Abruptly I was pushed away, and Rosalie wiped her mouth
with the back of her hand. *“Eeew!” She exclaimed, “You put
your tongue in my mouth!” She turned and stalked away; I was
left non-plussed, not understanding why it had worked for Tony
and failed for me.

Later, Tony kind of hinted that he and Sue Ellen had been
doing a whole lot more than kissing for some time; that he
couldn’t tell people he was going with her, because everybody
thought they were too young. Tony wasn’t happy about that. And
I realized that you can probably kiss a girl you’'re going with a
whole lot more friendly than you can kiss someone you barely
know, no matter how many times you’ve thought about her while
jerking off.

In truth, that first exposure to the facts of life, however
cursory, was a formative experience. Rosalie never invited me
to a party again; was barely civil at school. I felt bad and
would have apologized, except Tony convinced me that guys should
never apologize. I learned later that sometimes Tony is full of
shit.

As a result, after that I was even more cautious than I had
been, socially speaking; with girls anyway. At the time of
these events, I’'d actually gone on one date, when I was a
sophomore, right at Halloween. I took Ramona Duncan to the
Halloween costume party; Ramona was the daughter of a woman mom
knew from work. Her mom and mine arranged the whole thing.
Ramona was significantly more shy than me; our moms knew that
but had wanted to see if propinquity propinqued. It was a date
filled with silence, as neither of us could think of anything to
say to the other. We did manage to exchange a half-hearted,
‘Good night’ at the end of the evening.

One last piece of set dressing: our house. Mom and dad had
gone to college together in the early 80’s. When dad graduated
he got a decent job and then he and mom got married. They
looked around for a place to live and found this place, a two-
bedroom duplex, somewhat unusual then in Phoenix as it had two
stories. Down stairs was a living room, and a kitchen, laundry
room, and bathroom; upstairs were two generous bedrooms and
another bathroom.



Mom was pregnant with me when they moved in; three years
later, pregnant with JR, mom and dad decided then that they
needed a bigger place. They already knew JR was a girl and
wanted her to have her own room. Right in the middle of house
hunting, the family in the mirror image duplex next door moved
away. Dad decided that we could buy it cheap, and did. They
renovated the entire duplex, the room that had been our kitchen
became a dining room, the living room became a family room; the
other half pretty much remained like it had been. Because the
upstairs bedrooms shared a long wall, there was no way to go
between them. The only way to go from the upstairs bedrooms on
one side to the bedrooms on the other side was to go downstairs,
then up the other set of steps.

Mom fretted about that, when I was little; they were in the
new bedrooms, while I was in their old room, and JR across the
hall from them.

We had fire drills once a month; where I’'d run down and
meet them at the bottom of the steps and we’d go outside. We
had smoke detectors and all of that. Personally, I liked the
arrangement; my parents didn’t ‘drop in’ all that often,
unexpected like, to my room. The guest bedroom was across the
hall from mine, but usually if there was a guest, JR got sent to
sleep there and the guest moved, temporarily, into her room.

A typical day at that point in my life was to get up at 6
am, go down the hall to the third bathroom in our house, shower
and dress for school. At half past six, I’'d have breakfast with
everyone else, then at 7:30 or there abouts, I’'d drive myself to
school; JR usually rode with dad, as the junior high JR went to
was in the opposite direction from the high school. While mom’s
schedule was regular, pretty much, she pretty much didn’t leave
the house until 8:30 or 9:00; even the days she worked. She was
consulting with a major local bank, doing economic forecasts.

Anyway, schedule: I’'d come home from school, usually
picking up JR and sometimes Penny around three from the middle
school. When we got home, JR and I would change clothes, and
then we’d study until 6 or so, then start dinner preparations.
After dinner, at 8, we could watch TV, read, or do what we
wanted. Mostly I read; JR frequently went to visit Penny, or
Penny came over to our house; JR reads a lot too, Penny not so
much.



A word about JR: She’s three years younger than me. My
earliest memories are helping mom take care of her; I even
helped change JR’'s diapers, although I doubt if I was that much
help. JR was my little sister, and I was her big brother. Our
relationship meant a lot to me and I was proud of it. I was
there to help, advise, and make sure no one bothered her. I
took to the role with a will; far more extroverted in it than
I'd ever managed any place else.

We were friends, we talked a lot, played all sorts of games
with each other and our parents; we had a lot of fun together.

The closest thing we ever had to a fight was when she
decided that she would use some hydrogen peroxide she’d found
and turn herself into a blonde. I convinced her, after much
argument, that she should wait for mom to come home and ask her.
Sure enough, mom explained that it had to be done carefully or
it would look bizarre. Not then, but a week or so later, JR
turned blonde for about a month; she hated it and applied a
rinse to go back to brunette.

Enough setup!

Now to the actual events of the day it all started...

Friday, March 15, 2002

I was reading on my bed, lying on my back, book overhead,
when JR knocked on the door to my bedroom. “Phone call, Tom.
Tony."”

I got up, headed downstairs, wondering who it could be, not
even slightly aware how much my life was going to change, all

stemming from that phone call.

“Tom old buddy!” Tony was in a jovial mood. Which meant,
I figured, that Tony wanted something.

“You doing anything, Tom?”

“Reading,” I replied. I heard the snort on the other end
of the line.

“You remember I was telling you this week about my Uncle
and Aunt from Seattle coming to visit us; that this was spring



break up there, so my cousin Marsha is with them.”
“Yeah,” I said, curious. *“I remember.”

“They got in earlier than we expected. Did I mention my
Uncle works for the Seattle Supersonics?”

Maybe a million times. “Yeah,” I replied.

“Marsha is a few days younger than me; she’s a basketball
player. Anyway, Marsha wanted to know if she could come to the
game with us tonight. I told her Sue Ellen and I were going
with you.”

A fig leaf for Tony with his parents, I knew. How many
times in four and a half years had Tony pretended to be visiting
me, or out with me, when he’d really been inside Sue Ellen’s
panties? I hadn’t any idea, but I was sure it was a lot. I was
the perpetual third wheel that he trotted out to show that he
wasn’t having sexual congress with Sue Ellen. From the number
of times I was trotted out, I assumed he was a busy beaver. He
was my best friend; Sue Ellen was nice; I’'d never, ever had a
problem covering for Tony. And, of course, since we’d both
gotten driver’s licenses, the number of times and excuses had
increased an order of magnitude.

“No problem,” I told Tony.
“Ah, there’s a problem,” he said limply.

“A problem?” I sighed, thinking I had a glimmering of the
problem.

“They’'re loaning my car to my Uncle and Aunt for the
weekend, so they can go up to Sedona and scope out houses;
they’re thinking about getting a house there to stay in during
the summer.”

I'd heard often enough about snow birds, and I murmured
assent, although anyone expecting warmth in Sedona was going to
have a big surprise their first winter there. “So, I was hoping
you’d be able to drive Marsha, Sue Ellen and me to the game
tonight.”

“Yes, sure,” I said, a little miffed he hadn’t understood
my grunt the first time; then realized that was probably a bad



way to go about deciding such things.
“And could you, ah, escort Marsha?”

“Is this ah, like a blind date, Tony?” I asked
sarcastically. “She’s ugly, right?”

Tony came right back. “Marsha isn’t ugly! She’s really
nice, Tom. I promise.” I could tell there was something else.
“Like I said she plays basketball, right?” he went on
defensively.

“That’s what you said.” I knew there was something else;
it only remained to find out what.

“I mean, aside from the fact her dad was a player, she is
too.”

“Tony,” I said, getting a little exasperated, “what?”
“Tom, she’s six six.”

I tried to imagine a really nice, six and a half foot tall
girl. My imagination failed me.

“Please, Tom! Please! I mean, we can leave early, if it’s
a problem.”

Sure, leave early. Drop Marsha off, he’'d go to Sue Ellen’s
house and play doctor or something. I sighed, “I guess this is
what friends are for, right?” I asked.

“Yeah, Tom. Thanks, you’ll do it?”
“Sure, why not?”

"I owe you, guy. I owe you!" Tony said he had to run, he
was at the airport waiting to pick up his Aunt and Uncle’s bags.

In the meantime, I was left to contemplate what to wear on
a date with a giantess. I decided, like I always decide when
going out, to wear dockers and a long-sleeved sports shirt.
Tony says I'm sartorially challenged, I asked him to spell
either word, which he had problems with. Yeah, Tony dresses
better than I do, but I once pointed out to him that I’'d dated
as many girls as he had. That broke Tony up, as of course, I'd



been on one date with one girl, and he’d been on a million dates
or more, with just the one girl.

I drove over to Tony’s a little before six and got out.
Tony was there at once, smiling, shaking my hand. A minute
later I met Marsha Richardson; Tony had been right about her,
low-ball if anything. She was drop dead beautiful, if a little
tall. She smiled shyly at me, I smiled shyly back.

She was thin, but had a really cute face, and her dark
blonde hair was done up in a ponytail. She was wearing a flower
print blouse and black stone washed jeans. Sue Ellen was
abundantly sumptuous when it came to breasts; Marsha had a full
plate as well, although nothing like Sue Ellen.

Tony went next door to get Sue Ellen, and as soon as she
and Tony were in the back seat the two of them immediately lip-
locked. They were kind of like Romeo and Juliet, with only half
the family baggage; Sue Ellen’s parents worshiped their
daughter, nothing she wanted was denied her. Tony's father
wanted his son to be a NFL super star, and didn’t want any
‘distractions.’ Tony'’s mother was much nicer, but more quiet
and reserved than her husband. Tony and Sue Ellen were star-
struck tragic lovers, who could never get enough time together.

As I drove I glanced at Marsha to see how she reacted to
the back seat frolics. Marsha flicked her eyes back towards
Tony and Sue Ellen, and mock-grimaced. Tony and Sue Ellen had
passed the kissing stage and were now feeling each other up.

I nodded, and a few minutes later we were at school.

Marsha was much easier to talk to than Ramona, and we
traded a lot of anecdotes about our schools. Like Tony, Sue
Ellen and I, she was a junior, and as Tony said, a jock on the
varsity girls B-Ball team, majoring in pre-college athletics.

As such, she was lucky; our girl'’s varsity played first and
applied some major whupass against their opponents; it was
pretty to watch. The boy’s team was pretty bad, and managed to
lose by thirty points; nothing pretty about it.

After the games we went out into the commons where they
held the dances. 1I’'d not really had much of a chance to learn
to dance; that was more Tony’s thing than mine. “Not hard,
Tom,” he’d told me once. “You just stand out there, pretend



you’'re a bag of shake and bake. No sweat.”

Marsha did want to dance, and that was when I learned a lot
about Tony'’s cousin that hadn’t been apparent up to then.
Marsha was just a little wild out on the dance floor. She
really got into the music, and she danced like there was no
tomorrow, right up to getting really, really close to me. 1I'd
heard about freak dancing, but never really had any experience
with it; now I experienced it.

I might not have that much experience with girls or
freaking, but when a girl is rubbing herself against me, I found
it pretty easy to jump to conclusions; not to mention rub back.
And that’s what she was doing. First her breasts, then a while
later her groin came in contact with mine and stayed there for
several minutes, grinding against the biggest boner I’'d ever had
in my life.

After the second dance like that, it was all I could do to
keep from messing my pants, Tony came over to me after that
dance, leaned close to me. “I don’'t know about you, but I feel
the urge to go someplace more private.”

I could only nod, trying with every bit of my will power to
make it seem like this was no big deal, it was something I did
every day. *“Where?” I managed to gargle.

“My parents and Marsha’'s went to a Sun’s game, they’ll be
back around eleven. 1It’s nine thirty now. Sue Ellen’s parents
won’t be back until one.”

"Sue Ellen's would be good,” I said, wondering if Marsha
would be interested in continuing to grind pelvi together some
place else; some place where it wouldn’t excite comment if
neither of us was wearing anything when we did it.

I drove the two and a half miles to Sue Ellen’s; it was
hard to keep my mind on the road, because Sue Ellen was going
down on Tony while I was driving. Between that and Marsha
sitting next to me with a smile on her face, no matter what
stupid thing I said. It was very hard to concentrate.

Sue Ellen had to be pretty good at it; she managed to bring
Tony off in the five minutes it took to make the drive. I was
worried about how Marsha was going to react, but she just had a
big smile on her face.



We went inside, Sue Ellen directing us to the family room.
For a few minutes Tony and Sue Ellen did some passionate make
out while standing up, then they vanished. Headed, I was sure,
for Sue Ellen’s bedroom.

Marsha and I had been making a little kissy-face ourselves,
stopping only after the other two vanished. “Most boys,” Marsha
whispered, her hand now on the front of my jeans, *“are kind of
put off by how tall T am. I intimidate them.” She had worked
the zipper of my jeans down, her hand wrapped around my hard on.

“I could never do this in Seattle,” she said, looking me in
the eye.

I nodded, trying to show I was interested as much in what
she was saying as what her hand was doing, that all of this was
something I was used to, instead of my very first time ever,
except in wet dreams, none of which had compared to this. Then
Marsha was kissing me, hard and passionate, and I kissed back.
After three or four minutes, she pulled back, smiling at me.

“Can I tell you a secret?” I nodded, and she smiled again.
“Three quarters of the girls on my team are gay, the rest are
bi. 1I’'ve never been with a guy.”

With that, she leaned down and took me in her mouth. I was
startled, again real-life with Marsha was even better than any
wet dream I’'d had over the last few years. I looked down at
her, her head in my lap. If a girl is sucking on your hard on,
is she likely to object to being groped? I didn’t think so,
although it was a temptation to defer my explorations until I’'d
been gratified personally.

I cupped her breast with my hand, letting the warm, full,
firm shape fill my palm. At once her nipple made itself felt,
rock hard solid; an obvious target for further titillation. I
concentrated on her hard tip, first just brushing it with the
palm of my hand, and then taking it between my thumb and
forefinger.

“Ahhhhhh!” Marsha sighed sibilantly when I did that, and
then redoubled her effort in my lap, using her tongue now as
well. I thought about frying bacon, I thought about clouds in
the sky; I did everything I could think of not to think of how
close she had me to coming.



My orgasm, when it came, did not appear to suffer for the
delay, and for a moment all I could think of was the blaze of
pleasure in my midsection. When I grew aware again, Marsha was
finishing me up, licking everything that was putting in a
belated appearance. I’'d shrunk to about two-thirds the size I'd
been a minute before; as soon as I noticed she was still licking
me, it stood right back up.

Marsha giggled, gave me a dainty little kiss, and then sat
up. “Would you be grossed out, if I kissed you?” She asked me
in a soft voice.

I looked at her, considered for a millisecond, and then
shook my head.

She leaned close, and then we were kissing; I’'d made a good
choice, I found, as I didn’t taste anything, just Marsha. Even
when she stuck her tongue down my throat.

This time I slid my hand underneath her blouse, searching
out her other breast. I learned that her nipples were in sync
when it came to hardness. I started chaffing that one too, and
Marsha went into overdrive with the kiss. After a moment, her
hand went back to my boner, still sticking out of my slacks;
that lasted a few minutes, before she pulled away. For a second
I wasn't sure what she was doing.

Turned out, Marsha was unbuttoning her blouse, so I could
get at her breasts without messing with her clothes. She smiled
at me, glanced down; the message was clear: not only did she
want to be kissed, but where. I leaned down, kissing one of her
hemispheric breasts, until I finally reached her nipple. I used
my tongue on it, swirling around the erect center, three or four
times. Marsha took my hand, moved it between her legs.

I mentally did a double take; sure, guys were always saying
that girls were just as horny as us. I’'d just never met a girl
where that had been true. Now, evidently, I had. Still, in
spite of my cornucopia of plenty, there was a niggling worry in
the back of my mind... what if she was just a tease? Her hand
had gone back to my hard rod; I laughed at myself. What kind of
tease starts with what is normally considered to be the holy
grail of relationships?

For the next few minutes I proved my inexperience; I wasn’t



sure what I wanted to do. I was kissing Marsha’s breasts, my
hand was rubbing around her crotch. Right in the middle of
that, I decided that odds were, she wasn’t going to object if I
hauled her slacks down, so I started undoing her jeans.

In seconds I had my hand inside her panties, feeling her
crinkly, damp pussy hair while I was still working on her
breasts with my tongue.

I heard a soft chuckle after a few seconds, and I stopped
and looked up.

Marsha was smiling at me, nodded at my erection. “I always
heard that with a boy it was pump once or twice, then he’d
shoot. After that, he’d fall asleep and let you rest.”

I could feel her hand, squeezing my hard on, I felt her
hips 1lift to meet my fingers pressing against her pubes. I
couldn’t think of anything that wasn’t a smart-assed remark; I
had no intention of messing this up, so I kept my mouth shut.

“Tom,” I looked more directly at her, when she said my
name. “Would you do for me, what I did for you?”

Go down on her? I nodded, wide-eyed, agreeing without
hesitation. This was so far beyond my wildest dreams that I
made a quick decision to review my wild dreams as early as
possible, in view to upgrading them at once.

“At my school,” Marsha whispered, “when you try out for the
girl’s varsity, they have a little ‘attitude test’ we have to
take. You visit each of the five starters, go down on her. At
the end of the night, they get together, compare notes and
declare a ‘queen of the night.’ Then all five go down on their
favorite. When I was a freshman it was me they picked.”

I somehow doubted that was something that got back to the
coaches and parents; I wondered why I was hearing about it.

Marsha grinned wickedly. “I didn’t sleep at all that
night; never even felt tired. Not my first year, not my
sophomore year when I was a starter, or this year.”

Another words, I thought, while no man might have gone
before where I was about to go; there had been a lot of lips
there before this.



Ah, hormones! Had I heard this story in the privacy of my
own room, I would have thought it wildly erotic, I would have
masturbated imagining it. But here and now I wasn’t sure if I
wanted to do it with someone who had sex with quite so many
people.

Of course right then my hormones were more interested in
what was happening than my brain. I moved down to get between
her legs, and Marsha finished sliding her jeans off. I leaned
close and for the first time tonight had serious seconds
thoughts. There was an odor, very strong and not all that
pleasant. I hadn’t a clue what to do, until Marsha breathlessly
told me to kiss her clit.

Her clit wasn’t hard to find, it was nearly the size of the
tip of my little finger. I spent quite some time licking and
sucking on it, and after a bit, Marsha was too worked up to give
me any more directions.

As unpleasant as the odor was, the taste left even more to
be desired; I'd heard that girls smelled like fish, that the
fluid was heavy and acrid. Marsha smelled like sweat and maybe
a hint of pee; mixed with a taste that was simply strong and
gamey. On the other hand, there I was, eating a girl’s pussy;
what I lacked in experience and intellectual enthusiasm, my
hormones made up for.

“Put your tongue in me!” Marsha gasped, and I tried to do
just that, shoving my tongue up inside her. I was startled by
how far it went; my nose pressed against her clit; I almost
laughed. A head job for sure! Maybe a nose job! I stifled my
giggle, and concentrated on using my tongue. I found the best
position was with my hands underneath Marsha’s bottom, lifting
her up; she was twisting and writhing, trying to get my tongue
in deeper as well.

Marsha was moaning and sighing, then gave a huge spasm,
twitching and jerking as if she was being electrocuted; except
someone being electrocuted isn’t saying, “Harder! Faster!
Deeper!” while she’s dying.

“Oh yes!” She finally said, calming down, “just like that!
Oh, did that ever hit the spot!” She leaned over, pulling me
up, her tongue coming into my mouth, harder and more passionate
than ever. She was fumbling with the front of my jeans, sliding



them down over my hips, pulled me into her.

I nearly came as I slid inside her. My God! 1It’'s really
happening!

Still, the sensation wasn’t at all like what I’'d expected.
I'd heard a lot about tight, hot boxes; Marsha was slippery and
while the sensation was wildly exciting, there seemed to be a
lot of room left over. Oh God! I don’t measure up to most
guys! That realization shot through me, and went a long ways
towards adding to my staying power; a cold douche cutting
through the fog of my hormones.

“Marsha should I use a rubber?” I asked, looking down at
her. The expression on her face is one I'm going to remember
all of my life: Girl in major lust. After a second her
expression vanished, replaced by a deep laugh.

“You know what they call a girl who leaves birth control to
a boy?” I was still getting used to the feeling of where my
hard on was; the hormones were coming back.

I shook my head.

“Pregnant,” she completed the question. “Coach doesn’t
want any of us knocked up, she has this arrangement with the
school nurse; we got shots. I’'m not going to get pregnant.
You’'re the first boy I’'ve slept with; you aren’t going to catch
anything from me. Am I gonna get anything from you?”

I shook my head emphatically no; not possible, unless you
really can pick it up off a toilet seat.

She lifted her midsection against me, started moving with
me. Things kind of went on autopilot there; I started some
serious humping, she humped back. It took a while, but I could
sense Marsha was getting close; when she closed her legs
underneath me it wasn’t hard at all to come with her. Both of
us were pretty noisy, and it was only afterwards I felt the
least bit of embarrassment. I looked around, breathing a sigh
of relief; no spectators.

I leaned down, starting kissing Marsha’s breasts again, and
I heard her giggle. “It’s getting kind of late to start over.”

I was still inside her, I moved a little bit; if I'd



thought she was moist and slippery before, now the sensation was
cubed. Hormones didn’t care a bit, I just kept moving.

Marsha’s legs wrapped around my butt, she stuck her tongue down

my throat and in about a minute I was getting close; Marsha was

too.

“God, I think I'm gonna nickname you Ironman,” Marsha
breathed in my ear. That’s when I spurted again.

This time it was me who came down off a tremendous high;
Marsha was lightly stroking my butt with her hands, kissing my
ear, using her tongue. “Oh, I wish I could package you up and
ship you back to Seattle!” Marsha murmured in my ear. *“All
that stuff about boys not being any good was just bull shit!”

My hands made a beeline for her breasts, and she giggled.
“They’'re right about the one track minds though!” She lifted my
hands away, “We need to get up, get cleaned up. It’s almost
midnight.”

As if on cue, I heard Tony say from outside the room.
“Marsha and I need to be getting back, Tom.”

I glanced hurriedly at the door, afraid he’d come in, but
he wasn’t visible. I got up, held out my hand for Marsha, and I
pulled her to me, kissing her like men have been kissing their
first woman since the dawn of time. Hard and hungry for more.

Marsha kissed back for a second, and then pulled away.
“You're nice,” she said, then leaned down and picked up her
blouse and jeans from the floor where they’d fallen. She
hastily got dressed, and perforce, so did I.

A few minutes later Tony and Sue Ellen came in; Sue Ellen
had a definite ‘just been loved’ look, just like Marsha. The
two girls traded smiles; I didn’t dare look at Tony. Tony,
Marsha and I walked over to Tony’s, where they bid me good
night.

The porch light was on, the house lights were on. I
reached out and took Marsha’s hand anyway.

“Don’t get all sloppy and gooey,” she said matter-of-
factly, looking now, like she had at the start of the evening.

“I had a good time,” I told her, knowing it sounded really



lame and stupid.

She grinned. *“I did too. Something I will always
remember. G’‘night Tom.” She and Tony went through the door,
and I drove home by myself.

My house was as dark as the Richardson’s had been 1lit. I
got out of the car, walked inside, and went upstairs and
straight to bed. I lay awake for just a few seconds,
remembering all of the sensations; Marsha’s mouth around my
erection; my hands and tongue on her breasts. Going down on
her; being in her and coming and then coming again. Three
times? I thought so for me. How many times for Marsha? At
least three, maybe four or five times. I fell asleep, a grin on
my face.

Saturday, March 16, 2002

I woke up in the morning, stiff and sore; muscles I’'d never
imagined hurt in ways I wouldn’t have imagined. I took a
shower, knowing that when I did, the last lingering smells of
Marsha were going to flow away. I sighed as I soaped up; I'd
seen the clock before I’'d walked to the bathroom. Almost nine;
Marsha had told me that her parents had planned to be on the
road by eight. Already she was gone.

I contemplated life and the universe.

I wasn't ever going to see her again. Never. And, if that
was bad, I had a strong suspicion that was Marsha'’s intent all
along. What was it she said? ‘I could never do this in
Seattle.’ It was something like fifteen hundred miles between
Phoenix and Seattle. There was no way I was ever going to get
there. Maybe her parents would buy that house in Sedona? Maybe
they’d come and visit Tony's parents again?

It was March, would she be faithful until June? July or
August maybe? I laughed at the thought. ©Not from what she’d
said. Was someone like Marsha seeing someone? I expected so;
realized that if she was, it was another girl.

Me? 1I'd never imagined going out with a girl for the first
time and doing everything I had ever imagined doing with a girl
and more besides... and then never seeing her again. What if it
happened again? Experience said that if the opportunity
presented itself I wasn’t likely to say no. I shook my head,



nope, I wasn’t in love with Marsha; she had been the first girl
I'd been with and it was a deliberate thing on her part. Well,
it had been pretty deliberate on my part too.

Around noon, I was fixing a PB&J sandwich, when my mom
breezed into the kitchen. “Tom, I know I asked you if you’d go
shopping this afternoon.”

I nodded; a small price to pay for the use of the car; I
did all of Mom’s errands and she paid for the gas.

“Well, your dad and I have been talking about getting a new
dishwasher, so we’'re going off to Costco, then the mall. 1I’1ll
get the shopping done while we’'re out. You won’t mind?”

I laughed and shook my head.

“Joanna’'s stayed over at Penny’s last night, she should be
back before I leave.” Or, in other words, JR had better be home
before Mom left.

I finished my sandwiches, cleaned up after myself. JR
appeared while I still had my hands in the sink, grinned at me,
and announced her presence. JR had turned thirteen in January.
Stamped from the same Ferguson cookie-cutter like Dad and
myself, five two, thin, brown hair and blue eyes. She was
studious, usually serious and intent; smarter than the rest of
us and then some.

Not for the first time, I watched her leave the room; she
was wearing jeans that stretched taut over a nicely shaped
posterior, a crop top that was more modest than a bikini top...
but still left a lot of skin showing. You are, I mentally told
her as she vanished into the dining room, getting to be quite a
little hottie, sister mine.

A while later, Mom and Dad vanished down the road. I
retired to my room to listen to some tunes on my boom box and
read. In this case, an old Heinlein juvenile about a boy caught
up in interplanetary intrigue and ends up stranded on Venus
during a war; really cool, and hardly dated at all, even though
it was fifty years old... except for the descriptions of Mars
and Venus of course.

After a few minutes, JR knocked on my open door, and I
looked up at her. *“Afternoon, JR. Have a good time over at



Penny’'s?”

JR nodded and smiled, and I waved for her to come in. We
were really good about each other’s personal space; Mom was
forever praising me to her friends and holding me up as a
paragon of virtue. And here I was oogling my sister’s small
breasts, clearly outlined under her top; I could see the shadow
of her nipples beneath the fabric. Trying not to stare was
pretty hard.

“Could I ask you something, Tom?” JR asked, “Something
personal?”

“Sure, JR, you know me.” Over the years my sister had
asked maybe a million questions of the people around her; maybe
three quarters of those had come my way; I was about the only
person who was always patient with her.

“Promise you won’'t tell anyone,” she said, and I met her
eyes.

“I promise. When have I ever?” I said neutrally,
wondering all the while what thirteen-year old girl secrets I
was going to hear.

“Never, but this is special.”

“I promise, cross my heart, hope to die,” I said, crossing
my heart.

She smiled at that. “I want to ask my question, then I
want to explain why I'm asking, so be patient, okay?”

“I'm always patient, JR. Even when you spend ten minutes
beating around the bush.”

She stuck her tongue out at me, and I waved for her to go
ahead.

“Is going down on someone having sex with them or not?”
She asked then, getting down to brass tacks with patented JR
quickness. I stared at her, and then started to say something,
but she had gone on before I could get any words out.

“I'm asking because of two things. Last year, the first
week of November was Camp Weekend.” Some weekend, I thought



sarcastically. We’d done that when I’'d been in seventh grade
too. You get Thursday and Friday off from school, but you go to
a camp in the mountains. And have to stay Saturday and Sunday
as well. No offense, but making reed mats and bead chains
aren't my favorite things, although walks in the woods are ok.

“I was in a cabin with Penny and a bunch of others you
don’'t know, except maybe Nicki Barrett.” I knew Nicki a little,
her brother Stan was my age and was an avid Magic player, as was
I. “Susan Morgan was our counselor.” I nodded, knowing Susan
slightly; she was a senior, and played Magic sometimes too.

“The first night Susan explained that oral sex isn’t really
sex; President Clinton said that. And that there had been a lot
of talk, and the congress had ended up agreeing with him.”

I laughed, “Mom and Dad were certain you weren’t old enough
to hear about any of that.” 1In fact, they’d done their best to
keep me from it as well; but eleven-year-old boys are incurably
curious about anything like that being talked about so openly
and in such exquisite detail.

“Susan did it to us. All of us, except Nicki; she was
having her period.”

I blinked in astonishment. Susan Morgan was gay? She’'d
chowed down on a whole cabin of twelve-year-old girls? Eleven
and twelve year old girls, because that’s how old JR would have
been then? Wow!

“Susan told us it was okay, it was just girl play, and a
couple of girls did it to her, too.” JR made an odd twisting
motion with her hand. “Now, well Penny'’s boyfriend says going
down on a boy isn’t sex either. That it’s okay because it’s not
really sex.” A pause. *“Is it okay?”

“I'm the wrong person to ask,” I told her. *“A boy has just
one thing on his mind; I don’t know about girls, but boys will
say and do anything to have sex with a girl.

“Is going down on someone having sex?” I asked
rhetorically. *“I don’t know. If that’s all you did...” Again I
shook my head. *“Then maybe it’s not. But usually with a boy,
it’s just the first thing he wants.” Actually, until my
experience last night with Marsha, I hadn’'t been aware it came
first. But I was willing to put it at the top of the list now!



“Penny and I were talking, we thought maybe Susan and
Penny’s boyfriend are BSing us,” she said right out. JR bit her
lip. “Penny said after she did it to Susan, Susan offered to
finger fuck her. We decided that’s sex.”

This was the first time I’'d heard the term, but it didn’t
take a rocket scientist to figure out what she meant. I nodded,
but added, “Like I said, I'm the wrong person to ask about this.
Girls and girls...” I sighed. Well, Marsha was like that, she
had certainly seemed nice.

“Have you ever done it? Oral sex? Real sex?” JR asked.

I looked my sister right in the eye. “JR, that’s personal.
Asking my opinion about something, that’s okay. But ask what I
do...” I shook my head.

“I hear you, at night you know,” she told me. “Your bed
squeaks, and when you get really excited, it bumps the wall. T
do it too, listening to you.”

I blushed from my hair roots to my toenails. *“It’s all
right,” JR told me, “everyone does it. I rub myself a lot.”

My sister masturbated listening to me beat off? Maybe a
couple of times I'd had fantasies about JR, but not often. How
many times had she done it? 1I’'d had a serious raging hard on
for some time over the topic of conversation; now it seemed to
swell yet again.

“I'd like to see that!” I said in a soft voice, what I
thought was to myself. Instead, it was JR’s turn to blush and I
realized she’d heard me say the words.

There was a moment of silence between us, and then JR
surprised me again. She waved at my midsection. “If I did that
for you, go down on you, would you tell me if I was doing it
right?”

I gargled, stunned. *“You're serious?” I asked, seriously
surprised myself.

JR stepped towards me, nodding. “Turn a little more to
face me,” she murmured. Woodenly, I complied. Then she knelt
between my legs, worked my zipper very expertly, and with less



trouble than Marsha had the previous night, pulled my erection
out of my shorts.

She took me in her mouth in a manner completely different
than Marsha had; Marsha had never had more than about half of me
inside her mouth at a time, using suction and her tongue to get
the desired result. JR used suction, but essentially swallowed
me whole. It felt very, very much like the last few minutes
with Marsha than the first few; completely inside a moist, soft
embrace of skin.

With Marsha, I'd done all sorts of things to keep from
shooting early; this time I was unable to muster up any desire
to do so, shooting in just a minute or so of JR’s attention.

And she was paying attention to more than just my hard on; one
hand cupped my balls, lightly stroking them. When I came it was
as hard as I’'d done with Marsha, I moaned and groaned and sighed
as I came.

Afterwards JR was more like Marsha had been, using her
mouth and tongue to wipe me clean, before rocking back on her
heels and looking at me. “Was that okay?” she asked, with a
mischievous grin on her face.

“That wasn’t the first time you’ve done that,” I said,
saying the first thing that popped into my head.

“You said that this was personal, and you didn’t want to
talk about it. You don’'t want to tell me how many times you’'ve
had a girl do this; I'm not going to tell you how many times
I've done it.”

“Well,” I told her, *“yeah, that was good. Really good.”
My hormones then made my mouth run away. What was it that
Marsha had said last night? “Would you like me to do the same
for you?”

Her eyes bulged. *“You’'d do that?” Her voice was a
whisper. *“Gosh, Susan and Penny both say, boys don’t want to.”

“Penny and Susan don’'t know everything,” I told her. *“I
like it.” I remembered Marsha twisting and moaning; somehow it
didn’'t seem that big of a deal that I hadn’t liked the taste or
smell. I reached out and popped the snaps on JR's jeans. *“Say
the word and I’'ll make your day, too.”



I watched her face as I ran her zipper down, then tugged on
her jeans. For a second I thought JR was asleep; then her eyes,
half open, opened all the way and looked into mine.

“You want to have sex with me, don’t you Tom?” JR
whispered.

“I was going to eat you up,” I told her, adding to myself,
“Then I was going to try to have sex with you.”

She pushed her jeans down, a little defiantly. “Penny and
I thought since we’re friends, it was okay to have sex. So we
finger fuck as well as go down on each other,” JR said, looking
at me. “It seemed stupid not to kiss on the lips, when we kiss
everywhere else.

“Now, she’s got a boyfriend and they’re having sex too.
Guess it’s my turn.”

To my surprise, JR waved at the bed. “Lay down.”

I looked at her, not understanding, so she elaborated, *“Lay
down on your back.” I did as bid, and she pulled off her jeans
and got on top of me, starting with her legs on either side of
me, even with my stomach. She grinned at me. “You don’t have
much practice, do you?”

“Haven'’'t heard any complaints,” I told her. JR grinned and
moved forward. When she did, I could see what was going to
happen. She was going to sit on my face, another interesting
concept I’'d heard about, but not truly understood the mechanics.

JR’'s pussy was completely different than Marsha’s. Marsha
had a hairy, thick bush. JR was completely bare, and there was
almost no smell; when I tasted her, JR’'s flavor was a little
sweet and tart, reminding me of lemonade. Marsha had a larger
clit, JR’s was a small button, difficult to find. JR had long
prominent pussy lips, that seemed to go on forever.

I kept at it, using my hands on JR’s bottom to push her
more tightly towards my mouth. It was harder to get my tongue
inside her as well, it didn’t go in nearly as far; the
difference, I thought, between someone six and a half feet tall
and someone five two.

I looked up from where I was licking, saw that JR had



pushed up her crop top, was massaging her breasts. And what
breasts! Marsha had generous grapefruit halves; JR was much
smaller, they were conical, mainly nipple. I found the sight of
them more stirring than Marsha'’s much larger breasts had been.

Marsha had reacted quickly to my tongue, JR was slower, but
responsive nonetheless; I could see she was enjoying it
immensely, but then so was I. Marsha had made ten thousand
little comments, mostly suggestions to make it feel good for
her. JR was intent on one thing, and one thing only: coming.
And when she came it was softer than Marsha’s, a trembling
shiver, a long sigh. Then a single word: “Again!”

This time I let my hands roam more actively over her butt
and back as I used my tongue to work at her clit, before
returning to her sweet honey pot. This time JR’s orgasm was
more like Marsha’'s, wild and shuddering, and she was much
louder.

JR leaned down, propping herself up on her elbows, as she
slid down my torso. “I was wrong about not being experienced.”

“Not much,” I admitted, aware of her damp pussy, now lying
on top of my hard on. It twitched, and I wiggled it against
her.

JR smiled at me. “You want to do it with me, don’t you?”

“I told you, that’s what boys want.” I put my hands back
on her butt, pressing her down against me. “I didn’t lie about
that.”

JR giggled. *“And girls want something else? I don’t think
so!”

“I don’'t want to get you pregnant,” I murmured, wanting
ever so much to plunge inside of JR, regardless of consequences.

“And I don’'t want to get pregnant either. Tom, it’s
another secret. I haven’t had my first period. The doctor
said, maybe not for another year. And I got some cream stuff T
can use. I won’'t get pregnant.”

She reached down between us, lifting up a bit. She took
hold of my cock, started rubbing it on the outside of her pussy
lips. It was an exquisite feeling, and she rubbed it for a



couple of minutes, then slowly starting putting it inside her.

Again, she was very different from Marsha. I'd slid into
Marsha easily; but even wet, it was slow entering JR. JR was
much smaller, and now I knew the difference between a ‘tight
box’ and the rest of womankind. I was definitely going to be a
fan of the ‘tight box’ sort of girl, I thought.

But all good things finally happen; and now I was fully
inside JR. I moved and she moved and the world and sky moved;
it was beautiful. Not to mention, we did it for a wonderfully
long time.

Afterwards I felt lazy and wonderful, like the night
before, enjoying the feeling of just laying there, my erection
buried inside JR’s pussy. JR was silent as well, for a long
time. Then she moved, looking off to one side. “Oh my God!”
She murmured, I looked, at saw the clock on my nightstand.
After three thirty. “Mom and Dad could come home any second!”

“And might not be back for hours,” I told her, my hands
roaming her bare back from shoulders to bottom, my thumbs moving
stretching out over her chest to rub across her breasts.

JR giggled. “It was nice, wasn’t it?”
“It was very nice. I'm glad you liked it,” I told her.

“Oh yeah! ©Not at all like when I'm with Penny! But...”
She sighed, and I felt her pussy contract around my erection.
“God!” she murmured, and started to move again. “I want it
again!”

I did too, and the hell, I thought, with the risk. I
pulled JR down to me, kissing her hard and hungry, like I
remembered Marsha kissing the night before. We started some
serious loving then, JR bouncing up and down on my midsection,
me trying to hang on while trying to reach deeper inside her
each and every stroke.

We were well on our way to another mutual completion when
the sound of a car door slamming in the driveway came from
below; a spasm of fear shot through both of us. For a second I
thought my erection was in a vice, JR squeezed so hard. I shot
instantly, and I could feel her tremble as well; but it was only
for an instant. Then JR was up, frantically grabbing clothes



and then hurrying down the hall and the stairs.

I lay in my bed, still dressed, except for undone jeans, my
cock still twitching and dribbling a little. Only belatedly did
I remember that I was supposed to go downstairs when Mom got
back from a store trip to help carry bags inside. I hastily got
up, used an old t-shirt I just happened to have on hand in my
night stand to clean up, zipped up my jeans, checked myself in
the mirror, hoping I didn’t look too obviously like I'd just
been doing it with my sister.

I'd brought in most of the bags with Dad’s help, before JR
came down from upstairs, yawning. *“I was taking a nap.” She
said, “Sorry.”

“That’s okay, dear,” Mom told her. I finished my chore and
went back up to my room.

After a few minutes of contemplating the afternoon, I
picked up the book I’'d been reading. Folded inside it, where
you couldn’t see it, was a piece of paper. It read simply,
“That was the best!” and had JR’s initials on the bottom; JR
liked to a do a fancy loop on the J. This time there was a
happy face inside the J. I grinned to myself. It had been,
that was for sure!

Still, I had to think about life with JR after this
afternoon. Sure as the sunrises and sets, I thought, we’'re
going to do it again. The thought of doing it again brought a
hard on, and I pressed my fingers against it, wishing I had the
time and privacy to whip it out and get some relief. Or better,
have JR come and suck on it. Simply thinking about JR coming.

Except of course there were one or two obstacles. First
and foremost, our parents would have more than a major league
cow if they found either of us was having sex with anyone; each
other? We’d be lucky to survive the resulting explosion! So,
we were going to have to be very careful and very cautious. And
speaking of caution, JR might say there was no chance of getting
pregnant, but she’d better do something more effective than put
off birth control into the future. Or her first period might
end up delayed a couple of months by her getting in the family
way. That would be even worse than getting caught!

Nonetheless, I was confident that these were all details
that could be worked out, and a glorious future opened up with



JR and me between the sheets as often as we could find the time.
And who knew? I’'d gone without my entire life; now in the last
twenty-four hours I’'d been with two different girls. There

were, I was sure, even more girls out there. How to find them?

My parents almost never go out on Friday or Saturday
nights, this Saturday was no different. 1In fact, they pretty
much never went out at all. Sometimes they would go over to
visit Kim Wells, sometimes just Mom would go, or Mom and JR. On
the other hand, they never got home on weekdays until six or
even seven. I might not be able to spend the night with JR, but
there were, I was sure, going to be plenty of opportunities to
spend quality time with my sister; even if I was going to have
to be patient for a couple of days until I could get another
chance to be with her.

Which brought to mind another question. Both Marsha and JR
had been quite candid about their relationships with other
girls. Both of them had been having sex before I was with them.
Was that something I might look for in the future? Might I have
a future as a seducer of lesbians? The thought made my cock
twitch... that would be something, wouldn’t it? Another wet
dream!

Another thought in the same vein was that JR had told me
she and Penny were doing it; what had JR done last night?
Stayed at Penny's. For a moment, I was jealous of Penny, and
then I decided I was being dumb. JR had a right to her friends,
and hadn't I been thinking about finding other girls?

Eventually, it was dinnertime, and as usual our dinner
conversation ranging widely from plans to politics, current
events and calendar items in the future. I made a point not to
spend much time looking at JR, fearful of alerting our parents
that something had changed in our brother-sister relationship.

A few minutes before we would normally have gotten up from
dinner, the phone rang, and Dad went to get it, then called for
JR. JR cleared off her plate, and spent a few minutes talking
to Penny, then announced she was going to visit Penny for a
while.

She and Mom went over, while I went up to my room, and much
earlier than usual, a little after 8, I fell asleep.

Sunday, March 17, 2002



When I awoke I sensed someone else was in my room. Even
though it was dark, I was pretty sure I knew who it was. “Tom?”
JR’s voice came softly from the dark.

“I'm awake,” I whispered back. There wasn’t really much
chance of our parents hearing us, not through the wall of my
bedroom and then JR’s. I glanced at the clock on my nightstand,
a little after one am. Even so... *“This isn’t a good idea.
We’d get killed if we get caught.”

JR giggled. “Oh yeah! We should have thought about that,
though, before we started.”

It had to laugh at that. “What fun would that have been?”

“Oh yeah!” JR said softly. There was a momentary pause.
“You want to do it again?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically. I thought she was talking
about right then, but she wasn’t.

“I'm going over to Penny’s this afternoon. Kim’s going out
shopping all afternoon. We could do it then, if you want.”

“Sure,” I said, wondering what that might be like. A
threesome? Or was Penny just going to cover for JR?

Another pause, and JR whispered, “Are you going to dream
about me tonight?”

“For sure!” I said.
“Rub yourself?”

“Probably.” I knew that was a fib; Of course I was! But,
I couldn't tell JR that.

“I'1]1 be thinking about you, too.” With that I heard a
rustle of movement, heard my door open, and she was gone.

I lay there doing what I'd just said I wouldn't, stroking
my rock hard erection, imagining being with JR and while I was
at it, Marsha. I would, I thought when I shot off, never kick
either out of bed. But, if I had to choose between one of the
two, JR won, hands down.



I used the t-shirt out of my nightstand, kept for such
occasions, to clean myself off. Hand jobs were okay, blowjobs
were better. The real thing, much better yet! And this was
just my first day! I rolled over and went back to sleep, a
happy grin on my face.

The problem with going to sleep early was normally I’'d have
gotten up early. I was a little surprised when I didn’t get up
until after seven, nearly eleven hours of sleep. Not being
entirely brain dead, and still having one or two stiff muscles,
I equated the sex with getting tired; was that why guys were
reported to always be falling asleep? I hadn’t felt sleepy in
bed with a girl, but on the other hand, it was all new and good.
Really good. What would happen if it was old hat? I laughed at
myself. It might get to be old hat, but it wasn’t ever going to
get old! 1I'd come a lot of times, in the first twenty-four
hours of my real sex life; I even counted the time last night
after JR left. No wonder I was tired!

Another day though, was ahead of me, and I already had one
date to get laid. Life, I thought, couldn’t get much better!

About one I was due to take JR off to Penny’s, I casually
told my mom, “I think I'm going to go over to Border'’'s, after I
drop off JR. See if I can find something new to read.”

She smiled; I knew Mom liked the fact I went out and bought
books, as opposed to Nintendo games. Frankly, books were
better. Not as good as sex with JR, though...

It was an interesting drive to Penny’s; for the first time
since yesterday I had a chance to talk to JR. I mentioned my
concerns about birth control, and I was pleased that JR didn’t

blow them off. “Penny has to be careful,” JR said. *“Her
periods started in fifth grade.” Penny was heavier than JR, not
to mention a couple of inches taller. “According to the
doctor,” JR went on to explain, “there’s a relationship between
body weight and when you start.” She shrugged. “I’'m in no
hurry.”

I nodded. For a moment there was silence; we were nearly
there. Then JR spoke suddenly. “Tom, do you love me?”

I was surprised, “Of course!” I said, “You're my sister!”



“No, not as your sister. As your girlfriend.”

I blinked; I’'d never thought of it that way. I didn’t know
what to say, and spent some time thinking about it. We pulled

up in front of Penny’s house, and JR looked at me. *“I love you
too... but when we were together yesterday; that was sex. Not
love.”

“I want to be your friend, as well as your brother,” I told
her. *“You’'re a girl. I love my sister; I love the girl I was
with yesterday. I definitely loved the sex.” I thought I was
being funny, but JR persisted.

“Yesterday with me wasn’t your first time.” It wasn’t a
question, but I nodded anyway.

“You were my first boy, but not my first time.”

“I understand,” I told her. “I'm not out to break up
friendships, however close, no matter who with.”

She nodded, serious. She waved towards the house. “In
there is Roger Parker, Penny'’s boyfriend.” I nodded, not sure
where JR was going.

She took a deep breath. *“A couple of weeks ago, after
Penny and Roger had been dating for a while, she convinced me to
go down on Roger. Just to see what it was like. Just the
once.”

Again I nodded, wondering where she was headed with all of
this. Suddenly the words rushed out. “Last week at school,
Keith Driscoll... he’s bothered me since forever.” I knew that!
I'd told her a million times that she should tell me when it
happened, and I’'d see Keith was ‘persuaded’ not to do it again.
“He stole my math book, my calculator. He was bragging to some
boys, and Roger heard him. Roger made Keith give them back.”

“What a turd!” I said with heat. “And, of course, Keith'’s
not in trouble at all?”

“When is he ever?” JR said bitterly, this was, as I said,

an old topic. She looked at me. “I... I told Roger Friday I’'d
do him again. It was supposed to be today. Just, I mean, just
going down on him... not...” She waved her hand towards her

midsection; I got the picture.



“JR,"” I said evenly, “I want to do it with you. Okay? I'm
not your boyfriend; you’re right about that. And it probably
wouldn’t be a good idea anyway, if we did it a lot. Do I want
to have sex with you? Oh yeah!” We both grinned.

“I don’'t want to control your life, I don't want to
monopolize your life. It's not up to me who you go with, nor
who you see, nor what you do when you see them. I want a place
in your life, but I don’t want to control you; I’'m not Mom or
Dad. You are the one who makes the decisions.” I grinned. *“Of
course, as Mom and Dad have said ten million times, we have to
be responsible for the outcome of our choices. The more I think
about growing up, the less I think it’s bull shit they are
trying to teach us.”

JR nodded somberly, then waved towards the house. “We
should go in. And Tom,” I looked at her. “Penny said if you
were lonely or bored, she might be inclined to help brighten
your day.” That was, I thought, clear enough.

We went and JR knocked on the door; it took a minute before
I heard someone fumbling with the lock, inside. Penny stuck her
head around the door, saw JR and smiled, “Come on in!”

We went inside. Evidently, I thought, Roger was already
there and busy. Penny was stark naked, and from the look on her
face, she’d already gotten started on a pleasant day.

Penny had breasts midway in size between JR and Marsha, and
more interesting, shaped completely different. JR’s were
conical, mainly nipple. Marsha had two very large grapefruit
halves. Penny had, I thought, apples. Hard, ripe, perched high
on her chest, jutting out.

Penny eyed me, not quite as hungrily as I was eyeing her.
“Joanna says you'’'re cool about this,” Penny said softly, her
eyes searching mine.

“Yeah,” I told her.

Penny gave me an odd little smile, while I scoped her out.
Not nearly the hairy bush Marsha had, but not bare like JR, a
dainty tuft of hair at the top of her slit. I was a little
surprised when Penny stepped up to JR, reached out and took one
of JR’'s hands and put it between her own legs, then started



kissing JR hard. I watched them kiss, I watched JR finger fuck
Penny; it was seriously hot. Still, even if I wanted to be part
of it, I stood and watched. Finally, Penny came; a shivering
cry that sent chills up and down my spine.

“Oh, I needed that, girl!” Penny said softly, but loud
enough for me to hear her. She glanced at me, smiled. *“It
purely freaks Roger out, when he sees Joanna and I kiss; if we
get it on...” She shook her head. “It drives him nutzo.”

“Tom’s cool,” JR said stoutly. *“I told you he was.”

Penny looked at me again. “Cool enough to let your sister
walk through the door over there, with Roger all hard and horny
on the other side?”

“Yes,” I told her. “And JR said you might want to help me
spend some time waiting for her. I'd like it, but it’s up to
you.” It was a bluff, mostly. I’'d really like to have a chance
to suck on Penny’s tits; they were outstanding! 1In any case I
stood looking at Penny, not challenging her, but curious to see
what she was going to do.

I glanced at JR, she was standing looking at the two of us;
I saw Penny gave a slight nod of her head. JR smiled at me, and
then walked towards the back of the house and the door Penny had
been talking about.

After a second, there was the sound of a door closing and
Penny’s expression changed. “So, you want me to take your mind
off the back room?” Penny asked.

My eyes went to her breasts, then lower down. *“I was
thinking,” I said softly, taking a step towards her, “of
something JR said to me the other day.” I glanced towards the

back of the house and nodded. “That Roger doesn’t like to go
down on you. I was wondering if you’d rather me eat you right
up. n

Penny smiled a little. “And you think you’re man enough to
do me?”

“I'm thinking I haven’t heard any complaints so far.”

Penny smiled; a definite challenge. *“Joanna did say you
were good, really good.”



“Come sit on my face and I’'ll show you.”

“I think I will,” Penny told me, “just to find out if what
Joanna says is true, mind you. Like a science experiment at
school.”

She led me towards what I knew was the family room; I
followed along behind her. She waved at a rug in front of their
fireplace. *“Lay down there.” I did, on my back. She grinned
at me, and then simply lowered her pussy right over my mouth.

Again, Penny was different than JR or Marsha; I knew what
she wanted, Penny knew what Penny wanted.

I licked the inside of her thighs, while taking a good look
at her innermost secrets. Her pussy anatomy was very different
from Marsha or JR. Penny'’s pussy lips were fatter and thicker;
her clit was buried deep inside folds of flesh, relatively hard
to get to. I persevered, using my tongue to do the reaching.

Even when I found it, it was easily the smallest of the
three, but the attention I was paying it got Penny’s attention.
She squirmed, pushing against me. “Oh yeah, baby!” Penny
muttered, “Oh, I love to have my clit licked! Suck it hard,
baby!"

One thing I was curious about, unsure what my reaction
would be if I found a load of sperm already inside her; Penny
didn’t taste that much different than JR; a little less sweet,
but nothing like Marsha’s gamy taste. Marsha’s butt had been
full round and hard, muscles on muscles. JR’s was lush and full
as well; Penny didn’t have much of a caboose at all. Still, I
squeezed her cheeks and pushed her forward onto my tongue, and
she continued to push against my face, too.

Penny was doing like JR had done the day before, rubbing
and stroking her breasts while my tongue worked on her; and work
it did. I spent ten or fifteen minutes on her clit, wishing I
could be the one to stoke her breasts, but I thought it more
important to push her pussy ever harder into my face, so that my
tongue could swive deep inside the folds of her pussy, licking
and sucking on her clit.

“Oh baby!” Penny muttered, “My clit loves you! Go baby!
Go! Suck me hard! Do it!” She was pushing against me hard



enough that I was having a little trouble trying to breathe; I
left off stroking her butt, moved my hands around to cup her
breasts myself.

For a second she tried to push them away, but then she
moaned like JR had done earlier when Penny finger fucked her.
Penny was too busy for a second to care where my hands were.
“Baby, baby!” Penny moaned, “You sucked me off just with my
clit! My clit loves you! No one else ever did it like that!
Now, fuck me with that tongue of yours! Tongue fuck me good!”

I wished the hard cock I had between my legs would get some
action; but I did go for her pussy gold; chasing the source of
her warm juice down from it’s deep cave. Like JR, she was
tight, hard to get my tongue into deeply, and I had to
concentrate on that. I was surprised when I felt Penny’s
fingers there, next to her pussy; for a second I thought she was
going to finger fuck herself, but I was wrong, instead, she
spread her pussy lips apart, letting me get in another inch
deeper into her vagina.

I realized my nose was close to her clit; I aimed for it
with my nasal digit, tonguing her for all I was worth. Penny
was commanding me to more and more heroic efforts, then she
jerked and shrieked, and I found a small trickle of moisture
coming out of her pussy. I licked it up, and Penny uttered a
guttural sigh of satisfaction.

I was surprised when Penny lifted herself up, moving her
pussy well away from me. “Joanna’s right,” Penny muttered, “You
do that just right! Give me a minute to catch my breath and
I'll show you what I can do!”

I looked her in the eye. *“You could just slide down a few
feet and I'11 show you something else I can do pretty good.”

Penny laughed, as she swung her leg up and over me. “Baby!
I promised Roger that there was a place no boy toy other than
his was ever going to go, so long as we were together. He
doesn’t care about tongues, but not that!”

Her mouth wasn’t what I wanted on my cock; but I’'d be happy
anyway. She really was good, and I really was horny. She
sucked my cock down her throat like JR had done, sucked hard,
and then began to bob up and down over my midsection.



It had been an interesting day. I contemplating a number
of things, shooting stars was a mistake; I promptly started
spurting down her throat. It was a pretty sight, seeing Penny
look up at me, a pleased expression on her face, as she
continued to stroke my boner with her fingers.

“You liked that,” Penny murmured.
“Oh yeah!” I told her, and we both giggled.

She glanced towards the back of the house, where JR had
vanished quite some time ago. “Right back,” Penny said as she
bounced to her feet. I watched her go, smiling to myself.
Great breasts! OK buns! Outstanding mouth! Nice clit! What
wasn’t to like?

When Penny came back, she walked over to me and lay down
next to me on the rug. She started kissing me passionately and
I responded as well; when her hand went back to wanking my
erection, I nearly laughed. Well, evidently Roger and JR
weren’'t swapping head! I felt a momentary burst of jealously;
I'd wanted to get into that very tight box again, myself! But,
I consoled myself; tomorrow was Monday, and JR and I would be
expected to come right home and do our homework together. Mom
wasn’t being there. Well, I thought, we’re going to be studying
something, but probably not school work!

Penny sent her tongue plunging into my mouth, and I
responded, doing what I could to welcome it. After a few
minutes I was as hard as ever, and Penny pulled back. *“Guess
what Joanna and Roger are doing right now?”

I shrugged, “Not eating tea and crumpets?”

Penny giggled. *“No, nor eating each other. But, hey, I
was kinda hankering to find out what you might be able to do
with this,” she pulled on my erection, “you know where.”

“That would be fun,” I told her.

“What would be really fun,” Penny said with a throaty
whisper, “is you doing me from behind, doggy style.”

I tried not to show surprise, trying to envision how that
would work; it turned out I didn’t really need to think about
it. Penny rolled over and got up on her hands and knees, now



wiggling her fanny in my face. I got up on my own knees, came
behind her and attempted to guide my cock into her pussy.

Penny giggled, which wasn’t the most inspiring thing in the
world. “No, not there, silly!” I felt her fingers on my cock,
tugging me lightly forward, then into a warm, wet tunnel. I
nearly choked; Oh my God! 1I'd been knocking at that other
place! That other door! I was surprised I still had a head
left; much less the errant portion of my anatomy!

Still, I was in the right spot now, no doubt about it!
Penny was almost as tight as JR; and moister; although not up to
Marsha’s level. I started sliding in and out, and Penny started
moving her butt in time with my strokes, obviously getting
pretty worked up. No surprise there! So was I!

My next thought wasn’t very loyal to Penny, but I thought
about how great this would be with JR; Penny had good buns, but
JR’s were great! 1I’'d loved cupping them in my hands yesterday,
I'd loved the round, firm shapes in my hand. I wished it was
JR’'s ass cheeks I was bouncing off right now!

Way before I was ready, Penny started really getting off,
moaning and jerking, making it hard to keep pumping into her. I
managed to stay with her, but the concentration and effort
involved made it so she got there long before me.

Since I wasn’t close, even after Penny started to cool off,
I kept on, using my hands to stroke her bottom, occasionally
putting my hands on her hips to pull her harder against me.

“Oh baby!” Penny muttered, facing away from me. *“You
still want it! Yeah! Go ahead baby! Let’s do it again! Do
it! Hard! Fuck me hard!”

It didn’t take very long again, before Penny was thrashing
and writhing even more than before. “I gotta lay down, lover!”
She panted. “Don’t pull out!” She lowered herself so that she
was laying face down on the rug; I managed to stay with her.

She closed her legs, as I started pumping her again. and I
found out a new meaning for ‘tight,’ and I was in heaven. I
started getting pretty worked up myself; so was Penny. Right in
the middle of things, I popped out, slicker than a whistle. I
frantically tried to push it back where it had been before; it
wasn’t nearly as easy this time. She seemed tighter than even a



moment before.

I was hot and I kept pressing deeper; Penny was moaning my
name, over and over and over. Finally I was buried in to the
hilt, and I was close, very close. Penny moaned loudly one more
time, and I shot my wad deep inside her.

She gave a shriek and came as well; this time it was me
collapsing on top of her, although I was careful as I could, not
to put my full weight on her.

After much too short a time, Penny wiggled a bit. “We
should get up.” Reluctantly, I withdrew, and she stood right
up, then held down her hand to help me up.

“We need to wash up,” she said, and I shrugged. She led me
by the hand to the bathroom off the family room. I was
surprised when she got a clean washrag, soaped it up herself,
and started washing me.

“There’'s a first time for everything, I guess,” Penny said,
sounding muted. “That certainly was a first, not at all like I
would have expected.”

I tried to be nonchalant, just standing there nodding. I
glanced down on my cock, now semi-erect again. There wasn'’'t
much, but I suddenly released what the brown stuff was. Oh my
God! 1I’'d fucked Penny up the wrong hole!

She did a careful and thorough job; and in spite of the
stimulation, my mind was still whirling. What was Penny going
to think of a boy who’d done that to her? She got a towel and
patted me dry; then washed herself off. I took the towel and
dried Penny off, and then she tossed both articles of linen into
the clothes hamper.

“I'm not mad at you,” Penny said softly. “I'm not. I'm
mad at Roger, cause he said he wouldn’t. I’'m mad at Roger
because he comes once, then needs a couple hours ‘to recover.’”
She hung air quotes around the term. “I guess there really is a
difference between an experienced sixteen year old and a novice
fourteen year old.”

I was embarrassed, but I managed to get out, “Penny, you’re
nice, really good. You don’'t need to worry about experience.”



She smiled at me, sighed. “It was nice, even if not
exactly what I expected. Joanna’s right; you’re really nice!
Really good!”

There was a soft knock on the door. “Tom, you in there?”
It was JR’s voice.

“Yeah,” I replied.
“Could I talk to you?” JR asked.

“Sure, just a sec.” I finished redressing, Penny didn’t
bother. We went outside.

“Could you take me home?” JR asked, her voice small and
forlorn.

“You okay, Joanna?” Penny asked. “Roger didn’t hurt you
did he?”
“No, no... not that. I'm sorry; I'm just not feeling good.

I'm sorry, Penny. Please, Tom?”

“Sure, JR,” I told her, and we went out to the car. JR was
silent.

I got the car started and headed back the right way. “You
sure you’'re okay?” I asked her after a second of silence.

“Could you stop at like a store or something, so we can
talk? So I won't distract you?”

I pulled into a gas station, drove up close to, but not
blocking the air pump around the side.

“I'm a slut,” JR said hollowly when I turned to her.

“You are not a slut,” I told her. #“Not even close.”

“I did it with Roger! I mean, I didn’t really want to, but
I did it with him anyway. I bet Penny is pissed as hell.
She’ll probably never talk to me again, because I did it with

Roger.”

“Well,” I said judiciously, “Penny was a little upset: but
with Roger, not you. Just because you do it with someone, that



doesn’t make you a slut.”

“But it wasn'’t just Roger, it was you too! Two boys in two
days!” She was almost crying.

I sighed, time to be a big brother. “JR, I told you when
you first started talking about going down on a guy, I told you
that guys want to have sex with a girl. You might think it’s no
big deal, but a boy looks at it as the first step down the road.
Even me. You went down on me, I went down on you, and then we
went to bed. I went down on Penny, she went down on me, and
then we did it. The other night I was with yet another girl.
Two in two days? How about three? That’s what I’ve done.”

Her eyes widened. “You did it with Tony’s cousin?” I
nodded.
JR was silent, then looked at me. “I went down on Roger,

then he said he wanted to finger fuck me. So I let him. While
I was doing that, he wanted me to touch him, so I did. Next
thing I knew, it wasn’t his finger in there.”

JR looked at me. “And I wanted it to be him! And when he
wanted to try all these positions, I was hot! God I wanted to
do it!”

I nodded. *“JR, it’s the hardest part. You go out with
someone and he wants to hold hands, and you hold hands. Then he
wants to kiss you good night, and you kiss good night. Then you
touch each other, and then pretty soon, you’ve done it. When
you're with a boy, first thing, before you agree to go out with
him at all, you have to think, 'Do I want to do it with this
guy?' You can still go out with him if the answer'’s no, but you
have to keep remembering the answer.

“If the answer is, 'I don’'t know.' Well, you need to keep
an even closer watch on things... or you’ll end up again like
this afternoon. You have to keep thinking about it, making up
your mind. And when you reach a stopping point, you tell him;
then whatever you do, don’t change your mind. Not right then.
The next day or week or month, or whatever. But not in the next
few minutes. The first time ‘No’ turns into ‘Yes’ right away,
the boy knows you’re on the slippery slope... he’s got you.”

“You make it sound all cold and calculating.”



“Well,” I told her, “the boy’s usually all hot and
calculating. He knows what he wants, and he’s going to do what
he has to, to get there. Nothing wrong with letting him
succeed... but you have to want to do it as much as he does.”

I looked at her. “And I’'ve been thinking that I need to be
careful as well. It would be real easy right now, three girls
in two days, to get a swelled head as well as a...” I waved at
my midsection and JR giggled. “I think I did the right thing,
each time. Marsha is going back to Seattle, and I doubt if I’1l1l
ever see her again. You... you and I are special. Penny just
wanted to get back at Roger; that was the one I'm least proud
of, even if by that time I wanted to do it with her. Maybe I
shouldn’t have; she’s going to have enough problems with Roger
as it is, I think.”

JR was silent for a long minute. “Thanks, Tom. I really
did want to do it with you this afternoon.”

“TI know... and I wanted to do it with you, too. But, look
on the bright side.”

“The bright side?” JR asked.

“There’s always tomorrow, Mom will be at work when we get
home from school,” I told her.

She giggled. “Really Tom, thanks. I’'m going to think

about what you said.” I nodded, seriously. She smiled at me
again. “And I really, really wish we had had some time
together.”

“We will have some, if not now, then later. Besides, I'm
going to go to bed tonight, thinking about you! Maybe not as
good as having you there, but pretty good!”

“And I'1ll think about you!” She said, her earlier fears
now gone.

I drove us the rest of the way home, and we walked in, said
our hellos and adjourned to our respective rooms. I spent a
little time on homework, a little time looking out the window,
wondering about life and the future. I really had been getting
a swelled head; and I’'d really put Penny in my sights and went
after the Gold, regardless of whether or not it was the right
thing to do.



I was a little startled when my mom knocked on my door
later. She just about always sent Dad whenever she wanted to
‘talk’ to me. “Can I come in?”

I nodded, trying not to show my nervousness. She walked
over and sat down on my bed, a few feet away from my desk, where
I was sitting. That was so uncannily like what had happened
with JR the other day, my nervousness redoubled.

“Did Joanna have a fight with Penny this afternoon?” Mom
asked flat out.

“TI don’t think it’s the big thing JR thinks it is; Penny’s
pretty cool.”

“It was about a boy, wasn’'t it?” Mom asked.

I shrugged. “I don’'t want to talk about JR like this. I
wouldn’t want her to talk about me, either,” I told Mom, looking
her right in the eye.

“I guess that’s a good thing, but I'm pretty sure it was
about a boy, wasn’'t it?”

I smiled. “Not going to tell, Mom.”

She reached out and touched my arm. “I know, that was more
or less teasing.” She was silent, for a minute. “We’ve tried
to raise Joanna and you as best we could, Tom, your dad and I.”

“I think you did a good job. JR and I love you both.”

Mom nodded. “I understand. I also understand about having
an older brother, too. Your Uncle Craig was a big help to his
little sister with all sorts of things. He was my rock, my
source of advice and help. There were all sorts of things I
couldn’t talk about with my mom; I couldn’t talk with my dad
about anything. So I talked to Craig.” Her eyes met mine.

“I'd hope you’d do the same thing for Joanna.”

She waved at me, “And no, I don’'t expect you to tell me
what she’s said or done. I just want you to know, as I just
finished telling Joanna, I’'m not stupid, and I do care about
her, about you. About all of us. Please, if Joanna has
problems, talk to her. And if you think it might be too big for



you to handle, please, Tom, talk to David or me. You don’t have
to get specific, but please, I'm here. We’'re both here.”

“JR and I talk,” I agreed. “And I promise to come to you
if she ever decides to do something really stupid. Like get her
navel pierced. Or turn blonde again.”

“Something like that,” Mom said with a grin. She was
silent for some time, looking at me.

“Once upon a time, I was thirteen,” Mom’'s voice was soft, a
little sad. “I didn’t have a clue about the facts of life. Mom
kind of hinted around things, but I wasn’t sure what she was
talking about. And after that one conversation, my mother
wouldn’t talk about it at all.

“I thought it was cool to have a boy friend. Kissing was
nice. Touching...” She shook her head. “One thing led to
another. He knew what he was doing; I was the one who was
surprised when I got pregnant.”

I blinked in astonishment. “He didn’t want to help, just
said, ‘Your problem, you should have done something in the first
place. Deal with it.’” She grinned wanly. *“Craig beat the

living shit out of him. Then he got together with a bunch of
his friends, scraped together enough money for an abortion.

“I was clueless about that, too. Until years later when I
held you in my arms for the first time and realized what I’'d so
casually let them cut out of me.

“It was Craig who sat me down, talked about the facts of
life to me, talked to me about all kinds of things. Kept me
from making any more mistakes; helped get me over the ones that
I'd made, without a lot of baggage in later life. 1I’'ve loved
him almost every moment of my life that I can remember, but
after that it was different. We were close, very close. Still
are.”

Her eyes bored into mine, driving deeply. She took a deep

breath. *“He was the most important person in my life until I
met your dad. And from the first, I let David know how I felt
about Craig.” She stopped talking, looked directly at me for a

second before going on.

“So, when Craig comes to visit, Joanna moves out of her



room and into the guest bedroom, Craig sleeps in Joanna’s bed.
And most nights when he’s here, I sleep with him.”

The last sentence nearly knocked me out of my chair. I
looked at her in astonishment, my mind racing a million miles a
second, going, zip, zip, zip! Around in circles!

I stared at her, and she grinned at me with a pleased look
on her face. Was she maybe teasing? I didn’t think so. Just
appreciative, I thought, of blowing a fastball, right past me.

“I say all of this for the simple and obvious reason that I
hope you talk to Joanna; that if it is a boy problem, you can
help her work through it. She and Penny have been friends,
close friends, very close friends for too long to let a
unthinking mass of male hormones come between them.”

“That about describes Roger,” I said, my brain partly
disengaged. Mom smiled slightly.

“And, then there’s the fact that Craig called earlier; he
has to be in Chicago for a big meeting on Thursday. He’'s
decided to stop off here for a day or two to visit his favorite
sister; he’ll be here in an hour or so and your dad and I are
going to the airport to pick him up. I’'d appreciate it, if
you’'d find some way to preoccupy Joanna tonight, so that she
doesn’t get too upset about having to move to the other end of
the house again.”

Her eyes met mine, directly. I mentally gulped. The good
news: Mom was telling me that if JR and I wanted to sleep
together tonight, no one would be curious. The bad news: Mom
either knew or suspected we already had. And what was that
crack about JR and Penny being ‘very close’ friends? Did Mom
suspect that too?

Mom suddenly smiled. “I was Joanna’s age once, your age
too... I know all about hormones. I know what someone looks
like after they’ve made love. Trust me, one day you’ll learn to
recognize it, too.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Dad poked his head
in my door, looking at Mom. *“Craig just called, his plane will

be in early.” I saw his eyes flick to me, saw Mom’s slight nod.

“Sorry, Tom,” Dad said. “Ellen and I have to hustle over



to the airport. You’ll have to tell Joanna that she has to move
for a few days. Craig’s going to stay today and tomorrow,
leaving late Tuesday.”

“Okay.” One word, but I felt like I’'d just finished a
marathon.

Mom got up and started towards the door, she stopped just

before she went through it. “And, if Joanna is okay with it,
she could even stay with you; then you won’t have to make up the
guest room.” With that, she was gone.

I shook my head, still punch drunk. Receiving tacit
permission for JR to slip across the hallway at night had been a
stunner. Just a casual, ‘If you want to move in together, go
ahead.’ was another thunder stroke.

I heard Dad’s car start, and I shook my head. Well, I
wonder what JR was going to say? I smiled to myself, got up and
headed towards her room to find out.

I met her on the steps. She was headed downstairs. “Mom
and Dad just left,” she asked, curious. “Where are they headed?
Are they going to be long?” I could read the blaze of
expectation there easily. I smiled.

“Good news and bad news. Then it’ll knock your socks off.”

She looked at me in confusion. I waved towards her room.
“They went to the airport. They’ll be gone an hour or so.
Uncle Craig’s stopping in for a few days.”

A cloud passed over JR’s face. “I'm not moving out of my
room this time, I'm sick and tired of having to move every time
Uncle Craig shows up!” JR said with considerable vehemence.

“I came to help you move your stuff,” I told equitably.
She looked defiant. “He’s only going to stay a few days;
besides,” I said, preparing to drop the bomb now on her too.
“Mom said if you didn’t feel like making up the guest room, you
could stay with me in my room.”

JR stopped and blinked; looking at me as if she wasn’t sure
she’d heard what she’d heard.

“She knows about us,” I said quietly, “Dad knows about us.”



“They know?” JR asked in a small voice.

Now it was my turn to blink; hey, Mom had snuck that right
past me! Okay, she knows when someone has made love, but why
assume it was JR and me who’d done it, when it could have been
us and someone else? Mom had sounded awfully positive. That
was something to think about.

I shrugged, “Doesn’t really matter that much,” I told her,
“not if they don’t mind about us being together.” I paused, and
then gestured towards JR’'s room. *“That’s why they want your
room. Mom’s going to spend the next couple of nights with Uncle
Craig.”

“Mom sleeps with her brother, too?” JR’s eyes were wide
open in astonishment.

I nodded. “So, let’s get some of your things, enough for
two or three days, then we can sit on my bed and talk or
something.”

JR looked at me as if I was crazy. *“Mom said it would be
okay if I spent the next couple of nights sleeping with you?”
she repeated, and I nodded again. “What would Dad say?”

“He was standing three feet away when Mom said it. He was
in a hurry to get to the airport to get Uncle Craig.”

I stopped then; that didn’t add up. Okay, Mom and Uncle
Craig had been lovers when they were young. Fine, wonderful. I
could understand that. They were lovers now, cool! I hoped in
twenty, twenty-five years from now, I was still able to make
love to JR; she was nice! What about Dad? He was going to be
alone in his room for the next couple of nights. He was okay
with the idea of JR spending the night with me. If they knew
we’d had sex, they could reasonably assume we were going to do
it more, rather than less, sleeping in the same bed. Why was
Dad happy with this arrangement? How many times had I heard
from him in the last three or four years, words of caution about
girls and relationships?

“Mom really said it was okay?” JR asked.

I nodded absently, wondering about Dad. Why was he okay
with this?



“Well,” JR said, making up her mind, “I guess there’s
nothing I can do about it. Come on, let me get a few things.”

It didn’'t take long, I got to carry seven or eight hangers
of stuff; JR carried a pile of folded things. I carefully hung
her things at one end of my closet, and then stood there for a
moment, contemplating my closet. I had a bunch of clothes
hanging there, but it was a big closet. I moved the dozen or so
shirts on the end I’'d put JR’s things, so she had her own part
of my closet. Cool! I thought, maybe she can move in
permanently! The thought of all the sex I could want for the
foreseeable future was an awe-inspiring vision!

JR was looking at me, when I turned back to her. “We can
spend the night together?”

I nodded, and JR smiled at me. “I have to call Penny, and
make sure she’s not mad at me.”

“She was more mad at Roger,” I reminded her.

“Please let me do this, Tom.” I nodded, and JR vanished
downstairs to use the phone.

I contemplated the window, the outdoors and the other great
mysteries of nature. Why was my dad not upset that Mom was
sleeping with her brother? My mind wandered to this afternoon
with Penny. Wow! That had been something!

And as suddenly as I thought of it, it struck me. Why had
Penny and I done it? Because Roger was busy with JR. What did
Aunt Shirley do, those times they came to visit? Where did she
sleep when Mom and Uncle Craig were together? That wasn’t so
hard to figure out! No wonder Dad didn’t object; although it
was a little surprising that Uncle Craig was coming by himself.

JR returned and sat down on my lap. *“Do you know what
Penny said?”

I shook my head. “Not a clue.”

“That you were nice and she’s not sorry she did it with
you, but that Roger is a jerk and she’s sorry she ever did it
with him. She wants to know if she and I can share you for a
while, as our boyfriend.”



I raised an eyebrow. *“And what do you think about
sharing?”

JR smiled at me. “I get to share Penny with you, too.”
That was a thought!

She wormed around a bit on my lap, and then giggled.
“You’'re all hard and horny, aren’t you?”

I could only shrug. *“Pretty much all the time.”

JR laughed openly. *“And the thought of sharing two horny
girls?”

“Not helping. The girls can help though.”

She reached down, rubbing her hand over my crotch. “We're
not tiring you out?” She had an impish, mischievous grin on her
face.

“Not yet,” I replied, and JR started working on my zipper.
In a second, she slid it down and was fisting me, then took me
in her mouth. It was exquisite, and after about ten minutes I
decided that I’'d waited long enough for satisfaction, and let

go.

I came spurting into her mouth, and she looked up at me.
“You see, it isn’t as bad as you said,” she told me.

“I never said it was bad, I told you that it wasn’t the
simple thing you think it is. Boys want to do it to you; but I
want to do it with you. As long as you know that’s what we
want, and make up your own mind what you want to do... that'’s
fine. But just sucking...” I shook my head. “Like with Roger,
that might be how you start, but after that it’s not as far as
you think to home base.”

She giggled, her hand still on me. *“Girls like to score
too, you know.”

“I'm learning that,” I told her. “I like it.” I reached
down and pulled her up onto the bed and starting kissing her.
In a few seconds our tongues were twirling, and I had my hands
on her breasts, rubbing and stroking them through her top. It
was nice, really nice, and was only interrupted by the slam of



car doors from the driveway.

JR pulled away, and smiled a lazy, happy smile. “I guess
we have to go be nice to Uncle Craig.”

I kissed her nose. *“Just remember when you’re talking to
him, that because he’s here, you and I have the entire night
together.”

“A school night,” JR reminded me. I groaned and she
laughed. “We’ll just have to go to bed early.”

“That’ll surprise Mom and Dad,” I said, and then remembered
that tomorrow was a workday as well; odds were Mom was going to
want to go to bed early, too. Once again, I shook my head in
amazement that such a thing could have gone on all of my life,
and I'd never noticed it.

We did put in an appearance, and we sat around talking.
Around seven, Mom and Dad decided we should go out to eat, and
that pretty much put the end to my hopes of making an early
night of it. Still, it was a surprisingly relaxed evening; and
for a change, Mom openly flirted with Uncle Craig.

We got home, and JR and I went down the hall towards my
room, and stood inside for a minute. She yawned, and I smiled
at her. “I'm tired,” she said and I nodded, I felt it too.
“Maybe we can go to bed early tomorrow.”

“After school,” I told her, and she nodded and grinned.
“Then maybe later as well.”

“Boys!” JR giggled, and I patted her on the butt.
“Go get ready for bed,” I told her.

She looked at me, then at the bed. “This is going to be
fun! But I'm sleepy! You won’t make me stay up, will you?”

I shook my head. “We can just cuddle, kiss good night.”
She nodded, and vanished down the hall towards the bathroom I
usually used. JR returned a few minutes later, wearing a smile,
carrying the nightshirt she usually wore.

I gave her a hug, and she tossed the nightshirt on my desk.
“I want to sleep bare with you.”



I nodded, and shucked out of my jockey shorts. JR eyed my
erection. “Sleep, sleep,” she said. I nodded, pulling back the
covers. JR climbed in, and rolled on her side, facing away from
me. I climbed in behind her, pulled up the covers and snuggled
up to her, spoon fashion, my erection sliding into the crack of
her bottom.

Memories from earlier raced through my mind, me pumping
Penny doggie style, then the mistake that had happened. Mistake
or not, that had been pretty nice.

JR murmured softly, “Put your arm around me.” I reached
around her, and she took my hand in hers, and led it to a spot
on her ribs a few inches below her breasts. *“Good night, Tom,”

she whispered.

“Good night, JR,” I replied, and kissed the back of her
neck. For a few minutes there was silence, and I realized that
JR must indeed have been tired, because she was sound asleep. I
contemplated my erection in the crack of her ass, my hand a few
inches away from her breasts. Did I want to wake her?

Honestly, the answer was yes. Instead, I closed my own
eyes, and let go, falling asleep almost as fast as JR had.

Monday, March 18, 2002

I slept well, and when I awoke it was to the sound of my
alarm clock ringing in the start of a new day. JR wiggled her
butt, and said, “Get the alarm, sleepy head!” I hated to move
away, but I did.

JR sat up, grinned at me. “You were a good boy last
night!”

“I was,” I agreed, *“and you’ll find out I’'ll be a good boy
again after school.” She grinned, and went to the closet, got
out clothes and vanished towards the bathroom. I lay in bed,
stroking my rod, happy in my heart.

Mom poked her head in my room, saw what I was doing. I
blushed, but she pretty much ignored me. “We’'re going to have
breakfast here in a minute, Tom. Tell Joanna.” I nodded, and
it seemed to me, she stared at my hard on for a second, before
turning to go. Except I wasn’t as hard as I'd been a moment



before. I got up, got my things, and when JR was out of the
shower, went in myself.

The day seemed like most of the others in my memory; Dad
drove JR to school, Uncle Craig stayed home, and Mom was going
to work later. I was scheduled to pick up JR but not Penny on
the way home.

Same old stuff, I was a junior, bored out of my skull with
my classes. Tony and I met between our second and third period
classes. *“You did pretty good with Marsha,” he said grinning.

It took a second for me to remember that as far as Tony
knew, Marsha had been not only my first, but also my one and
only. I decided that best friend or not, there was no need to
enlighten him about JR or Penny. “You weren’t doing badly
yourself,” I told him with a grin of my own.

He laughed. “I never do badly. Marsha said you were
really nice; most guys don’t like girls that are taller than
themselves.”

“She’s nice,” I agreed. *“And it wasn’t that big of a
deal.” I dropped my voice, “She was a perfect size.”

He gave me a little punch on the arm, “We need to get you a
real girlfriend, not one who’s already gone!”

“Yeah!” I told him. Sure, and I'd get in mega trouble if
it got out I had two eighth grade girlfriends I was supposed to
be ‘sharing.’ Just what had JR meant by that? Parallel or
serial? Tony turned and walked towards math, and I headed for
history, contemplating what it would be like to be in bed with
two girls at once.

At lunch, we were sitting in the commons, munching snacks
from the snack bar, talking. Behind me I heard a girl say
quietly and firmly, “Leave me alone, Roger!” Followed a second
later by the same voice saying much more firmly, “I mean it,
Roger!”

I glanced behind me; I knew the girl slightly, Shannon was
her name. The boy was, I thought, younger than her, but he had
his hand on her leg, under the table. She tried to scoot away,
put he followed. “Stop it!” she hissed, still trying to keep
the dispute private.



I turned around, reached out and tapped the boy on the
shoulder. He turned to look, and I smiled at him. “I think she
wants you to stop.” I paused for dramatic effect. *“So stop.”

I've never seen anything like it in my life.

He saw me, his face turned beet red, and without any
warning, he uncorked a punch at me, from where he was sitting.
I leaned back a little fast, nearly fell off my own chair, but
it was enough so he fanned air in front of my face. He jumped
off the seat and started towards me; I got up too.

“You'’ve butted in one too many times, Ferguson!” He swung
again, and I moved to one side. “Damn you, stand still!” He
swung a third time and this time I pushed his fist away.

Suddenly all the clues came to together. *“Roger Parker, I
presume?” I muttered. His face, still red, went almost purple.
He lunged at me, grappling me, dragging me to the floor.

I might have been an inch shorter than him, not as heavy,
but I’'d been around the block a few more times. Besides, Roger
was just plain lousy at fighting. After a few seconds, teachers

were pulling him off and demanding an explanation. *“He swung on
me,” I told them, not telling them why he swung on me. ‘Cause I
screwed his girlfriend yesterday, after she caught him putting
it to my sister.’ Like sure, that was an explanation.

Roger had calmed down a little, even though he was still
breathing hard, and had to listen to a dozen kids rat him out
for starting the fight, and tell the teachers I’'d not even
punched back; several of the boys said it with derision; yeah
sure, like my parents would understand my getting suspended for
fighting?

Eventually, Roger was sent to the office, I was admonished
to ‘keep out of trouble.’ I nodded, and started to sit back
down. Instead, Shannon touched my arm.

“Thanks,” she said.

“No problem. I was wondering if I’'d ever meet Roger Parker
face to face. No wonder he’s so unpopular with girls.”

She grimaced. “He and I dated in the fall. I guess he had



a fight with his latest girlfriend.”
“I guess he did. Penny is my sister’s best friend.”

Shannon looked at me, started to say something, then
didn't. “Thanks. Tom, isn’t it?” I nodded. She smiled at me,
turned and left the commons.

I sat back down next to Tony, who’d sat still through out.
I didn’t blame him, he’d been in trouble a few times; the
teachers were always dumping on him. *“What was that all about?”
Tony asked.

I shrugged, “He was going with Penny, but they broke up
yesterday. I think he blames me.” I shook my head. “This is
kinda personal, Tony. I’'d just as soon not go into it.”

Tony glanced around, punched me on the arm. “Tom,” he
said, his voice low, “probably everybody at school knows that
Joanna and Penny are queers.”

“Tony,” I said firmly, “like I said, it’s personal. What
JR and Penny do is their business; not yours, not mine.” I
waved my hand towards the school office. “Not what’s his
name’s.” I was tempted to say something about Marsha, but
decided against it.

“You know about Marsha being queer?” he asked suddenly,
catching me off guard. 1I’'d just been thinking about it.

“Personal, Tony,” I told him, repeating it again. *“I don’'t
talk about other people behind their backs. Not JR, Penny,
Marsha. Not about you and Sue Ellen.”

He nodded at me, and then grinned. *“So Joanna and Penny
are back together, eh?”

I made a zipping motion across my lips. *“My lips are
sealed, Tony.”

He grinned just as the warning bell sounded. We got up and
went to our afternoon classes.

After the last bell of the day, I stopped at my locker, got
what I needed and turned to head out to the parking lot.
Shannon came up to me, and smiled. “Can we talk for a second?”



I nodded, checking her out. Shannon was thin, with reddish
blonde hair, pretty short. Small breasted, maybe even smaller
than JR, it was hard to tell through her blouse and bra. *“Roger
stopped me after sixth period. He says he’s ‘gonna get you’.”
She hung air quotes around the last three words.

“He hasn’t had much luck so far,” I said with a laugh. *“I
didn’t even know who he was; I just didn’t think it was right,
him bothering you like that.”

She smiled at me, and I felt myself grow hard. Gosh, Tom,
you have a one-track mind!

Shannon sighed. “He told me he was going to tell everyone
that your sister isn’t that good of a fuck, neither is Penny,
and that they are really queers.”

“Lesbians,” I told her, wanting to get a little bit of
moral high ground, to make up for my hormones now interested in
yet another outlet.

She blinked, and then laughed. “Oh yeah, I guess so.
Roger can be pretty mean.”

“Well, he’s going to be surprised; Penny and JR aren’t
exactly in the closet. It would not be unreasonable to assume
that they didn’t want to do it with him for inadequacy reasons.”

Again Shannon blinked, then giggled outright. “I never
thought about it that way! Oh my God! He starts telling people
about them, and that’s what they’re going to think!”

“Shoots himself in the foot,” I agreed.
She glanced at me. *“You’'re pretty cool.”

“Thanks,” I said, trying not to preen and strut like some
guys I knew would do. I made a quick decision. “Want to go to
the basketball game Friday night?”

She looked at me steadily for a bit, before nodding.
“Cool,” I murmured, and asked for her phone number, which I got.
That was cool too, because she wrote Shannon Leary on the top,
and now I knew her last name as well!



I rushed over to pick up JR, knowing I was a little late.
“Guess who I met at lunch?” I told her, as we started towards
home. “Roger.” She looked at me in surprise. *“He was trying
to feel up Shannon Leary right there in the commons,” I went on,
recounting what had happened. “I asked her if she’d like to go
to the basketball game on Friday night.”

JR looked at me, then nodded. “Mom talked to me a bit
before I went to bed last night. She said that you and I have
to be sure to keep our own lives; that too much togetherness,
that’s what she called it, wouldn’t be good for us.”

“Do you think Penny will be pissed?” I asked, anxious not
to make her angry with me either. JR shook her head.

“No, and in any case, I can stay over with Penny on Friday.
I'll give her something else to think about.”

“Shannon said that Roger was going to tell everyone about
you and Penny.” I went on with that part of the story,
including the part about Roger being inadequate. That reduced
JR to hysterics, and as soon as we were home, she had to call up
Penny to tell her.

Uncle Craig appeared and I talked to him while JR was on
the phone. After a bit, he looked me in the eye. *“Ellen told
me that she and Dave explained to you about her and I.”

I nodded and he went on, “They told me you were helping
your sister like I helped her.” Again I nodded, not really sure
what the point of this was.

“Can I ask you a question?” He paused. *“Two questions?”

“Sure,” I said, curious what they were.

“Why do you call her JR, and absolutely no one else does?”

“She asked me to; asks anyone else who calls her that, not
to.”

“Do you know?” he persisted. I shook my head; I liked it,
I'd never really thought about it. It was just something JR
wanted. Why not?

“And are you comfortable with your mom and me?”



I nodded, “And does Aunt Shirley sleep with Dad?” I asked
back. He nodded. I glanced out of the corner of my eye and saw
JR standing at the door to the room. How long had she been
there?

Uncle Craig saw where I was looking, and turned to look at
JR. *“Hello, Joanna.”

She walked towards us and stopped a few feet from Uncle
Craig. He smiled at her. *“Could I ask you two questions too,
Joanna?"”

“I like Tom to call me JR because I always knew in my
heart, we’'d be together one day, even if it was just once. And
I wanted Tom to have a special place in my heart; the only one
in that place.”

“And are you okay with your mom and I?” JR nodded, and
Uncle Craig smiled. *“Shirley said you’d be.” JR nodded again.
“Ellen and I are going to meet David for dinner, we thought you
two would like a little time together.” He turned and walked
away .

My eyes went to JR and she shrugged. “Penny’s on her way
over,” JR said quietly. I raised an eyebrow. *“We both want to
do it with you again.” I once again contemplated if they were
talking about serially or parallel. An interesting question,
but one, I thought, that would shortly be resolved.

A while later, I heard a car pull up outside, and JR went
to the door; there were a burst of voices, and with a start, I
realized I could hear a voice I didn't recognize.

Curious, I went into the living room from the family room
and found that not only Penny was there, but Penny’s mom Kim and
another girl, Penny and JR’s age. I didn’t recognize the girl;
she was tall and thin, she would have been cute, except it
looked like she was pretty upset.

“... So it’s kind of an emergency, Joanna,” Kim was telling
JR.

JR met my eyes, then said evenly to me, “Jennifer’s parents
found out she’s been with Penny and me. And another girl before
us, a black girl.”



I managed not to blink; even harder was resisting the
temptation to glance at Penny’s mom at the announcement.
Evidently, I was about the only person who hadn’t heard about JR
and Penny up to this weekend. “And,” JR added, “now they’'ve
kicked Jennifer out. Her parents kicked her out! Can you
believe that?”

“If she stays with us,” Kim said, and I glanced at her,
“well, I expect staying with two lesbians is going to get
someone in trouble, if not Jennifer, then Penny or me.”

I nodded like I understood, but I didn’t. Kim Wells was a
lesbian too? She and Mom had been friends forever!

“So, I'd like to know if Jennifer could stay here for a
couple of days, until things settle down, and we can work
something out.” Kim waved towards town. *“I talked to Ellen a
bit ago, she said it would be up to you two.” She smiled
slightly, “And that I should understand that sleeping
arrangements right now in the Ferguson household are different
than they had been because of Craig's visit.”

I looked at Jennifer, a tall thin girl, not as tall as
Marsha, but pretty tall, nearly six feet. Pretty black hair
that was done up in a ponytail, tied tight. She looked back at
me, defiant and angry. What'’s to like about being kicked out,
then shopped around to the lowest bidder?

I turned to JR. “Your call, it’'s okay with me,” I told
her.

“At least for tonight,” JR said then, nodding. *“She can
sleep in the guest room.”

Right across the hallway from JR and I; and I'd already
noticed we were both a little noisy during lovemaking. “Fine,
then,” I said, and turned back to Jennifer. “Welcome to the
Ferguson household, Jennifer.” I grinned at her.

She met my eyes. “Thanks,” her voice was as mild as her
expression was defiant. For the first time I put together the
voice and the expression. Not defiance; fear. How could you
get the two confused? I watched her for a few seconds. Because
she doesn't want to show her fear, she's covering it up by
trying to look defiant.



Kim waved to JR and the other two girls. *“You three go out
to the car and get Jennifer’s things,” She then waved to me. *“I
want to talk to Tom privately for a few minutes.”

They left, and she looked me in my eye. “Can we talk
privately, perhaps up in your room, for a bit?” she asked.

"Sure," I told her, and then led the way upstairs, curious
as hell. I walked into my room, and then Kim came along behind
me and closed the door. Again, I was really curious.

“Ellen and I didn’t have much time to talk this weekend,”
she said without preamble. “She did tell me that you and Joanna
had gotten together.”

I tried not to show surprise. Was I the only person in the
family who didn’t talk to everyone else about who I was sleeping
with? The next thing she said seemed to confirm it. “And now
Penny has been with you; a little surprise, but I'm glad she’s
no longer going with Roger. I never liked him.”

I nodded, not at all sure now what I wanted. Why was
everyone talking about this stuff? For sure it was going to get
out, and there would be hell to pay. I’'d told JR about Marsha.
Was that going to go all over too?

Kim smiled at me, shaking her head. “Which is why I'm
here, Tom. To explain things a little. You got a start on it
yesterday, finding out about Ellen and Craig. Probably figured
out about David and Shirley.” I wanted to roll my eyes in
disbelief; instead I simply nodded.

“Stop that!” Kim said suddenly, angrily. “You don't
understand!”

I met her eyes. “You're right about that,” I said softly.

“In college, four girls were assigned as roommates in the
dorm. Four girls drawn out of a hat. Me, your mom, Shirley
Marshall and Keisha Jones. Three white girls and a black girl.
We were all pretty bright; but Keisha wasn’t very well prepared
for college, she’d had a terrible high school, didn’t learn
hardly a thing.

“We sweated bullets, the four of us that first semester.



All four for one and one for all four, that what our motto. Our
goal was to get all of us through the year, come what may.

“One day, Keisha aced a math test; something she’d never
gotten close to before in her life. 1I’'d been helping her
prepare for that test for a week. We were excited and happy,
deliriously happy; Keisha started hugging and kissing me. The
next thing I knew, we were in bed, lovers.” She laughed. *“We'’d
just reached our second orgasm when Shirley and Ellen walked in
on us.” She shook her head. “Gawd! I thought I was going to
die!” ©She smiled at me, and I continued to look at her, more
curious than ever.

“To make a long story short; by the end of the term, we
were all lovers. We took turns, spent a lot of time in bed, all
four of us. Every combination you can imagine. Then Craig
showed up for Spring break; he smiled and Shirley decided that
it was something she just had to try. Then me, then Keisha. We
were a little embarrassed we’d all seduced our roommate'’s
brother; little did we know that Ellen had been there first, it
was all a plot.

“That summer we moved out of the dorm and into the
apartment right next door to Craig, Dave was his roommate.
Their families had more money than the rest of us, except for
your mom, and so there was just the two of them.

“Keisha thinks a guy now and then is like an appetizer at a
restaurant; a pleasant way to warm up for the real thing. Ellen
was spending more and more time with Dave. By the end of the
summer, Ellen was pregnant with you. That next year, we helped
keep Ellen in school. The year after that, it was Keisha’s turn
to have a baby by your Dad; she put it off until right after
graduation. I was pregnant with Penny then too; Craig is
Penny’s father. Shirley, it turns out, can’t have babies the
usual way; she says being a virtual mom has advantages.”

I blinked, but no longer as surprised as I'd been before.
“And when Penny and Joanna discovered sex together, their
parents had no objections. None.” She grinned at me, “Not even
their extended parents.”

There was a short silence, and we could hear the girls
across the hall, putting things up. *“Tom, when Jennifer was at
our house, she did make love to Penny twice, once she was with
Joanna. Mostly, though, she was with me.”



Suddenly I understood.

As bad as it would be if people found out a high school
junior was doing it with grade school girls, it would be really
awful if it came out that Kim and Jennifer had been together.

“I'm not going to tell anyone,” I told her. *“Ask anyone, I
just don’t talk about other people.” Certainly a lot less than
the rest of them.

She nodded. “I know, and I know I didn’t really have to
talk to you. But I wanted to, Tom, because it’s been something
we’ve taken for granted for a long time, but something you
should have been told about long ago. At least when we told
Penny and Joanna about your mom and I.”

Kim saw the question in my eyes. “Just last Thanksgiving.
It was a mistake,” she repeated, “not to tell you.”

“I don’'t think I was ready for it then,” I said honestly.

“Joanna and Penny both said you had ‘way more experience’
than either of them. Ellen says you almost never go on dates.”

“I've had two in my life,” I told her. *“Dates.” It felt
like a dentist was drilling on my head; I said it anyway. “One
time on one of those dates, I was with a girl.”

She grinned at me. “And I've always told Penny it isn’t
the amount of experience you have, it’s what you make with what
you have.”

I was unprepared when she stepped close, put her arms on my
shoulders and stood a foot away. “And one day,” Kim said
softly, “when we have a little time, I'd like to add to your
store of experience.”

Kim leaned close and kissed me, full on the mouth. I was
startled and surprised, but not so much that I didn’t kiss back.
And quickly learned the difference between school girls and
adults when it came to smooching; the kiss was an order of
magnitude hotter than anything I’'d ever imagined, much less had
done.

She pulled back, a small smile on her face. *“The girls



were right, you are an incredibly quick learner!” She glanced
at the closed door, and then sighed. “But, this isn’t the time
or place.” She brushed my lips with hers again, and then
stepped back.

“What your mom and I decided was that when they get back
from dinner with Craig, I’ll take him home with me, Joanna can
go back to her own room for tonight, and hopefully Jennifer
won’'t see anything she shouldn’t.” Again Kim sighed, “Because
it’s pretty certain the social worker busy bodies are going to
get involved, asking questions.”

I nodded at that; I’'d had a few worries about bedroom
arrangements myself. Kim turned around and went back out,
joining the three girls, all chattering away in the spare
bedroom. I looked at them, shaking my head. I’d actually made
love to half the girls in that room, and Kim, Penny’s mom had
more or less offered me a chance to make it three of four. Go
for batting a thousand? I contemplated Jennifer; decided that
maybe it might be a good idea to take things slow.

After a bit, the three moved down to the family room, while
I carried JR’'s stuff back to her room. It seemed like only a
few minutes before my parents and Uncle Craig were back, then
Uncle Craig packed his things, and he, Penny and Kim left for
their place.

Mom was firm, that evening. *“I know you are a guest,
Jennifer, but even so, we have a responsibility to you as well
as for you.” Jennifer’'s eyes were strange, almost like she was
afraid, yet at the same time angry. *“So, in bed early, by 9 pm,
you and Joanna spend a little time on school work between now
and then. Tom’s a whiz, he’s always glad to help; if he can’'t
answer a question, come and see me.

“Tomorrow, we'’'ll be getting up at five thirty am to give us
time to all get ready; it’s a school day. Okay?”

Jennifer nodded.

“Anything you’d like to ask?” Mom told her.

“Joanna showed me the bathroom, where things are,” Jennifer
said, her eyes on Mom. What had Kim said? That Mom and Kim

were lovers? Did Jennifer know? Was that something of concern
to Jennifer?



“I know I'm a bother,” Jennifer went on. “I don’t want to
make a fuss.”

“I know, dear. There are times though, when things are out
of our control and we have to do as best we can.

“Dave called your parents a while ago, told them where you
are.” Mom looked a little angry. *“They said they don’t care,
more or less, or words to that effect.”

Jennifer and JR studied, I studied, and my parents read.
About nine, JR and Jennifer retired for the night, and I decided
I'd retire to my room; maybe sneak a peek at Jennifer, or
failing that, do a little reading of my own.

The door to Jennifer’s room was open, I glanced in, saw her
sitting on the bed, reading a magazine. I recognized it as one
of my dad’s Economists, a really boring news magazine from
England. She was wearing a long flannel nightie, and looked up
when she saw me go by.

I smiled at her, and went into my room; wishing she’d been
nude had been pretty lame, I thought. Pretty lame. When you’ve
just gotten kicked out of your family, are in a strange house
with people you don’t know, you don’t need some lame guy staring
at you, particularly if you were gay.

I decided that I was tired, and that I wasn’t going to get
to sleep with JR tonight after all. In fact, today had been a
pretty dry day, when it came to sex. I tossed my clothes in the
hamper, except for my jockey shorts, turned off the lights and
crawled under the blankets. If I hadn’t had any luck elsewhere,
I thought, I'm going to entertain myself. The weekend had given
me plenty of material, and a full-grown woman had told me I was
a good kisser, and that she wanted to make love with me. That,
and I had a pretty girl sleeping across the hall. Who knew what
I might see tomorrow morning at shower time? I squashed the
lame thoughts once again.

I took my erection in my hand and started stroking it; I
laughed after a second. In three days I’'d been spoiled by three
different girls giving me blowjobs! I was contemplating that
when I heard a soft sound. I jerked my hand away, looked up at
the door.



I saw a dark shape there, one who closed the door behind
her, before she came close. Jennifer said quietly, “You're
awake, aren’t you?”

“Yeah.” I was tongue-tied; my imagination doing all sorts
of things, all resulting in my erection growing even more erect.

She walked close to the bed, and then stopped a few feet

away. *“I was talking to Joanna earlier.” She paused for a
second. “She told me that last night the two of you slept
together.” She stopped again. “Not like, making love, just

slept. You put your arm around her, hugged her, and slept.”

“Yeah,” I replied, still not sure what to say or do. Was
my sister crazy?

“She said, if I were to ask, you'd do it like that with me
too. Just put your arms around me, hug me. No sex.”

“Sure,” I told her, mentally wincing. What was Jennifer
going to do when she found out I was hard? Freak out? I meant
what I said about leaving her alone.

“It would mean a lot to me,” she said quietly. “More than
you can imagine.”

I mentally crossed my fingers. *“Jennifer, sure. But,
well, I have a hard on. I mean, I won’t do anything, but I
wanted you to know.”

Jennifer was silent for a second; then I heard something
like a giggle. *“Joanna says I can trust you; you promise?”

“I promise,” I told her. “I just can’t help it about...”
I sighed.

She giggled a little louder. “You’'re a boy.” With that,
she climbed in my bed, snuggled down next to me. At least she
was still wearing the flannel nightie, and there wasn’t much
flesh-to-flesh contact. I put my arm around her cautiously, not
wanting to inadvertently put my hand someplace where it wouldn't
be welcomed. Like with JR, she took my hand in hers, pulled it
around to her stomach, and held it there.

Unlike JR, she wasn’t as eager to cuddle back against my
boner, and I didn’t press it, as it were.



“Thank you, Tom,” she said in a soft voice.

I applied a little pressure with my arm. “Any time,
Jennifer.”

Her fingers lightly pressed mine, then like JR the night
before; she was asleep in an instant.

I laughed at myself. If nothing else, I can make a career
out of cuddling girls to sleep. I seemed to have a real knack
for it. At least it wasn’t as much of a temptation to move my
hand to cup one of Jennifer’s breasts as it had been with JR
last night. Or scooting an inch or two closer and nestling my
hot rod in the crack of her butt. I sighed, went to sleep.

Tuesday, March 19, 2002

When I awoke, it was because JR bounced the bed; the sun
wasn’'t up yet, even if my sister was. I cracked an eye at the
clock, it was ten after five.

Jennifer rolled over on her back, and JR grinned at her.
“Was Tom good, Jennifer?”

Jennifer nodded.

JR smiled. “I told Jennifer if you were good, I’'d give you
a reward.” With that she shrugged out of her own nightshirt, to
stand bare next to the bed. Then she tossed the sheet that had
been over me back on to Jennifer, and then climbed in with us.

For the first second, I thought she was going to sit on my
face, but I was wrong; what happened was that she placed her
bottom over my face, and her head over my erection, and started
to work on it. Oh my God! I thought, sixty-nine! I’'d never
understood it, but now I did! What JR was doing with her mouth
was lovely, and there was her bare pussy just inches from my
eyes. I lifted up off the bed, put my hands on her hips and
gently pulled her into contact with my mouth. Again, the
position was different than what I’'d experienced up until then,
not to mention the view.

For one thing, my eyes were focused on the dimpled rose bud
of JR’'s backside, causing me to remember what it had been like
with Penny, when I’'d been in the wrong place. Still, I



concentrated on my tongue in her pussy; mildly wishing I could
reach her clit as well from this position, but it was
impossible.

Whatever I was doing, JR seemed to like it. She stopped
sucking on my erection for a second and moaned; when she started
again it was with a renewed vigor that made me come in just a
few minutes.

As I soared down from my high, I heard a fast series of
“Oooh! Aaahhh! Oooh! Aaahhh's!” coming from close by. I
turned my head and was rewarded by seeing that Jennifer had
pulled her nightie up around her waist, and her fingers were
pistoning in and out of her pussy. Even as I watched, Jennifer
started to pant, “Ah! Ah! AHHHHH!” The last one rising in
volume and intensity as she came.

“Now this,” JR said with a laugh, turning around and lying
down between Jennifer and me, “is the right way to start the
day!” I smiled and Jennifer giggled. JR leaned over and kissed
Jennifer lightly on the forehead, then did the same to me.

“I'm going to tell you two of Jennifer’s secrets,” JR told
me, her face inches from mine. “One is that growing up, her
parents never, ever, not even once said ‘I love you’ or gave her
a kiss or a hug. Jennifer needs to be hugged, cuddled and
kissed; she has a lot to make up.

“Second, is that unlike Penny, me, Mom, Kim, some others I
could name. Jennifer doesn’t want to do it with a boy. But she
isn’t as finicky about being hugged and cuddled.”

“I don’'t know about kissing, either,” Jennifer said softly.
“I told her you were cool,” JR went on. “And unless it was
something she wanted, you’d never even try to get more friendly

than Jennifer wanted.”

“That’s true,” I told them. “I might want to, but I
wouldn’t.”

JR smiled, and Jennifer nodded. *“So, you’re going to
understand that Jennifer and I are off to take our morning

shower,” JR said with a giggle, and helped Jennifer out of bed.

I got up myself, puttered around my room, and in a few



minutes, Jennifer called out from the hall that the bathroom was
clear. I glanced up, and saw her standing in my door, nude. I
swallowed; of all of the girls I'd known in the last weekend,
Jennifer was far and away the prettiest. JR had a completely
bare pussy; Penny'’s was nearly bare. Marsha’s had been a thick
mop of curly hair. Jennifer had a thin veining of very dark
hairs, a cute curlicue of color accentuating her pubes. She had
protruding pussy lips, a dainty flower of femininity, like a
lotus blossom. Breasts that were shaped like some ripe fruit,
with largish, very red nipples.

I came erect in a fraction of a second; Jennifer saw it and
smiled and shook her head, before she turned around and headed
for her bedroom. I sighed mentally, contemplating a backside
with two wonderfully tight globes of her ass. God, what it must
have been like as a cave man, when you could bop a desirable
woman over the head and drag her off to your cave!

Even as I thought that, I remembered JR’s mouth on my
erection, licking and sucking. Marsha’s; Penny’s. Wouldn't
want to do that with a woman I’'d bashed over the head and
dragged back to the cave! A lot to be said for taking your time
and getting her interested and motivated to want to do the same
things to you, that you wanted to do to her!

At lunch Tony sat down next to me, and handed me an

envelope. “That’s from Marsha,” he said, as I looked at him,
curious. “They came in late last night, and we took them to the
airport.” He sighed. *“I got my car back.”

"Thanks," I told him. I debated opening the letter, and
decided not to while Tony was there.

He confirmed my thinking a second later by adding, “Marsha
said you were to read it when you could be alone.” I could see
his curiosity, but I had no more intention of assuaging it, than
he would be interested in giving me a blow-by-blow description
of him and Sue Ellen.

“Gotta find Sue Ellen,” he said, echoing my own thoughts.
“Back in a few.”

He vanished and I opened the letter.

“Tom,



I thought and thought about how to start this, I ¢
to use ‘Dear Tom,’ because that might make you think I
you I don’'t ever want to see you again.

The other night was something I’'d never imagined v
happen, oh, I wanted to do it with you, but I didn’t re
to come, or that it would feel so good; I thought only
woman would know the things that would make it possible
enjoy being made love to.

It was possible; you were as good or better than ¢
ever been with; if you were here, I'd want to drag you
and do it again and again and again.

I went out with you wanting to do it, just to say
it, so I could tell my friends boys were interesting, Lk
were better. I thought it would be easy to walk away f
never see you again. Better, I thought, for both of us

Except I wish you were here, with me now. I want
much, Tom! I just don’t know what to do. I dream of y
me, rubbing my breasts, sucking on my clit, your tongue
pussy; your hard male member plunging into me. Oh God,
these things!

I don’'t know how it will work, but I’'m going to fi
come back and visit. In the meantime, here is my addre
phone number, please, please, please write me!

Your lover, Marsha.”

Underneath her name was an address in Seattle, an email

address and a phone number.

I stared at the letter, and reread it a couple of times.
Hot!

How, I wondered then, do you write someone and tell them,
you were my first. Then I made love to my thirteen-year-old
sister, and liked it better than with you? Then I made love to
my thirteen-year-old sister’s thirteen-year-old lover in the
ass. That I woke this morning to a blow job and watching
another gay thirteen year old masturbate herself to cumming? I
gulped; life was interesting, life was complicated, and sex
didn’t necessary make things easier. More fun, maybe, but more
complicated as well.



There was simply no way to write to Marsha and tell her
that I no longer cared; if for no other reason than because I
wasn’t sure what I thought any more. Sex with Marsha had been
the first in my life; if I knew then what I knew now, it would,
I was certain, have been better for both of us.

Tony and Sue Ellen sat down at the table, and I saw Tony
was looking at the letter. “Personal,” I said seriously.

Tony nodded and didn’t say anything. We talked for a while
about the forthcoming basketball games lined up for the weekend;
as sure as shooting, the varsity boys were going to get stomped;
but the girls looked sure to be in the finals, and maybe were
good enough to go all the way to State.

I stopped at the middle school, was surprised for a half
second to see Jennifer with JR and Penny, but then remembered.
Too much on my plate! I thought, but I smiled and we went home.

To my intense disappointment, everyone was there. Mom and
Dad, Uncle Craig and Kim.

“Family meeting time,” my dad said, and waved the three of
us to seats on one side of the table. I looked around; the
geometry was interesting. Mom and Dad and Uncle Craig were on
one side; Kim was at one end, JR, Penny, Jennifer and I were on
the other side, facing the three adults.

“We talked to your parents again today, Jennifer,” Mom
said. “I don’t want you to think we were doing it behind your
back.” Jennifer nodded. “To put it simply, they don’t want you
back. They feel that you’'ve made a life style choice that is
incompatible with theirs.”

“No big deal,” Jennifer said, her voice indifferent.
“Except,” my dad interjected, “children are not kittens
that you can take out to the woods and turn loose.

‘Incompatible’ or not, they have obligations in regards to you.”

“I don’'t want to go back,” Jennifer said, looking at Dad.
“I'd do anything not to have to go back.”

“At your age Jennifer, it isn’t possible for you to live on
your own,” Mom said gently. “Dave and I have offered to let you



stay here. There are, however, some conditions.”

Jennifer’s expression turned as wary and defiant/fearful as
she had been yesterday afternoon. “First, we talked with Kim.
We asked her not to see you for a few days, at least.”

“Why?” Jennifer was now very angry.

“Because intergenerational relationships aren’t something
people should engage in without a lot of thought,” that was
Uncle Craig. “There is not a person sitting on this side of the
table who hasn’t indulged themselves a time or two... and it
will happen again. All we are asking is for you to think about
it for a few days, and then you can do as you please, both of
you. With my blessing, amongst others.”

Jennifer blinked, and so did I. Kim and Jennifer weren’'t
the only ‘intergenerational’ relationship? What did Uncle Craig
mean by that?

Dad took up again; it was like watching a wrestling tag
team. “We have secured from your parents a limited power of
attorney, allowing us to deal with your school, doctor, dentist,
the like. You are, technically, simply visiting us, as if you’d
gone to visit someone in your family for the summer.

“We have rules in this house, rules that you will have to
follow. Chores, school work, everything,” he went on.

“And if I don’'t agree?” Jennifer asked, still wary, but
less angry.

“Your choice,” Dad told her. “Then, reluctantly, we would
notify Children’s Services, and you’d end up in the foster home
program."”

“As poor a choice as you could make,” Kim said. “Dearest
Jennifer, please be patient. Relax, chill. Spend some time
thinking; it won’t make any difference to me. I care about you,
and that’s not going to change.” Kim paused. *“I love you,
Jennifer.”

Jennifer put her head down on her hands and started crying.
Reflexively, I reached out and put my hand on her shoulder, gave
her a little squeeze. I saw JR had done the same thing.



“We all love you, Jennifer,” JR told her softly.

Jennifer lifted her head up, tears streaked down her face.
“I don’t know why... I don’t understand.”

“Kim spoke to us about your parents,” Uncle Craig's voice
was gentle. “That’s not how we raise our kids, Jennifer.
Never. Here, you are among people who will care about you, love
you, if that’s what you want. We are more than willing to have
you a part of our family, Jennifer. 1If it’s what you want.”

For the longest time, Jennifer looked at each of us in
turn, one after another, starting with Uncle Craig, and ending
up with Kim. *“Yesterday,” Jennifer said, her voice quivering.
“Joanna told me I was being silly; that in this family, love is
something that is common as dirt, and treasured as gold. She
told me that I could spend the night with Tom, and he’d put his
arms around me and hold me and comfort me... and out of love and
respect for me, that’s all he would do.

“I didn’t believe her. I told her that I’'d had lovers who
told me that boys aren’t like that; they want sex and don’t care
how they get it. That men dominate women, subjugate them.

That, for boys, there is just sex and power, and anyone who gets
in the way of that gets raped or beaten or both.”

She motioned to Kim. “Kim told me different. Penny told
me different. Joanna told me different.” A pause, “And Tom
showed me different.”

“There are good people in the world, Jennifer,” Mom said,
“and bad people. Some are men, some are women. Some are old,
some young. Some people are vile and evil, some are saints;
most someplace between. You have to judge people as
individuals, Jennifer. Not as groups.”

Jennifer nodded, staring intently at Mom.

“In this family,” Mom went on, “the women and when old
enough, the girls, have always set the limits. With each other,
with the men in our lives. I personally argued Kim’s side, that
there be no waiting period. Jennifer, it would please me if you
would take a day or two to think about it; but if you were to go
to Kim right now, I wouldn’t mind. The others here would accede
you the right to make that choice, but they think you would be
making a mistake.



“This is a family,” Mom waved around the table. *“This is
barely a quorum of all of us, there are others you haven’'t met.
Yet. Stay with us and you will. And you will find that they
will come to love you, just as Kim has, as Penny, Joanna and
Tom; each in our own way and in our own time.” She beamed at
me, and I felt proud of my self-control.

“I want to stay here,” Jennifer told us. Then sighed and
added, “There’s really no choice.”

“No smart one,” Kim said with a smile.

“I'd like to go lay down for a while,” Jennifer told us.
There was a concerted nod around the table.

She got up, stopped, and then looked at Mom. *“Would you
come cuddle with me?” Mom met Jennifer’s gaze, then nodded.
The two of them vanished into the back of the house, while the
rest of us sat stiff. I was as sure as I could be that there
was going to be some ‘intergenerational’ cuddling and then some,
going on. That it was going to be my mom and a girl my sister’s
age.

That was going to take getting used to.

It was Uncle Craig who broke the silence that developed.
“I have a 1 am red eye to catch later. I was wondering, Joanna,
if T could take a nap on your bed?”

“Sure, Uncle Craig,” JR told him. “I’ve got some stuff on
it. I’'ll move it.”

They got up together, and headed for her room. With a
start, I wondered if Uncle Craig was going to get any sleep from
his ‘nap?’ Intergenerational with a vengeance! I looked
straight ahead; Dad and Kim, Penny and I. Could it really be?

“Tom,” Kim’'s voice was soft and level, “if you have a
minute, I’'d like to thank you for being nice to Jennifer.”

I started to say that JR had already done that; then I
realized that wasn't what Kim was talking about. I stood up,

met her eye. “We could talk privately in my room if you like.”

Kim nearly guffawed; Dad did chuckle. Penny contributed,



“Cool line, Tom!” Nonetheless, I led the way to my room.

Passing the door across the hall, my eye was drawn to the
three-inch gap there. Mom was kissing Jennifer, her hand on one
of Jennifer’s breasts, stroking it. I stared for a long second,
and then opened my door. Kim walked ahead of me, and when I
came in, it was she who pushed the door closed, and latched it.

“Jennifer knows I have other interests,” Kim said bluntly.
“On the other hand, she’s not as much of a voyeur as you guys
are.”

Kim reached out and started undoing my shirt.

I contemplated what a cool, debonair, suave man of the
world would do right then; I decided that tackling her and
pulling her into bed wouldn’t make the list. She was very
quick, then equally quick in taking her own things off. She
reached out, took my hand, and led me next to the bed.

“Just last week, Ellen told me,” Kim said, standing holding
my hand loosely in hers, facing me, “that so far as she knew,
you were a virgin. A date Friday; I understand you got in
around midnight. Joanna said the next day she went down on you,
and you talked her out of her panties. Sunday, Penny told me
that she was just going to go down on you, until she found that
Roger was going a lot further with Joanna than they had agreed.
Personally, I think it was a dumb agreement, but that’s not how
you renegotiate an arrangement. So, she said, she did it with
you. Both say that you are in a class by yourself.

“Joanna, of course, has no experience to base that on.
Penny doesn’t have much more of a base line.”

I reached out, and stroked her cheek, then deliberately
scoped Kim out. She was my mom’s age; but still trim and fit,
just a little thickening around the waist. Of all the women I’'d
seen naked to date, not many as she’d pointed out, she had the
largest breasts, breasts that were a little pendulous. Huge
nipples, very light in color. A bush more like Marsha’s than
her daughter’s or JR’'s, very thick and large.

I finished, looked back to her face again. “Kim,” I said
evenly, and she met my eye. *“I don’t talk about who I’'ve been
with or what we’ve done.”



She smiled. “I think that was a polite request to do the
same,” she waved at the door. “They are going to know we are
here, together.”

“That’s okay,” I told her. “But if asked, I'm simply going
to shake my head, and if pressed, tell whoever that it’s none of
their business. Even if they catch us doing it at high noon in
the commons at school.”

Kim was silent a long moment. “Here I am, stark naked with
a sixteen year old boy who's sporting a huge erection, and I'm
the one being taken to task for gossiping too much,” she sighed.
“I think you’re right though; for years we’ve talked among
ourselves, this and that personal detail. 1It’s second nature.
Maybe for us, okay. You, Joanna, Penny, and above all
Jennifer... maybe not such a good idea.”

I nodded, and she smiled. *“All that being true, now what?”
She asked.

I glanced at the bed, and she giggled, sounding very much
like her daughter. “Morality stops at the bed’s edge,” Kim said
quietly.

I shook my head. “What happens in bed, stops at the bed’s
edge. I never said I didn’t want you.” I stepped close and
lifted her chin and kissed her hard, as she’d shown me before.
It didn’t take long for her to warm to the task; then we were
exchanging tongues; hands running over each other’s bodies.

“God,” Kim muttered after a second, my erection in her
fist, “you have no idea how flattering it is to get this kind of
a reaction from a boy your age.”

I ran my hands over her breasts, hefting them, chaffing her
very large nipples. I’'d never seen nipples expand like hers
did, one second they were bigger than a silver dollar, but
relatively flat. Now they grew like small mushrooms; a hard
erect center, perhaps three quarters of an inch tall and almost
that around.

I leaned down and kissed one, then sucked it into my mouth,
while working on the other with my free hand. Kim started
running her fingers through my hair, finally groaning in
pleasure. *“And you’'re sure you haven’'t been talking to anyone
else? Taking notes?” she said, looking at me, eyes bright.



“No,” I told her.

“Well, I have and I did. I’'m told that when you’ve licked
my pussy, I’1l1l know I’'ve been licked!” She sat down on the bed,
spread her legs, pulling her pussy lips wide apart. “Eat me,
Tom!"”

For the next half hour, I did exactly that. Kim tasted
very much like Marsha had; her pussy was like Marsha’s too,
large and accommodating to my tongue. It was hot and furious.
Like the others, when I was busy with her pussy, Kim was
occupied stroking her own breasts. When she came, she shuddered
and gasped, “More, harder!” Her breathing was a fast pant.

I found I could work her clit with my thumb, while holding
her pussy lips apart to get my tongue inside her. Kim's next
orgasm came a few minutes later. I hit a rhythm and for quite a
few minutes Kim was twisting and writhing in ecstasy as I
brought her off.

Suddenly, she reached down and hauled me bodily up,
grabbing my erection, pushing it into her pussy. “I hope to
God,” Kim said, starting to move against me, “your cock is as
good as your tongue.”

She had her hands on my butt, pulling me tightly into her;
after I stroked into her a few times, she wrapped her legs
around my butt too, and we moved fiercely and passionately
together.

Except, Kim was like Marsha; much larger inside than JR or
Penny. There was a lot of friction, but not quite the right
amount to get me off; of course, this meant I spent a lot of
time trying to come. After a few minutes, I saw Kim was looking
at me.

“You can’'t get there,” she murmured, breathing hard and
fast.

“Close,” I said, a little winded myself.

She grimaced. “Before Penny, everyone said I was so tight.
Since then, no one has said anything like that.” She slowed,
moved. “Put your legs outside mine.” It was distracting to
move like she’d asked, but I did. At once, I noticed things fit



much better, there was much more contact; her legs were closed
now.

“Better?” Kim asked and I replied breathlessly in the
affirmative. Suddenly I remembered the other day, with Marsha.

“Oh yes! Cross your legs!”

Kim chuckled. “Not yet, Tom! Still a ways to go, before
we sleep tonight!”

She started moving; I started moving. The sky moved; I
surely did. Then Kim crossed her legs and it was like with
Marsha, only ten times better. I think I emptied my entire
life’'s blood into her; Kim was shaking and trembling, still
trying to hump me back.

I collapsed across her, suddenly more tired than I'd ever
been in my life. I felt her hands stroke my forehead, then a
kiss. “You have a right to be tired, Tom! That was really,
really fine!” She kissed my forehead again.

I found my eyes about an inch from one of her breasts; it
was a natural move. I lifted my tongue a few inches, took her
into my mouth and started suckling. Kim gave a very throaty
chuckle, hugged me tight. *“Enough, already!”

I looked up at her, curious. My fatigue gone, I was ready
to do it again. Kim saw my expression and laughed out loud.
“You, Tom Ferguson, are a sovereign remedy for feeling old!
That and you are a randy goat!”

She kissed me lightly. *“Tom, Jennifer is a fragile person
right now. She knows, in her heart, we love her. But she’s not
sure. Today wasn’t good for her, not good for her at all. I
think it's best that she didn’t have to hear us rutting and
enjoying ourselves for too long.”

I thought and thought, and then I lifted my eyes to hers.
“Kim, I know you and Mom are ever so much more experienced than
I am. So are Uncle Craig and Dad.” I pictured them, then. Mom
with Jennifer, Dad with Penny, Uncle Craig with JR. My heart
stopped, and I felt dizzy; crazy jealous. Then the world turned
right side up. Yeah, I’'d done it with them and others. Who was
I to limit someone else’s choices? Did I want them limiting
mine? Either I could choose, and so could they... or we all



stayed home and played mumbeldy peg.

I felt Kim’'s belly bounce against mine. *“Not, mind you,
that I don’t intend to come back for a repeat!” She kissed me
again, and I kissed her; a very thorough kiss. She got up and
dressed, and I watched her as she did. Kim smiled at me, blew
me a kiss. “Later, Tom. And Tom...” I looked at her. “You're
a good man, Tom. Keep up the good work. If Jennifer wants to
cuddle again tonight, give her a kiss from me to her, on the tip
of her nose.” With that, Kim was gone, and I fell back on my
bed, exhausted.

I awoke much later. I was surprised at finding a warm body
with me in my bed; more surprised at finding it was Jennifer. I
leaned close, kissed her on the nose, like Kim had said.
Jennifer's eyes snapped open, visible even in the dim light of
my room. Fear, stark fear; replaced very quickly with
recognition.

“Tom,"” Jennifer said quietly. *“You surprised me.”

“Good evening, Jennifer,” I told her, then kissed her on
the nose again. “The first time, that was hello from Kim. This
time it was hello from me.”

Jennifer smiled at me, and I felt ten thousand times better
than I usually felt. ©Not all like if I was making love; but
pretty good anyway.

“It’s a little after ten,” I told her. “I don’'t know about
you, but I missed dinner.”

I was unprepared for Jennifer to giggle. *“I thought you
ate out with Kim?” she whispered.

I spluttered, and then decided, what the hell? If Jennifer
knew, what was the point of pretending? Even as I thought that,
I saw her eyes. Her words might have been joking but she looked
absolutely terrified. I could see that Jennifer was close to
the edge of something; something not good.

“Jennifer...” She looked at me, curious, but again there
was something dark, buried behind her eyes. “Joanna wants me to
call her JR, just me, because she says that I'm a very special
person for her. No one else is supposed to call her that.”
Jennifer nodded, not sure where I was going.



“I haven’t talked to you much, I know from the things
people have said, you’ve had a rotten life. Here,” I waved
around the house, indicating more than just my bed, “here I want
you to be my Jenny, a special, unique person, the only person I
will ever call that.”

She stared at me. “Jenny will always mean you, to me. We
can be friends, real friends.” I grinned then, and realized I
really meant it. “As near as I can tell, just about everyone in

this family is having sexual relations with the rest. For you
and me, Jenny, it will always be what you want. I promise you
that you can come to me anytime, ask me to hug and cuddle you,
and I will. No sex.”

“I like sex,” Jenny said quietly.
I shrugged and asked the obvious question, “With me?”

She bit her lip. *“I don’t know if I’'d like it with any
man, but if it ever happens...”

I reached out and touched her fingers. *“Jenny, it’s never
going to happen. And I know why; I know what you’ve never told
anyone."”

Her eyes widened for a moment, again the fear blazed in
them. I watched her force herself to relax, and then she shook
her head. “There’s nothing.”

“Yes there is. Did he tell you he’d hurt you, if you told
anyone?” Her eyes changed back to the dark, wild thing I’'d seen
before. There was more than fear there, abject terror, anger
and frustration. More raw emotion than I’'d ever known in my
life, outside of an orgasm and as different from that as night
from day.

I waved towards my door. *“Ask, ask anyone. I don’t tell.
Not even to my family, nothing. It’s your life, Jenny.”

She buried her head on my shoulder, crying buckets, sobbing
and shaking. We sat there for most of an hour, before Jenny
finally sat up. She looked at me, reached out and touched my
face. *“All my life, no one cared. Not about me. Oh, everyone
wants to have sex with me; but...”



She shook her head in frustration. “I like it with Kim and
Penny. Joanna. Your mom was nice... but it’s just sex they
want.”

I shook my head. “Kim loves you, really loves you. JR, I
know personally; she likes sex, but she doesn’t do it with
someone she doesn’t care about. Mom?” Again I shook my head.
“Mom is the nicest person I know. Penny, too.”

“Then why did Kim come in here with you?” Jenny asked
seriously.

“Sex,” I agreed. “I'm a little mixed up right now about it
myself; as near as I can tell, my family believes in having sex
with anyone they love. It’s nice, really nice, making love to
someone.” I pursed my lips. “I don’t know why they do it with
so many different people, I don’'t.

“But there’s love here, real love between them, it's more
than just sex. There is care and love and understanding and
concern; everything in the world that makes the world a good
place to live.

“I can’'t begin to imagine what it was like for you before.
It must have been horrible.” I waved at the door a third time.
Was a genie going to appear? I smiled inwardly at the thought.
“But I do know that no one in this family is going to let
someone bad through the door into our house, someone who could
hurt you.”

Jenny hugged me tight, but this time there were no tears.
When she started to speak, her voice was hollow. *“As long as I
can remember. As long as I can remember, since I was five or
six. Penny was so proud of learning how to go down on a boy;
I've been doing it as long as I can remember. I was seven when
I was big enough to be fucked the first time. And almost every
day since.”

I hugged her, hugged her tight. “Jenny, no one will ever
force you to do anything here,” I grinned then, “except homework
and housework.”

She smiled slightly, then her eyes started to leak again,
her voice changed to a dead monotone. *“I had a cat. At
Christmas my brother told me that if I ever told anyone, he was
going to show me what would happen to me. He cut off her head,



chopped her up into pieces and ground them up. Then flushed the
pieces down the toilet. He told me if I ever told anyone, he’d
do it to me too. He made me watch! He made me watch!” Jenny
kept crying then, crying and crying and crying.

I told myself over and over and over again, I will not
vomit. I will not get up and find her brother and rip his
living heart out and step on it, spit on it.

I petted Jenny like I would a cat, stroking her hair,
murmuring soft sounds of tenderness and affection. Sometime
around one in the morning, Jenny fell asleep in my arms. But
there were still tears running down her cheek.

I write this in the dark of the night, alone with my
thoughts, a person a few feet away who's been hurt more terribly
than I can imagine. Tonight is darker than any other, tonight I
feel like the caveman in his cave, growling at the entrance if
anyone so much as looks this way. I can't sleep.

Wednesday, March 20th, 2002

It was Mom who came to wake us, just before five thirty. I
sat at my desk, trying to keep my face expressionless.

Jenny bounced out of bed, and gave me a small smile,
vanished towards the bathroom. Mom turned to me as soon as
Jenny was gone.

“I came by last night to see how Jennifer was, to see if
you wanted anything to eat. I heard her crying through the
door. No screams, no shouts... it was the hardest thing I've
ever done in my life, deciding to trust you and then walking
away."

It seemed pretty clear that Mom wanted me to talk about why
Jenny was crying. I, on the other hand, would rather visit the
dentist.

I shook my head. “Everyone in this family talks too much
about their own and other people's lives,” I said, a little
hotly. “I told Jenny I wasn't ever going to talk about her
personal things.” I paused, and then realized that I couldn't
leave it at that.

“So I'm not going to say a thing. But tell everyone you'd



usually talk to that if they see her brother coming, to lock the
door and call 911.”

Mom froze, stared at me in shock.

I could see thoughts running through her mind; it was like
I was the grown up, and she was the kid.

“And here, we've been thoughtlessly taking our pleasure
from her.” Her voice was bitter and angry; at herself, I was
sure, and at Kim.

I shook my head. “Mom, it's not like that at all. Yes,
you've made love to her, but it was Jenny's choice as much as
yours."”

“I can't believe we couldn't see it!” Mom said, obviously
angry.

“You have no idea. I didn't tell you a thing; you're
guessing.”

She looked at me, laughed, and most astonishingly, gave me
the finger. “Time to get ready for school, Tom.”

Later, Mom announced she wasn't feeling well, and was
staying home from work. Uncle Craig had vanished sometime in
the middle of the night. I caught JR's eye, and she smirked. I
was sure Dad had slept with Penny last night as well. I
couldn't see anything different about the way they behaved
together. I hoped Mom had found a moment to talk to Dad.

I drove JR and Jenny to school, dropped them off. Jenny
looked a lot better, JR still had a smirk.

At lunch, Shannon sat down to me and we talked; it was
pleasant, I found, not to have to deal with all of the family
crises even if just for a short time. Just before the period
ended, I asked Shannon if she would mind if I brought along JR
and Jenny on Friday, and that I'd drop them off after the dance.
“Joanna, that's your sister,” Shannon said, and I nodded.

“Who's Jenny?”

“One of JR's friend, she's staying with us for a while.
Moved in.”



Shannon looked at me, as if she was on the verge of saying
something. “You know Roger?” she said at last, just as the bell
rang. I nodded, not well, I thought, but well enough. *“Roger
and Keith Driscoll are big buddies with Jennifer's older brother
Sam. Son of Sam, that's what Dawn Driscoll calls him. Totally
creepy. He's a freshman at State this year. Keith isn't much
better, and Roger Parker is... Roger.”

“Beyond totally,” I said with heat, remembering what Jenny
has said.

The last thing I remember is Shannon looking at me again,
curious.

After school, I ran into Tony and Sue Ellen on the way out
to my car, Tony waved and I went over. *“What did Marsha have to
say in her letter?”

I rolled my eyes. *“She wants to see me again.”
Tony laughed. “That'll be a trick!”

“You never know,” I told him, “stranger things have
happened.”

He smirked, “Gotta go, Sue Ellen and I have a little
quality time ahead of us.” He vanished, and I picked up JR and
Jenny. We got home, and Jenny promptly went in her room and
closed the door, JR vanished and I went up to my room and
started reading.

My mom came in after a while, sat down facing me. *“I
talked to Kim, she's going to talk to Penny. I've talked to
Joanna.” I nodded, not sure what she'd told them. “I told them

we had to make sure that Jennifer's brother doesn't bother her
any more.”

She reached out, touched my cheek. *“As a parent, you worry
about your kids. It's part of life, being a Mom or Dad. You
worry about them getting hurt, physically and emotionally. You
hope they grow up happy, making good choices.

“I worried about you; everyone else in the family is
oversexed, yet you didn't seem to be in a rush at all. I was
worried, these last few years, wondering if we'd messed you up.”
She kissed me on the forehead. “Some things, I guess, are like



vintage wine. The longer you wait, the better they taste. I
have this feeling you are the most responsible person in the
household, right now.”

I blurted out the words; because I was afraid it was true.
“Mom, are you hitting on me?”

She blinked, and then pulled back, seeming flustered.
“I... no... yes...” her voice trailed away. She laughed, “Okay,
yes. I'm that horny.”

I sighed. “I am too.” I looked at her, like I'd never
looked at my mom before. Nice breasts, really nice. A pleasant
face and an even better disposition.

Mom's eyes went towards my bedroom. *“Right now, Joanna's
not studying together with Jennifer,” she said softly.

I thought that through and laughed. I looked into her
eyes, instead of at her breasts. Did I really want to do it
with my mom? Mom had sex with Dad, Uncle Craig, Aunt Shirley,
Kim, and now Jenny. With a blink, I realized that Mom hadn't
talked as much as she could about who she'd been with; there was
that ‘intergenerational' stuff too.

“About now,” Mom said dryly, “you probably figured out
more."”

“Have you been with JR? Penny?” I asked, not entirely sure
I wanted to know the answer.

“Penny is a mink; she just plain loves to be loved. But
Joanna, too. Only once, during the Christmas break when you
were at Tony's. Kim's been with Joanna two or three times. You
were the first boy Joanna was with. Now Craig.” She huffed a
sigh, “Dave's thinking about Joanna, this was his first time
with Penny.”

I took a breath. Do it? Or not? Our eyes were locked;
then I smiled and reached out and ran my hands over her breasts.
They were loose under her t-shirt, and more than filled my
hands. After caressing them for a second, I felt her nipples
grow taut. Very different than any of the others; her nipples
were small, the centers were tiny, but turned as hard as rocks.

I met her eyes; the warm compassion I had known all of my



days was there, and for a long second I could see nothing else,
feel nothing else in my universe.

Something inside of me seemed to break; something like a
psychic maidenhead. I leaned close, kissed her using every bit
of the knowledge I'd acquired in the last few days. I wrapped
my arms around her, kissed and kissed; a kiss that was returned
in full measure. I started undoing her blouse, my fingers
fumbling with the buttons in my haste.

I reached between us, unsnapped her jeans, and pushed them
down over her hips, doing the same thing for myself. Without a
word, Mom hitched her legs around my midsection, and we stood
there, me buried inside of her, plunging in and out. Like Kim
and Marsha, there wasn't the friction of JR or Penny, but it
didn't matter. Nothing mattered but the moment; when I came, it
was the sum of all those orgasms that had come before.

When sensation returned, I was standing with my arms
wrapped around her bottom, supporting her weight, our tongues
still joined in the kiss I was never, ever going to forget.

Mom gave a small laugh. “I never realized how strong you
are.” She kissed me again, less passionate. “And I'm very,
very greedy. Tom, lay down on the bed.”

I'm not sure what happened next; I walked over to the bed,
her legs still wrapped around my waist, sat down, swung my legs
up, and then she was atop me, moving on top of me. She reached
for one of my hands, led it between her legs. “Rub!” she
commanded. I found her clit, long and thin. I rubbed.

It was an incredible feeling; seeing her pleasure, knowing
it was me that was making her feel it. She met my eyes,
grinned, and started moving faster, sitting up, with me deep
inside her. I responded in turn, while trying to keep rubbing
her clit; the demands of the moment became confused, lost in a
welter of sensation and emotion before I came again.

I pushed as hard upwards as I could, she pressed down the
same way, both of us feeling the glory of orgasm. After a long
moment she leaned down, put her lips against mine and kissed me
very very hard for a minute, then pulled back.

“That could easily become addictive,” Mom told me.
“Easily.” She giggled, then lifted her midsection up, and



pressed down again. “Still hard!” She laughed, a deep
wonderful laugh that filled her. “The energy of teenagers!”
She kissed me lightly again. “God, I wish I still had it.”

“You have something,” I told her, “something that you never
need to apologize for. No matter how old you are, or how old
anyone else is.”

“Hold that thought for another twenty years,” she murmured,
and then glanced at the nightstand and the clock. “I have
dinner to get ready, you and the girls need to do some
homework.”

The mundaneness of the return to the regular world shocked
and surprised me; I ran my hand down over her bottom, pressed
her against me, lifting my body to move inside her. She
giggled, kissed me lightly again. *“Like I said, the energy of
teenagers! Patience, dear heart, patience! 1In time, all things
are possible.”

She got up, and started to put her clothes on. I lay on
one elbow, watching her. “Mom,” I said softly, suddenly
nervous. She looked at me, her panties in place, now pulling up
her jeans.

“The other day, JR was afraid because she'd slept with
Roger and me, that made her a slut.” I sighed, couldn't believe
I hadn't thought about this before. *“I've made love to a whole
lot more than two this week.”

She finished buttoning her jeans, then sat down on the bed
next to me. *“Like I said, Tom, in time all things are possible.
You haven't made love to a single person who didn't want you to
love them in return. More importantly, with Jennifer, you
didn't make love to someone who it would have hurt immeasurably.
There are more people in the world, even still; ones you've met,
ones you haven't. All of them capable of being loved. How
many, who... that's got to be up to you and them.

“Oh, people say you can't do what we do in this family;
maybe they can't, I don't know, I can't speak for them. Their
opinions about what we do range from seriously negative to
downright punitive; what you and I just did would land me in
jail if you told anyone about it, perhaps you too.”

I shook my head, shocked even at the thought.



“I'm not saying don't be judgmental; you have to take care,
because if you pick wrong, you could mess up a lot of lives. On
the other hand, if you don't pick, you could miss the one true
love of your life.

“You are some kind of special, Tom. Very special; oh sure,
different from your dad, and Craig, different in a number of
ways. Craig is a take-charge guy, a leader. Dave is careful
and thorough, looking at everything a hundred different ways
before he goes ahead. Both of them have unmatched sex drives.”
She smiled and reached out and took my hand.

“Don't despair; don't think badly of yourself just because
you've discovered something new and wonderful, and are enjoying
the learning of it. Don't be ashamed of feeling the way you do.
You are a decent person Tom, a kind, wonderful, decent person.
Fundamentally decent. Not one of us is jealous of the others;
instead, we are so pleased to be with you, to share what's
inside of us with you.”

She stood up again. *“Now, homework! Life doesn't stop,
Tom, just because you feel good!” She grinned and left, and I
lay back, staring at the ceiling. What had I thought? That sex
made life complicated? I shook my head in mock despair. That
was back when life was only a little complicated!

I looked at the door, thinking again about what I'd just
done. My mom, I thought, is a deep person; deeper than I'd ever
thought... and I'd thought she was pretty deep before. Some of
the things she said, just now, what she'd said before, all of it
impinged on me at once.

At a guess, this wasn't going to happen often, not with
Mom. Intergenerational did happen, but for the most part, not
that often. Was that why Mom had been unhappy or unsure about
Kim and Jenny? Not because they were doing it, but because they
were doing it a lot? Mom had said Dad had never slept with JR,
but was thinking about it now that he had been with Penny.
Sometime, I thought, I need to talk to JR and Penny, learn a
little about the chronology; several times I'd felt like I was
on the edge of knowing something, something important... but I
couldn't put my finger on it.

Of course, there were all of these surprises. Marsha, JR,
Penny, Kim, Mom... I smiled, got up and put my clothes back on;



got my schoolbooks and spent a minute in the bathroom before
going into the family room where JR and Jenny were already doing
homework. I sat down, both of them smiled at me. I smiled
back.

A while later, Dad was home, dinner came. It was more
relaxed than ever I remembered, and at the end, Dad looked

around the table, his eyes stopping on Jenny. *“Everything ok,
Jennifer?”
Jennifer nodded, and Dad smiled. “I think it's time we

introduced Jennifer to another of the Ferguson pastimes.”

I saw Jenny's eyes go wary, I wanted to kick Dad.
Evidently, so did Mom, because she said firmly, “Dave's talking
about Scrabble, Jennifer. He's just pulling your leg.”

Jennifer nodded, and Dad sighed. “Don't ever dance with me
either; when I don't have my feet in my mouth, I can't figure
out what to do with them. I'm sorry, Jennifer, what I said
wasn't very nice.”

“It's okay,” Jenny said mildly.

“Dad wants to play,” JR said with a giggle, “because he
usually wins.”

“Superior intellect,” Dad said, buffing his fingernails on
his shirt. We played for most of an hour; it was cool, Jenny
won, and Dad came in last. Dad looked at the score pad after it
was all over and sighed. *“Where does the time go? One day you
have these little diaper-fillers, then bamm! They beat you at
your best game!”

“Right now, Dave, you and I have a turn at the dishes. We
have three youngsters who haven't spent nearly enough time
cracking the books this week,” Mom said. We all helped clear
the table, then back to the books.

I saw Marsha's letter in my notebook; I contemplated it. I
wanted to reply, but didn't know what to say. Also, what if
someone else read it? Like her parents? Marsha didn't say
anything about them knowing about her being gay, probably hadn't
said anything about me to them either.

I got up and went into the kitchen, where Mom and Dad were



talking and doing the dishes at the same time. “Can I make a
long distance call?” Mom lifted an eyebrow, and I added,
“Seattle, I'll won't talk very long.”

“Sure, go ahead,” Dad said. “We already pay the phone
company enough to feed all the starving children in India;
what's a little more?”

I nodded, went and got the cordless phone from it's cradle
in the living room, went upstairs to my room and called Marsha.
It took a second, not hardly long enough to get psyched up; I'd
only called a girl once before in my life.

“Marsha, this is Tom.”

“Oh Tom!” she said. “Gosh, it's nice to hear from you!”

“I wanted to tell you that Tony gave me your letter.”

There was a pause. “He didn't see it, did he?”
“No, Tony's cool. Curious, but cool.” I paused, unsure
what to say next. *“I wanted to know if it would be okay to send

you a letter back.”
“Sure.” I could tell she was puzzled.
“I wasn't sure if your mail was private.”

She said seriously, “Yes, my mail is private. I get home
first every day except Saturday, and Saturday I get it from the
box anyway. Besides, my mom and dad would never open anything
for me. Email...” She shook her head, “I don't have an address
of my own.”

“There's a couple of places you can get your own account,”
I told her. “I don't do a lot of surfing, but I have my own
account. I'll put it in the letter.”

“My mom's just across the room,” Marsha's voice was
suddenly soft, “Did you like my letter?”

“Hot!” I said with a laugh. “Like you!”

“You too!” she replied. There was a pause, and then Marsha
continued quietly. “You were something else!”



“You were, too.”

“I'm still not sure about us,” she told me.

“Right now, Marsha, I'm not sure about much of anything. I
do know that I'd like to be your friend, even if we never see
each other again.”

“I'd like that,” she said simply. “I really would.”

“Well, I'll write you a letter that will knock your socks
off.” I told her, wondering just how in the hell I was going to

do that.

She giggled. “I'd really like that.” She drew out the
word really.

“If I was there,” I said steadily. *“I know where I'd like
to kiss you.”

“I know how I'd like you to,” Marsha agreed, her voice
quiet. “Wish I could talk freely.”

“We have a cordless phone. I'm sitting in my bedroom.”
“Thinking about me?”
“Thinking about you,” I agreed.

“Hard?” I wasn't exactly sure what she was asking, but
there was one answer that made sense.

“Yes,” I said, reaching down to stroke my suddenly hard rod
through my jeans.

“I wish I was there,” she said softly. “But tonight I'm
going to think about you too.” There was a sound of someone
else speaking on the other end. “I'm going to have to go, Tom.”

“I do too. I promised I wouldn't talk long.”

We said our goodbyes, and I pushed the off button. Was I
being unfair? Leading her on? Telling her I wanted to go down
on her again? I pulled my erection out of my pants, started to
seriously stroke it. Yep, if Marsha was here, I'd want to do it



with her again. Or JR. Or Penny, Kim... Mom.... God! I
thought, I'm a horny goat!

I sighed, reluctantly putting it away; need to keep in the
mood, I thought, to write my letter. I went to my desk, spent
about twenty minutes handwriting it; much more explicit than
even Marsha had been in her letter.

I finished it, was looking it over to make sure I'd not
said anything more than dumb, when I heard a knock on the door.
I got up, putting the letter into my notebook, and opened the
door.

JR smiled at me. “How are you doing?”

I grinned at her; she was wearing a thin shirt that showed
off her breasts quite well. She saw the direction of my gaze,

and giggled. “I was thinking the same thing,” JR said, her
voice low. “Tom, I asked Jennifer if I could sleep with you
tonight.” I glanced at my clock; it was half past nine.

Tomorrow was a school day and I was tired. I was also horny.

“Jennifer said she really likes sleeping with you, but that
it wouldn't be fair if she hogged you all the time, just to
cuddle.”

“Just don't try King Solomon's solution,” I said with a
grin.

JR looked at me in confusion. “Cut the baby in half,” I
added, sketching a vertical line from my forehead down across my
chest.

JR shook her head. “You're weird sometimes, Tom.” Then
she giggled and dropped her voice. “Jennifer said she wouldn't
mind if the three of us slept together. And if you and I wanted
to...” JR's eyes met mine and I knew what had gone unspoken.

“She wouldn't mind. I wouldn't mind either.”

Well Tom, the ball's in your court. Jenny had watched us
the other day when I'd eaten JR out while JR went down on me.
Jenny certainly looked like she hadn't minded watching at all,
then. And I'd enjoyed watching Jenny masturbate. What wasn't
to enjoy? “Sure,” I told JR. “I'll be ready to go to bed in
about ten minutes.”



“Us too.”

They trooped in a little later, each wearing a nightie; I
didn't quite moan in frustration, but I thought about it. Then
Mom poked her head in the door. “Dave and I wanted to say good
night.”

They came in, Mom wearing a nightie not much different than
what JR or Jenny were wearing, Dad was wearing a wrap-around
towel that he liked to wear after a shower; one that had a snap
in front.

Mom came over to me, kissed me solidly, and for few
seconds, I felt her tongue touch mine. Then she smiled, stepped
back and went to JR.

I was startled when Dad stepped in front of me; it must
have shown in my face. He chuckled, shook his head. “No Tom,
it's a double standard, I know. I've never had a problem with
Ellen and her girlfriends; Lord knows I like them myself. Just
I'm not a guy sort of fellow.” He waved at my bed, “I'd tell
you to sleep good, but that would kind of defeat the entire
purpose, wouldn't it?”

I nodded, and Mom had finished a very similar smooch with
JR that she had shared with me. Then Dad kissed JR the same

way, while Mom kissed Jenny solidly.

At the end, Dad surprised me again, by simply putting his

hands on each of Jenny's shoulders. “In this house, the women
always have the right to choose what they think is best for
them. Ellen loves you, Joanna loves you, Tom loves you... I've

never met a cute girl yet that I'd kick out of bed. But,
Jennifer, bed isn't the entire universe; you are welcome here
for as long as you want to stay, even if you sleep alone.”

Again I was surprised, Jenny put her head down on his
chest, against his bare skin. “Thank you.” It was muffled, and
after a second she lifted her head up, grinned slightly. “I got
you all wet.” I could see tear drops on her face, on Dad's
chest.

“As long as they are tears of happiness, Jennifer, anytime.
Besides, I'm about to get a shower before bed.” He smiled at
her, and then they left.



JR walked over to my bed, flipped down the covers. *“You
need a bigger bed, Tom.”

Jenny and I both giggled.

JR gestured at me. “You can get the light in a second.
The way we're going to start this: Jennifer on the far side,
facing me. 1I'll be facing her, Tom, you snuggled up against my
back.” Then JR nodded to me and I got the light, while she and
Jenny crawled under the covers.

I came in and snuggled against her back, putting my arm
around both her and Jenny. “Love you both.” I told them,
feeling enormously good. I felt JR's hand fishing around in my
crotch, she tugged on my erection until it was at the entrance
to her vagina; I put my own hand down there, helping out, not
wanting to do what I'd done with Penny by accident.

She was dry and tight; it took quite a bit of work to get
started inside her. I knew JR was kissing Jenny while I was
doing this, which I thought was cool, and the thought of being
in bed with two girls making out kept my interest up, even if
the process was slow.

Perseverance finally paid off, that and JR was getting
steadily wetter, and obviously enjoying it as well. JR reached
out and took my hand, lightly resting on Jenny's arm, and moved
it to one of her own breasts, and pressed down on my hand. I
could take a hint, and I started stroking JR's breast.

It was an interesting position to make love to someone, I
thought, but easily at the bottom of my list; it was difficult
to thrust sideways on the bed. I was really moving the bed,
too. JR took her hand away from where it had been, and for
several seconds I continued to concentrate on JR's breast and
sliding in and out of her pussy. After a bit I realized that JR
was finger fucking Jenny; Jenny had started the Ooohs! and Ahhs!
like she'd done in the morning.

I found it all seriously hot; I heard Jenny's breath catch
as she came; JR clenched her ass cheeks around my erection
buried up to the hilt and I came as well. I pushed hard one
last time, kept it in as deep as I could go. After a minute, I
felt JR's buns relax, and JR uttered a little sigh. “Is this
good or what?” she murmured. “I hope everyone is good and
sleepy now.”



Jenny whispered softly that she'd been sleepy before.

JR leaned close, kissed Jenny on the forehead. “Sleep
tight, sweet sister. Sleep tight.”

I considered pulling out of JR; I felt her twitch, clamp
down slightly as I started to move. Seemed to me that she was
telling me she liked me where I was; so I stayed there.

In spite of how interesting the position was, the day came
up and knocked me up along side the head. I was sound asleep in
seconds.

Thursday, March 21, 2002

When I awoke, I could see it was starting to get light
outside; there was no way to see the clock from my position
without moving. I was still hard, still in JR’s pussy. The
alarm wasn’t going off, so I knew it wasn’t five thirty yet; I
considered starting to do JR again, decided not to. I wanted to
save myself for later, because I wanted to do JR right, after
school when I could spend some time at it. And doing it with JR
with Jenny in bed with us was okay, but I was uncomfortable with
it.

I contented myself with running my hand over JR’s side,
stroking her velvet smooth skin. JR murmured something I
couldn’t make out, and then I could tell she was awake.
“Morning, Tom,” she whispered softly.

“Morning, JR.” I felt JR move, I could see in the dim
light of the room that JR kissed Jenny on the forehead. Jenny
opened her eyes, smiled so pretty. Jenny kissed JR back; then I
felt a hand fumbling around JR’s crotch. My God! That was
Jenny’'s hand! I blushed with embarrassment; but it was Jenny
who giggled.

“Have you two been doing it all night?” Jenny whispered.

“No,"” JR replied, “but Tom stayed hard all night! He's
some kind of wonderful!”

Jenny moved her hand, not a frightened spasm, but
deliberately. After a second I realized she was still in the
vicinity, stroking JR’s clit. I stayed pretty much still,



letting Jenny work my sister’s pussy; after about ten minutes
the alarm went off, and JR spasmed in both surprise and orgasm.

I pulled out a second later, reached out and got the alarm.
“Well,” JR said dryly, “I'm really awake now.”

JR scrambled over me, getting out and standing next to the
bed. She stretched, and I admired the view greatly, promising
myself that I was going to make love to JR over and over and
over again; and I was going to love every second of it. She saw
I was staring at her; JR in turn checked out my midsection.

“I'm going to nick name you indefatigable,” JR said with a
giggle. I saw Jenny lean over and look, cocked on her elbow.

“That’s too long,” Jenny said after a second. “How about
Indie? Like Indiana Jones.”

JR thought about that, and grinned. “Our name for him, eh
sister?”

Jenny nodded, then surprised me by rolling over on top of
me, pausing just a second, her pussy pressing against my hard
on. “I love you, Indie,” Jenny whispered to me, then was off,
standing next to JR.

JR shook her head, sighed. “Jennifer, Tom is a good boy;
but if you do what you just did to him again anytime soon... no
one’s that good.”

Jenny looked at me again, smiled. “I’'m sorry, Tom.”
“Twice more,” I said with a laugh. “You could probably do
that twice more.” I paused for dramatic effect, “I really am

good.”

Next thing I knew, I was being pummeled by pillows. Mom
poked her head in the room a few minutes later to calm the
commotion and get us moving towards getting ready for school.

School is school; what can I say? It was a Thursday, so
Mom volunteered to take JR and Jenny to school. Since I had a
little extra time, I took a little detour and dropped off my
letter to Marsha at the post office, giving it a little kiss
before I put it in the box. I laughed at myself afterwards;
what, I'm not getting enough?



At lunch, Shannon came and sat next to me, and we talked
most of the period. At the end, she smiled at me. “You asked
if it was okay to bring your sister and her friends tomorrow.”
I nodded, wishing I’'d said no such thing. *“Well, I have a
sister, too. Do you suppose there’s room for another? She’s a
freshman.”

“According to my dad, there’s always room for one more.”
Of course, he’d been talking about putting things into suitcases
at the time.

Shannon nodded. “Elizabeth has one of the biggest brains
in the whole world. And is about the shyest person in the world
on top of it. I told my mom I’'d take her to one of the dances.”

“That’s okay,” I agreed. *“I promised my 8th grade sister
and her friends a short stay at the dance as well.”

“I imagine they’ll mostly want to dance with each other,”
Shannon said. I looked into her eyes, saw amusement not
disparagement.

“Probably,” I agreed, *“although I could probably arrange a
dance for you or your sister.”

Shannon stuck out her tongue. “Elizabeth -- maybe. Not
me. Not hardly me.” Her eyes met mine, and I smiled back at
her.

It wasn’t until the bell rang and I was headed back to
class that I realized that I hadn’t seen Tony or Sue Ellen at
lunch; that was a surprise. I looked around for them after
school, but I didn’t have much time; I didn’t see them then,
either.

I picked up JR and Jenny at their school. JR asked if
Penny could come along, and I agreed; that happened a lot. We
drove home, everyone talking about their day.

We put our books up, and JR smiled at me. “I talked to Mom
this morning on the way to school,” JR announced. “Mom said we
don’t have to come home and study right away any more. We do
have to make the time up in the evening. We have ‘free time’
until four thirty.” She looked at me, a grin on her face. *“I
intend to be pretty free with Tom’s time until then.”



She took my hand, and led me towards her room. For a
second there was a mutual flurry of clothes, then she pulled me
down on the bed. “This time just you and me,” she said firmly.
“I promise not to be distracted.”

“I’'ve no complaints,” I told her, and she grinned.
“I do,” she murmured, “I want you to eat me all up.”

“I can do that,” I said, sliding down a bit on the bed,
bringing my head between her legs. I leaned close to her pussy,
pulling her pussy lips apart with my fingers, moving my tongue
over her smooth skin, then into her vaginal hole. “Ahhhh!” JR
sighed, wiggling on my tongue. *“That’s what I wanted! Do
that!” I started into some serious tongue fucking, watching
JR’s finger an inch away sliding over her clit.

After four or five minutes JR came softly, and then again.
A few second later, she was crying softly. I stopped, looking
up at her, concerned. I moved kissing her lightly, stroking her
face. She let out a long sigh, and then smiled at me, wiping
away a tear.

“Tom, oh Tom!” JR murmured, shaking her head. “God, I
love sex so much!” I nodded, what wasn’t to like? “I like
having my pussy tongued, I like having my clit licked, my
titties... oh God, Tom, I just love it!”

“It’'s okay,” I said, not sure where she was headed with
this.

“Okay?” JR snorted. *“I don’'t want to stop! I want to feel
a hard guy inside me! I want to suck on him, make him squirm
and moan; I want to feel another girl’s pussy on my face, so I
can lick and kiss her until she comes over and over again. Oh
there’s so much I want!”

I started stroking her small breasts, then leaned close and
kissed one, sucking her nipple into my mouth. She sighed,
pulling my hand down between her legs, pressing it against her
pubes. I finger fucked her, pushing my finger deep inside of my
sister, feeling her juices start to flow, then flow even more as
I worked harder. With a moan, JR came again, and then was
pulling me on top of her.



I started righteously making love my sister. JR rose to
meet each of my thrusts, pressing against me with every bit of
urgency that her body could muster; in turn, I was more turned
on than I’'d ever been with her, and when I came, it was awesome,
simply awesome.

I was still catching my breath when there was a soft knock
on the door. I heard Jenny say, *“Joanna, your mom is on the
phone, she wants to talk to you.”

JR looked at me, and sighed. Her clock was across the
room; but had big numbers. She saw my glance; it read 4:32.
“Mom’s sneaky,” JR said, as I moved off her.

“Yeah,” I muttered to myself, a little surly about the
interruption myself. After all, I'd been with JR more in the
last day than I’'d been with her before. JR got out of the bed,
didn’t bother to dress, and walked through the door. I scooped
up my clothes, and when I turned to leave too, I saw Jenny
standing by the door, watching me.

I'd deliberately never went undressed around her, even
though she hadn’t done the same thing with me. This morning was
on my mind; it was hard to forget. 1I’'d not been really erect;
now I grew that way. Jenny looked at me for a long moment, and
then her eyes met mine. “Penny isn’t feeling well; it’s that
time of the month.”

I contemplated that in the universe of sex and
relationships; it was a straightforward statement that Penny
hadn’t felt like doing anything this afternoon, I thought. I
decided that urges aside, there were two problems with stepping
towards Jenny, my hard on ready. One, it was after four thirty,
and we’'d promised. And I’'d promised Jenny I wasn’t going to do
that; if she came to me, it would be different. But it would
have to be that way.

Jenny seemed to reach the same conclusion, smiled at me and
said she’d be in the family room, studying.

So, study we did.

JR got dinner out to thaw for Mom to start cooking when she
got home; Penny went home with her mom a little after six and
the five of us had a nice dinner of baked chicken and green
beans cooked with onions and some biscuits.



After dinner we cleaned up; Jenny and I had the dishes and
we laughed and joked while we did them. Afterwards we played
Parcheesi and I won. Then it was more time at the books, and
then it was close to ten. We all trooped off to get ready for
bed, then again Mom and Dad came to say good night to Jenny and
I; JR was with them instead of with us.

This time Jenny was first and me second. Mom kissed Jenny
very hard, running her hands up and down Jenny’s back. *“You
okay, Jennifer?” Mom asked quietly. I was sure she was asking
Jenny if she wanted to sleep with Mom tonight.

Instead Jenny nodded, “I'm fine.”

Mom kissed me, and it was fine, really fine. Her tongue
came into my mouth; her hand ran over my bottom, pressing me
against her. All too soon, though, it was over, and I saw Dad
had hugged Jenny as he’d done the night before.

Then Dad turned to JR and she all but crawled all over him,
and quite suddenly I knew that JR was not done for the day.
They left, and Jenny crawled into bed while I got the light.

When I got to bed, Jenny was facing me, instead of away.
“I want to sleep like this tonight,” Jenny said quietly as I
climbed in.

I nodded, and moved close to her, and she moved inside my
arm.

“Tom..."

I looked at her as her voice faded away after the one word.

“Tom, would you kiss me good night?”

I nodded, and applied a gentle, rather chaste kiss to her
lips. Jenny kissed back, a little more eager than I was; nor
was she in a hurry to part lips. I continued to kiss her,
keeping it very mild. After some time, Jenny smiled at me.

“I love you, Tom."”

“And I love you, Jenny.”



“No one, no one makes me feel as safe, as loved, as you
do,” she continued. Her eyelids drooped, a second later her
breathing was even and shallow. Asleep.

I did something I promised myself I’'d not do: I leaned
close, kissed her lightly on the forehead. *“Always and forever,
Jenny.” Then I too joined her in sleep.

Friday, March 22, 2002

JR did not come to check on us the next morning; Jenny got
up with me at the alarm, vanished into the bathroom by herself.
I followed shortly, then a simple breakfast with everyone
bright-eyed and smiling around the table.

Mom stopped me before I left the table. “You’'re going to
the basketball game tonight?”

“Yes.” I looked at JR and Jenny. “I promised I’'d take JR,
Jenny and Penny. The girl I'm going with asked if she can take
her sister. ©She’s a freshman. Shannon’s sister, I mean.”

Mom nodded. “And the dance after?” I nodded. “You will
be home by midnight, ok?” Again I nodded emphatically.
“Earlier would be better.” No problem, I thought to myself.
I'd made it clear to the others that I was on a date with
Shannon; both JR and Jenny seemed okay with it.

At lunch, Shannon joined me again; again I didn’'t see Tony
or Sue Ellen. Finally, just a bit before the end of the lunch
period, Sue Ellen walked by. “Sue Ellen!” I called and she
smiled at me and came over.

“Where’s Tony?”

Sue Ellen’s expression didn’t change, but something behind
her eyes did. “There’'s a team meeting. Last night, too.” I
got the distinct impression it was time to change the subject.

“You and Tony will be at the game tonight?”

Sue Ellen shrugged. “Yeah.”

“See you,” I said, confidently. She nodded, turned and

walked away. Unless I was wrong, she was pissed at something,
but not something having to do with me. Did she and Tony have a



fight? I wasn’t sure, I hoped not.

Again I picked up JR, Jenny and Penny after school, and we
all went to our house. All three wanted to get ready for the
evening, not anything else; we studied for a bit after we got
home, then showered and dressed, then a hasty dinner.

At six, I was at Shannon’s, and she came out with her sister,
Elizabeth. Elizabeth was red-haired, shorter than Shannon, less
talkative than all the rest of us combined.

As I expected, though, the addition of two more passengers
into Mom’s venerable hand-me down Camry that I drove, exceeded
the camel’s load limit.

Shannon got into the front seat; there was nothing for
Elizabeth to do but sit on someone’s lap in the back. Jenny was
tallest, so her lap was where Elizabeth got to sit.

We got to the game, and we’d only been there a few seconds
when Tony appeared. *“Have you seen Roger Parker?” he asked and
I shook my head.

“If you see him, find me. Or one of the team.” I looked
at him, curious. Tony's expression was bland, unhelpful.

“Sure,” I told him.

“Sue Ellen might need a ride home tonight, after. Could
you?"”

“Sure, Tony.”

On the ride to the game, we had been six in the Camry, and
Shannon’s sister had to sit on Jenny’s lap. One more? If it
was Sue Ellen, I was going to have to relegate Penny and JR to
sharing. I mentally crossed my fingers. That would be a
crowded back seat... What if JR and Penny got frisky? JR had
said Penny wasn’t in a very good mood, what if Penny didn’t want
someone sitting on her lap?

The girl'’s basketball team won handily; there was a lot of
shouting, applause and everyone had a good time. The boys
stunk, lost badly, were bad losers and there were several small
fights. We didn’t quite boo, but there was no applause, no
shouting, and no good time.



The dance started and I took Shannon off for a spin,
remembering last week and Marsha. Shannon was far, far more
sedate than Marsha had been. We danced three times, and then I
danced with JR, then Jenny. Penny was in a surly mood, wanting
to be left alone; even JR and Jenny were careful to be polite to
her.

It was, I thought, entirely because of ‘that time of
month.’ I’d heard a thousand jokes about it; never really been
sure when any girl was suffering from that in particular. 1In
it’s own way, it was educational.

I'd come back with Jenny and was talking to the others when
I felt Jenny’s eyes widen. I looked up, saw Roger and two other
guys coming closer; one looked older than the rest. A faint
resemblance to Jenny. The last was Keith Driscoll, a senior who
loved to bully anyone he could, particularly girls.

“I want to talk to my sister,” the older guy said.

So, this was Jenny's brother. Well over six feet, dark.
Darker, even, than Jenny. His expression told me all I needed
to know.

“Get lost,” I told him, standing up, putting myself between
him and Jenny. “She doesn’t want to talk to you. Not ever
again.”

Roger moved past me, towards Shannon. *“Want to dance?”

“Get lost, creep!” Shannon said with heat.

Roger was unfazed, turned to JR. “How about it? You were a
good fuck the other day, really good.” It was clear to me he
was deliberately ignoring Penny. From the look on Penny's face,

she was very angry.

“And you were an asshole,” JR told him to his face, loud
enough for several people to turn our way.

“Please, we don’'t want any trouble,” I said, still mild.
“Why don’t you guys just haul on out of here?”

Roger started to say something to Penny, but abruptly Tony
was there, right in Roger’s face.



“Parker!”

Roger looked at Tony, and then smiled at Tony in a way that
told me that in a second, Roger was going to get decked.

“You hit on Sue Ellen the other day!” Tony told him. I
goggled in surprise; Roger had a death wish!

“You hit on Janey Sussman, Melinda Lopez, Susy Gonzales,
Emily Suderman, Gloria Rodriquez!” A list of names known to me;
girlfriends of the football team starters or cheerleaders.

“They all told you to get lost. Evidently you don’t know how to
do that,” Tony continued.

Roger smirked and gave Tony the finger.

Tony smiled then. “Lucky you, me and some friends have
decided to teach you what it means to get lost.”

There had to have been a signal; I didn’t see it. It was
like magic; all of a sudden two dozen of the football team
appeared, crowding around Roger, separating him from the others.
Our basketball team might be puny, but the football team had
been city champions once in three years, went to state a couple
of times as well; they were all large guys, and no one, no one
at all was slow getting out of their way. A moment later the
group had moved outside, Roger in their midst.

I looked around; Jenny’s brother and Keith Driscoll had
vanished. Now that was no surprise! No one, no one sane

anyway, messes with the entire football team!

The dance sputtered on for a few minutes; most people
decided they had other, more important things to do.

Sue Ellen appeared. “Tony said you’d give me a ride.”

“Sure, but you’re gonna have to have someone sitting on
your lap,” I told her.

Sue Ellen looked at the group of girls, laughed. “Tom
Ferguson! I do believe you have a harem!”

“Tom’s the harem guard,” Jenny said. I don't know if
anyone else noticed that Jenny wasn't kidding, her voice hard.



“And good at it!” Shannon agreed. From the tone in
Shannon’s voice, I could tell Shannon had noticed what Jenny had
said and how she’d said it.

“How about we go over to my place?” Sue Ellen said. “Like
usual, my parents are out. Dad got a DVD of Robin Hood, Prince
of Thieves today, we can watch it.”

I blinked, remembering last Friday and Marsha. “How long
is Tony going to be?” I was a little smug, not thinking about
it.

Sue Ellen smiled, not a nice smile. *“Roger pissed us off.
And that’s really pissed off the guys! Tony said, maybe
tomorrow afternoon.” I blinked; Penny and Shannon laughed, then
the others. “Going to get him really, really lost,” Sue Ellen
added, and we all smiled again. Good grief! The better part of
a day? Where could they get in ten, twelve hours?

The dance was essentially over, and it was just a little
past nine. We gathered our stuff, and we drove over to Sue
Ellen’s. I didn’'t pay much attention to the seating, just
enough to know that Shannon was still riding shotgun, JR was
sitting on Sue Ellen’s lap, Elizabeth, Shannon’s sister, on
Jenny’'s and Penny was by herself.

I was a little surprised that the seating didn’t change in

Sue Ellen’s family room. It was set up as a home theater; the
sound and picture of the movie were almost theater quality,
really cool! JR was sitting next to Sue Ellen on a couch, the
two of them talking. Jenny and Elizabeth on another couch,
Shannon and I together on what was, I thought, a love seat;
designed for two, not three. Penny was sitting by herself on
the floor, a few feet from Jenny.

Almost at once, Penny leaned her head down, asleep I was
sure. After a bit, Sue Ellen said something to JR, and the two
of them got up. I thought they were after drinks, but they
didn’t return.

I'd been sitting with my arm around Shannon, and after a
bit, we started kissing. I’'d had a week to get to know about
kissing; I’'d not rate myself as all that expert, no matter how
good the reviews had been. §Still, I wasn’t an amateur any
longer, either. I was careful, considerate, and didn’t push it



with Shannon. Even so, after a half hour of the movie, there
was just her in my private universe, no one else.

At one point, Shannon pulled away, and looked around. I
did too; the only one left was Penny, and she was obviously
sound asleep. Shannon looked at me and kissed me lightly. “I'm
not a virgin,” she said in a low voice.

“Neither am I,” I replied.

“That said, I don’'t sleep with every boy I date,” she
continued.

I decided to say nothing; I’'d only slept with one girl I’'d
dated; the rest were rather ad hoc.

“Shannon,” I said to her, wanting nothing more than honest.
“Put me alone in a room with the ugliest girl in school and I'd
be hard. I'm a guy.” Shannon looked at me curiously. *“I
wouldn’t sleep with the ugliest girl in school, nor the most
beautiful: not unless she wanted to be with me and I wanted to
be with her.

“I like you, but I don’t know you that well yet,” I told
her.

“Well enough to do this,” Shannon murmured, kissing me
again, this time using her tongue.

I moved my hand, lightly brushed her breast. “How about
well enough to do this?” I asked her. “But nothing you don'’t
want. Not ever.”

She pulled back, looked into my eyes. “I do believe you
mean that.”

I'd never talked about personal things of others before;
suddenly I found I wanted to. “Shannon... ” She met my eyes.
“There’s something I want to tell you.”

I nodded towards the door where Jenny and Elizabeth had
vanished earlier. “Jenny has moved in with us. Her parents are
indifferent towards her. Her brother is scum.”

“Sam?” Shannon asked and I nodded. “God, he gives me the
creeps! I can’t imagine having him for a brother!”



“It was bad,” I told her as simply as I knew how. *“Jenny’s
never had anyone in her life care for her, to look out for her.
Shannon, Jenny and I sleep together. Just sleep,” I added
hastily.

I saw her eyes widen, then focus on me. “What do you mean,
you sleep together?”

“No one in Jenny’s entire life, up until lately, has
wrapped their arms around her, told her she was loved, kept her
safe. Jenny is in a lot of ways as much a sister to me as JR.”
Oh yeah! I sighed to myself. “I hold her, tell her I care
about her -- as a sister.”

Shannon was silent for a while. “I’ve never had a boy tell
me to my face that he was sleeping with another girl.”

“Sleeping as in,” I snored theatrically; Shannon giggled.

“Twice you’ve stood up to Roger. This last time, Sam and
Keith as well.” She shook her head. “God! I can’'t believe I
ever dated Roger! Just for two and a half weekends, last fall.
The worst mistake of my life!”

“Mistakes can happen to anyone. Roger talked his way into
my sister’s panties. And she doesn’t like guys that much. When
Penny broke up with Roger, he started bad-mouthing both of them.
That’'s when JR told everyone that she and Penny had gotten back
together because Roger couldn’t keep even one of them happy.”

She looked at me. “Do you suppose that was it? What made
Roger start hitting on the football team’s girlfriends? He
wanted to show he was adequate?”

“Boy!” I exclaimed, “That would be a major, major mistake.”
I laughed, remembering. “Was a major mistake.”

Shannon nodded. “I suspect, about now, wherever Roger is,
he’s realized that.”

We kissed again; after a bit I started to stroke her
breasts. Shannon kissed back with more fervor, and for quite a
bit of time we did just that. It was interesting, I thought to
myself. I’'ve spent more time playing with Shannon’s breasts
than with any other girl’s. I’'ve kissed her longer now, than



anyone else, too. Always before kissing and touching had been
steps on the road we were traveling, a way point on the journey.
With Shannon, I realized that this was the journey, and I
contented myself with that.

Abruptly, there was simply the hiss of static on the TV;
the DVD had finished and ended. I blinked, and as if on cue,
Sue Ellen reappeared with JR. “It’s late, Tom,” JR said
quietly. I looked at her, contemplated if I could possibly be
imagining it, or had JR made love with Sue Ellen? I wasn’'t a
hundred per cent sure, but the 99% left me uncomfortable.

JR vanished and in a bit Jenny and Elizabeth appeared; of
all of us, those two looked the least rumpled. Penny hadn’t
wanted to wake up, but she did, nonetheless, at JR's urging.

I drove Shannon and Elizabeth home, and walked them to
their front door. Elizabeth vanished inside without a word.

For a moment, Shannon stared after her sister.
“Elizabeth,” Shannon said quietly as we stood in front of the
darkened house, “is like the smartest person on the planet. An
IQ so high, they can’t measure it.” I blinked, wondering what
it would be like to be that smart. *“I can’t believe she was
with your friend.”

“Jenny wouldn’t do anything that Elizabeth didn’t want,” I
told her seriously. “I'm as sure of that as I am that the sun

will rise tomorrow.”

Shannon raised an eyebrow. “Your sister and her friends
aren’'t exactly the straightest arrows in the quiver.”

“I don’t think Jenny would bother your sister,” I told her,
repeating myself.

“Elizabeth is a big girl; I was just surprised.” She
leaned close, kissed me lightly me on the mouth. After a

second, my hands returned to her breasts.

Shannon giggled, moving them away. *“You were very well
behaved. Doing anything tomorrow evening?”

I shook my head.

“Come for dinner, around six. We’ll find something or



other to do, afterwards.” she told me. "My parents will be
going out."

I met her eyes; there was no doubt in my mind that Shannon
was either the worst tease on the planet, or that tomorrow I’d
get to know her a whole lot better.

“Fine with me,” I told her.

“Are you going to sleep with her, tonight?” Shannon waved
towards the car where JR, Jenny and Penny waited.

“Probably, but just sleep with, not make love to.”

Shannon looked at me, sighed. “I think I'm crazy. Good
night, Tom.”

She vanished inside, and I drove Penny home, then the rest
of us. It was just a few minutes short of midnight, a lot later
than I'd intended when we came in the front door.

JR hugged me. *“Tomorrow, Tom!"”

Jenny and I went up to our rooms. Instead of going into
her room and putting on a nightshirt, she stood in my room and
undressed completely, before she slipped into my bed. 1In spite
of the fact that Jenny was completely bare, I left my jockey
shorts on before I climbed in next to her. Like last night,
Jenny faced me, letting me wrap her up in my arms.

“I love you, Tom."”
“I love you too, Jenny,” I told her.
“Elizabeth...” She bit her lip. *“All we did was talk.”

I shook my head. “You don’t have to explain yourself or
justify yourself to me. Never.”

“She’s even more unsure than me. Boys scare her. Girls
too!” Jenny sighed, “She’s so bright, so smart! All her life,
people never let her forget it!” Jenny was silent for a moment.
“She’s a lot like me; all messed up.”

“You are not,” I told Jenny, hugging her tightly, “messed
up. Hurt, yes. If you broke your arm, it would take a while to



mend. If you get sick, it takes a while to get better. Your
family is the worst case of the flu, ever!”

Jenny blinked, then giggled. *“You are so cool, Tom
Ferguson!” She squeezed me tight. “God, I wish you were a
girl.”

It wasn’t hard to read between the lines. If I was a girl,
we’'d be doing it. Jenny leaned close, and like before, we
kissed. This time she was very tentative, as if she was more
nervous than ever. We did this for several minutes, before
Jenny pulled back a bit.

“Sometimes, Kim and I would play games in bed,” she said in
a faint whisper. “We'd pretend to be two different people,
meeting, getting to know each other. Seducing each other. Kim
calls it role-playing.”

I'd played D & D a couple of times, Magic more often. I
didn’t think this was the same thing.

“Tom...” Jenny'’s voice was very faint, “Tom could we play
pretend? That I'm Elizabeth and you’'re me? Could you pretend
to seduce me? Do the things with Elizabeth that I wished I
could have? Just that? Nothing else?”

In other words, kiss and touch Jenny, going down on her.
Making her come, but not reciprocated. Hadn’t I done that very
same thing with Penny? Well, not quite the very same thing, but
I'd been told that I could eat her out, and I did; and it wasn’t
until she came back from looking in on JR and Roger that we’d
done it. I hadn’'t expected that; welcomed it, but not expected
that. Could I do this with Jenny? Because I was certain it
wouldn’t turn out the same way as it had with Penny.

I reached out and stroked Jenny’s face. “You're a very
pretty girl, Elizabeth. 1I’d never do anything to hurt you. I
won’'t do anything you didn’t want me to.” I kissed her gently,
and she kissed back a little more animatedly.

“Call me Beth,” Jenny said softly, “I like you, Jenny.
You're really nice. Really nice.”

I kissed her again, this time I boldly brought my hand up
and lightly stroked one of the most perfect breasts I'd ever
seen; that I’'d been wanting to stroke now since the first time



I'd seen them. “You are so beautiful, Beth, the most beautiful

girl in the world!” I concentrated on her nipple, which perked
right up.
“I... I... I’'ve never been with anyone,” she said softly,

“but I want to be with you, Jenny.”

For the next few minutes I stroked her breasts, kissing
her, gradually raising the warmth of the kiss until I put my
tongue in her mouth; a tongue that Jenny welcomed fully, kissing
me back as passionately as I was kissing her.

I looked down at those beautiful breasts, gleaming in the
faint light of my room, found I hungered for them more than I
had imagined. I bent down, sent my tongue questing after one of
her hard tips, and then sucked it, and most of her breast, into
my mouth. I shifted attention to her other breast, and Jenny
murmured, “Oh Jenny! That feels so good! Don’t stop! Oh,
please don’'t stop!”

So I didn’t; in fact I started stroking her body with my
fingertips, long slow, languid moves from her hips to her
breasts, her sides, across her tummy, dipping lightly into her
belly button.

I felt Jenny's legs move apart, and her hands caressed my
head gently as I continued to pay homage to her beautiful
breasts. “Touch me, Jenny! Oh please, touch me!”

I figured that there was just one place she was likely to
be talking about, so I stroked down, trailing my fingertips
lightly across her pussy, down between her legs, touching the
warm skin of her inner thighs, then coming back up, moving
between her pussy lips, finding the tip of her clit. I brushed
it, putting deliberate pressure on it, then back again almost at
once. “Oh, Jenny!” she cried. “That’s it! Oh that’s so good!
Touch me there! Love me, Jenny!”

I rubbed slowly, gently, enjoying the sensations running
through my fingers, through my whole body. I looked at Jenny,
her eyes closed, smiling and sighing with pleasure. Was this
what women loving other women felt? Why was this different than
what a man did with a woman? Sure, I had an erection that I
could put in her pussy; rub it inside her until I came...

I felt a little jolt of electricity. When I was making



love to Jenny like this, it was me making her feel good; a
single person devoted to making another person happy and joyous.
When I was stroking into a girl, I was getting off as well. Was
it attention to detail? Or just the fact that it was one person
trying to pleasure another, without seeking at that particular
moment their own pleasure? Was this way better?

I contemplated it as I stroked Jenny’s clit, then I moved
my index finger inside her, finger fucking her, while my thumb
stayed busy on her clit and my tongue continued to caress her
nipples.

It’'s simply different, I thought. 1It’s just a matter of
how you do it; it wasn’t better than a man finding his pleasure
in a woman -- so long as he was trying to pleasure her as well.
Was that it? Too many of my peers were like Roger? Interested
in getting their rocks off, and not giving a shit about the
girl? I nodded to myself; that was it, I thought, that was it.

Having sex with someone was a beautiful thing; looking out
only for number one would spoil it for your partner if they knew
you were using them solely for your pleasure and not theirs.
Sure, right now Jenny was using me for her pleasure, but she was
a special case. Usually what goes around comes around, and at
some point maybe she’d be doing unto me what I was doing unto
her. I decided that we owed Jenny things like this, we who were
her friends.

Jenny was in her Oooh! Ahhh! stage, and I tried to match
my attention to the sounds of her pleasure, wanting more than
I'd ever wanted anything else, to make this the best loving
she’d ever had. Out of the clear blue, she said, “Use two
fingers.” That didn’t sound very Elizabeth-like, but I didn’'t
care. I found my middle finger fit inside her pussy as easily
as just the one; something I’'d never contemplated before.

She suddenly pressed her hand down on mine, while lifting
up with her hips, driving my fingers deep, deep inside of her,
at the same time uttering a cry of sheer animal pleasure. I
moved up, kissing her again, calling her Beth and sweet love,
and she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me back fervently.

“Sweet beautiful Beth,” I told her, looking into her eyes.
“I’'ve touched your beauty, now I want to taste it.” Her eyes
went wide, and I slid down a bit, putting the gentlest pressure
on her to move to sit on my face.



I started off licking her pussy like a giant ice cream
cone, from her clit to below her pussy hole; using my hands to
pull apart her pussy lips, I moved my tongue in to taste her.
Like JR, she was very sweet, almost no odor except sweat. I
licked the inside of her thighs, her clit, everything I could
get my tongue on. She was moving like I was a man, fucking into
her with a cock, rather than a woman riding someone’s tongue,
hard strong movements. I used my tongue in the same way,
pushing against her, as deep inside her as I could reach, using
my fingers to help me, finding time to thumb her clit once
again.

She came, and I simply kept on, and Jenny came again,
moaning and crying in pleasure; a third time and she was
trembling, shivering, and finally slumped down, coming to rest
with her head on my chest, and her pussy entirely too close to
my blazing erection; not as bad as this morning, but almost.

She shivered and trembled for the longest time; I was
content to simply hold her, lightly kissing the top of her head.

Jenny opened her eyes and looked at me, her face a study in
shadows and soft light. “Tom, Tom... ” She said softly. “What
have I done to you?”

I laughed and shook my head. “I was the one doing, Jenny.”

“You want me.” I felt pressure from her leg, pressing
against my erection.

“I'm aroused, stimulated,” I told her, “I can’t lie about
that. I didn't do this with you so that Tom could make love to
Jenny. I did my friend Jenny a favor, pretending to be someone
else.”

“But you’'re all excited,” she murmured.

“I'm not anyone else but me, myself, Tom Ferguson,” I told
her. “Trust me, long before I went on my very first date, I
learned how to take care of this particular problem without
anyone else around to lend a hand.” At times, a lot of times,
I'd despaired of ever having someone help. Now I’'d had, and it
was worth the wait.

“You mean jack off?” she said matter of factly.



I nodded.
“My brother used to make me do it for him.”

For the first time I was a little angry, “Jenny, I'm Tom
Ferguson. Not someone else. I can pretend to be someone else,
but I don’t think I could ever pretend to be your brother. If I
did, I'd probably find a high cliff some place and go jump off
it.”

She reached out and touched my erection. “I wish, oh how I
wish, I could do it for you, Tom.” A pause, then her hand moved
away. “Oh God, Tom! I'm so sorry! I can’t! I just can’'t!”

“And you don’t have to!” I told her. TI reached down and
tugged her higher on my body, getting her pussy further away
from my rigid member. “I love you, Jenny! That’s it. You are
my friend, and if I can do this for you, well, I want to. But
you don’t have to do anything for me, except hug me back.
That’s it.”

She looked into my eyes, sighed. “I love you in my own
mixed up way, Tom. I do.”

I kissed her forehead. “I know, Jenny. And if one day you
feel like making love to me -- that’s fine. But it will be your
choice, in your own way, in your own time. And if you want me
to pretend to be Mother Teresa or anyone else, I'm there for
you."”

A few minutes later, Jenny was asleep, beside me. I
reached down and spent a few minutes bringing myself off, and if
I had my own thoughts of who I was doing it with... that was my
business.

Saturday, March 23, 2002

I woke up later than usual, half past seven, and I spent a
few minutes looking at Jenny, her face peaceful in sleep. I
leaned down and kissed her lightly, and she opened one eye.
“Gonna sleep,” she muttered. I got out of bed, tucking her in.

I put on jeans and a t-shirt, and went out to the kitchen
to find something to drink. My dad was doing the same thing,
and he glanced at me. “Want to go for a walk?”



I contemplated that, decided that walking was just part of
his purpose, so I nodded. We went outside, hardly 8 am in mid-
March in Phoenix. It was only in the low 60’s, it had been cool
this year and we had yet to punch through to 90 for the first
time since Thanksgiving. Dad set a brisk pace, and I
concentrated on keeping up.

After a bit, a jogger passed us and I laughed once she was
out of earshot. “I remember you telling me about joggers.” He
smiled; evidently he remembered too. Jogging, Dad said, jarred
the brain; it produced these chemicals called endorphins to make
it feel better. Runners, he said, were druggies, looking for a
high. A brisk walk, he told me, did everything a doctor could
want, so far as exercise was concerned.

“How are you holding up?” he asked.
I laughed, “I'm not in that bad of shape.”

He shook his head. “I was thinking more of the recent
cornucopia of convivial concubines that have taken, of late, to
making your life more pleasant.”

“Nothing to complain about there, that’s for sure,” I said
with male macho certitude.

“I'm a bit jealous, you know. You’'re just sixteen; it
didn’t happen to me until I was twenty,” he puffed a theatric
sigh. “The top years of my sex life, with only my hand for
solace.”

I blushed, never having had quite this frank of a
discussion with my father before. Funny, I hadn’t blushed last
night when I'd told Jenny I was going to do that to pleasure
myself.

“Once upon a time, a long time ago,” he went on, unaware or
unconcerned about me embarrassing myself, “I went to college.
There I met Craig Summers, and we became roommates. I was an
engineering major, he was after an MBA. We became friends, then
good friends, then best friends.

“One Friday afternoon in the spring he brought his sister,
Ellen, over to our dorm; she was a high school senior and wanted
to see life at the big University. We had dinner in a pizza



place, and then he took her back home for the weekend.

“That summer, Craig wanted to move into an apartment; for
him, school and expenses weren’'t a factor. He was smart; his
parents were rich. I had to work at my grades, and I had to
work, period.

“We made an arrangement; I would do the housework in the
apartment, something Craig loathed, in turn, I got to stay in a
very much nicer place than I could ever have afforded on my own,
for a fifth of the cost, rather than halves.

“We’'d been in the apartment less than a week when he told
me that Ellen was going to come and stay the weekend. I made
some comment about how the couch was pretty comfortable to sleep
on and he laughed. ‘That’s a good thing, Dave.’

“‘Why's that a good thing?’ I asked him back.

“'You're my friend, right? You’d never rat me out to
anyone? Right?’

“'T am,’ I told him, ‘your only friend.’
"Craig thought that was funny, and shook his head

“‘Dave, Ellen is my friend too... and she and I are going
to be sharing the bedroom and you’re going to be on the couch,
deaf, dumb and blind about what you see and hear.’”

My dad paused, looking around at the blue sky. *“I thought
about pointing out that Ellen was his sister, but I didn’'t.
After a while, Craig explained about her getting pregnant in 7th
grade; like him, I wanted to find the creep and pulverize him.

“After that, Ellen spent a lot of the summer in the
apartment; her parents had never forgiven her for getting
pregnant, they weren’t terribly happy about Craig helping her
get an abortion.

“Still, life went on. I wished I had a girl friend, but I
didn’t. I wished for a lot of things. 1In the fall, Ellen was
at the university too, but in the dorm. She was swamped with
school, new friends and all that stuff.

“One day I was sitting in the apartment and Ellen came in.



I told her that Craig was in Phoenix, getting something for his
car. She nodded, came and stood next to me. To this day, I
have no idea what happened or why; I stood up, took her in my
arms and kissed her; she kissed me back.

“Afterwards, we lay in each other’s arms, and I was
incredibly depressed that I had a) screwed my best friend’s
sister, and b) made love to the girl he was sleeping with.

“Ellen straightened me right out, she was pretty emphatic.
Craig didn’t own her, I didn’t own her. Then she added, ‘Kim
doesn’t own me, Shirley doesn’t own me, Keisha doesn’t own me,’
she told me. Just because I make love to someone doesn’t give
them more than a place in my heart; they don’t own it, they just
have a place there.’

“At the time, feeling guilty as I was, I accepted that.
Besides, I'd gotten laid for the first time in my life. I was
feeling pretty big about then. Later, Craig got back, and Ellen
came and sat on my lap and kissed me in a big way. I was never
so surprised in my life, Craig just laughed, said it was about
time I got something for doing all the chores, and sleeping so
many nights on the couch.

“Then, along came Thanksgiving.” Dad shook his head, but
didn’t slow the pace of the walk. “Oh my! There’'s a reason why
in our family Thanksgiving is the big holiday, and we do a very
minimalist Christmas!”

“I thought it was because Christmas was too material,” I
said with a smile.

“That too. But that four-day weekend, Ellen brought her
roommates over to the apartment for Thanksgiving dinner away
from home, a dinner with all the trimmings that Craig and I
fixed ourselves. And that night, they started thanking us.”
Dad laughed. “By the end of the weekend, it was all either
Craig or I could do to get out of bed, we were that worn out.
God, it felt good!”

We walked for another few minutes, still at a brisk pace.
“To make a long story short, over the years, the six of us have
remained close. Very close.

“Now, there is another generation coming of age. And
evidently, cut from the same cloth as their parents,” he said to



me. I nodded, evidently indeed!

“Craig and Shirley got married, but Shirley couldn’t have
kids. Ellen and I married, we could have children and did. Kim
far prefers her roommates than she does Craig or I, but she’s
not close-minded. You know Penny is Craig’s daughter?” I
nodded at the question. Now I did, and why I'd never heard
about a Mr. Wells.

“In LA, Keisha has a daughter, a year younger than you.
Brandy is her name; Brandy is your half sister. Keisha'’s life
partner is a woman named Leslie Warren, who was married to a
black man named Walter, who did as too many black men have done:
left his wife and kid. Leslie’s son is Lionel, who is two years
older than you.

“A few years after you popped into the world, Kim was
pregnant with Penny, your mom with Joanna, Keisha and Leslie
decided to get pregnant too. So, you have another half sister
named Jade, Leslie’s daughter, and Craig is Janice'’s father,
Keisha is her mother. They are both roughly the same age as
Joanna and Penny. The ‘twin twins’ everyone calls them.

“Two years ago, Leslie met a girl on the streets; she was
not quite fourteen at the time. Donna Emerson had run away from
home, lived as a prostitute and drug addict for more than a
year, and who one day decided that she had had enough and walked
away... she actually started hitchhiking, meaning to come to
Phoenix. Instead, she met Leslie.

“Leslie helped Donna straighten out; got her off drugs.
Donna had syphilis and Leslie got that taken care of. Donna was
malnourished, she’d suffered frequent beatings and those had
taken a huge toll on her. She weighed in at 75 pounds when
Leslie found her.

“In that respect, Donna and Jennifer will have a lot in
common; Donna doesn’t like men much either.”

I took it in stride, a stride that, if anything, had picked
up. After a bit, Dad said softly, “And now for something you
maybe won’'t like. Two some things.”

I glanced at him, but I was beginning to feel the strain;
we’'d been walking for more than a half hour. In Phoenix, all
the major streets are even fractions of a mile apart. We had



covered more than two miles, almost three.
“First, the women choose. Never ever push past no.”

“I never have,” I told him. "After Jenny, I can't imagine
ever wanting to."

“I know, and I understand. But, it’s important for when
you meet your ah, ‘cousins’ from LA. Part of the responsibility
that goes with that right to choose, is that the women are
responsible for birth control. In theory, you don’t have to
worry about it. You are a total fool if you don’t worry about
it, and a bigger fool if you don’t contemplate what you will do
if birth control fails.”

That was indeed something to think about; I knew in my
heart of hearts I was entirely too casual about it. First
Marsha, then JR and Penny, Kim, Mom... all had made it pretty
clear I had nothing to worry about. Wrong!

“And, the next thing is that next Friday, spring break
starts.” I nodded, not sure what he meant.

“We've talked, the adults have. Kim had already planned on
taking Penny to LA for the week; we’ve decided to send you and
Joanna along with them as well. We’'re not sure about Jennifer,
but probably her too. Almost certainly. You’ll leave Saturday
morning, early; get there a little after lunch. What happens
then...” He shrugged. “That is up to you and them. Maybe
nothing, maybe something. Impossible to say. But your parents
have been friends for nearly twenty years; we have a vested
interest in our children and their friends.

“One last thing. Last week and this week, you dated.”
Like this was news?

“There are no rules about dating outside the group. At one
point, Leslie suggested we shouldn’t bring anyone new into the
group without prior approval from everyone else. That was,
obviously, a self-limiting condition, and a few years later she
saved Donna, and had the good sense to understand that dogma
doesn’t cut it and has given up on that particular rule.

“Feel free to date outside; we’ve never believed in owning
people, or controlling them. Maybe we aren’t the typical family



you thought we were; maybe we’re really very different from
everyone else. But we seek to make each other happy, not to
cause pain or grief; that’s another important rule. Maybe not
everyone has as many lovers, ‘intergenerational’ lovers at that,
as we do. But that’s them and this is us.

“I do know that it seems silly to me that I’'m supposed to
teach my children all sorts of things, but leave off something
that I'm the most proud of: The fact that I can and have loved
many women, made them happy, and continue to do so. I love
them. Each differently, each in her own way. Leslie can be
like making love to a cactus; thorns and prickly at the best of
times. Kim is like the earth mother, loving being loved. Your
mom more so. Shirley is extraordinarily fond of young people,
girls and boys.”

We fetched up at the walkway in front of the house. “Now,
we’ll make sure everyone knows about next week; in theory Ellen
was going to tell Joanna and Jennifer when they got up. Of
course, of late, everyone has been sleeping in.”

He looked at me for a long second. *“And you’re okay with
all of this?” I nodded.

“Me and your sister?” He pressed on.

“You and my sister. Me and my sister. Mom and my sister.
Mom and me. Penny and Kim and my sister. Mom, Kim, Penny, JR
and Jenny. JR and Uncle Craig. JR and Roger Parker; now that I
had a problem with. Since fixed.” On the spur of the moment I
decided not to include Sue Ellen in the list.

“That’s cold,” he told me.
“That, Dad, is reality.”

He looked at me for a long moment. *“Ellen said you’d come
a long ways; that you are, in your own way, the most moral
person she’'s ever met.” He frowned. “I thought about the
numbers and put that down to your mom’s preconceptions. You'd
think that by now I would know that her preconceptions are the
basis of all that follows.”

“I'm trying to do what’s right,” I told him seriously.
“Hindered by the fact I haven’t met many girls I would kick out
of bed. Or women. Not even my own mother.”



He grinned then. “Well, I never felt the least twinge of
desire towards my mother; you’re ahead of me there. But, Tom, I
think you ducked the question by changing the subject. What
about me and Joanna?”

“What about Mom and me?” I shot back.
“Her choice,” he replied, just as fast.

“And that’s the answer, if what you said before wasn'’'t
self-serving hypocrisy.”

He jerked like I’'d hit him; then stopped and looked at me.
“And here, a minute ago, I was lecturing you about how the women
in our family choose.” He sighed. “You’re right, I'm wrong.
Tom...” I looked at him. “All that you say is true; God, I had
more butterflies in my stomach when Joanna and I were together
than all the other times in my life, combined.

“She’s a special young woman, beyond special,” he murmured,
and I nodded vigorously in agreement. “Yet, if anyone outside
the family found out...” He shook his head. *“Jail. Ruin for
the family. Others do the ‘intergenerational’ with impunity; it
scared the pee out of me.”

I stopped and thought for a second. “And it should have
scared me just as much; instead, I was only too eager to
cooperate. More sex!”

He punched my arm. “Think like that, son of mine, and
you’'re going to find out the definition of pussy-whipped: What
happens when they beat you to a pulp.” He smiled, “Changed the
subject on me again! Damn, you’re good boy!”

I shook my head, not sure what he meant. “Suppose you and
Jennifer were together?” he asked.

“If it was what she wanted, but that’s up to her. Pigs are
a whole lot more likely to fly first, I think.”

We stared at each other for a few seconds, and then Mom
stuck her head out of the door. *“You two need to come in.”

I smiled, and Dad reached out his hand for mine. “Welcome
to the bigs, Tom.”



I shook his hand and we both laughed. He'’d said that once
before, when I'd been laying in the hospital with a bruised
elbow; victim of a come backer when I was playing Little League
baseball and I'd been pitching. Up to that day, I’'d had a
future as a jock; after that, I lost my nerve. He'd seen
everything, knew what I was thinking; distilled it into five
words.

We went inside and Mom nodded at Dad. *“I told Tom,” he
said simply.

“And I told Joanna and Jennifer. Jennifer said, on
balance, if Tom is going, she doesn’t want to stay.” She looked
at us. “Is this going to mess up anyone’s social life? Besides
Tom and his new girlfriend?”

The others were silent; I thanked the good Lord God that JR
didn’t mention Sue Ellen, Jennifer didn’t mention Elizabeth.

“I've started dating Shannon Leary; she’s asked me to meet
her parents tonight for dinner.” I announced into the silence.

“Now that’s serious!” JR said with a laugh.

“Joanna,” Dad said quietly. JR turned to look at him. *“At
some point in time, you’re going to bring a friend home.
Contemplate whether or not you want the rest of us making
sarcastic comments -- or not.”

JR thought that one over for about a second. “I think I’1l1l
pass. Sorry, Tom."”

“Good choice,” Mom told her. *“So, Friday, after school:
no plans. You will come home, pack, get a good night’s sleep.
That’s sleep, as opposed to ‘sleeping with’. You will, I assure
you, need all your energy when you get to LA.”

JR looked at Mom as though she was going to say something.
“JR,"” I said, and she looked at me instead. *“Chill.”

“I don’'t have enough time for the people I like now,” JR
said, looking at Mom. “And this is going to make that better?”

“No,” Dad agreed, “it won’'t. It will make it different.
How you respond is up to you.



“Tom and I both love you, Joanna. Your mom does, Kim,
Penny, Jennifer... who knows, maybe others.” I saw JR blush;
gosh Dad, that was Sue Ellen you are talking about! And if Tony
finds out about JR and Sue Ellen, you’re going to find me buried
in the Gobi Desert someplace, that’s if I'm ever seen again.
Moreover, if you remind JR of Roger, she’s liable to cut us both
off.

We talked for a while about other things, then it was time
for chores; afterwards I took a shower, and lay down on the
floor in the family room with a good book. JR and Jenny came
in, also with books, and they laid down at right angles to me,
but JR’'s head on my thigh and Jenny’s on my stomach. It was a
quiet, peaceful time and I enjoyed the book and the silent
company, the warm pressure of two bodies on mine.

I heard the doorbell; thought nothing of it. A lot of
door-to-door salesman came by on Saturday mornings. Mom was
polite, but gave them short shrift; Dad was less polite and even
shorter shrifting.

After a few minutes, both Mom and Dad came in the family
room, a woman I’'d never seen before in tow. *“Jennifer, could
you come here, please?” Mom asked.

Jennifer looked up, and then stood. JR and I did the same.
The woman was about five-ten, very blonde, with breasts that
reminded me of Sue Ellen. The woman nodded at Jennifer. “I'm
Eleanor Johannsen,” the woman said. “From the Children's
Services Division of the State of Arizona.”

I froze, not believing my eyes. Trouble in River City!
“I'd like to talk to you for a few minutes, okay?” the woman
went on, politely.

“I don’t have anything to talk about,” Jenny said, her
expression like I remembered from a week ago; defiant and
afraid.

“Please, Jennifer,” Mom asked. *“It’s okay.”

The woman turned to my mother. “I know this is your house,
but could Jennifer and I have a few minutes alone, please?”

Dad spoke up, “According the law, you can request a private



interview, but the subject may have a representative present if
the subject so desires. You don’t have to be alone with this
woman, Jennifer.”

“Could Tom be there?” Jenny asked, and the woman looked at
my Dad.

Dad grinned. “I'm David Ferguson, this is my wife Ellen,
my daughter Joanna and my son Tom.” He gestured to each of us
as he named us. The woman’'s eyes rested on me for a moment, and
then she shrugged. Mom motioned to JR, and the three of them
left.

“This is just a request for information, Miss Reese,” the
social worker began.

“My parents told me I was no longer part of their family,”
Jennifer said immediately. “I’'ve stopped using the name.
Jennifer, plain and simple.”

The woman nodded, and looked at me. “I’'m here to ask
Jennifer some questions; not you.”

“Haven't said a thing,” I agreed.

“Have you been staying here since you left your parents?”
the woman asked Jenny, and Jenny said yes. *“I checked with your
school, they say you haven’t missed any days.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson were quite clear; if I want to stay
with them, they expect me to go to school, keep my grades up,
and do my share of the chores. When I was with my parents, Mom
and I did all the housework. Here, everyone helps with

everything.”

“Do you have a room of your own?” she asked, and Jenny
nodded. “Is there a lock on the door?”

Jenny looked at her without expression. *“Unlike when I
lived with my parents.”

“And why did your parents ask you to leave?”
“They didn’t like my friends,” Jenny replied.

“Were you having sex with some of those friends?” Jenny



just stared at her without responding.

“Has he,” the social worker waved at me, “or anyone else in
this household bothered you sexually?”

Jenny lifted her chin. “I don’t like boys.”

“That wasn’t an answer,” the woman said, for the first time
pressing for an answer.

Jenny looked her right in the eye. “Every night, before
Joanna and Tom go to bed their mom and dad come in and tell them
they love them, give them a hug and a kiss good night. 1In all
the years I lived with my family, no one, not even once, said
they loved me. No hugs, no kisses. Here, I get hugs from Tom
and his dad. Hugs and kisses from Joanna and her mom. It is
not a bother and it’s not sex.” Jenny was very emphatic on the
word ‘not.’

After a second, Jenny went on. *“Joanna told me right after
I moved in, that in this family love is as common as dirt, and
treated like gold. In my house, love was rarer than gold and
treated like dirt.”

The woman looked at me, and then back to Jenny, “Could I
see your room?"”

Jenny'’s eyes went to mine, and I nodded. Up to you, Jenny.

Jenny turned and went up the stairs, I following behind the
other two. Jenny opened the door, and the woman just stood
outside, looking in. None of us in our family were sloppy; Mom
was a fanatical house cleaner. JR and I had long since been
told that either we cleaned our rooms, or Mom would. And if she
did, a lot of cherished possessions would vanish. We cleaned.

The woman looked around, gestured at the door across the
hall. *“And whose room is this?”

llToml S . n

I pointed to my bedroom. “This was once a duplex, Mom
keeps talking about cutting a door between bedrooms, but has
never got around to it. My sister’s room is on the other side,
my parent’s room just beyond it. You have to go downstairs,
through the family room, the kitchen, and then up the other



stairs to get there.”

The social worker didn’t exactly glare at me, but let me
know that I wasn’t supposed to talk. We trooped back
downstairs, and the woman led the way into the living room,
where the others were.

“I understand, Mr. Ferguson, that the Reese’s gave you some
papers?”

Dad nodded, fetched them from the table. *“A limited power
of attorney to deal with the school, medical treatment in an
emergency,” he told her.

She read through them, and then looked around again. *“Miss
Reese...” She stopped, restarted. “Jennifer is close to the age
where we give due credence to her wishes. Obviously, everyone
is different; some young people are more mature than others. We
do try to make allowances.

“Young people being kicked out of their homes isn’t nearly
as unusual as it should be; we try to reconcile the parties, of
course, but that isn’t always possible. In this case, the
action was started by someone other than Jennifer’s parents; I
can’'t say whom. I’ve talked to her parents, they are quite
adamant about not wanting her back.

“When that happens, we try to find the best situation we
can; relatives if possible, friends of the family or foster
homes as a last resort.” She looked at my dad for a long
minute. “Do you expect any money to care for Jennifer?”

“It’'s not a problem,” Dad said. Mom simply shook her head.

The woman turned to Jenny. “It is my job to be judgmental
about the situations young people find themselves in. I am
judgmental about all sorts of things, including life style
choices. You would be very wise, young woman, not to make
choices that limit your future. You are physically mature
enough to enjoy sex, but just because you can do something does
not imply that you should.”

She gestured at Mom and Dad. “I hope this will be
satisfactory; if it should turn out otherwise...” She handed
Jenny a card. “You can call me, any time of the day or night.



“I am not an ogre, no matter what you or anyone else might
think.” She looked at me when she said that, and I decided, why
not? I stared at her imposing breasts. Nice!

“Many girls in your situation, Jennifer, do not have happy
endings. You have here, I believe, a chance at a happy ending.
Do listen to what Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson tell you, and if it
doesn’t work out...” She nodded at the card. “There are far
worse ogres in the world than me.” She turned to my parents.
“Thank you for your time and patience; many people get hostile
and upset when I show up on their doorstep.”

Dad gestured for her to wait. “I'm a engineer,” he told
her. “But I'm not unfamiliar with the law; we have a family
lawyer. I talked to him about this. I realize that Jennifer’s
parents can revoke the papers even faster than they granted
them; they can contest custody. Please note that I do not think
Jennifer would be better off with them. Still, if that was her
choice, we’'d acquiesce. If it was not, then we would contest
her return to them. No matter how expensive or hopeless.”

The social worker shrugged. “That would be an option open
to you. I would, were that to happen, reevaluate the situation
in the light of any new developments and would render my opinion
to the court as to what I believe would be in the young woman’s
best interest.”

Then she was gone. For several minutes we stood looking at
each other, then Mom sighed. “That went better than I imagined
it would.”

“I wonder if she is a closet Republican?” Dad said with a
laugh.

“Thank you,” Jenny said quietly, after everyone had quieted
down. “Thank you all for being so wonderful, so kind. For
letting me stay here.”

Mom walked over to her, hugged her. Then we all stood
around Jenny, hugging her. “And now, I'm the ogre,” Mom said.
“Jennifer and I are going to make lunch.” We laughed, and I
went back to my book, JR joining me.

She hugged me, and I hugged her; that led to smooching,
which led to touching. We were still at it a half hour later
when we were called for lunch.



After lunch, JR and I snuggled down for a nap; Mom and
Jenny vanished, Dad went off to a golf game he had scheduled
with some friends of his from work.

JR and I hugged and kissed for a while, and then she fell
asleep; then so did I. Mom woke me up later, “Phone, Tom.”

I nodded, got up and went and picked up.

"Tom,” Tony said exuberantly on the other end, “Thanks for
taking Sue Ellen home last night!” I gulped, decided that Sue
Ellen was unlikely to tell him; I sure wasn't.

“No problem. We stayed and watched a movie. She has a
really cool home theater.”

“You watched the movie?” he laughed sarcastically. “Not
what I heard!”

“Ahhhh...” I gargled. Tony had talked to Sue Ellen! But
Sue Ellen hadn’t seen what Shannon and I had done, because she
and JR were elsewhere. “What happened to Roger?” I hoped
changing the subject would work.

“Along about dawn this morning, we let him off near
Chinle.” I blinked. “Actually, it was a few miles further east
of there. There’s a road along the south rim of the Canyon;
about ten miles or so east of Chinle is a place called ‘Apache’s
Leap’ where a bunch of the Apaches jumped off a butte to avoid
capture by soldiers. There’s a little turnout and a historical
marker. We left him there.”

“Cool.”

“It was,” Tony agreed. *“Very cool; of course, ol’ Roger
dodger was bare, so it was really, really cool.”

“Bare?”
“Yeah, we shaved him, head to toe. Made a few nicks; he
wouldn’t hold still. We figured he wouldn’t want to bleed on

his clothes.”

I laughed, and Tony said, “What are you doing tonight?”



“Going over to Shannon’s for dinner. Then we were going to
hang out together.”

“Well, Sue Ellen said you’d be welcome to come over to her
place, we were going to watch another movie,” he yucked it up

when he said that, and I knew we’'d not be watching a movie.

“Shannon said her parents were going out, so maybe not,” I
told him.

“Well, you’'d be welcome. What are you doing tomorrow?”
“Nothing planned.” I told him.

“Well, maybe we’ll come up with something, I really owe you
for looking after Sue Ellen.”

I winced. *“Sure, Tony.”
“Gotta run,” he said. “Sue Ellen’s parents are leaving
now. Gotta catch up on my quality time.” He hung up and I

shook my head. Wow! With luck, he’ll never know!

I started getting ready to go over to Shannon’s; Mom
suggested I stop at the store on the way over and get some
flowers as a hospitality gift. I thought that was cool, so I
did. A little before six, I presented myself at the door.

My first thought when the door opened was that it was
Shannon’s older sister; it took a second look to realize that
the woman was older than she looked.

She smiled at me, “You must be Tom. I’'m Mary Leary,
Shannon'’s mother.” She held out her hand, and I shook it, kind
of in a daze.

Mary Leary was even more redheaded and freckled than her
daughters. She was wearing jeans and a blouse, with the blouse
tails tied across her stomach; a very flat stomach covered with
golden hairs that vanished beneath her low cut jeans.

I lifted my eyes to meet hers, realized I was still holding
her hand. I let go and blushed. Her eyes held mine; gray,
lively eyes. She stepped forward, and I took a step backwards,
not having a clue, still mesmerized by her eyes.



“Shannon wanted to call you up,” Mary Leary said quietly,
the door now closed behind her. “And ask you not to come.”

I blinked in surprise. *“My husband decided that seventeen
years of marriage had been nice, but sufficient; he moved out
this morning.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling stupid. Why had I assumed it had
something to do with me?

“Shannon hasn’t taken it well; Elizabeth is Elizabeth. Who
knows what she feels?” Mary'’s voice sounded down and depressed,
quite at odds with her sparkly eyes.

Our eyes met, she stared at me for a second. There was no
change that I could see but she abruptly said, “So, ve vill hef
dinner! Ve vill hef fun, ja wohl!” She said it with a laugh.

“If you’'re sure,” I said, and she nodded, then led the way
back inside. I watched Mary walk, shaking my head in amazement.
Wow! Wow and double wow! She was really pretty!

Shannon was in the living room, standing looking out a
window over a neighbor’s yard. When she turned, I could see
she’d been crying; I mentally cursed my hormones that had led me
to say yes to dinner, when I should have politely excused
myself. “I brought some flowers for the table, Shannon,” I said
quietly, handing them to her.

Shannon took them, looked at them for a long few seconds.
“They’'re pretty.”

“Shannon, if this isn’t a good time...” I said, feeling
helpless.

“A good time?” she sniffed. “I don’t know if there ever
will be a good time.” She looked at me. *“A better time? Don’'t

know about that either. Mom’s right; why should I have my life
ruined because of that son of a bitch!”

A redheaded blaze of anger; I tried to smile but it was
daunting to face.

I saw Elizabeth standing across the room, silent. I
remembered from last night, her and Jenny chatting away, having
a good time. People, I thought, are so stupid! If I had three



women in my family like these, you’d have to pry me away with
tanks and infantry.

What would you say, Elizabeth, if you found out that last
night I’'d pretended to be Jenny, seducing you? Making love to
you? That a minute ago, I was lusting after your mom? That I
came over here because Shannon said your parents were going out
tonight, and that we’d be alone?

I felt a hand on my shoulder. “We are going to have a good
time,” that was Mary. *“We will, because if we let this spoil
our lives, then he’ll have had the last laugh. I think he’s
laughed enough at our expense.”

It was a strange meal; Mary talked, mostly. Shannon made a
few attempts at conversation; Elizabeth sat mute, talking only
as necessary. Yet, for all of that, her eyes were frequently on
me, and I was sure that a lot of the time she was deep in
thought. Maybe, I thought, she’s reconsidering what she’d told
Jenny last night about ‘not being like that.’ That or she’s
thinking about me... I hoped that wasn’t the case because life
was already too complicated.

Elizabeth’s hair was lighter red, almost a blonde of sorts,
I thought. Cute. I mentally laughed at myself. Events had, in
the space of a week, completely ruined me! I looked at a girl
and the first thing that came to mind was whether or not she’d
be fun in bed. I saw that Mary was looking at me as well, and I
tried hard not to blush. And it wasn’'t just girls! 1I’'d watched
the social worker this morning; I’'d had thoughts about her, too.
Mom. Kim. Now Mary Leary.

Finally dinner was over, and Shannon stood up. *“I have a
splitting headache; I'm really sorry, Tom, I really am.”

Mary stood up, and waved at Elizabeth. “Let’s give these
two a moment alone.” They carried dishes out, towards the
kitchen. Shannon came up, laid her head down on my chest; not
what I'd expected.

“This has been pretty rotten for you,” she told me.

“I don’t think how I feel is very important just now,” I
told her. She looked up at me, a faint smile on her face.

“You say the nicest things; I wish things had gone like I



wanted.”

“Things happen, Shannon. We have tomorrow, and a lot more
tomorrows beyond that.” I grinned, knew it was going to hurt.
“Like, this morning I was told that we’re going to LA over
spring break. Won’'t be able to go out Friday, even.”

She looked at me, sighed. “I’'1ll make this up to you! I
promise!” She kissed me then, hard and passionate; her hand
spent a second on the front of my slacks. I kissed her back,
but it was only a second. “I really, really am sorry about how
cruddy I feel.”

“T understand. Get some sleep, if you can.” Shannon
nodded, turned and walked out of the room.

A minute later Mary and Elizabeth came back. I picked up
some of the dishes and trailed along behind them as they made
another trip into the kitchen. “You don’t have to do that.”
Elizabeth told me. I smiled at her, glad that for the first
time tonight she’d spoken directly to me, even if the topic was
mundane.

“It’'s no trouble. Some day you can come to my house and do
the same. Jenny said to say hello.”

Elizabeth nodded at that. “Tell her hi from me, too.” She
turned to Mary. “I’ll clean this up, ok? You don’t have to.”

Mary nodded, her eyes, I thought, wide in startled
surprise. She watched as Elizabeth turned and left as well.

“I'm sorry too how this turned out, Tom.” Mary sighed,
shaking her head. *“I wanted to be able to put it behind us.”
Her laugh turned bitter. *“I guess the same day was hoping for a

little much.”

“It was a nice dinner, Mrs. Leary.”

“Mary, call me Mary. Not going to be Mrs. Leary for very
much longer. Back to plain Mary McDowell.” I glanced at her

again; nothing plain there! Just plain beautiful!

She moved to stand in front of me. “You keep looking at
me.” Her voice was soft.



“Sorry,” I said, fighting not to blush.

“Trust me, it’s a good thing! You have no idea how much it
does for me to see a nice young man looking at me like that, not
more than twelve hours after my husband left saying I wasn’t
much of a woman. Too short, too skinny, no tits; no good in
bed.”

I gave a low laugh. “Mary, you can lead an ass to water;
you can make it drink. But it’s still an ass.”

She giggled, more like a young girl. Her eyes met mine,
searching. “It’s said that boys your age have one thing, and
only one thing on their minds.”

“Not completely true,” I told her, “but not far off.”

“I read in a book,” she said, stepping closer, *“that a
stiff cock has no conscience.”

“I don’'t know about cocks,” I told her, drowning in those
gray eyes, “but I have a conscience. I don’t go where I’'m not
wanted.”

“And if you are wanted?” her voice was soft. Her hand
touched mine. “What then?”

“If two people want the same thing,” I told her, taking her
hand lightly in mine, “then I don’t see a problem with it. Nor
does my conscience.”

She wrapped her fingers around mine. “In that case, I
don’'t suppose you know a place, a discrete place, where a
middle-aged woman, soon to be divorced, can get it on with a
sixteen year old young man?”

I contemplated that; I could if I wanted to, take her home.
Later, there would be some comment, but not much. But it would
be impossible to obscure the fact that no one was going to mind;
which would lead to all sorts of questions. That’s when I
thought about Tony and Sue Ellen.

“I know a place,” I said with confidence. “You would have
to trust me.”

“I want to make love to you,” she said pointedly. *“I don’t



think I could do that with someone I didn’t trust. Probably why
my husband Bill has been lonely of late.”

She squeezed my hand. “You go make your call, I'll tell
Elizabeth I'm going out.” I mentally raised an eyebrow, and she
grinned. “You'’ll learn about Elizabeth soon enough. Give that
girl a piece of broken pottery, and she can reconstruct ancient
Egypt... or what’s on her mom’s mind on how to spend the
evening. Shannon will guess, but won’t be sure. It’s not like
she didn’t want the same thing.”

In some ways, a lot like my family!

Mary grinned, picked a cell phone off a table. “Here.”

I called Tony at Sue Ellen’s. *“Hey, Tony!” I said,
knowing that I was probably taking him away from something he’d
rather be doing. “Last week, you said you owed me, then again
this afternoon.”

“I do, once for Marsha, once for last night for Sue Ellen.”

“I'd like to collect all of my past markers.” I paused,
and then said it. “I’'d like to stop by for a while with a

friend.”

“Tom! Of course! You know you’re welcome! Shannon too!”

“Her mom."
There was a considerable pause on the other end. “Oh.”
Another pause. “That’s different.”

“That’'s different, as in that’s odd, but ok... or that'’s
too different, forget it?” I asked, not sure what he was going
to say.

“Oh, odd. You’re an odd person, Tom, no doubt about it.
Marsha. Shannon, Shannon’s mom.”

“Promise me you and Sue Ellen will never tell anyone.”

“Tom!” he sounded pissed. “Never! Did I ask you not to
tell anyone about what we did to Roger?”

“No, but I didn't do this in the Commons at school,



either.”
“Oh. Yeah. Doubt if anyone saw anything, though.”
“Probably not,” I agreed. *“Ten minutes?”

“Sure, we’ll leave the light on for you, Tom.” I stuck my
tongue out at the phone, but of course, Tony was oblivious.

“It’'s okay?” Mary said, when she came out.

“Yes. A friend of mine and his girl friend. They are
going together.”

“Discrete?”

“Oh yeah! Extraordinarily good at keeping secrets!”

Mary waved at my car. “You’ll drive?” I nodded.

I drove as competently as I could to Sue Ellen’s, fighting

the urge to go faster. I parked in front, and walked Mary up to
the door, knocked.

Tony appeared, Sue Ellen right behind him. “Evening, Tom,”
he said, a quick glance at Mary. *“Sue Ellen and I are watching
The Matrix.” I wanted to laugh; both Tony and Sue Ellen were

wearing robes. We went in, and Tony and Sue Ellen crawled into
a sleeping bag across the room, while the movie played.

I led the way to the family room; Mary stopped and looked
around; spotted the fur rug. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Yes.” She looked at me, for a long minute, I wasn’t at
all sure what she was thinking.

Mary reached out, pulled me to her and we kissed for
several minutes, a really hot kiss. I put all the skill I'd

learned this week into it.

When we broke for a moment, Mary’s eyes went to the rug.
“I'm not the first, am I?”

“No,"” I said, then added, “But not Shannon.”

She looked at me, and then sighed. “That’s the truth,



isn’t it?” I nodded. She leaned close, put her head on my
chest, reminding me of Jenny and Shannon. After a minute, she
lifted her head, looking at me directly; there were tears in her
eyes. More and more like Jenny.

“I lied to you,” she said in a small voice.
“Anything important?”

“When I opened the door and saw you looking at me...” She
leaned close, kissed me hard again for another few seconds. *“I
was there in lieu of Shannon, to tell you that we weren’t
receiving company. Bill has been a bastard for some time; today
he showed me I had no idea what a bastard is.

“But there you were at the door, I could see you looking at
me. God, how I wanted you! A handsome boy, obviously
mesmerized and physically attracted to me! I'd show my bastard
husband who was desirable! I didn’t care about you, about
Shannon... just showing the son of a bitch up! You kept looking
at me and before I knew it, all I felt was the itch between my
legs.”

I touched her cheek. “And you think I don’t have that same
itch?”

“No. It's been a long time since anyone looked at me like
that, I knew you what you were thinking. I decided I felt the
same. I was going to show Bill that I wasn’t the dog he told me
I was.”

“You are not a dog; you are the most beautiful woman I've
ever seen.”

'y oh? n

“Woman,” I said evenly. “I also like girls. You're not
the only person in the world suffering lust. I wasn’t at your
front door because I expected to tell Shannon good night and
shake hands with her when I left.”

“I wanted you; I didn’'t care if you were my daughter’s new
boyfriend; I didn’t care at all.”

“And I didn’t care that you’re Shannon’s mom. I wanted to
make love to her; and when I saw you, I wanted to make love to



you as well.” I paused, “Not in place of, too.”

She giggled, “Ah, to be a sixteen year old! Bill was never
like that.”

“I am not like your husband, never ever.”
“You want me.”

“Sure,” I told her. *“And in that, I suppose I'm the same.
Not much else is the same though.”

“He's fucked me good,” she said, her voice bitter. “Do you
know how old I am?”

I looked and shook my head. Sometimes she seemed older,
other times younger.

“I am the mother of a daughter who is sixteen years and
four months old. Carried her full term, I did. I got pregnant
with Shannon two days after my thirteenth birthday. I'm
thirty.”

I shrugged. *“My mother got pregnant when she was thirteen
too,” I told her. Mary’'s eyes grew wide. *“She had an abortion,
paid for by her brother and some of his friends; none of whom
were the father. Mom didn’t have a clue about sex then. Didn’t
know how she got pregnant. Then she had the abortion, and only
later realized she’d killed her baby. My grandparents learned
about it, and nearly threw her out. They did cut her out of
their will; my Uncle put her back in.”

Mary asked softly, “And what happened to your mom after her
abortion?”

I shrugged; I didn’t really know why that was important.
“Mom finished high school, graduated, went to college, met Dad,
fell in love, got married. Had me, even before she graduated.”

“I carried Shannon; they kicked me out of high school.
Bill’s parents and mine forced us to marry. I raised Shannon;
they paid for Bill’s college. Tom, I'm a high school drop out,
who’s never worked a day in her life.

“He told me he’'d cleaned out the bank account, that I’'d
never get another penny from him; not for me, not for his



daughters. ‘Ungrateful bitches’ he called them. He told me
that I could have the house, but of course there were the
mortgage payments to make. I could keep my car... and the
payments.” She broke down, crying.

I reached out, put my arms around her, thinking Jenny
thoughts. I could do this, I thought. I can. For a long time
Mary cried and cried.

“Now I'm feeling sorry for myself,” she said, more bitter
than ever. “Shannon... Shannon has music lessons, she’s an
accomplished violinist; going to All-state this year. Was going
to go to Juillard year after next. Gone, no money!

“Elizabeth is a genius; she wanted so much to go to Cal
Tech and study the secrets of the universe! Gone, no money! 1In
ten minutes, that man ripped our hearts out, left us bleeding.
Then turned and walked away.”

She looked at me. *“And my response? The proud mother of
two? Seduce a sixteen year old. My daughter’s new boyfriend.”

I laughed hard, and she looked at me as if I was crazy.
“Silly me, I thought I was doing my best to seduce you,” I told
her.

She smiled at me, and then hugged me. “I told the girls
what we are facing; they are distraught. I went to the ATM,
checked the bank balance; I don’'t know if Bill just screwed up
the numbers, which he’s good at, or left me a little something.
There was an even hundred dollars left in the account. I spent
some on dinner, took the rest in cash. I have 78 dollars and 11
cents between the life we once had, and me and my daughter's new
lives on the streets. I figure, maybe a week.”

She stared at me. “God, I still want you.”
“And I want you,” I told her evenly.

Mary reached out, put her hand on the front of my slacks.
“You do.”

“Mary,” I said evenly. She looked at me. *“Do you love
Shannon? Elizabeth?”

She nodded.



“TI won't ask who which of your daughters you love the most;
what’s important is that you love them.” I could see the
confusion in her eyes. “I want to make love to you,” I told her
simply, “I want to make love to you more than I’'ve ever wanted
any woman in my life.

“But... I still want Shannon.” I smiled lightly, nodded
at the fur rug.

“Last week, Tony’s cousin. A quick, one night stand. If
she were here, I'd want to make love to her again. There are
others, others I care about. I love each of you, in my own way,
in your own ways.” I reached out and started unbuttoning her
blouse.

The knot in the tail was a bit of a challenge, but I
managed it, peeled the garment back; I was right, no bra. Very
small breasts, not much bigger than JR’s; perfectly huge
nipples, covering ninety-five percent of her breasts. I reached
inside her blouse, using both of my hands to caress her breasts.

Mary took a shivering breath. “For the life of me, I can’'t
figure out which of us is using the other.”

I shook my head. “I want to make love to you; you want me
to. I don’'t want to make you pregnant; I hope that'’s your
desire too.”

She looked at me, eyes glittering. “Shannon was an easy
baby, popped right out, even though the doctor expected trouble.
Piece of cake, she told me when I got pregnant with Elizabeth.

I nearly died; Elizabeth took everything of mine with her. A
seventeen year old with a hysterectomy.”

I smiled, then, suddenly sure where before I’'d had doubts.
“Mary, you talk too much.” I kissed her, full mouth, my tongue
going after hers; then my hands were working her jeans.

Mary started on my clothes; in a second we were both on the
fur rug, kissing and caressing each other with abandon. When I
started kissing down her torso, Mary froze in astonishment. I
continued, and she grew tenser the closer to the apex of her
legs I got. I kissed and licked her inner thighs like I’'d done
for Jenny the night before.



Mary was rigid; unbelieving, I thought. I continued as if
it was something I did every day. I laughed at myself. True,
but only for the last week!

Mary’'s first orgasm I almost mistook for a simple moan; but
unlike any other woman I’'d made love to in the last week, her
whole skin tone and body language changed in an instant, and I
knew it for what it was. I kept licking her, unable to locate
her clit, settling instead for putting my tongue deep, deep
inside her.

I continued licking and sucking; her next orgasm was more
pronounced. She’s been suppressing her emotions, I thought, all
of this time. No one, I thought, has ever done this for her. I
did it again, this time using a finger inside her as well. Her
fourth orgasm was a wild wind, sweeping both of us up; I enjoyed
it, I thought, every bit as much as Mary.

Then I was hungry for her, to feel myself inside her. I
moved like I'd never moved with Marsha, JR, Penny... not anyone,
wanting to bury my erection deep inside her.

Instead, Mary held her legs closed, looking at me. “Oh
God! For a second there, I was imagining it was your gay sister
kissing me!” I mentally sighed, time enough later, I thought,
for reeducation.

“A good or bad thought?” I murmured, unable to resist the
impulse to talk instead of act.

“Severely radical! God, that was good!”

“What matters,” I said softly, “is the person making love
to you, loves you. Nothing else.”

“Do you love me?” She asked, her hand wrapping around my
erection, “Or is this speaking for you?”

“If you want,” I told her. “I can do what I was just doing
all night.”

“And this,” she repeated, squeezing me. I nearly shot my
wad.

“Can take care of itself,” I told her. *“I can pretend I'm
my sister, making love to you. Whatever you want.”



“What about what you want?”

“I want to make you come,” I told her. *“Just about any way
I can figure out how to do it.”

Mary giggled, “Are all sixteen year olds like this?”
“Never checked the guys. The girls; some of them.”
She giggled again, “But your sister might like it?”

“My sister would like it; her friends would like it. One
of her friends has a serious crush on Elizabeth.”

I felt Mary reach between us, guiding me into her. *“Right
now, this is what I want,” Mary said, as I slid deep inside her.
“Later, I don’t know. God, you have a talented tongue!”

We started moving together; I don’t know about Mary, but it
was really good, really, really good for me. She wrapped her
legs around my butt, pulling me even harder into her. I kissed
her hard, my fingers stroking her small breasts; I used my
thumbs to chafe her relatively large nipples. They didn’t get
hard like I’'d grown used to, but the silky texture was pleasant
and Mary was enjoying the attention. In fact, she came a moment
later, grunting and writhing under me, as though being tortured;
beautiful torture. She kissed me so hard my ears were ringing
from lack of oxygen, and I kissed back for all I was worth.

I was close, very close, and I continued stroking into her,
no longer very conscious of anything other than Mary and our
time together. I came, and I pressed deep inside of her, trying
to prolong the moment.

It took a few minutes for me to catch my breath. I was
aware of Mary under me, her breathing every bit as ragged as

mine. “Tom...” her voice was soft. She reached up and stroked
my face. “God, Tom,” her breath caught. “Your tongue was good,
this...” She bumped my belly with hers. “God, I never knew. I

never knew.”

Mary kissed me again, brief but passionate. #“Bill was the
only man I was ever with until today. He’d never been with
another girl either; the first couple of times it ranged from
painful to awful. Bill got off though.” Her voice turned



bitter. “I didn’t have my first orgasm until after I was
pregnant; and it was an accident. Bill found that if he stayed
in me, he could get off again. That’s all I ever was to him.

“All these years, wasted.” I saw something that might have
been a tear, form in the corner of her eye.

“Mary, this is now, not then. Not a history lesson,” I
told her gently. “I love you, you know.”

“You're a sixteen year old in lust,” she told me, shaking
her head. “I'm old enough to be your mother.”

I laughed and shook my head emphatically. *“Mary, what I
feel about you has nothing to do with how old I am or how old
you are. Yes, there is some of this in it.” I pushed into her
deeply again, and she sighed with pleasure. I did it again.
“You like it, don’t you?”

“I’'ve never liked sex as much as a minute ago. Or ten
minutes ago, or however long it’s been since we laid down here,”
she told me.

“And I like it. But Mary, I don’'t do this with anyone, not
hardly. Yes, you’'re pretty, but inside...” I reached out and
stroked her face. “Now I think I understand something my mom
was trying to teach me not so long ago. About love and being
loved, about recognizing something in people that goes beyond
physical love.

“You have something deep inside of you that I hunger for,”

I told her. *“You have more of it than anyone I've ever met. I
don’'t know if it’s possible to meet someone with more. I want
you,” my voice broke. “I want you to be part of my life.”

She looked at me, unblinking. *“What do you mean?”

“TI want to do this with you again.” I stroked into her
again, then again. “I want to wake up some mornings and look at
your face asleep next to me in bed, then do this.” More

strokes, she moaned, started lifting to meet me.

“Some mornings?” She asked softly. I nodded. She stared
at me, piercing me with her green eyes. “I'm not the only one.”

“You're the only one I feel this strongly about. But there



are others I feel strongly about.”

She smiled slightly. “So if there were others I felt
strongly about... I could spend some mornings with them?”
"Yes," I said it as simply as I could. I could see the
doubt in her eyes.

“I could get up and go in there and do this with your
friend in the other room, and you’d not go crazy jealous?”

“I wouldn’t, no. Sue Ellen... I don’t speak for other
people, just for myself. I have reason to suspect, suspect,
mind you that it wouldn’t be the first time Tony strayed off the
beaten path, even though they’ve been going together for more
than four years, almost five.”

“And if it was your sister I was with?”
I smiled, shook my head. *“Particularly not my sister.”

For a moment Mary was silent, then you met my eyes. *“I was
going to ask why in particular not her, but now I think I know.”

“I don’'t talk about friends, even with other friends.” I
told her evenly.

“T don’t think I could handle being your, or anyone else’s
concubine. A Thursday.”

“A Thursday?” I asked, confused.

“The woman you sleep with on Thursdays, as opposed to the
ones the rest of the week.”

I reached between us, just above her heart. “Right now my
heart is here, beating with yours. I don’t know how or why it
is I feel what I'm feeling right this second, but I want to feel

your heart again. Today, tomorrow... any day for the rest of my
life.”

She snorted. *“I don’t think we can get married.”

“Not now,” I agreed. *“And maybe in six weeks or six months

or six years I won't feel like this. I can’t imagine not
feeling like I do now, but then a week ago, I couldn’t imagine



what this would be like either. But it’s how I feel now.”

“And if I got up from here, and went to your friend, and
say, Shannon came in and wanted to make love to you?”

“It would happen. I care about Shannon, not as much as I
care about you, not as much as I care about some others. But,
yes.”

“Elizabeth?” she pressed.

I shook my head. “I don’t think Elizabeth wants that. I
don’t think I could feel like this with someone who wasn’t sure
about wanting to be with me.”

I started moving in her again, deliberate and strongly; she
started to move with me. Then with deliberateness, I rolled
over, somehow managing to stay deep inside Mary, until she was
on top. I lifted her so that she was sitting up on my
midsection, then I started chaffing her breasts again, those
lovely huge nipples on such a small base. She started rocking
back and forth, her movements growing stronger, more confident.

I reached down and used my thumb, trying once again to find
her clit. I wasn'’'t sure where it was, but there was no doubt in
my mind that I was doing something right. She came again, much
quicker than before, a smile wreathed Mary’s face. She
redoubled her efforts and I was surprised when a few minutes
later I shot off again, followed seconds later by Mary.

When she sank down against me, she leaned close, lightly
blew in my ear. *“In all the years I was with my husband, he
never went down on me, not once. Never, ever was I on top.”

“Change is good,” I quipped. I saw the sudden hurt in her
eyes, understood what I'd done wrong. I lifted up, kissed her
lightly. “Can be good.” Mary hugged me very tightly.

“God, my brain tells me this is all teen-aged hormones; my
hormones just don’t care, they want to go again and again.”

“And your heart?” I asked. She shook her head. “I can’t
imagine making love to someone who wants both me and my

daughter. Other women. It seems licentious, evil.”

“Making love like this isn’t evil,” I said. “Its a lot of



things, including lusty and licentious, but not evil.”

There was a soft knock on the door to the room, a knock I
knew. “Tom,” Tony murmured from the other side, “it’s after
twelve.”

“Curfew?” Mary whispered and I shook my head.

“Sue Ellen’s parents come home around one or so, most
nights. Tony doesn’t want to ruin a good thing.”

Mary sat up, looked at the door. #“No, we wouldn’t want to
ruin a good thing. God, was it ever a good thing!” Her voice
was bright with mirth, like it had been earlier; her eyes
sparkling and alive. I wanted to pull her down and make love to
her for the rest of the night. It must have shown in my eyes,
because Mary giggled like a teenager.

“Hold that thought! Right now, I need to get home, try to
explain this to my daughters.”

She reached over and grabbed some of her clothes, then
stood. I stood too, reaching out and pulling her too me. I
stroked her body, as much of it as I could reach, kissing her
hard. She moaned, and then looked down at my latest erection.

“God, Bill had trouble keeping it up once!” she said, and
then she reached out and touched my cheek. *“Tom...”

I smiled and nodded. “Whatever you want.”

Mary laughed, “You don’t know what I want.”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said, smugly.

“My hormones are beating down my brains, at least for now.
I want to do this again. I don’t care about anything else,
right this second, but extracting a promise from you that you
will call, that you will come over... and we will do this

again.”

“That is the easiest promise in the world to make; and will
be the easiest in the world to keep,” I told her. “Tomorrow?”

She shivered. “Oh God! I guess! Yes! 1In the afternoon.
God, I don’t know how to look Shannon in the eye.”



“You love Shannon, don’'t you?” I asked softly, and Mary
nodded.

“And you love Elizabeth. Do you have trouble looking
Shannon in the eye because you love her sister too?”

“It’'s not the same kind of love.” Mary was shaking her
head.

“That’s what people say; they also say love and hate are
close to being the same thing. I dunno, seems to me as
different as love and hate are, maybe people are flat out wrong
about both.”

"People used to think the earth was flat and at the center
of the universe,” Mary said, grimacing. *“God! I have so much
to think about!”

I gave a heartfelt thanks to Sue Ellen and Tony, before I
walked Mary out to the car. The night was clear, a little on
the cool side; I wondered for a second how Roger Parker had
fared. I smiled a little, hoping it was either very chilly or
very hot where he was right then.

We drove the short distance to Mary’s, I got out and held
the door open for her, walked her to the door. Shannon opened
the front door as we got close, looking at us. *“You did it,
didn’t you? Slept with my mom?” Her voice was disbelieving.

I touched Mary’s shoulder, turned her slightly around to
face me. I leaned close, kissed her gently on the lips. “Good
night, Mary. I think I should talk to Shannon for a few
minutes.”

Mary'’s eyes met mine, yep, that’s what I'm thinking, Mary.

Mary sighed, turned to her daughter. *“You can think what
you want, Shannon. I wasn’t out to take your boyfriend away.
Bill said those horrible things to me, I, I, I wanted to prove
that they weren’t true.” She looked at me, “And I found
something else, something wonderful.”

“Shannon, please come here,” I asked softly. She looked at
me, at her mother, then stepped out outside. I put my arm
around Mary'’s waist, then around Shannon’s. *“Mary told me that



she wasn’t sure if my wanting to be with both of you was my
hormones talking or something else. She’s right about one
thing, I'm not sure if it’s my heart or brains talking; I have
trouble thinking this is smart, just like anyone would. But I
do know my heart.

“I care about you, just like I care about others. And
there are others and there always will be others I care for. I
never expect to become the only person in anyone’s life; it
makes me uncomfortable thinking about it. We are our own
persons; we can share part of ourselves with others, but I don’'t
think we should subsume who we are in someone else, no matter
how strongly we feel about them.

“Maybe this is all just sixteen year old bull shit, aimed
at doing what ever it is I have to, to get into as many girl’s
panties as I can. I tell you it’s not, but then those are just
words. You, Shannon, you have to decide. Just as Mary decided,
as others have decided. Others who know about each other,
others who don’t know about each other.

“At school, they tell us that being judgmental is wrong;
but that’s flat wrong. We have to make decisions about our
lives, and we have to use our judgment to make those choices.
Heart, brains, lust... no matter what is providing the input, we
have to decide.

“This morning, a social worker came to the house to talk to
Jennifer. That’s what she told us: it’s her job to be
judgmental about kids and how they are forced to or choose to
live. She told Jennifer she was free to stay with us, that
choosing the streets was a really, really bad choice. So Jenny
lives with us.”

“Another of your conquests?” Shannon said, a trace of
bitterness. “Even if that’s not what you told me yesterday?”

I shook my head. “You know the rumors at school, Shannon;
you told me about my sister yourself. Jennifer was kicked out
of her family because she’s gay; and she’s gay because her
brother has been molesting her since she was five or six. Most
women would consider it traumatic in the extreme to be raped
once; Jenny was raped several times a day for years.”

There was abject silence, both Mary and Shannon staring at
me. “Jenny doesn’t have much use for my gender. Somehow, she’s



decided I don’t count as a boy; I hug her and maybe a little
kiss on the forehead, that’s it. My dad gives her hugs before
bed. Until this week, no one ever told her they loved her, no
one ever hugged her, or kissed her good night; none of that.

“I count Jenny as a very special, very particular friend.
I don’'t care about whether or not I ever make love to her; I am
happy, pure and simply happy, to see a smile on her face, each
and every day. Where she finds happiness, who she finds it
with... I have no more say in it than anyone. Sure, if she
took up with someone like Roger Parker, I’'d tell her it wasn’'t a
good idea. That would be my advice, my judgment, as her friend.
But when she chooses, I’ll support her judgment, even if I
didn’t think she made the right choice. I could be wrong. I
could easily be wrong about a lot of things.

“Here and now, Shannon, I'm telling you I care about you.
I want to be your friend, and yes, I want to be your lover. But
it’s your choice.”

“And if I told you that I picked you because I wanted
someone, anyone, to sleep with because I'm so horny, I’'m nearly
going out of my mind?” Shannon asked back, her voice muted with
pain.

I grinned. *“There are a lot of other boys at school, who
would gladly trade places with me. Just tell them, they’d line
up for the chance. But I asked you out yesterday night, and
tonight you asked me over. We made our choices, you and I.

“My family has a history of rescuing kittens and stray
waifs. Mary was hurt by your father, just as you and Elizabeth
were. But my feelings about you, about Mary, aren’t based on
pity or sympathy; I’'d do what I did tonight over again, in a
second whether or not everything was like it was this time last
week."”

I hugged Mary, and then kissed her lightly again. She
smiled at me, leaned close and kissed her daughter on the
forehead. “I never meant to hurt you, Shannon, I promise.”

I felt the rigidity and tension flow out of Shannon, like
the air going out of a tire. *“I know,” Shannon said softly, “I

know."”

She turned to me. “I saw you, a stranger I know only



slightly, stand up for me against Roger when he was bothering me
the other day.” I could see that was news to Mary, but Shannon
went on. “He came after you wanting a fight, but you brushed
him aside; unimportant, irrelevant, not worth fighting with.”

Her eyes met mine. “If we’d have been alone right then,
you’d have had a tough time fighting me off.”

I shook my head. “Wouldn’t have wanted to, even a little.”

“Then Friday, Roger came back, this time with friends. And
you stood up to them. For Jennifer, for me, for the others.
Then your friend showed up, and explained to Roger that he was a
deader; then they took him away. All of those guys. They
didn’t even look at us. I hope they beat the shit out of him,
and dumped him in the garbage dump!”

I laughed. *“No, they didn’t hurt him. Shaved him bald...
all over bald. Dropped him near Canyon De Chelly early this
morning. Didn’t think he needed clothes, all alone out there in
the middle of the desert.”

Shannon blinked in astonishment; Mary chuckled too. “Never
liked that boy,” Mary said.

“What’'s to like?” I said, before turning to Shannon. *“You
were saying?”

“Last night, at Sue Ellen’s, I couldn’t believe what
happened. Your sister and Sue Ellen going off. Elizabeth and
Jennifer. I didn’t know what I wanted. So I decided to wait;
by the time we said good night, I decided I’'d had enough
waiting. It was going to be tonight.

“Then Dad said those terrible things about mom; walked out.
Oh my God!” Shannon was crying, and I hugged her a little
tighter. “We don’t have a dime, Tom! Not a dime! What are we
going to do?”

“Something will come up, I'm sure,” I said neutrally. At
sixteen, I might not be the oldest, most experienced kid on the
block, but I was pretty sure how much financial help would be
permitted to me: zilch. Why promise something you can’t
deliver?

“I felt awful, I just couldn’t face you; I didn’t want you



to come, to see me like this. Mom said she’d tell you we were
having family problems, that you could come back another time.
Then you came in, and I could see the way you were looking at
each other. I couldn’t believe it! I felt sick, didn’t want to
be with anyone right then.

“And you left with Mom and I started kicking myself, over
and over. I wanted it to be me you were with; I kept telling
myself, you and she were just going to talk, like Elizabeth and
Jennifer did last night. Just talk, that’s all. And when I saw
you just now...” She shook her head in misery. *“I knew. I
could tell you’d done it.”

“T still like to be friends,” I told her. “Friend or
lover; that’s up to you. Both.” I hugged her a little more
tightly; leaned close kissed her gently on the lips.

“Boyfriends aren’t sweaters,” Shannon said, “you don't
share them.”

“You share friends with others,” I told her. “You have a
sister, you don’t mind that your mom loves her too. I know some
good families; the parents love their kids. The kids love both
their parents and each other. Yeah, some families aren’t like
that; they are the sad ones, the ones that don’t work. I want
my life and my family to be one of those that work, Shannon.”

Shannon was silent for a moment, then Mary hugged me a
tighter. “Good night, Tom. Shannon. I love you Shannon, I
do.” She let me go, went through the door into the house. I
kept my arm around Shannon, who stood looking at me, trying, I
thought, to make up her mind.

“If I came on to you right now,” she murmured, “you’d want
to fuck, wouldn’t you?”

“If you wanted, I'd want to make love to you, yes. Fuck
is, to me, a lot like the word ‘love,’ overused, and used in
places where you don’'t really know what someone means. I don't
like ‘fuck’ very much as a word; I don’t think loving and
fucking are the same. One implies, to me, care and concern,
something more than just sex. Fucking implies sex without any
concern or love. Just sex. Not what I want.”

“How about commitment? Does making love to a girl imply a
commitment, in your little world of screwing everyone you want



to?”

“Commitment, Shannon is a series of promises people make to
each other. Mostly not explicit, but implicit. Not even
spoken.” I met her eyes. “Honestly, I haven’t thought about
commitment in big terms. Right now, my idea of commitment is
being kind, loving, and considerate. All sorts of things. Long
term promises about life?” I shrugged. “I'm sixteen, I don’'t
even know what I want to major in, in college. I had enough
trouble deciding on college prep in high school. Making a
promise about how I'm going to live my life five, ten, twenty,
fifty years from now? I'm not ready.”

“You could use that as a cop out, forever. Some people are
never ready.”

“Are you ready?” I asked. *“Really? You want the
traditional boyfriend, going steady commitment, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Shannon said.

I shook my head. “I can’t. It’s like a miniature
marriage, a practice run at the real thing, with none of the
real commitments.”

“That’s certainly convenient for a horny boy who wants to
have his cake and eat it too,” Shannon said, her voice bitter.

I sighed, I've lost her, I've lost her. The words ran over
and over again in my head. “I'm horny. I'm a boy, you're a
girl. I'm promising to care a great deal for you; maybe you
think it’s just wham, bamm fuck till the sun comes up, then go
back and do it again; that’s not how it is with me.” I felt a
little angry.

“Go ahead, find a steady boyfriend, if that’s what you
want. Roger comes to mind, there’s a lot more like him out
there. And he’ll stay faithful, maybe, until one or the other
of you decides it’s time to break up. Then you go your separate
ways, and it’s as though it never was.

“Not with me. You mean something to me. Something more
than that. I don’t ever want to go my separate way from you,
not if it means never seeing you again. Yeah, I feel the same
way about everyone I sleep with.” I waved at the house.



“What happens to families, Shannon? You share, you care.
At some point in time, you’ll go to college, your sister will go
to college, and you will go your separate ways. Yet, when it’s
holiday time or spring break or whatever, you’ll get back
together and celebrate being a family again. And you will still
love your mom, your sister just like you do now. Is that such a
bad life? Such a terrible future to look forward to?” I
decided I had to say one more thing, it was hard, awful, but I
had to say it.

“You going to invite Roger to Christmas dinner? Have him
over for Thanksgiving?”

She didn’t react the way I expected. Shannon looked at me
like I'd suggested something unthinkable. #“No, I guess not.”
Her expression was one of thought, not anger. “I’ve never
thought about it like that.” She looked at me, smiled. *“I
don’'t think anyone has.”

She gave a half-hearted laugh, “God, hormones so mess you
up! n

“Hormones messed me up tonight,” I told her. *“I never
thought about doing something like I did. My dad told me before
I went to my first dance, ‘Make sure, Tom, you go home with the
girl you brung to the dance.’ I saw your mom, I could feel
something inside me...” I reached out and touched Shannon’s
cheek. *“I swear to you, that if you’d wanted me, if you hadn’t
left, I'd have left with you, not Mary. But your mom is a
powerful woman.”

“Not according to my father,” Shannon said.

“I told your mom earlier, you can lead an ass to water, you
can make it drink; but it’s still an ass.”

She looked at me and shook her head. “And what does that
pithy bit of wisdom mean?”

“It means he’s your father, was your father and will stay
your father. But he’s an ass, first and foremost.”

Shannon nodded, looking thoughtful. *“All my life, he’s
been there. Gruff, curt, anything he did for any of us, seemed
like it was a great imposition on him. And now he’s gone.”



She looked steadily at me. “He chortled with glee; he
laughed about abandoning us. Mom, he said, was useless in bed,
useless as a mother; she only existed because he did everything
for her. Now, he told us, we’d see who was important, him or
her. Get a job, he told Mom. You can be a waitress, maybe.
Maybe a bag boy at the supermarket. Don’t try to be a
prostitute, he told her, you’d starve. He laughed and laughed
and laughed, said one hateful thing after another, then he
left.”

“I'm sorry, Shannon,” I said, feeling the pain in her, as
I'd felt it earlier in Mary.

“Elizabeth came in for the worst, after Mom. He said if
she was so bright, why didn’t she have friends? God, it was
awful for her. And me, he told me, if nothing else, I could
probably earn enough on my back, fucking one boy after another
to keep the rest fed.”

“You have to consider the source,” I told her, trying to do
anything to make her feel better. “Be judgmental about sources,
too.” I tried to smile.

She sighed, shook her head. “I did want you, you know.
Like I've wanted other boys before you.”

“And I wanted you,” I told her, “Like I’'ve wanted other
girls before. Still do want you.”

She looked at me, searching my face. “Mom said she was
confused? Me too.”

“Shannon, next week, for a week, I have to go to LA on a
family trip. I wish, right now, it wasn’t so. The world is
confused for me too, just not confused in the same way as

yours."”

“My father accused me of being ready to spread my legs for
any boy that walked past me.”

I shook my head. “That’s not true.”

She met my eyes. “Maybe. I don’t know any more. I know I
want you so bad, I can taste it.”

“And if I was someone like Roger or Keith or Sam about now,



I'd grab you and do it,” I told her. “Except I’'m not those
people, I'm me, Tom Ferguson.”

She put her hand on the front of my slacks. “You’'re hard,”
Shannon murmured.

“I never said I was perfect,” I told her. *“That part of me
has its own agenda.” I tapped my forehead. *“However this part
of me is in control, and this part of me,” I tapped my heart,
“tells my brain that now’s not a good time.”

She shivered, looked at me. “God, I want to feel a hard
cock inside me, right now! God I want to be fucked! God, it
would be such a bad idea!” She moved her hand from my slacks,

stroked my cheek. “Good night, Tom.”

“Good night, Shannon.” She started forward, like she was
going to kiss me. I looked at her steadily, and she giggled.

“Yeah, probably couldn’t stop if I started. I want to see
you again.”

“And I want to see you.”

“And my mom?”

“And Mary, yes.”

She sighed, smiled, turned and went through the door.

I walked back to my car, drove the five minutes home, I
walked upstairs, saw Jenny was snuggled up in my bed. I smiled
at her, undressed and crawled in next to her. She opened one

eye, smiled at me.

“Elizabeth says hello,” I told Jenny, and she smiled so
pretty. “I told her hello from you, too.”

“Joanna and your dad went to Kim’s tonight.” I nodded, and
then Jenny added, “Your mom helped me get to sleep.”

I hugged her, and she smiled at me. “Did you have a good
time?”

I sighed, “Yes and no. Not at all what I expected.”



“Hug me, Tom.” I hugged her again, and she was asleep
again. I kissed her forehead, fell asleep myself.

I'd never dreamed about any of the girls in my life, at
least not this week. What did I need wet dreams for when the
waking versions were so much better?

I knew I was dreaming. Marsha walked up to me, put her arm
around me and hugged me, then kissed me hard. *“Love you, Tom.”
Then JR did the same thing. Penny, Kim, Mom. Jenny did it,
then Mary and Shannon. Mom waved a few feet away, and I looked
where she'd pointed. Aunt Shirley, and a black woman I barely
recognized; I’'d seen her once, two or three years ago. A group
of shadowy faces, the others Dad had talked about this morning.
As many as there were around me already. I blinked, startled by
the number.

Mom smiled at me, touched my face. “So Tom? Who's first?”

I looked around, mentally gulped. How many times can you
say ‘too much of a good thing’, real fast?

Then Mom kissed me hard, then Marsha, then Kim and Penny,
Jenny smiled shyly at me, blew me a kiss, eyes sparkling.

Shannon kissed me, felt my boner, and grinned. “Never forget
me.” I shook my head, mystified.
Then looked at Mary. I walked to her, held her. *“You’'re

first in my heart. Now, always.”

She shook her head. “You have a year and a bit of high
school left; then college. Maybe grad school. Anything else,
and you're cheating yourself. I couldn’t let that happen, Tom.
Wouldn’t. How would we live? My income as a waitress? A check
out clerk at the store? Do you know how many years in jail I’d
get if I moved in with you? Or you with me? You’re half my
age, Tom."”

“Mary, you and me. Not only you and me, but me and you.
Always. I don’t want to get married just yet, and there might
be a little surprise if we did. But, I promise you, you will
always be in my heart. Always.”

“I don’'t accept charity, Tom.”

“And what did you accept from your husband all these



years?”
“Too much, I think. Too much. Now I have nothing.”

“Mary, you’re wrong. You are wealthy beyond imagination,
it’'s your husband who is poverty stricken. You have people who
love you. Unless he has that, what could he possibly have
that’s worth more?”

It was a dream; I knew it was a dream. My mind made the
mental leap; something Dad had mentioned a year or so ago when
he was talking to me about my personal finances. Yes, Mary, I
do have a little surprise for you. Just a little. And it’s
true, you have much more than you think.

Sunday, March 24, 2002

I woke up, then went downstairs to the family room; dug out
a newspaper, and went through the want ads. I knew enough about
Phoenix to know which were good neighborhoods; I wrote down a
list of twenty apartment rents, for three bedroom apartments. I
added them up, came up with an average rent of $975 a month.
Doable, I thought.

I went in the kitchen, found the little ledger book Mom
kept of the household expenses. I’'d been curious a few times,
looked at it, but it hadn’t interested me, and I didn’'t pay it
much attention. Now I did. Four people, we averaged around
five hundred dollars a month for food, probably going to go up
now that Jenny was here. About fifty a month each for clothes;
Mom and JR liked to dress up, now and then. So did Dad; not me.
So, a little more than a hundred dollars a month per person for
food, fifty dollars for clothes, maybe a bit less. Two hundred
for utilities, for everyone.

Maybe two thousand a month, for everything, for three
people. Twenty four thousand dollars a year, after taxes. I
smiled at myself, grinning foolishly. There was a question I’'d
wished I'd asked at the time, but I hadn’t known then what I
figured now. I sat staring at the numbers for quite a while.

A little after seven, I was still sitting there thinking,
when Dad and JR returned from Kim’s. JR hugged me, yawned and

headed up to her room.

“Up early,” Dad said. *“That doesn’t bode well for your



dinner date last night.”
“Feel up to a walk?” I asked, and he laughed.

“You rather mixed the metaphors there,” he told me, but
nodded. “I’ve got another golf game this afternoon, a warm up
would be nice.”

I led the way, setting a very brisk pace, at least as fast
as he’d set yesterday. Mary and her family lived about three
miles away; I walked steadily, silently.

We were almost there when Dad spoke. “Yesterday, we walked
about four miles. I hope you noticed that when we got done, we
were home.”

“I noticed. Not today,” I told him. *“I think I need to do
this more often.”

“Even at your age, it wouldn’t hurt,” he told me.

I stopped in front of Mary’s place. “You told me last year
what Grandfather’s plan was for us, JR and me.”

“Yes. Craig’s administering everything, but it’s his
father’s plan he’s working from. The old man never forgave your
mom for getting pregnant. Still, it’s better to skip a
generation in leaving inheritances; you save a lot on taxes.”

“So, twice a year Craig puts money into your investment
portfolios, you and JR. Into his own.

“T never liked the old man, but I’'d never wish Alzheimer’s
on anyone."”

“So, the contributions are about a half million each, each
time. Craig could easily do a lot more, but there are tax
reasons on both sides why this is the best for now.”

“And you’re in charge of investing it for JR and me?”

He nodded. “I supervise Craig, anyway.” He looked
curiously at me, standing in the early morning sun.

“You told me, you believe in diversification,” I said.



“That’s correct. Stocks, bonds, real estate. Even some
gold in a vault in LA.”

I pointed to the house. “What do you think that house is
worth?”

He looked around, spent a second thinking. “Probably two-
forty, two-fifty. Nice house, nice neighborhood, but not new.”

“I want to buy it,” I said flat out. “Or at least make an
offer.”

He looked at the house, then back at me. “I don’t see a
for sale sign. Why this house? What’s wrong with ours?”

“Nothing’s wrong with ours, nothing at all.” I nodded at
the house. “Shannon Leary lives there, her mom and sister.”

“The girl and her family you went to have dinner with last
night?” I nodded. “And you want to buy their house? Then
what? Turn them out on the street?”

I nearly lost my temper; that hit me hard and low, it was
all I could do not to say something stupid. Instead I clenched
my jaw shut, willing myself to stand still, not say anything.

“Just stepped in it big time, didn’t I?” Dad said,
embarrassed. “Tom, we all say things from time to time that
hurt people or piss them off; the least you could do is tell me
where I stepped in it, so I can miss the mess next time.”

“Yesterday, Shannon’s father left them. Cleaned out their
bank account except for a few dollars and left. Walked away
from his family. Mary Leary got pregnant with Shannon when she
was thirteen, carried the baby to term; dropped out of high
school, eventually got a GED. But she’s never worked a day in
her life.”

I saw gray bleak wilderness behind his eyes. *“God, Tom!
I'm sorry! I didn’t mean to imply you’'re like that... even if I

did say it. I really am sorry.

“There are some despicable scum in the world, Tom. Pond
scum, so low there are no good words to describe them.”

“He said hateful, hurtful things to Mary, Shannon, and her



sister Elizabeth. Nasty, hateful things.” Dad nodded, looking
at the house. “One thing Mary said to me, last night. He told
her he was leaving her the house and the payments, her car and
the payments. I think he meant that she couldn’t make them,
that she was going to lose them.”

“Sounds like.”

“Mary could sell the house.”

Dad blinked, realizing now where I’'d been coming from.

“I bet with an offer to buy, the bank wouldn’t foreclose;
it would give her time to find a job, figure out something. I
don’t know how much she owes on the house, but if she did sell

it, Mary would have money in the bank, a cushion, enough to live
on for a few years,” I continued the thought.

He looked at me for a long stretch. “I was thinking, you
must like this girl Shannon quite a lot. Yet, you keep talking
about Mary.” I met his eyes; I wasn’'t going to say anything,

but it wasn’t something he was going to have to think very hard
about.

“Would you talk to Mary?” I asked softly. “We don’t have
to tell her about trust funds, and the like, at least not now.”

“You didn’t mention to her that you are a filthy
capitalist, worth millions, and going to be worth tens of

millions?”

“No. I have a feeling if I did that, she’d never talk to
me again.”

“Or you’d never be rid of her, ever,” he said evenly.
This time I kept my temper. “Mom’s not like that, you're
not like that. Neither is JR. Uncle Craig and Aunt Shirley

aren’t like that. Kim’s not like that, nor is Penny.”

He held up his hand in self-defense. *“Okay, okay, okay!
I'll talk to her, okay?”

“Okay,” I said, and we both laughed.

Then I went up to the door and rang the bell. It was Mary



who answered, obviously tired, obviously having spent a great
deal of time since I’'d last seen her, crying.

“Dad, this is Mary McDowell, formerly Leary. Mary, this is
my dad, Dave Ferguson.”

Mary nodded, looked at her wristwatch. “It’s early, I
know,” I told her. *“Please, could we come in and talk to you?”

“About what, Tom?” Mary asked, on the edge between hostile
and curious.

“You, Shannon and Elizabeth. The future.” She was
hesitating, and I said simply. “Please.”

Dad spoke softly, “Tom told me a little about what
happened. I'm an engineer, but I have some background in law
and financial matters. He thinks I can help.” He looked at me
fondly, “I don’'t know if I can, but won’t know until I try.
Please.”

She looked at him, then at me. “Last night, Tom and I,”
Dad shook his head, but she went on, “were together. Sexually.”

“If you don’t have a problem with it, and Tom doesn’t have
a problem with it, then I don’'t have a problem with it. Neither
will my wife.”

“My daughter had a cow,” Mary said bluntly. *“Yet, Tom
talked to her last night; right now she’s hoping he comes over
later today. Of course,” Mary’s face sparkled with inner
laughter, her smile was the most beautiful work of art in all
creation. “Shannon was assuming it would be when she was
awake.”

Mary stepped back from the door, “Sure, come in. I don’t
think there’s anything you can do to help, unless you’ve got a
job I can do. A job for someone with zero skills and zero
experience."”

“We’ll get to that,” Dad said as we came in. *“Tom’s
description of the events tells me that you are in immediate
financial trouble.”

“Bill left me a hundred dollars; I think that was a math
error on his part, he was always overdrawing our checking



account.”

“How long have you lived here? Tom says the house has a
mortgage, that you’re not renting.”

“We moved here right after Shannon was born, the down
payment was a wedding present from Bill and my parents. They
co-signed the loan, too. In 1998, my parents died within a few
months of each other. We refinanced then, got a lower payment,
lower interest, and didn’t have any cosigners.”

“Twenty or thirty year mortgage?” My dad asked.

"Ten; but it’s moot. I can’t make the payments, even if
it’'s got less than six years to go.”

“Is the mortgage current, ie, are you in arrears in the
payments?”

Mary shook her head, “I don’t know.”

“Could you get the papers, and check please?” Dad said to
her.

A moment later she was back, crying. “All the bills for
the last two months! He put them in a drawer instead of paying
them! Oh my God!”

I went to her, put my arm around her, hugged. Shannon
appeared, wearing a long nightgown, Elizabeth was just behind
her in jeans and a t-shirt.

“Why’s Mom crying?” Shannon asked me belligerently. “What
are you doing here? Who’s he?” She gestured at my dad.

“Tom’s dad,” Elizabeth answered. “You can see it in their
faces.”

“Shannon, this is my dad, Dave Ferguson. Dad, Shannon and
Elizabeth.”

Mary pulled herself together in the few seconds the
introductions took. “Shannon, Bill didn’t pay the bills for the

last couple of months.”

“Ms. McDowell,” Dad said.



The girls all looked at their mother, Shannon laughed.
“I'm going to have to get used to that myself, aren’'t I?”

“It’s up to you,” Mary told her. *“You too, Elizabeth.”
She looked at Dad. *“Sorry, I’'ll call you Dave if you’ll call me
Mary."”

“Mary, I know things, right this second, don’t appear to be
very good."”

“I've got seventy odd dollars to my name, hundreds, perhaps
a thousand dollars worth of bills past due, more coming due --
and no income. Not very good is a not very good way to describe
it.”

“And things really aren’t very good; but while your options
are limited, they aren’t non-existent.

“First, your husband. What did he take when he left?”

“He just walked out, I didn’t have any idea, any idea at
all that he was unhappy or about to do it. Now, his closet is
empty, his personal effects are gone. He must have gotten up
early to get some of it, moved other things Friday night when I
went out shopping and the girls were out. Everything else, the
TV, the radio, that sort of thing, he left behind.”

“Did he say where he was going?”

She shook her head. “No. He said I'd never find him, and
if T did, I'd have to take him to court to get another penny out
of him.”

“Legally, you have been abandoned; that’s a crime, but not
a serious one and they don’t really enforce it,” Dad told her.
“As soon as we leave, call the police and tell them your husband
is missing; explain that he took his things, the same things
you’'ve told me. Get the report on file; you’ll need that later.

“There are any number of groups, women’s groups that will
help you with some of the legal affairs, if that’s what you

want. Or, I have a personal attorney, you could see him.”

“I have no money.”



Shannon broke in; “Yeah, money. He took it all. Including
what we’'d saved for college, for Elizabeth and me.”

“Eighty thousand dollars,” Mary said.

Dad blinked. “That is simple theft; they do take that
seriously and they do prosecute.”

He went on, “The lack of money is why I suggested the
women’s groups first. Tom said you are unlikely to accept
charity; I don’'t really believe that that sort of thing is
charity, but I understand your hesitation. No, for legal
advice, I don’t have a problem with it. Beyond that? We'll
cross that bridge when it happens.

“Your husband is a man of plots and designs. I suspect
he's very weak on execution,” Dad went on.

Mary looked at Dad in surprise.

“He's made a very serious mistake here, one that you are
perfectly free to capitalize on.” Dad waved around us. “This
house. You have perhaps two hundred thousand dollars equity in
it. While in the great scheme of things, not a huge amount of
money, it would be enough to give you a considerable cushion,
were you to sell the house.”

“Bill’s name is on it.”

Dad smiled, but it was the smile of a cat, spotting a
mouse. “You said your husband told you it was yours?” Mary
nodded, *“Well, then it’s yours. Proving it, of course, will be
a little more of a chore, but trust me, a lending institution,
faced with a foreclosure, has ways to get around that. The
court will help too. You can go to court, get a judgment
against your husband, and the court will take the money from
your husband’s share of the proceeds from the sale of the house
for child support and alimony, restitution for thieving your
daughters’ college money. Even male judges, hearing about a
woman abandoned as you have been, will be generous, quite
generous, in their terms. You’d be foolish not to find the most
rabid feminist judge on the family court bench.”

“You can pick judges?” Mary asked, confused.

“To an extent,” Dad said, “To an extent. Further, if your



home is in escrow, you can stay until the escrow closes; you can
write all sorts of things into escrows. Like paying back
mortgage payments, this that or the other bill; the buyer
doesn’t have to be privy to those arrangements, usually isn’t,
in fact. You can take out a bridge loan from a bank, secured
against the sale price, for living expenses for you and your
daughters until the sale is complete.”

“To be honest, I look around this house and see too many
things that remind me of my husband; I wouldn’t mind leaving. I
have no idea why he did this, none at all.”

Dad looked at Shannon and Elizabeth. “I’'d never have asked
this, but for some recent experience of my own, with someone
near and dear to my family. But do either of you have any idea
why your father did this?”

Now it was my turn to be surprised. Dad thought Shannon’s
dad might be like Sam Reese? That was a terrible, terrible
thing!

They both shook their heads. I searched Shannon’s face; I
didn’t see anything other than the truth. I couldn’t read a
thing at all from Elizabeth.

There was a moment of silence, and then Mary looked at me,
then back at Dad. “You're saying this wouldn’t be a good time
to throw myself and my daughters off a cliff in despair?”

“That’s what I'm saying.” Dad nodded to me. “You have Tom
to thank for the idea, but I’'d like to think, that if I’'d
learned of the circumstances another way, I’'d have done the same
thing.”

“So we have some time to think, we have a way out, by
selling the house? It might take a while, but we won’t end up
bag ladies, walking the streets?”

“Yep,” I volunteered. Mary looked at me, her eyes gray and
somber. I much preferred them to sparkle, but then, that was
what this was about, putting the sparkle back for a long time to
come.

“It’'s a little hard to say no, not to this,” she said.
“I'd do anything, anything at all, to protect my daughters.”



“Even to getting a job?” my dad asked gently.

“Staying home was something I did at first because I loved
my babies with all my heart; I wanted the best for them. Then
it simply got easier and easier to do, as time went on. Too
easy; I was too vulnerable. I need a job, yes.”

“Tom said you dropped out of high school.”

Mary met his eyes. *“Yes, when I was pregnant with Shannon;
looking back even a few years later I knew I'd messed up. When
I was pregnant with Elizabeth, I took my GED, passed it.”

“Can you type, use an adding machine?” Dad continued, *“Do
you have a computer?”

“Shannon and Elizabeth share a computer, I’'ve done a few
things on it. I write letters, mostly. I can type, a little.
I know how to work an adding machine, but I’'m not practiced. I
can work a calculator. Bill said I could get a job as a
waitress or bag boy.”

Dad shook his head. “He didn’t use physical punches, your
husband, I’'ll give him that. But his words were meant in the
same way as a punch; he was out to hurt you as badly as he
could. Going to work in a restaurant would be a bad choice;
there is virtually no future in it, and the money will be good
enough at first to seem a godsend.”

“And this is bad?” Mary asked.
“If you want to live in a small apartment for the rest of
your life, if you want that life for your daughters, it would be

fine.”

“And what else am I equipped to do?” Mary said, her eyes
flashing.

“You have a brain. You have quite adequate verbal skills.
How much pride do you have?”

She shook her head. *“Right now, I’ve started to think
humble.”

“That’1ll do until you start to hold your head up high
again. Would you be willing to work in an office? Doing



routine office work?”
“As long as it pays minimum wage, yes.”

Dad grinned. *“We have a terrible time with that, actually.
You get ten dollars an hour now to start at some of the fast
food places, like McDonald’s and Burger King. So, we pay about
$9.50 an hour to start. Ninety days later, you’d have health
insurance.”

Mary blinked, opened her mouth and then closed it again.
“I don’'t know if we’'re still covered on Bill’'s company policy.”

Dad smiled slightly. *“After you file the police report,
make sure you write down the report number. Call his employer
tomorrow and see if he’s there. If he is, call that information
in to the police; don’t try to go see him or talk to him. Most
likely not; I suspect he’s quit.” Mary nodded.

“And,” Dad went on, “in the off chance he should call, ask
him to call back in a minute. Get anyone, anyone at all, even a
neighbor, Tom or I, anyone, to come and listen. Try to get him
to repeat the offer to give you the house in front of a witness.
Then, don’t chortle if he does. 1If, perchance, he should show
up here, don’t let him in; call the police.”

Mary shook her head, “You think he’s pretty dumb, don’t
you?"”

“Pretty much,” Dad said.

“It’s amazing,” Mary said, looking at me. “I hear Tom’s
voice in yours, his ways of thinking. Except, now I know it’s
the other way around, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

“And if my wife Ellen was here, you’d realize we’ve both
learned a lot from her, too,” Dad added.

“I guess thanks doesn’t even begin to cover it, does it?”

Dad shook his head. “Thanks is enough, as much as I’'1ll
ever ask. Tom’s his own man.”

I blushed, when Mary looked at me.



“Tom.” It was Elizabeth and I turned to her. “Thank you.”
She met my eyes. “I wasn’t sure about you, I thought I was, but
I wasn’'t sure.” Her voice was whisper soft, but clear. *“Now I
know why Jennifer sleeps with you.”

There was a moment of silence and I mentally cursed the
rest of my family, who just talked entirely too much about these
things.

Elizabeth waved her hand at me in the silence. “Jennifer
is gay, she used to hate men. Tom, she says, is a man, a real
man, not like the others she’s known in her life. With him, she
says, she is safe, protected, and comfortable.

“I saw Tom stand up to Roger and his friends, the other
night at school. All by himself; Tom’s friends came a second
later, but at first it was just Tom. By himself, against three
of them. Jennifer says she can sleep with Tom, knowing that he
will be there to protect her, keep her safe.

“And Tom doesn’t mind that she doesn’t want to have sex
with him or any boy. She just wants him there, to know that the
demons of the night have to stay away. And that’s what he does;
just that.” She was crying, I saw. *“And now he’s here, helping
us. Thank you, Tom.”

My dad spoke softly too. “When Jennifer came to us, the
first night she cuddled with my wife. Tried to sleep; couldn’t.
She trembled and shook, all night long. She would wake and
start, looking around for her brother; sure he was hiding some
place close. We didn’t know about him then, thought it was
something else. The next night she spent with Tom, the nights
since. Tom is, she says, the only person she feels truly safe
with, because all he wants from her, is her happiness and for
her to be safe.”

“That’s all any of us want,” Mary said. *“It’s proving much
harder than I thought.”

“It’s worth the struggle,” Dad told her.

“Yes,” Mary replied, “it's worth the struggle:
particularly when you have people who are willing to help.”

“It makes it easier,” I said, feeling relief. Jenny wasn’t



likely to have talked to Elizabeth about her fantasies. My
life, I thought, is too complicated. I really, really didn’'t
need any more women in my life. I really, really would rather
spend the weekend with Mary, than a week with my Aunt Shirley,
Uncle Craig and a cornucopia of convivial concubines.

Dad went over the high points again, gave Mary our phone
number, address, the name of someone to see at his office.

Then Mary asked if I could come back later. I knew she and
Shannon had been trading glances, I wasn’t sure what that was
about, but I agreed to come over in the afternoon.

We walked back home, going slower; it was half past ten
when we got back. “A father has an easy time, being proud of
his son,” Dad said after we'd been walking for a ways. *“I’'ve
always been proud of you, Tom; but never more than right now.”
He waved behind us. “That was a kind, wonderful, decent thing
to do. Mary didn’t say much, but it was pretty obvious he
attacked her as a woman.”
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“There’s nothing like a sixteen year old to buck up a
woman’s spirits,” he said with a smile.

“That’s pretty much what Mom and Kim said too.” I was a
little smug.

“Don’t get cocky, boy! You're doing fine being yourself;
get smug and you won’'t be able to keep your eye on the ball.
Lose track of this ball, and it could have serious consequences
for all sorts of people.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Like I said before, I'm jealous. Kim brings home a stray
kitten; Leslie brings them home and now you. Three at once!
Awesome!"”

“It’'s not something I set out to do.”

“T know.”

We went inside and everyone was sitting in the family room,
reading. Dad explained where we’d been, what we’d done, leaving



out a lot of the unnecessary details, like telling everyone I’'d
slept with Mary.

Afterwards, I got a big hug from Mom, JR and Jenny, before
going up to my room to see if I could catch up on a little
sleep. After a bit, JR and Jenny both joined me, cuddling up to

me. It was much easier this time to sleep; and I did just that.

Much later, Mom shook my by the shoulder. #“Phone, Tom. A
girl.”

She handed me the portable, and I said hello.
“Tom, this is Sue Ellen.”

I blinked in astonishment, never ever had I imagined Sue
Ellen calling me. I'd been expecting Mary or Shannon.

“Good afternoon, Sue Ellen,” I said, almost gargling in
disbelief. I saw JR sit up, perk up. Down girl!

“Could I come over and talk to you?” she asked.

“Half an hour?” I said, not knowing what else to do. I
knew Tony’s birthday was in August, Sue Ellen wasn’t likely to
be planning a surprise party!

“Sure. Thanks, Tom, I appreciate this.”

“Sue Ellen, Tony'’s girl friend, wants to come by and talk,”
I told Mom when I hung up.

“Your dad and I were thinking about going over to Baskin-
Robbins for some ice cream, after you got up. Now, it’s getting

late, I don’'t want to spoil appetites for dinner.”

“I don’t know how long Sue Ellen wants to talk; why don’t
you go without me, and if it’s not long, I’'ll join you.”

Mom nodded and I went and got a shower, was downstairs when
Sue Ellen came to the door.

“Could we walk?” she asked, her voice pitched a little low.

Not low enough, I thought, for my dad not to overhear, and
give me a sardonic grin. Well, I was the one who’d said I



should do more walking.

“Sure.” I went out, and we walked much slower than I did
with Dad.

“Tony's really fucked up,” she said after a second.
“Roger?” I asked, curious and concerned.

“No."

“You and JR?” I asked nervously, but she laughed.

“Tony has his own little escapades, I have mine. Someday,
I'll tell you about life as a cheerleader and why I quit.”

“Not for me!” I said with a laugh, “How is Tony messed up?”

“The coach called him this morning; Tony tested positive
for steroids. They’re going to suspend him from the team.”

“That’s not good.” Tony doing drugs? Almost, but not
quite, unbelievable.

She made a little gesture of dismissal; “It’s just bull
shit, like who’s playing football in March?” That was true!
“He can reapply in three months, get right back on. It’s all
fixed; they do it all the time.

“No, Tony'’s father flipped out. His dad wants to kick Tony
out; that, at the least, he’s going to be grounded. No football
next year, no Sue Ellen this year. No kid of his, he told Tony,
is going to be a druggie.”

“Then my old man got into it with his old man; told him
Tony could move in with me, might as well, since he and I have

been doing it since forever.” She shook her head in amazement.
“Would you believe Tony's goofball dad never even noticed we
were going steady? I was just the ‘tramp next door.’ My dad

punched out Tony’s dad, who said he was going to get his gun.
We all beat a hasty retreat, then he came banging on our front
door.

“The cops came, and busted Tony'’s dad.” Sue Ellen sighed,
“What a bunch of fuck ups!”



“Who?” I asked innocently.

“Tony, for not handling his dad better, his dad for being
such a moron, my dad for being a fuck up who thinks he can solve
any problem with a good swift punch in the face, me for living
with these jerk balls. Everyone. Jeez! This is going to be
like the Capulets and the McCoys.”

I didn’'t think that was right, but didn’t have the courage
to correct her right then, either.

“I'm not sure what I can do to help,” I said carefully.

“Help? God, we're beyond help! I just wanted to come over
and talk to someone whose head I didn’t want to rip off.
Someone who will nod, say meaningless bull shit trying to make
me feel better.”

I laughed, and she looked at me. “What’s funny?”

“Tom Ferguson giving advice; pretty soon, I’'ll be able to
take over for Dear Abbie.”

“Better not be Dear Blabbie,” she said with a growl.

“Sue Ellen, when have I ever talked to you about anything
before? Have you ever heard Tony talk about my blabbermouth?”
I shook my head. “My lips, Sue Ellen, are sealed.” I zipped my
lip, figuratively speaking.

“Janey Sussman told me once, the best lovers are the shy,
quiet ones, who think a lot about it, before they do it for the
first time. Guys like Tony, she told me, never learn any
technique; it’s ‘let’s get it on, baby!’ and roll around
grunting and moaning. Not that I don’t like that, mind you, but
it’s getting kinda old.” She looked at me. “Bet you’d be even
better than Joanna, in bed.”

“Ah, I've got enough complications, just now,” I told her.

“What, Marsha, Tony’s queer cousin? Shannon ‘Hi, let’s
fuck!’ Leary? And Shannon’s mother? That last, by the way,
was cool. Marsha was cool too. She still had a big shit-eating
grin on her face when she got back from Sedona. Like Janey
said, you shy guys spend a whole lot more time thinking about
what you’re going to do in one month, than guys like Tony will



spend in their entire lives.”

“Really, I mean it,” I said, which brought a gale of
laughter.

“Tell me true, you never looked at these and wondered what
it would be like?” She gestured at her breasts; easily an order
of magnitude larger than Marsha’s.

“I looked at them, then considered Tony and decided how
much better life is, my head screwed on where it should be,
rather than unscrewed and shoved up my ass.” Why was it, I
wondered, that I could cuss when I was with Tony and Sue Ellen,
and I couldn’'t at any other time?

Sue Ellen smiled. *“I guess.” She waved around us. “It
would really gross people out, you and I, doing it here in the
middle of the sidewalk.”

“Not going to happen,” I told her.

Sue Ellen laughed again, “Sure, Tom. Sure.” She flounced
her breasts. “You’re not watching now, right?”

“Sue Ellen, I'm a guy. I have hormones. You're a girl;
that gets the hormones going.” I glanced at her breasts; no
doubt about it, they got the hormones flowing in buckets!

She grinned sardonically, but I shook my head. “You're
right, I’'ve spent a lot of time thinking about it. More so than
you think, particularly in the last few days.”

We took a few more steps, and then we stopped because Sue
Ellen reached out and took my arm, tugged on it. “Tom.” I

looked at her. “You’'re really a decent guy, aren’t you?”

“I try to be,” I told her.

“Tony would never believe I offered and you declined.” She
laughed. “You know what, Tom?” I hadn’t a clue, and shook my
head. “Tony’s wrong; always has been. You too, in your own

way. Girls like me, we know what we want, we’re willing to pay
the price. We look at guys like you, and secretly wish it was
guys like you who wanted us, instead of guys like Tony. Only
thing we understand, I think, is lust. Ours and theirs.” She
looked at me. “You know what I mean, don’t you?”



I nodded. It wasn’'t as though I didn’t understand about
lust.

“I could strip naked, jump your bones; and if you didn’t
feel like it, it wouldn’t happen, right?”

I nodded and she went on. “And doing that, that wouldn't
get you interested, would it?”

“Sue Ellen, you’'re a beautiful girl. I've looked, believe
me, I've looked.”

She smiled at me, laughed. *“Looked and did nothing. How
do you spell ‘resistible’, Tom?”

I blushed and she shook her head. “It’s nice, really. I'm
not really your type, and I know it. I’'m not your sister’s,
either. Do you know why I quit being a cheerleader?”

I shook my head.

“We had this big party, when I was a freshman. Those of us
trying out for the squad. Everyone had to go down on their
sponsors; suck their whatever, mostly pussies. Gross, eh?” I
shook my head and Sue Ellen grinned.

“Then, we drew names out of a jar, which of the returning
football players we were to give blow jobs to. At the time, it
made no sense to me; queer girls sucking dick. Stupid.”

“Tony was really happy when Suzy Jones did him; said he
didn’t care at all that I sucked Doug Marshall off. He didn’'t
understand why I didn’t like it. But you know, don’t you?”

I nodded, and Sue Ellen jerked her chin in agreement.
“Yeah. You know. Joanna knew, too. That’s how she got inside
my guard.” Sue Ellen sighed. “I told myself that I’d never do
it again with a girl; God, guys do it so good!”

“Joanna came from the side, appealing to my lesser drives;
convinced me that what others think isn’t important.” She shook
her head, “Imagine that, someone my age, seduced by a thirteen
year old!”

“My experience isn’t all that vast,” I told her, “but it



tells me that you don’t get seduced unless you want to.”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, you start out not
sure, wanting to be careful. Then you find out more and more
about what it’s like, and have second thoughts. Lots of girls
have gotten messed up over the years by those second thoughts.

I made a vow right after I realized I wanted to do it with Tony.
I might have second thoughts the morning after; I might have
regrets, but wasn’t going to have big regrets. I make my
choices, and I am going to live with them.” She waved at me.
“Which is why I think I'm glad you said no just now.”

“Thanks for nothing, Sue Ellen,” I said with a laugh.

She glanced around, “This really wouldn’t be a good place
to get it on. Everyone'’'s over at the jail, trying to get Tony'’s
dad released. Want to come over for a while?”

“I thought you were glad I said no?”

“I am; like I said, this isn’t a good place. The way I
feel right now, if you said yes, I’'d jump your bones right
here.”

I glanced at her, focusing on her breasts. God, Tom!
You’'re crazy! All that shit you’ve been spewing to Mary and
Shannon about love -- and here you are, seriously considering
going with Sue Ellen just for the hell of it!

Sue Ellen saw where I was looking, pulled her shoulders
back a bit, sticking her chest out. “A quickie, maybe?” Her
voice was soft.

I stood mesmerized, my cock rock solid. Sure Tom, make her
day! Say yes! Make Mary'’s day, say no! As I watched, I saw
Sue Ellen’s nipples poke up, visible even through her sports bra
and t-shirt.

“Why don’'t we go back to my house,” I said, knowing I was
temporizing, knowing what I wanted to do when we got there.

We walked a little faster; I was hoping it would take the
edge off my horniness; it seemed to work the opposite way. Sure

enough, my parent’s car was gdgone.

“Come,” I told Sue Ellen, and went around to the back, to



the patio. Ours was screened in, maybe ten degrees or more
cooler than outside. Sue Ellen didn’t say a thing, just lifted
her t-shirt over her head, then a second later, pulled her
sports bra off the same way, spilling out her breasts.

I'd seen a few porno pictures of girls with big chests, but
I'd never seen so much bosom, personally, in my life. Marsha's
breasts had been two grapefruits; Sue Ellen’s were more like
large eggplants, oval rather than round, nipples that were
larger than I’'d seen yet. She pressed her hands under them,
lifted them up.

“You'’ve wanted to see these for years, haven’t you?” she
said with a giggle.

“Sometimes,” I said, admiring the view. Not really my cup
of tea, not really. But this wasn’t tea, and I leaned closer,
running my hands over her nipples, chaffing them. Sue Ellen’s
nipples were already erect, they got more so.

“Oh yeah!” Sue Ellen breathed sibilantly as I brought her
points up to a sharper peak, “Oh yeah! Use your tongue, Tom!"”
I did as requested, leaning down and kissing her nipples.

It was, part of me was thinking, silly and stupid. A big
pair of tits; the common wisdom was right: more than a mouthful
is wasted. On the other hand, I wasn’t able to break the lip
lock I had on one of her nipples, sucking on it, laving it with
my tongue.

“Yeah, that’s it! Go, go, go, Tom!” she whispered to me as
I worked. I went, that’s for sure, crazy. I used my tongue on
one of those whopper mammaries, my hand on the other. Sue Ellen
got more and more excited, and so did I.

After a second, she pushed me away, grinning. “You do that
like a girl,” she said, giggling. She worked on unsnapping my
jeans, pushing them and my shorts down at once, rubbing my butt
as she did.

“Can’t take much of that, or I really will be like Joanna
and her friends.” She pushed me back on a couch, and pushed her
own shorts off, revealing the weirdest patch of pussy hair I'd
ever seen or imagined. It was a single vertical stripe about an
inch wide, from between her legs and running up a couple of
inches towards her belly button.



She straddled me, guiding me into her. “Tony hates having
me on top,” she murmured. “I love it!” She started bouncing up
and down on me; I started pushing deep into her. Sue Ellen
reached up, started squeezing her own breasts; I reached down,
started thumbing her clit. She started really going, that set
me to going; it was incredible sex. Sue Ellen started gasping,
panting, but didn’t change the pace, if anything went faster.

I went faster as well. Eventually, she gave a little

shriek, and I felt her pussy clamp down on my erection. *“Oh
Tom! That was so good!” I kept going, hardly slowing. She
looked at me, grinned, “This is even better!” For another few

minutes I kept surging into her, lifting her up, keeping
pressure on her clit as best I could. This time her shriek was
louder, and I pressed hard, shooting into her.

“Oh baby!” Sue Ellen said, leaning down and kissing me for
a quick second. “Janey was right! Oh, have I ever been barking
up the wrong tree! Football players think size is the only
important thing!” She giggled, “I'm here to tell you, it ain’t

sol”

With that, she pulled off, standing up next to the couch.
I was surprised to see her start dressing. I stood and did the
same thing; neither of us speaking. She finished, and turned to
me, grinning. “If I was to kiss you,” she told me, “I’'d end up
tearing off your clothes again. A girl could get addicted to
you.” She touched my cheek. *“Neither one of us wants that, I
bet.”

“Probably not a good idea,” I agreed.

She smiled at me. “Our secret?” I nodded. She looked at
me, smiled. *“And no second thoughts, no regrets.” The last was
a command. “I’'m not going to have them, you won’'t either. I

don’t know who your girlfriend is, or even if you have one.
This was just sex between two horny friends, ok?”

She’s trying to convince herself, as much as me, I
realized. *“Nice sex!” I agreed.

“And who knows what the future might bring?” Sue Ellen
giggled. “I might get horny again some day. Like tomorrow!” I
walked with her around the house; she got in her car and drove
away .



I went inside, sat down in the family room, staring at the
wall. You despicable son of a bitch, Tom Ferguson! You just
diddled your best friend’s girl! Instead of going over to Mary
and Shannon’s, where you were hoping to score with both of them!
You have a serious problem, Tom! You spout a line of love bull
shit a mile deep; yet you just fucked someone for no better
reason than to do it!

Was there something wrong with me? Was I an insatiable
satyr, who’'s only thought was to get a girl on her back, her
legs spread? Or on top of me, behind her... whatever worked? I
snorted in derision; I was still hard. I knew that if any of
the women I'd made love to walked through the front door, I’'d
want to do it with them!

Did I mean any of the things I’'d told Mary and Shannon?
Did I really, truly, believe them?

I shook my head; at the time I thought so. Sitting here,
looking at the wall, the faint smell of Sue Ellen lingering on
me -- I wasn’t sure. What in the hell was I supposed to do? I
couldn’'t go through life making love to most of the women and
girls I met; if I thought life was complicated now, do that and
it would spiral out of control and I’'d crash and burn.

I heard the car pull up, then another. 0dd, I thought.
Probably Kim and Penny. A second later Dad came through the
door, saw me. “You’ll never guess who we ran into at the ice
cream parlor!” I shook my head, but coming through the door was
the rest of my family, plus Mary, Shannon and Elizabeth.

“I decided we’'d had too down a weekend,” Mary said, seeing
me. “Either we’re sunk like a stone dropped into the ocean, or
it’s not as bad as it seems.” She nodded to me, then Dad.
“Thanks to you, I hope it’s not as bad as it seems.”

“We invited them over for dinner,” Mom said.

“I brought you a chocolate malt,” JR told me, handing me a
bag.

“Gosh, thanks JR!” I glanced at the clock on the wall; not
much after four. We didn’t usually eat until six or so on
Sunday.



“Parcheesi!” Dad said, “We’'re going to play Parcheesi!”

Mom looked at him and grinned. JR ran off to get the
board, and we found that it wasn’t designed for eight people.
Dad asked JR to bring the Monopoly game, and we used hotels and
houses for extra pieces.

It was a hoot; with so many people, it was hard not to get
picked off. Jenny was lucky; one of her pieces missed all the
bullets, made it towards home. Elizabeth got one through; the
rest of us kept bumping each other. Then Jenny got another
piece through, and JR and Elizabeth raced neck and neck, finally
after more than an hour, the game was done. Jenny, Elizabeth,
JR, Mary, Mom, Shannon, Dad and last but not least, me.

We sat at the table afterwards; Mom and Mary talking about
the best mulch for roses, Jenny and Elizabeth talking with JR
about school.

Mom and Mary got up, went in the kitchen, brought back more
drinks for everyone, chips and dip as well. The conversations
continued, people swapping in and out of groups.

Mary looked at Mom and Dad. “Yesterday was the worst day
of my life.” She smiled at me, and then looked back at Mom.
“Then Tom came and brightened it for all of us, particularly me.
This morning, he and Dave showed up early with advice; offers of
help and assistance. Now this, here.” She shook her head.
“Yesterday I thought about killing myself,” she said softly.
“Today I want to live forever.”

“Tom is a very special person, Mary,” Mom spoke with quiet
pride. “He's brightened my days too. Not just today, but many
others.”

Mary looked at Mom; it sure looked and sounded to me like
Mom was telling her we’d been together.

JR spoke up, “We’'re going up to my room. I want to show
Elizabeth my CD’s.” Mom nodded, and the three younger girls
vanished upstairs. Dad caught my eye, and looked at Shannon.
Was I supposed to vanish with Shannon?

I stood up, and asked Shannon if she’d like to see the
family room. We went in and sat down on the couch, talking for
a few minutes. After a minute, she reached out and took my



hand. “You know what my mom and I were going to do, when you
came over today?” I shook my head.

“We were going to be naked together in bed. We both want
you. Any way we can get you.”

I smiled and decided to pull her leg. *“That would have
been a bad idea.” She looked at me, surprised. “I’'d have stood
there, unable to make up my mind. Probably never could.”

She lightly punched me on my arm, shaking her head. *“No
silly, it was my turn!” I looked into her eyes and put my arms
around her waist, pulling her lightly to me.

“I really do care about you,” I told her.

She nodded, “You said that. You also said you liked Mom
more."”

I could only nod. *“You’'re right about that.”

Shannon spoke quietly, “Yesterday, I cared. Today it
doesn’t seem important.”

I kissed her, gently at first, and she kissed back. We’d
gotten to the point of trading tongues when Jenny and Elizabeth
came through on their way upstairs.

“I'm going to show Elizabeth my room,” Jenny told me, her
eyes bright. I hid a grin; nothing wrong with dreams, you never
know if one will come true.

Shannon'’s eyes followed them as they went up the steps.
“They’'re gonna do it,” Shannon said, her own eyes bright.

“Possibly. Jenny is still wound pretty tight,” I told her,
and it was true. Jenny would never press someone; I was as sure
about that as I was about the sunrise tomorrow.

I was aware then, that the house had gotten awfully quiet;
all sounds of conversation had vanished. Was everyone preparing
to get a little afternoon loving in? I blinked in surprise.

Who was Mary with? Hardly seemed likely to be JR, so Mom or
Dad? I thought back to the afternoon; Mom and Mary had been
talking all afternoon; Dad only a little.



I realized Shannon had come close, was now standing inches
away. “Do you want to show me your room?” Her voice was soft,
her eyes more like her mother’s than I remembered, gray and
sparkling. I nodded, reached out and took her hand and led her
up the steps.

Jenny'’s door was open, and when I passed she was sitting on
her bed, facing Elizabeth, the two talking animatedly, hands
waving for emphasis. I opened my door, and Shannon went ahead,
I closed it behind us; although the temptation was there to
leave it open. I pulled Shannon close to me, kissed her gently,
my arms going around her waist, pulling her towards me as I’'d
done down in the family room.

Shannon looked at me, then started to talk, “When I was in
eighth grade, I met Scott, my first boyfriend. He was a
freshman then. A month of eighth grade, all summer, all of my
freshman year. We went from handholding in the spring, to
kissing, to everything, by Christmas. The next summer, his
parents moved to Chicago; since Scott left, he’s neither called
or written. Not once.”

I sighed, and she went on. *“I liked the sex, don’t get me
wrong. After Scott moved, I met Josh; he was a junior to my
sophomore. In the summer after my sophomore year, we had a
fight. He wanted me to go down on him four, five times a day.
I didn't.

“Last fall I met Roger, we dated three times in two weeks;
I did it with him on the second date. After that, he thought he
owned me. He tried to tell me what clothes he wanted me to

wear, who I could see and talk to...” Shannon shook her head in
anger. “That lasted just a couple of days before I told him to
get lost.” She grinned, knowing I would laugh, and I did.

“Except, Roger is a turd. He started spreading the word
around school that I was an easy fuck; guys started calling up,
sometimes half a dozen a night. Mom said about the only way I
was going to get my reputation back was not to accept any dates.
You were the first in four months; I said yes on impulse after
you stood up to Roger.”

“Sue Ellen has heard the stories about you,” I told her
softly. “I should have told her they weren’t true.”

Shannon smiled, shook her head. “They must be true, or I



wouldn’t be about to go to bed with a boy I have been on exactly
two dates with. Just like Roger.”

“Not at all like Roger,” I told her.

She looked at me. “True, Roger didn’t do it with Mom
first. Or sleep with another girl at night.”

“Shannon, I do want you,” I told her, waving her down on
the bed. She sat down and started undoing her blouse. I
reached out and held her fingers for a second, shaking my head.
“Right now, I think we should talk.”

She reached out, undid my jeans. “Tom, I realized
something about myself last night. I have urges too, just like
you. And when they get to a certain point, I want it every bit
as much as any boy. And the truth is also, that if you like the
person you’'re doing it with, that makes it ten thousand times
better.

“I want this, you want this. I don’t think talking is
going to change things, except make me even more frustrated.”
She reached out, took hold of my zipper, pulled it down. *“I’1ll
do this for you, if you want.”

I contemplated that not so long ago, I’'d been buried up to
the hilt in Sue Ellen’s pussy, and I'd not had a chance to
shower; I smiled and shook my head. “How many of your
boyfriends did it for you?” I gestured between her legs.

Shannon giggled. “None, I'm not sure I want to. Reminds
me too much of Joanna and her friends.”

“It’s just another way of making love; kind of like
masturbation to the max.”

“I do that,” Shannon murmured. “Sometimes, in the last few
months, I think it’s the only thing that kept me from going
nuts.”

Now I reached up and started on her blouse, then Shannon
reached behind her back to pop her bra, and I slid that off as
well. Then I undid her jeans, pushing them down, and she
stepped out of her panties. I pulled her to me, me still fully
dressed except for one unzipped zipper, and I kissed her hard,
using my tongue for several minutes. Then I sat down on the



bed, positioning Shannon to sit on my face.

I started kissing her inner thighs, using my tongue
occasionally to trace wet trails along her leg, each stroke
getting closer to her pussy. It was no longer a surprise to me
that Shannon’s pussy anatomy was different than any other girl
that I’'d been with; a long thin clit that protruded, easily
reachable. And unlike most of the other girls I’'d done this
with, she didn’t rub her own breasts; so since I didn’t need to
hold her pussy lips apart to get at her clit, I rubbed her
breasts too.

And, unlike some of my partners, most of them, Shannon was
silent as I worked; no helpful hints, no words of encouragement.
After several minutes of serious sucking on her clit, a lot of
breast rubbing, she gave a little grunt; I decided that was
encouragement enough, and I started my tongue inside her. After
a moment, Shannon shivered, and a sibilant ‘Ahhhh!’ escaped her
lips.

For the first time, Shannon began to move on her own,
moving her hips side to side, as if unsure how to make it
better, but wanting to. I put my hands on her bottom, pulled
her more tightly to my mouth, burying my tongue deep inside her.
After a couple of seconds, Shannon moaned, then a moment later
did it again. I redoubled my tongue movements, running my hands
over her bottom, until suddenly Shannon turned to stone; her
body rigid.

“Oh, Tom!” Shannon said a second later, her voice
quivering. “Oh, my God!” She shook for a second, then
whispered, “God, I have no right to ask you... but, God! Do it
again! Please!”

I giggled, blowing lightly on her pussy as I did. *“This
isn’t the problem for me that you think it is!” I told her,
going back to what I had been doing. This time I reached up and
took her hands, led them to her own breasts, then spread her
pussy lips with my fingers, so I could reach even deeper still.
Every few seconds her breath would catch; not loud, but enough
to tell me that she was more excited than before. I pulled hard
now on her butt, driving my tongue deep, deep inside of her, my
nose pressing hard against her clit. Shannon shivered, moaned
and in mid cry, the moan cut off, and instead, she sat trembling
on top of me.



“Lay down on top of me,” I asked softly, and Shannon slid
down, cuddling into the crook of my arm, instead of lying on top
of me as I'd hoped. Well, still not that far, I thought. I'll
get there eventually.

“I think I figured something out about you,” I said with a
smile.

Shannon looked at me, her eyes misty. “Oh yeah! God, Tom!
That was...” She shook her head, “awesome!”

“You're too afraid of making noise,” I told her, lightly
kissing her nose. *“You hold back, reluctant to really get with
it.”

“Oh, I was with it!” Shannon said, a small giggle.

I nodded, and then mildly contradicted her. “But not as
much as you could be. Don’t be afraid to make noise,” I told
her. “No one else in this house is going to notice or care.
Sweet Shannon, relax and enjoy it.”

I pulled off my shirt and jeans, then when I was ready to
lay down again, Shannon had her legs spread. I really wanted
her on top of me, so I laid down next to her and then lightly
pushed and pulled her to get her in the position I wanted.

“Me on top?” Shannon murmured, and I nodded. *“I've never
done it like that.”

“This weekend has been a lesson for all of us,” I told her,
“some things good, some bad, some worse. Relax, enjoy, and if
you want to make a little noise, do it!” I starting moving
against her, even though I wasn’t inside of her, just rubbing my
erection on the outside of her pussy.

At first, I wasn’t sure if it was doing anything for
Shannon, even if it was doing something for me. Then I heard
Shannon go, “Oh.” Then a moment later, “Oh, oh, oh!” I pressed
against her harder; she pressed her hips down harder.

“#0Qh! Oh! Oh!” The sounds she made were coming more and more
quickly. Then she gave a startled, “Oh? Oooh? Oooooh?” A
soft shriek, and she pressed her hips down heavily on my
midsection, “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” It wasn’t so much loud, as simply
unforced, unhindered.



After a second, she looked down at me. “My God! 1I’ve come
three times and you’re not even in me yet!” She lifted up her
midsection, fumbled for a second with my erection, then I slid
inside her.

“Sit up,” I said softly, as she started to make love to me,
as if she was me, still lying down. I saw the look of question
in her face, but she did as I asked, and I used one hand to rub
her clit, while the other worked on one of her breasts, then
after second, I switched breasts. She started moving
frantically, and I promptly popped out; it took a second to get
back where I'd been, and she was growing more and more frantic.

I left off my delicious tittilations and clitilations, and
put my hands on her hips, holding her solidly to me as we made
wild love; as different from any girl as I’'d experienced before.
Shannon was noisier now, but I really wasn’t listening, more
intent on making my own sounds. Then I spent myself into her,
and again she turned rigid as stone, clamping, it seemed, every
muscle in her body into a single unit. I’'d thought myself spent
before; found there was still some left.

Shannon collapsed atop me, and I wrapped my arms around
her, more sure than ever that of all the women in my life,
Shannon and Mary were the most special.

I heard a sound, and I looked past Shannon, and saw Jenny
and Elizabeth standing in the open door to my room; Jenny had a
hand on Elizabeth’s shoulder, it looked more like someone
restraining someone else, rather than a friendly gesture. Jenny
tugged again, and they vanished.

In the mean time, Shannon looked at me, her face glowing.
“Tom..."” She shook her head, wiggled her hips. *“You're still
hard!”

I giggled. “I might be hard, but I'm not hardly ready yet
to do that again!”

Shannon kissed me hard, her tongue going nearly down my
throat. “I love you, Tom Ferguson.” I ran my hand down over

her back, winding up familiarly on her bottom.

“And I love you, Shannon,” she smiled, kissed me again.



“I don’'t care how many I have to share you with,” she went
on. “This was...” She shook her head, “God, Tom I never knew
what it was like to be made love to like this.”

For a long time, we lay there like that, my hand resting
lightly on her bottom; she laying on top of me. My fingers
started to wander, eventually, lightly down the crease of her
buttocks; Shannon moved atop of me.

“Tom, dear,” Mom’s voice was understated from the hallway.
“You left your door open.” I grimaced; no, actually, I hadn’'t.

“Sorry,” I murmured.
“If I'm not interrupting too much, could I come in?”

“Sure.” Mom, my erection is buried deep inside Shannon,
what could you possibly be interrupting?

She came in, and I was surprised to see she was nude.
Shannon looked at her and blinked in surprise as well; more so
when it was Shannon that Mom spoke to.

“A second ago, I asked Elizabeth if she’'d mind if, for a
while, the rest of us went around undressed. She didn’t have
to, you don’t have to. 1In fact, we’ve never done anything like

this before.” A smile flitted across Mom’s face. *“We're not
all sex fiends, running around nude so we can drop everything
and make love again, it’s...” She shook her head. “Some people

think being undressed is the same as being helpless,
defenseless. I think it simply means you'’re free to be your
inner self. Or so I tell myself.

“If it’'s going to bother you, we won’t. And you don’t have
to participate, although you should get better at closing doors,

if you don’t like others to see you undressed.”

Shannon looked at the door, at Mom. *“Tom closed it when we
came in. I saw him.”

“I imagine,” I said quietly, “Elizabeth was a little
embarrassed, even before she saw you,” I told my mom.

Shannon rounded on me. “My sister was peeking at us?”

Elizabeth appeared at Mom’s side, with Jenny just behind



her. Both were undressed. “I’'m sorry, Shannon. I thought he
was hurting you; Jennifer said you weren’t in that kind of pain,
but I wanted to be sure, anyway.” Her expression was one I
couldn’t place. “I was wrong, Shannon, I'm sorry.”

Shannon giggled then. “Do you know how often it is
Elizabeth is wrong about anything? And when she is, usually she
gets all huffy and says it was someone else’s fault.” Shannon
smiled at her sister. “So, yeah, I don’t have a problem running
around starkers, if it can get Elizabeth to do that.”

Elizabeth, blushing before, went into blush overdrive.
Jenny touched her arm, whispered something into her ear.
Elizabeth smiled slightly, nodded.

Shannon surprised me by getting up, leaving my erection
waving at flagpole position. *“I don’'t suppose I could impose
upon you for a shower?” she asked Mom.

Mom smiled and shook her head. “No imposition, Shannon.
Please, you’'re part of the family now. Come, I’'ll show you
where things are.”

They went down the hall, and I saw Elizabeth staring at my
erection in fascination. Jenny noticed and giggled, “Go ahead,
if you want, sure looks like Tom’'s ready!”

Mom’s voice drifted back from down the hall. “Fifteen
minutes and I'm going to start supper! All hands will be on
deck!”

Elizabeth was still blushing, but was still looking. Jenny
looked at me, then grinned. “Close the door, Elizabeth.”
Elizabeth looked at Jenny, but did as she was asked.

Jenny came up close to me, and then looked at Elizabeth.
“Tom is way different than other boys, Elizabeth.” She turned
and kissed me, kissed me as hard as I've been kissed, and I put
my arms around her and kissed her back.

“He can do that, Elizabeth,” Jenny said, waving at my
midsection, *“and even though he really, really, really wants to
make love to me, he won't.”

I wasn't sure if I was comfortable with being held up as a
paragon of virtue, but I tried not to let it show.



Jenny smiled at Elizabeth, stepping back from me. *“And
he’s really nice to talk to, too.”

I smiled at Jenny, shaking my head, laughing. *“Elizabeth,”
I said, looking at her. Small breasted like her mom and sister,
the faintest wisp of red hair between her legs, a visible clit,
like her sister. “Jenny is important to me, so are your mom and
Shannon. So are others. This,” I gestured at my now not-so-
hard member, “only goes where it’s wanted. You don’t want it.”
She nodded, but was still staring, fascinated. “So, please,
trust me. Trust everyone else here; no one wants you to go
someplace you don’'t want to.”

“Even if Mom has been with you? Shannon has been with you?
Others?” Elizabeth asked.

“They chose, I chose. What you choose is your choice. I
think Jenny is maybe pushing a little hard for you to choose.”
I met Jenny’s eyes and she looked down. *“Elizabeth, it has to
be from the heart, from your mind, as well as your hormones.
When you are ready, completely certainly ready, go ahead; but
don’'t let anyone rush you, Elizabeth.” She nodded, and I
reached out and hugged Jenny. *“0Ok?”

Jenny nodded, looking sad. “I'm sorry,” Jenny said in a
small voice.

“Now, let’s go do Mom’s crazy idea,” I said with a laugh.
“Do you know how much fun it’s going to be in a kitchen filled
with hot pots and pans and more than a half dozen people bare
people?”

They both giggled. “You guys go down and get started, I'll
get a quick shower after Shannon’s done.” They turned and went
downstairs; I went to wait outside the bathroom.

It was an interesting meal; it really was a traffic jam in
the kitchen. I got mashed potato duty; scrubbing, then peeling,
then slicing and dicing, boiling, mashing; all of that.

Mom and Mary collaborated on two main dishes, JR was
working on a salad with Jenny’s help; Shannon and Elizabeth were
bubbling some cut corn. We ate nude too, talking and having a
good time; with so many people, with Dad washing dishes, cleanup
was a breeze as well.



“I could get to like this,” Mom said, her eyes on Mary.

Mary blushed, looked at me. *“I’'ve had as much sex in the
last day as I've had in the last year; you folks, all of you...”
Her voice faded away. “I think I’'m going to be able to put Bill

into the dustbin of history with a lot less effort than I
thought.”

“And now,” Dad said with a grin, “I’'m going to turn into an
ogre.” He gestured at JR, Jenny and I. *“There have been all
kinds of distractions this weekend. If one of you has opened a
school book, I’'d be very much surprised.”

Well, there was that.

“So, all good things come to an end, kiddos,” he said,
smiling at us. “I want us all to get dressed, and you munchkins
to get some study time in. Mary and her family need to get
home, have some personal time. I imagine they’ve been a little
distracted themselves.”

There were titters, and Mary nodded. *“I know for a fact
that Shannon hasn’t touched her violin all weekend; I don't
think I’'ve seen Elizabeth with her nose in a book more than two
or three times.” Elizabeth blushed, but Mary went on.

“Words don’t begin to express the gratitude I feel towards
you, all of you. 1In less than two days my world went from
normal to destroyed, then back to hope again, hope for a bright
and possible future for my daughters, for myself.” She smiled
slightly, “Even if it means I have to work. Maybe particularly
if T have to work; I think I was taking life for granted and
that was a prescription for long-term disaster. Sure, Bill
walked out. But what would be different now if he’d been hit by
a truck on the way to work?”

Mom and Dad both nodded. “So, I'm grateful, very grateful
for the help, the advice.” Mary waved at the dining room.
“Dinner, everything.” She smiled at Dad, the sparkly smile that
I loved so much. *“And tomorrow, I will be there, job
application in hand.”

They left; there were hugs and kisses, hugs from Elizabeth
to Jenny, hugs from Shannon to me, hugs from Mary to Mom, Dad
and me. And, at the end, Mary kissed me, and I kissed her and I



seriously wished I could spend the night with her.

Then it was schoolwork, more schoolwork. Finally, it was
time for bed, and the good night kiss; once again it was an all
hands event. Mom hugged and kissed me solidly, held me tightly.
“You’ve done so much,” she murmured, “I'm tempted, sorely
tempted to ask you to spend the night with me.” My eyes
widened, and she giggled. *“Except we’d not sleep, and tomorrow
is work and school. One of these days, I promise.” Then she
was kissing JR, and Dad nodded at me. Then Mom and Jenny, Dad
kissing JR, and Dad’s hug to Jenny.

Then me and JR, and me and Jenny, then JR and Jenny; bed
time. Jenny snuggled up to me, and for a while we kissed,
before she fell asleep; then I followed her into dreamland.

Much later, I awoke to Jenny lying next to me, crying
softly, I reached out and stroked her cheek. “What’s wrong,
Jenny?"”

“Wrong?” she said with a sigh, “Nothing’s wrong. It’'s like
Mary said, my life has gone from as bad as it ever was to as
good as I could ever have hoped. And it was because of you, you
and your family.”

“Jenny, I'd do it for anyone in trouble.”

“I know, you did it for Mary, Elizabeth and Shannon. God,
Tom, you'’ve been so wonderful.”

“And this makes you cry?” I asked gently.
“No, what makes me cry is that today I kissed you, felt you
up. And it was mean, wasn’t it? I wasn’t trying to hurt you,

but I did, didn’'t I?”

“Well, I wasn’'t wildly happy about it,” I told her
truthfully, “but it didn’t hurt a bit.”

“You’ve given me so much, you’ve given others so much...”

“And I got something back from all of you,” I interrupted.
“A lot back.”

“But from me, you get teased. That’s what I was doing
today; I didn’t mean it that way, but that’s what it was. I



kissed you, touched you, trying to get you all hot and bothered,
and then I smiled and said you were too nice to touch me.”

“Jenny,” I started to say, and then I stopped before going
on again. “Jenny, I mean this. I seriously mean it. Your life
has been an unmitigated hell; I can’t even imagine what it must
have been like, I don’t think anyone decent could. So, I might
get all hot and bothered, I might not be the coolest guy in the
world when I kiss you and hug you, watch you walk around nude.
But I can live with that a lot easier than you lived with what
you had to go through. 1It’s not a big deal, Jenny.”

“But it’s wrong,” she said, reaching out and touching my
face. *“You are the one, Tom; not Kim or Penny or Joanna Or your
mom. You were the one who stood up to Sam, who knew about him.
You put your arms around me and promised to keep me safe; oh,
the others did too, but it was you who knew.”

I kissed her lightly on the forehead. *“The other day, I
told you that it was like being sick or having a broken arm.
It’'s going to take a while to heal; may well never be perfect,
because what happened to you was really, really bad. But you
are getting better, and things are better, and you’'re safe.” I
smiled and kissed her forehead again.

“Knowing that, plus the occasional kiss and hug,” I
grinned, “will suffice.”

I paused, “You know, sometimes my mom pisses me off, my

dad... even JR has done it a bunch of times. It happens; I know
I've hurt them or made them mad at me, too. I’'m sorry, and I
know they have been sorry... when it was something we could

help. Sometimes though, it just happens.”

“I went out of my way today, to make it happen,” Jenny
said. “And I'm sorry.”

“Apology accepted,” I told her.

She kissed me, this time on my mouth, and almost at once
Jenny’s tongue came after mine; then I felt her hand cupping my
balls. Considering the content of the last few minutes of
conversation, I was surprised. More surprising still, was when
she wrapped her hand around my suddenly burgeoning length, and
started to pump.



I reached down and put my hand on hers. *“This isn’t
something I want in way of apology,” I told her gently.

“Don’t you want to do it with me?” Jenny asked.

“Sure, Jenny. But it has to be both of us wanting it, not
just me. Doing it because you think you have to... ” I shook
my head, “That’s too much like your brother.” Her hand stopped
moving, and she looked at me.

“I never thought of that.” She closed her eyes for a bit,
then opened them; her hand moved away from me. Suddenly she
hugged me, before kissing me on the cheek. “Thanks, Tom!
You’'re the best!” With that, she rolled away from me, turning
over. She reached up and asked me to take her hand, and when I
did, she pulled it around her, safely removed from her breasts
and pussy.

We both slept.
Monday, March 25, 2002

When I awoke, Jenny was gone. I walked down the hall and
found the bathroom free, so I hopped in the shower. Mom had, I
thought, done something very useful yesterday; it was going to
be very convenient going bare between bedroom and shower rather
than having to be dressed.

I returned to my room, saw Jenny was now in hers. She
smiled when she saw me bare. She was already dressed and was
headed downstairs.

When I got to school, almost at once I ran into Tony. He
didn’t look too down, and I waved to him. He came over and
said, “What a mess. Sue Ellen told me she told you about it.”

I nodded, remembering what else had happened as well. Me
and Sue Ellen, JR and Sue Ellen... *“Your father get home ok?”
asked, interested in changing the subject.

“Oh yeah. But he’s got a court date; lucky for him, he
never actually picked up a gun.” That wasn’'t exactly what I'd
heard from Sue Ellen, but I knew enough not to tell him I’'d
heard different.

“You hear anything about Parker?” he asked, and I shook my



head. “The team has a pool for the first day he comes back to
school. I have next Monday.”

“You're off the football team?”

“Suspended,” Tony said. *“It’s all crap, really crap. Coach
is the one who gives us the shit. 1It’s not something you can go
down to South Phoenix and buy on a street corner, or drop in to
your local pharmacy and plunk down a prescription for. The
worst is, I decided I didn’t want to use it; the stuff makes you
look all weird. Coach told me I had to use it or lose my
position. I told him, so long as I was making catches, running
the ball in... he’d be pretty damn stupid dropping me from the
team. So, I'm suspended until mid-June. Just in time for
football training camp. It’s all bullshit.” He waved towards
school, “I gotta get going, see you later!”

At lunch, Shannon came and sat with me, and we held hands

under the table. Tony and Sue Ellen joined us. *“Parker didn’t
come today,” Tony said smugly. “I'm still on track to win the
pool!”

I explained to Shannon, and she laughed. *“I’'d have bet my

heart! I never want to see him again!”

Just before the bell was going to ring, Tony gestured to
me, and we got up and walked towards the main building. “My old
man had a major cow about Sue Ellen and me. Sue Ellen and I had
been talking anyway about maybe broadening our horizons.” I
looked at him, curious. “So, we're kind of thinking, maybe like
going our own ways for a while.”

“I sorry to hear that,” I told him, speaking neutrally.
And hoping that it wasn’t an idea I’'d help put in Sue Ellen’s
head. Or wherever the idea had gotten put.

“Oh, we’'re still gonna fuck, just not be like, going
steady. At least for a little while.” Tony said. “I wanted to
say that if you wanted to go out with Sue Ellen... I’'d not
freak out or anything.”

“Tony...” I shook my head. “I'm just not a fan of big
hooters, okay? It’s not that I don’t like Sue Ellen as a
person; but jeez, the thought of those bouncing around in the
throes of passion! You're used to getting beaten on the head.
Me, I'd probably get knocked out.”



He guffawed, clapped me on the back. “Oh, they’re big,
sure! But they don’t bounce around that much!” He dwelled
delightedly on the word ‘that.’ Then the bell rang, and we both
headed to our afternoon classes.

After school, Shannon had asked me to meet her, and I did.
“Come over tonight, would you Tom? After dinner?” I nodded,
and she left, saying she was going to meet her mom, and then
they’d go pick up Elizabeth.

I drove to the junior high, picked up JR and Jenny, and we
went back home. There was a car parked in front of our house,
and when I pulled up I saw Ms. Johannsen get out, along with a
man. They walked to meet us before we could get inside.

“Jennifer, we’'d like to talk to you,” the social worker
told her. *“This is Detective Harris.”

She turned to me. “I left messages for your parents; they
haven’t returned them yet. This has come up rather quickly;
ideally, they should be here. Yet, it was you Miss Reese asked
to have by her side Saturday.” She turned back to Jenny. *“Does
that still hold true, Jennifer?”

“Yes, ma'am,” Jennifer said firmly. “I want Tom Ferguson
at my side.”

We went inside, and JR promptly vanished, the detective was
the one who spoke first. “There is no easy way, Miss Reese, to
give someone bad news. I’'m sorry to tell you that your mother
was found this morning by your father; she’s been badly beaten.
And, it turned out, raped as well. She regained consciousness
shortly after noon, and told us that your brother had done it.

“We looked for him at school, but couldn’t find him.”

“TI know I'm not supposed to talk,” I said, watching Jenny
and not the government people, “but Sam is friends with Keith
Driscoll and Roger Parker. He might be with one or both of

them.”

The detective started writing a note. “You know where they
live?2”

I shrugged, “I could find out, quickly enough.” I went to



the phone, called Penny, and she told me Roger'’s address, and
while she didn’t know the street address, knew which house was
Keith’s. I didn’t tell her why I was asking, went back and
relayed the information to the detective. He excused himself to
use the phone himself.

Ms. Johannsen looked steadily at Jenny for a minute; Jenny
looked down and away. *“Tell me, Jennifer, was there another
reason you left home? Besides the differences with your parents
about who you were friends with?”

Jenny looked up at me, and I decided in a flash. *“You
can’'t get Sam in more trouble than he already is, Jenny. And he
could hurt someone else. You have to tell.”

So, when the detective was back, Ms. Johannsen asked the
questions, and Jenny reluctantly answered them. It was painful,
several times Jenny nearly broke down; did when she was talking
about her cat. Ms. Johannsen was patient, polite, and above
all, non-judgmental; the detective even more so.

I saw Mom, standing a few feet away, right after that; her
face pale. I'd been so wrapped up in things, I hadn't heard her
come in. Mom went over and sat down next to Jenny, put her arm
around her.

Mom looked at Ms. Johannsen. “I think Jennifer’s had
enough for right now,” Mom said levelly.

The social worker looked at the detective, who nodded.
“Obviously,” Ms. Johannsen murmured, “this isn’t going to stop
here.”

Mom nodded. “I’'m sure Jennifer will cooperate; but please,
let her set the pace.” Mom looked like she was going to cry.
“This is hard enough to listen to. To have lived it...” She

shook her head, “I have trouble imagining what it would be
like.”

The social worker sighed. *“There are a million more
questions I could ask, I'm afraid the detective or one of his
people are going to ask most of them at some point in time.
Jennifer,” Jennifer looked at the woman. “I know you never
meant to hurt your mother; there is blame enough for all here.
It is important to speak up when wrong is being done, no matter
how painful it might seem to be. But that’s the judgment of



those of us who weren’t there, who didn’t have to endure.”

There was a tone from the policeman’s radio, he got up and
went across the room. When he came back, I wasn’t sure what his
expression was. Not a happy camper, I thought.

“You will read about it in the newspapers,” he said
abruptly, then held out his hand to me. I shook it, mystified.

“Your information led officers to the home of Keith
Driscoll. There, three young men had a fourteen-year-old girl
they’d kidnapped earlier. They'’d beaten and raped her and were
getting ready to kill her.”

The silence in the room was profound, then Jenny was
hugging Mom and crying. I reached out, touched Jenny’s
shoulder.

“Who was the girl?” I asked the policeman, and he shook
his head. “We aren’t going to tell anyone Jennifer Reese’s
name, we aren’'t going to tell this girl’s name either.”

I silently prayed it wasn’t someone I knew; then realized
that was stupid. Someone was hurting, and I wished whoever she
was, that she would recover. And if there was any way I could
help her, I would.

I also needed to talk to Tony; this was almost certainly
going to bring to light the weekend escapade with Roger. Even
if they’d only mentioned Jennifer'’s brother and Keith Driscoll;
Roger just had to be number three. “I need to make a phone
call,” I told them, then walked quickly to the phone.

Tony wasn’t at home, wasn’t at Sue Ellen’s, but she gave me
a number of one of the football team players and he was there.
I explained to Tony what had happened; there was a long silence
when I finished. “He really was a shithead, wasn’t he?” Tony
said levelly. “Stupid bugger didn’t learn a thing.”

“Yeah, but it might look like you guys triggered him to go
off the deep end, Tony. You could be in trouble, big trouble.”

“Well, thanks for the heads up, Tom,” he said, then hung
up. At first, I was a little angry at his abruptness, then I
realized he was at the house of one of the guys who’d left with
him Friday night; odds were, they were going to try to come up



with something of a plan. I silently wished him luck; odds were
that he was going to need it.

Then I called Shannon, made sure she and Elizabeth were
safe; I explained what had happened to her. When I got back to
the living room, Ms. Johannsen and the detective were getting
ready to leave.

“We will talk to Jennifer'’s parents,” Eleanor Johannsen

told us. “It is likely they will want to continue the
arrangements for their daughter; if that were to change...” She
met my eyes, then Mom’s. *“I’'d have to recommend that Jennifer

not be allowed to return home. 1In that event, we would have to
do due diligence, in regards to your suitability as foster
parents, because Jennifer would have to become a ward of the
state. Would you be willing to undertake that process? It is
intrusive, there are a lot of personal questions, visits... some
of them unannounced.”

“Oh,” Mom asked dryly, “like we knew in advance Saturday or
today? It’s not something we would seek out, but if necessary,
will gladly undertake.” They left, leaving us to cuddle Jenny;
JR came down and joined the group hug; when Dad got home, he did
too.

“I'm sorry,” Jenny said at last.

“Don’t ever be,” Dad said, kissing her on the forehead.
“Life isn’t always a smooth, easy ride. For some of us, the
bumps can be particularly nasty. We love you, Jennifer, we do.
The good and the bad. I mean, like Ellen should be fixing
dinner about now, but I don’t really blame her for not getting
right on it.”

He was grinning, so we all laughed. *“I think,” Mom said,
“the budget will survive going out to eat tonight.” She grinned
at us. “Then we can come back and hit the books, right?”

JR and Jenny groaned, I merely shrugged. “I want to go
over to see Shannon later.”

Mom huffed a sigh. *“If we invite them to go with us,
they’1ll be upset.”

“Mary’s going to start Wednesday at the firm,” Dad said.
“Junior assistant clerk or some such. She has the drug test to



pass, but that won’'t be a problem.”

We went to dinner at a seafood place, rather nice. I got
dropped off at Shannon’s; Mary had promised to bring me home
later.

Mary hugged me when I came in, then Shannon; I was a little
surprised when Elizabeth did too. “This is for helping stop
those boys,” Elizabeth said. “Thanks.”

“It’'s been on the news; they didn’t say anything about you
or anything, but that Sam had been arrested; he’s old enough so
that they are going to try him as an adult.” Mary went on.
“It’s lucky Jennifer got out when she did.”

I couldn’t meet her eyes, and Elizabeth gasped, and said,
“Oh no! That’s why she’s gay! How long, Tom?”

I knew they were friends, I knew how much Jenny wanted to
be closer. Would this help or hurt? The truth isn’t always a
good idea, I thought. What was this going to do? “Please,”
Elizabeth repeated.

“Five or six,” I replied.
Mary turned pale. *“Five or six years?”

I shook my head, “Since she was five or six. Call it all
of her life, just about. All that she can remember.” I looked
at them. “I know you all want to give her your sympathy, but
that’s not right. She’s dealing with it; not always well, but
she’s dealing with it. One day at a time.” I grinned, *“And in
her own way. Being gay isn’t the worst of all possible worlds.”

Mary blushed, and I remembered she’d spent yesterday
afternoon with Mom. Elizabeth noticed, and gave one of her rare
smiles, breaking the somber mood.

“Why don’t you two run along. Elizabeth can read; Shannon
you are behind on practice hours,” Mary said to her daughters.

I met Shannon’s eye, and she grinned and then nodded.
Mary tugged me by the hand, led me down a hallway. *“This

is Shannon’s room,” she said, when we were inside, holding
hands. “I'm terrified Bill will change his mind now and come



back.” She sighed.

“I called his work today; they said Friday had been his
last day. Later, I got a call from a woman, she wouldn’t tell
me her name. She said she worked with Bill. Said that he and a
young woman there had been pretty friendly; she thought that
they had been sneaking out at lunch for quickies. The woman
quit at the same time as Bill.”

“That doesn’t much sound like he’ll be back any time soon,”
I told her.

She nodded, “I passed the information on to the police.
The officer was very polite, but said that I couldn’t expect
them to do anything about it.

“Later, I talked to the lawyer Dave sent me to.” She shook
her head, “He said pretty much the same things Dave told me.
That I could hire investigators, or do it myself if I wanted,
but what was I expecting to accomplish? Did I really want him
back?” Mary looked at me.

“God, Tom! What I want is for you to make love to me!
Your mother... Oh my God! Ellen is as wonderful as you! And
when I figured that if you were with Shannon, and Elizabeth was
with Jennifer, where your dad was. And Ellen doesn’t mind! And
a little later, I didn’t mind either.”

Mary giggled like someone her daughters’ ages. “Ellen told
me not to feel guilty about who makes love to who; what's
important is that the people love each other. Not who they are;
not how they’re related. Except, when it comes to babies, and
then it’s a woman'’s job to be careful with her babies.”

She grinned at me suddenly. “I talked with Shannon last
night after we got home. She showed me how to do something.”

She reached down, unzipped my jeans, and then pushed them
down. Then my underpants. She knelt down in front of me,
fisted my erection, and then leaned close to take me in her
mouth. Mary used her tongue to lick up and down my shaft, while
using one hand to hold me in place. It was lovely and
exquisite. Her other hand cupped my ball sack, more exploration
than anything else, before her fingers trailed down my leg. I
nearly shot off; Mary seemed to realize I was close, and she
took more of my erection into her mouth, her tongue dancing on



the head. I did shoot off then.

She stood up, her eyes bright. “In all my years with Bill,
not only did I never do that, or imagine doing that -- I don't
think he ever did either.”

“Imagination is good,” I agreed, starting to unbutton her
blouse. I pulled it out of her slacks, before sliding my hand
inside her soft bra to cup her small breasts and large nipples.
I pushed her bra; it slid easily out of the way.

I leaned down, kissing one of her breasts, sucking on her
nipple. Mary’s fingers ran through my hair, and she groaned

with desire. *“God, Tom! You have no idea how good it is to
have you want me!” She reached down between us, took my now
erect again organ in her hand. “I want this, Tom! I want this

as deep inside me as you can get it!”

I undid her slacks, and she helped me push and pull them
down. She pulled me atop her in the bed, and I pushed inside
her. Mary had been the tightest adult I’'d ever been with, and
this time I was expecting a little trouble; but she was almost
as wet as if I’'d eaten her out. I slid inside and she pulled me
more tightly into her.

I started rubbing and kissing her breasts, while I began to
move into her. She reached down, tugging on my head, and kissed
me, hard and furious. I kissed her back, and for the longest
time we moved together, until I came at last; a moment later
Mary came, while I was still pressing deeply inside her.

We kissed more gently, while I lay lightly stroking her
breasts. Mary’'s eyes regarded me gravely. *“A month ago, I
would have told you love was holding onto my husband, raising my
daughters and being content,” Mary whispered. *“It took my
husband not a quarter hour to prove to me that I had no clue
what love was; that my life was a shell, and I had hardly any
understanding of him at all, even over all those years.

“And as bad as these last few days have been, we’'re
infinitely better off than Jennifer or that girl those boys
attacked.

“And above all, there is you.” She kissed me gently. *“All
of us have you in common, and are better off for it. I still
wonder at times, if you are driven by this,” she lifted her



midsection against me, and I knew what she was talking about.
“Or something more. I think it doesn’t matter, does it?”

“TIt matters to me,” I told her. “It matters to me,” I
repeated.

She smiled and nodded. “It’s hard, right now, not to have
doubts.” I nodded in turn and Mary went on. “And, I think,
when I’'ve worked through everything, the doubts will have turned
to new beliefs, and maybe I'1ll have a firmer grip on my life.
And hopefully Shannon and Elizabeth will have learned something
as well.”

I nodded, and she smiled. *“Time, I think, for us to get on
with the mundane chores of living.” We stood and dressed,
although I was more interested in watching. Mary laughed, and
shook her head. “I love you, Tom Ferguson! I have no idea why,
but I do.”

Before we went back into the main part of the house, she
tugged on my arm. “The girls and I have been spoiled for a long
time. I built my schedule today around the fact I wanted to
take them to school and pick them up. I'm not going to be able
to do that much longer. Adults have to spend more hours at work
than kids do in school. 1I’ll have to be at my desk by 8 am
every morning; I’'m not going to be able to leave until 4:30.

I'm not sure if I'm going to have time to drop them off. I
definitely can’t pick them up.”

“I already bringing JR and Jenny home; Elizabeth and
Shannon won’t be a big deal.”

She smiled. “I feel so guilty, asking for favors like
this.”

“You never have to feel guilty for asking. It’s only a
problem if you start taking favors for granted.”

Mary nodded. I said good night to Shannon with a long
kiss, then surprised her. “See you in the morning, 7:30,” I

said to her.

Shannon looked at me, and I bowed slightly, “Tom Ferguson'’s
limousine service, ma’am.”

Shannon nodded in understanding.



When I got home, Mom and Dad were cuddled on the couch in
the family room, Jenny and JR on the other one.

“Pretty big day, hasn’t it been?” Mom asked as I came in.

I nodded. “Following a big weekend, a long week...” I
shook my head.

“Well, next week is Spring Break, you can rest up in LA,”
she told me.

“Mom, do I have to go?” I asked bluntly.

“Yes,"” she replied equally firmly. “It’s important to more
than just David and me, it’s important to all of us. You don’t
have to sleep with anyone you don’t want to, but you need to
know them better than you do now.”

I sighed, wishing it wasn’t so.

I went up to my room; both JR and Jenny were in it, half
asleep. I told them I had to study, and did for an hour, until
I was nearly falling asleep. I got up, undressed, and hit the
light before joining them. JR was lying closest, so I spooned
up behind her. She reached out, took my hand, and pressed it
against her breast; I don’t know about JR, but I was asleep a
second later.

Tuesday, March 26, 2002

When I awoke, I had a hard on buried in JR’s ass crack; I’'d
have done something about it, except my alarm was already going
off. I reached up, turned it off, and grimaced. Already five
minutes late getting started.

JR moved and lay on top of me, pinning me to the bed, and
started to tickling me. *“JR!” I said, trying hard not to
giggle. “We're already late.”

She rubbed her bare pubes against my boner. #“And I am
dying to have this in me,” she told me. “But Penny'’s period is
done, and I told her, unless someone else drops in after school,
you and she...”

I found I could rub her clit with my rod, and I did;



causing JR to go all dreamy and limp. “Oh... you... rat!” She
gasped until I stopped.

“You're the one teasing me, sauce for goose,” I laughed at
her. She laughed back, and then she and Jenny were off for
their shower. I contemplated what watching that would be like;
my boner went into overdrive.

Mom appeared at the door, while I was like that. She
giggled, and smiled at me. *“The girls left you a bit bothered
this morning?”

“A little,” I shrugged, give me a minute or two in the
shower, I thought, and things will be right as rain.

She smiled slightly, pushed the door closed, walked over to
the bed and sat down next to me. Without a word, she leaned
over, took me in her mouth and started going down on me. I was
wrong about how long it would take; I spurted in much less than
a minute. Mom sat back up, grinning. *“There now, better?”

“Oh yeah!” I eyed the clock, then looked at her, Mom shook
her head and laughed.

“Is there ever enough time?” she said. She leaned down,
kissed me lightly. *“Never, not really.” I cupped one of her
breasts, massaging through blouse and bra; not very satisfactory
for either of us, but God! I was hot and horny!

She smiled at me and shook her head. “Not now, Tom... ”
She kissed me lightly again. “Friday night. You and me. All
night.”

I nodded, wishing it was magically Friday night instead of
Tuesday morning. She left, and I went and showered; picked up
Penny, Shannon and Elizabeth, then dropped off the two younger
girls at the junior high and continued on to school.

At lunch, I was startled when Sue Ellen and a number of
girls came and said they wanted to talk to me, while I was
sitting with Shannon and Tony.

I got up and we walked a few feet away from the tables, out
onto the playground. *“You’re the one who ratted on Keith, Roger
and Sam, yesterday?” That was Janey Sussman, captain of the
cheerleaders.



I couldn’t tell from her tone if she was a happy camper or
not; the words tended to make me think not. “The police asked
me if I knew any of Sam Reese’s friends. I told them their
names and addresses.”

“Sam beat up his mother, raped her,” Sue Ellen said, “They
beat up Keith’'s sister Dawn, the three of them. Broke an arm,
her nose... They really worked her over. They all raped her.
They were debating which of them was going to get to kill her
when the police broke in.”

“Dawn was the girl they took?” I asked, and Janey nodded,

her eyes on me. “The police didn’t say who, just that they had
someone. "
“T talked to Dawn for a little,” Janey said. “She’s my

cousin, so they let us see her. She won’t talk much about what
happened; just that she’s ever so grateful someone came. She
says they were going to kill her, so there’d be no evidence.”

I gagged, suddenly faint. #“Shit.” Could there really be
people that stupid?

Janey looked me up and down. “Dawn’s a freshman, going out
for cheerleader. She and I are friends. Particular friends.
Like I hear your sister has friends.” Her eyes were drilling
into my head. “I hear, you don’t think it’s any of your
business to butt into your sister’s business.”

“Joanna is a big girl; she can make up her own mind who her
friends are, and how close they are,” I told her.

“And it doesn’t bother you, girls doing girls?” Janey
pressed. I glanced at Sue Ellen, kind of wondering why she
hadn’t mentioned that no, it didn’t bother me.

“No, it doesn’t bother me.”

“Get you all hard and horny, thinking about it?”

“Thinking about girls gets me all hard and horny,” I said,
and the gaggle of girls giggled.

“We talked about it,” Janey went on. “You can have one of
us for a little quality time, our way of saying thanks. This is



like totally off the record, doesn’t count, no one will know
what happens. You and her, or him if you’re like that.”

“I'm not like that, nothing like that. I appreciate the
thought, Janey, I do. But I mean, I'm not Roger or Sam or those
other bastards. I didn’t do anything for a reward.” My eyes
lit on one of the girls, Gloria Rodriquez. Her eyes held mine
only for a second, and then she looked away. She sure seemed to
me to be saying, ‘Please don’t pick me.’

What had my dad said to Mary on Sunday?

“Janey.” She looked at me, and I smiled at her. *“Hold out
your hand, Janey.” She blinked, and then raised her arm slowly;
I reached out and shook her hand. “Now, simply say, ‘Thanks,
Tom, '” I told her as she looked at me.

“Thanks, Tom,” she said, her voice uncertain.

“That’s why I did it, Janey. The only reward I want.
Okay?”

Janey nodded, then one of the other girls held out her
hand. “Thanks, Tom. Dawn and my sister are friends.” After
that, one after another shook my hand, until Gloria Rodriquez
and Sue Ellen were left. “Thanks,” Gloria said, and then
smiled. *“Cool.”

Sue Ellen stepped up, grinned at me. *“If you think I'm
just gonna shake your hand,” she said forthrightly, “you’re out
of your fucking mind.” She stepped close, hugged me tight,
grinding those imposing mammaries into my chest for a long few
seconds, before letting go.

“You’'re welcome,” I told her, and everyone cracked up.

“No PDA’s,” a voice interrupted. I looked up and saw Mrs.
Jenkins, the sixty-year old woman I’'d had for English Lit the
year before.

Sue Ellen turned to the old bat and grinned. “That was a
display of personal gratitude. If I was displaying affection,
I'd really have gotten in trouble.” That brought more laughter
from the other girls, and Sue Ellen went on, waving at me. “Tom
Ferguson helped the police rescue Dawn Driscoll from being raped
and murdered yesterday.” With that, Sue Ellen turned and walked



away, followed in quick order by the rest of the cheerleaders.

I glanced at Mrs. Jenkins; decided I was glad I’'d had her
last year, because if I was in her class this year, my grade
would have just gone in the toilet. I nodded to her, and walked
back to Shannon and Tony.

“What was that?” Tony asked.

“The cheerleaders being grateful for my help getting Dawn
free.”

“Shaking hands?” Tony laughed, “Wow! I could have thought
of something better than that!”

“Actually,” I said, not sure why I felt so sure about it,
“they offered me my choice of them. For a little quality time.
I said no.”

I saw Shannon looking at me, and I shrugged. *“It didn’t
seem right.”

Tony shook his head. “Doesn’t seem smart to say no to an
offer like that.”

I looked at him, and reflected on what Sue Ellen had said.
At least once, he’d had an offer like that, one he hadn’t
refused. Yet I had. Weird.

“It wasn’'t hard at all to say no.” I was puzzled, inside.
Why had I said no? I hadn’t even contemplated saying yes. I'd
meant it when I said I didn’t do anything for a reward; at the
time, I didn’'t even know about Dawn, or what they were doing to
her. I wanted the police to find Sam and put him in jail. That
was all. So he couldn’t hurt Jenny or anyone else, ever again.
And I'd almost been too late. But it wasn’t me who rescued her,
it was the police. All I had done was tell them where to look
for Sam.

Shannon put her arm on my shoulder for a moment, and I was
grateful. A lot to think about.

The bell rang, and Shannon zipped off to her next class,
Tony and I walked slowly towards ours. Tony waved at where
Shannon had gone. “Maybe she’s giving you enough, so it doesn’t
matter, eh?” He laughed.



I rounded on him, angrier with him than I could ever
remember being. “Last fall, Shannon dated Roger Parker a couple
of times. Not even three weeks; she decided she didn’t like him
and broke up. All the stories you’ve heard about Shannon
putting out were from Roger. Consider the source, Tony,
consider the source!”

He held up his hands. “Chill!” He looked at me for a
second. “You're different, since you and Marsha. Way
different.”

“You bet,” I told him.

“But you’ve been in Shannon’s pants. I know.”
“No you don't,” I said firmly.

“Look me in the eye and tell me I’'m wrong.”

I looked him in the eye. “Tony, the first time Shannon and
I went out we kissed, I touched her breasts. Second time, I got
a hug and a quick kiss. It wasn’t wham, bamm, let’s fuck!
Okay?”

“Third time lucky, eh?” He saw me start to wind up and he
backed up a step. “I’'m being an asshole, aren’'t I?”

I didn’'t say anything at first, working on holding my
temper in check. “Tony, from last fall until the other night at
the basketball game, Shannon’s been refusing to go out; not that
she doesn’'t get lots of offers, sometimes five or six guys a day
ask her out.”

“Lamers,” Tony said. Abruptly he held out his hand. “I'm
sorry, Tom.”

It was such a microcosmic reversal of the cheerleaders, I
wanted to laugh. I shook his hand.

“Speaking of lamers, we're both late for class,” I told
him, and we grinned and split.

I spent a lot of time during the afternoon staring into
space, until finally, the last bell rang. Instead of seeking
out Shannon and Elizabeth, I headed for the girl’s PE room,



found someone going in and asked if she’d tell Janey I wanted to
talk to her.

After a minute, Janey came out; now dressed in her
cheerleading outfit. Not a bad looker, long slim legs, dark
blonde hair. Breasts probably about Marsha-sized, not the huge
wealth of Sue Ellen. She saw me looking, smiled slightly.
“Change your mind?” she inquired softly.

“Ah, no. Doesn’t mean I'm blind, though,” I told her,
getting a grin back.

“I’'ve been thinking about what you offered at lunch. Not
how you’d expect.” I hurried on, knowing I was going to piss
her off. “I think what you're doing with the cheerleaders is
wrong. Today was wrong. Yeah, you said everyone agreed, but
really? It didn’'t seem that way to me. There were girls there
who agreed because they didn’t expect to be chosen. Didn’t want
to be chosen. They agreed, but it was peer pressure.” That
dark monster our parents and teachers were eternally invoking,
and we never discussed amongst ourselves.

I was right; I could see it in Janey’s eyes.

“And what,” Janey said, her voice tight and angry, *“gives
you the right to tell me that I'm wrong? We're wrong?”

I shook my head. “I gave you my opinion, Janey. I'm
telling you that I, Tom Ferguson, in my opinion, think you
aren’t much better than Sam and Roger and Keith. That you use

coercion to get the others to do what you want.” I held her
eyes. “Including sex.”
She started to turn away, and I called after her. “Tell me

Janey, why did Sue Ellen quit the squad?”

She glanced back at me, but stopped. “Her grades were
hurting. Tony, the squad, school, she was having trouble
keeping up.” She looked at me. *“Her parents would have made

her quit if her grades dropped any more.”

I shook my head. “I’ve never talked about someone’s sex
life before,” I said quietly, “and I'm wrong for doing it now.
Janey, Sue Ellen likes sex, but I don’t think girls are her
first preference.



“But even more than that, Janey, what she really doesn’t
like is sex potluck; with football players or cheerleaders or
whoever, picked at random. She decided to quit because she
didn’t want to do it except with people she knows and likes.
How many others have dropped out or quit because they didn’t
want to do the things you do?” I pressed on, “How many of the
people still on the squad do it because they want to be a
cheerleader, and while they don’t like what they’re made to do,
go along so they can be part of the squad? Doing things they’d
have never done without being forced?”

“What gives you the right to be judgmental? To tell me
what’s right, what’s wrong?” Her face was red, her voice angry.

I shook my head. “I told you my opinion, Janey. Like a
friend would do at Thirty-one Flavors if you were wondering if
you wanted two scoops or three of super duper chocolate on your

ice cream cone. ‘Take two Janey,’ ‘Take three Janey, we can
burn it up at practice.’” I shook my head. *“This is just my
opinion, Janey. That’s all.” I waved towards the parking lot.

“I have to go, you think about it.”

I turned and left, found Shannon waiting impatiently,
Elizabeth patiently waiting; I picked up JR, Jenny and Penny.

We dropped off Shannon and Elizabeth first. I walked
Shannon to the door, and Mary greeted us. *“I start tomorrow,”
Mary told us, grinning. “Thanks for being a chauffeur.”

“No trouble, Mary.”

“I told Ellen we’'d come over tonight for some Scrabble,
after dinner,” Mary went on. I grinned, nodded.

“Kim’'s going to pick up Penny at our place after work.” JR
said before I got the car going. I nodded, remembering I was
scheduled for a little quality time of my own with Penny. We
drove home, JR smiled and led Jenny away towards her room, and
Penny and I went up to mine.

We sat on the bed, talking for a bit, then Penny wanted to
make out, so we did that for a while. It wasn’t really
passionate at first, just soft and gentle; it was nice.

She smiled at me. “I'm sorry I was such a bitch, Friday.”
I shook my head.



“You weren’'t.”

“Yes I was.” She kissed me a little more hotly, “God! I
was so horny I wanted to climb the walls!” The kiss picked up a
little more steam. “What’s the point of having a boyfriend, if

you can’t do it with him?”

I put my tongue in her mouth, and she sucked on it, and
when I started rubbing her breasts through her blouse, she
moaned, and started working the buttons on her blouse. This
was, I learned, not a good use of resources, I spent a few
seconds fumbling with her bra; only to learn that it undid in
front. But then we were both bare, kissing and stroking each
other.

Penny was very much more into touching me than any other
lover I’'d had; her hands ran up and down my back, my sides. She
cupped my balls, stroked my rod, touching everywhere and missing
nothing, while I did the same thing to her. Like so many of the
women I’'d been with, she wanted to be on top; I was getting so I
really liked the position. If I was on top, it was difficult to
reach all of the places I wanted to reach; when the girl was on
top that wasn’t so. Penny, in particular, loved having her clit
rubbed, and the two of us moved together for a long, beautiful
time before I came.

“Oh, how I needed that!” Penny murmured. *“I like Joanna,
Jenny. Your dad is like wow!” She giggled. “I suppose I
shouldn’t compare people.” She looked at me, smiled. “You and

Dave have spoiled me.”

I raised an eyebrow, and Penny went on. *“I thought Roger
was a great lover, but even the first time with you, I knew he
wasn’'t even mediocre. Dave is a lot like you; he makes love to
you, focuses on your pleasure, letting his own come when we're
both ready for it. Roger was fuck, fuck, fuck; get off. ‘Wow
baby, that was good! Really good!’ Even if I hadn’t gotten off
at all.” She kissed me lightly. “You want me to come as much
as you want to.”

I nodded, “I'm figuring it out. When I'm going down on
someone, that’s what I pay attention to; I’'m not counting
minutes and seconds until I can get off. My partner is who I
want to make happy. But when we’'re like this, both of us
together...” I shook my head. “God, that’s good too!”



“But you aren’'t focused on getting off to the exclusion of
the everything else,” Penny said. “It shows.”

“Oh,” I replied, “when someone’s going down on me; trust
me, that’s about all I think about. Actually, about not getting
off in the first few seconds.”

She giggled, and that felt odd, wonderful on one particular
piece of my anatomy. “And you like to lay here, in me,” Penny
said, wiggling atop me. “You have no idea how nice that feels,
warm, loved; knowing that you’re still horny. Me too.”

I glanced at the clock, four twenty-five. Penny saw my
glance, laughed. *“Rules suck.”

“Yeah, but if we didn’t have a time out, this is what we’d
all be doing, all the time. We’'d starve, flunk out of school.”
She got up, and we dressed, kissing once again, before going out
into the family room.

A few minutes later, JR and Jenny appeared, both of them
nude, both with smiles. I laughed, but Penny shook her head.
“I couldn’t begin to concentrate with you two like that. I'd
have one thing, and one thing only on my mind.”

JR walked over to Penny, kissed her hard; I saw JR’s hand
start towards Penny'’s pussy. I cleared my throat loudly, and
saw the movement stop.

“I was performing a service,” JR said, looking at me,
unabashed.

“It shouldn’t be a public service, and we really haven’t
been hitting the books hard enough lately. I, for one, want to
spend some time with Mary and Shannon tonight, with something
other than a school book in my hand.”

“We're all a bunch of sex fiends,” JR said, shaking her

head. “I mean, me and you, me and Jenny, me and Penny, me and
Dad, me and Mom, me and Kim,” JR sighed. “It’s like I can never
get enough.”

“But not now.” I chided gently.

“Spoilsport!” JR said with feeling, but Jenny walked over



and hugged me briefly, keeping her lower body from mine. Then
she vanished, followed a second later by JR. Penny and I got
out books, settled down. JR and Jenny joined us a few minutes
later when they were dressed, and we put in some good study
time.

By six, Mom was home, followed a few minutes later by Kim.
Dad got home just as dinner hit the oven; he motioned us all to
sit together in the family room.

“First, Tom, I’'ve heard some more details about what
happened yesterday, with those boys.”

“At school, I found out it was Dawn Driscoll that they
hurt,” I reported. “The rest of the stuff I don’t think
everyone needs to hear.”

“Well, there was supposed to be an arraignment hearing this
afternoon. The newspapers got hold of it somehow, learned that
the city was requesting a very low bail, a few thousand dollars.
There was a furor about that. Two brutal rapes, one where they
told the girl they were going to finish and kill her -- well,
that small amount of a bail didn’t go over well.

“It didn’'t go over with me, either. I talked to Bill
Carstairs, our attorney; he got right over there, filed an
amicus brief on behalf of Jennifer.”

“What’s that?” Jennifer asked.

“That’s a legal motion, filed by a party interested in a
court case, but not directly involved. You, Jennifer, may in
fact, be involved. That was what the interview the other day
was about; to see if there might be additional charges to file
against any of them. In this case, your brother. You described
some pretty awful things. The police are going to investigate;
if it comes to trial, you’re going to have to testify in court.”

All of us looked distressed. “Bill Carstairs says the odds
are against it. Your brother would have to have a complete
moron for a defense attorney to not plea bargain this.

“At any rate, the arraignment and bail hearing have been
separated; a two minute court appearance, they all pled not
guilty.”



“Not guilty!” JR erupted, “Not guilty! How can they plead
not guilty? The police caught them hurting Dawn!”

Dad shrugged. “It’s all legal stuff. 1It’s a tactic that
lawyers use, not to close out options. Bill Carstairs was quite
adamant about warning us, all of us, that sometimes the results
of the legal process defy rational explanation. Rodney King was
beaten by police, bystanders caught it on film. The police were
acquitted. A drunken man, zonked on drugs who was so scary to
twenty-some odd cops, all armed, that they beat him every time
he moved. 0. J. got off; others have.

“So, while Bill doesn’t think these guys are going to get
off, it’s always a possibility. And, there is a chance that one
or more of them might get out on bail.”

“They should call it the injustice system,” Mom said,
obviously angry herself.

Dad nodded. *“And, as unpleasant as those things are to
think about, please consider us here. Kim, Ellen, Mary and
myself. Frankly, if the police had a tape of who we’ve been
with in the last week, we’d be in jail as well, and the charges
would be similar.”

There was a sudden silence. *“As far as the powers that be
are concerned, there is little difference between Sam or I; Sam
used violence and I didn’t; it was rape, though, in their eyes.

“It is going to be impossible to escape notice in this,” he
went on. “In fact, I'm seriously considering taking all of us
off to California this weekend.” He looked at me.

“What rumors have you heard in school? You, Joanna,
Jennifer, Penny?”

I sighed. “JR and Penny, well known lesbians; although
they had a brief fling with Roger, both of them found him to be
‘inadequate.’” I hung air quotes around the word; no one
laughed. “By association, Jenny as well. The word on Shannon
is that she’'s a slut, putting out for anyone who asks. Boys,
anyway,” I amended. I took a mental deep breath.

“I am reasonably certain that Tony has told others about me
and his cousin; they know about Shannon and I dating.” I
mentally crossed my fingers. “I don’t think Sue Ellen has told



anyone about her and JR; me and Mary or me and her.”

There was a short silence, and then JR giggled. “You and
Sue Ellen?”
I nodded. “I kind of got a hint from Janey Sussman today,

that maybe she knows about Sue Ellen and me; but I don’t think
anybody else knows.”

I met Dad’s eyes. *“So far as I know, that’s it. Nothing
intergenerational.”

Dad nodded. “Anyone else have anything?”

JR nodded. “A couple of girls have made what they think
are hilariously funny remarks about Jennifer, Penny and me.
Nothing about anyone else.”

There were murmurs of agreement from the others.

At that moment, there was a knock on the door; Mom went,
thinking it was Mary and her daughters; instead she was back in
a second. *“TV reporters who want to talk to Tom.”

“When'’s dinner?” Dad asked, and Mom grinned.

“Ten minutes.”

“Cool.” He looked at me. “Given everything, can you deal
with this?”

“Yes,” I told him simply. I was going to tell them to take
a hike and not bother us.

“Ten minutes.”

We went out; a woman with a handheld microphone like you
see on TV was there, along with a young man with a large video
camera on his shoulder.

“Tom Ferguson?” The reporter asked and I nodded. “I’'m
Melinda Carter, KPHO. I was wondering if I could ask you a few
questions. Would you mind if we taped it?”

“I wasn’'t expecting company,” I told her. “And we are
about to sit down to dinner. Just a couple of minutes.” I met



the woman’s eyes. Cute, if a little too much makeup. Down Tom!

She smiled at me, exuding what I thought was supposed to be
charm, but came across as oily unctuousness. In the space of
about ten seconds, mostly by body language, she’d brought about
the desired result; mine not hers. I was no longer even
slightly interested.

“Do you know Sam Reese?”

I shook my head. “I’'ve seen him exactly once, at a dance.
I asked him to leave, he was bothering a friend,” I told her.

“And the friend would be Jennifer Reese?” I nodded.

“Are you aware that there are allegations that he molested
her? As well as raping his own mother?”

“There are allegations that the earth is flat,” I said
quietly, “There is a proper place for listening to those
allegations and for determining their truth. This isn’t the
place.”

She pursed her lips; I noticed that the camera was now on
me, not her. “Do you know Roger Parker? Keith Driscoll?” She
asked, holding the microphone a bit closer to my mouth. I’'d
done something she liked, what? The joke?

“Roger Parker was bothering a girl at school; I didn’t know
her or him. I asked him to stop. Another time, he was with Sam
and Keith. Roger was bothering my sister and a couple of her

friends. I asked him to leave as well.”

“Was there bad blood between you and any of the three?
Driscoll, Parker or Reese?”

“TI didn’t much like them,” I told her, glancing at the
camera.

“Did you ever get into a fight with them?”

I considered that for a moment. *“Roger took a swing at me
once. Missed.”

“And did you?” the reported asked. “Swing? Miss?”



“No swing. We were at school and I didn’t want to get in
trouble. He was sent to the office, I wasn’t.”

“And at the dance? Were you a party to what happened to
him?”

“Roger was a party to what happened to him.” Obviously she
knew what happened, the question now was did she know who?
Someone was certainly going to tell what happened; they might be
willing to lie, but not to the police or standing if front of a
news camera. It was surprisingly intimidating. Not everyone
was going to toss off jokes. “Hitting on girlfriends of the
varsity football squad isn’t very smart. Hitting on the
cheerleaders isn’t much smarter.”

“So it was football players who kidnapped him from the
dance?”

I realized abruptly that I wasn’t paying enough attention
to the local scene, being too intent on explaining history just
so. She might be the one asking questions, but the real
audience was the camera. I looked into it. “I didn’t see Roger
leave. I didn’t see Sam or Keith leave the dance. I did hear
that Roger wasn’t in school, yesterday,” I paused for effect.
“Anything that might have happened, was, at worst, a high school
prank.”

“A prank that might have set off a tragedy a few days
later.”

“I think Sam Reese, Keith Driscoll and Roger Parker are the
people you should ask about what set off a tragedy. Frankly, I
wish they’d never been born. The rest of us live our lives
without rape and murder; we meet people we grow to like, to care
for. We spend time together, we have fun, we live. Those
three... ” I shook my head, “They don’'t have a life.” I
smiled. “At least in my opinion.”

Dad added, “Tom, dinnertime.”

The woman smiled at me, and I smiled back. *“Thank you, Tom
Ferguson.”

I smiled back and stepped back into the house. Dinner was
rather a quieter meal than most, all of us lost in our own
thoughts. Afterwards, Mary, Shannon and Elizabeth came over and



we played Scrabble then Parcheesi; no one, it seemed, felt
sleepy.

Afterwards, we hugged each other and then we spent a while
talking about events, before the three of them left for the
evening. Mom and Dad came by to say good night, the kisses were
shorter, less passionate.

Jenny went to her room to get undressed, then turned off
the light, and came into bed, curling up next to me; for a
change, she was behind me, wrapping her arms around me. *“You’'re
not angry with me, are you Tom?”

“Heaven’s no!” I said, “It’s just that there’s so much to
think about.”

“T know,” she sighed. “Tom?”

I reached up and put my hand on hers, squeezed lightly.
“What, Jenny?”

“Do you want to do it with me?”

I wanted to say no. “Yes,” I said instead. “But not
unless you want to. Really want to.”

“I was thinking, today, that if you and I made love and I
liked it, it would mean that Sam didn’t ruin my life; not any of
it. That I could be a normal person, doing what I want to do,
not something he made me do.”

“You are a normal person, Jenny,” I told her, squeezing her
fingers again.

She gently moved her fingers, slid them down my stomach,
under the waistband of my shorts and gripped my erection. She
began to fist me.

For a few seconds, I felt sad; Jenny did it well, probably
better than any other girl I’'d met. And the reason? More
experience than anyone else. Unwanted experience. Go slow,
Tom! Let her do what she wants! Not that big of a deal,
whether or not you get off!

I remembered Mom’s mouth on my cock this morning. Even as
I thought that, I felt a surge of passion and I shot off in



Jenny'’s hand.

Behind me, Jenny giggled. “Gosh, Tom! You must be really
horny, to shoot so quick!” She started pushing my jockey shorts
down, and I helped as best I could, then she surprised me by
wiping her sticky fingers on them, and then using them to clean
me too.

“Now,” Jenny murmured, “do it to me.”

I rolled over and looked at her, decided that she was
talking about finger fucking, so I slid my hand down to her
pubes, sliding along until I found her entrance; a moist
entrance, I couldn’t help notice. I started working my finger
in and out of her, my thumb rubbing her clit. It didn’t take
much to get Jenny into her ‘Oh! Ah!’ stage; I found my face
just inches from her breasts; in spite of my earlier vow not to
push Jenny, I leaned a bit closer, tongued one of her nipples.
Her arm came up around my head, pulling me more tightly to her,
jamming my mouth against her breast. I licked and sucked with
abandon then, while pistoning my finger into her pussy. She
began to hump her hips against the pressure between her legs.
Jenny let out a low moan, her hand dropping to press mine
tightly into her.

“Tom, oh Tom!” Jenny murmured, “You are so wonderful!” She
moved then, pushing my hand away from her middle. She pushed me
so I was fully on my back, “Everyone says you like the girl on
top, best.”

“Yes,” I murmured. She sat up, swung one leg over me, and
started to press me into her, hard and fast. I reached out,
held her off me.

“No, not like that,” I whispered. I moved her with my
hand, slowly lowering her down towards my blazing erection.
When her pussy was close enough, I started moving my erection
through her pussy lips, lightly stroking her with it, from near
her butt hole to her clit.

“Tom!” She hissed, “Rub my clit like that!” I
concentrated on it, then she put her fingers on my cock, rubbing
it harder against her clit; Jenny let out a series of short,
sharp, ‘Ohs!’ and then came again.

I put my own hand between us, moving my cock head so it



barely penetrated her pussy lips, then slowly penetrated her,
moving a fraction further in, then back until I was out, rubbing
her clit. For the next ten minutes, I slowly, ever so slowly,
inserted my cock into her pussy, a millimeter at a time,
punctuated with clit rubs.

The expression on Jenny'’s face was one of wonder, and when
I was buried completely, pressing deep inside of her she looked
down at me. “It’s never been like this, Tom! Oh thank you!
Thank you!” She giggled, “You can’t imagine how much nicer it
is to be loved, than fucked.”

“I love you, Jenny. Now and always.”

She leaned close, pushing me deeper as she did. Jenny
reached out and stroked my face. *“You’ll always be the first
boy in my heart, Tom! I promise!” I smiled, and she moved on
me, and I moved against her. It took a while, quite a while,
before we were going at it like jackhammers, hips pounding
against each other. But we did, and Jenny came twice, before I
did.

For a long time, we lay together, me buried in her.
Finally Jenny lifted up, grinning. “I heard you like to stay in
a girl.” She paused. *“All night.”

I grinned back. “You guys trade secrets, notes. Not fair,
you know all my secrets.”

“I’'11 tell you a secret, I’'ll tell no one else.” She moved
slightly against me. “Right now I can feel your sperm inside
me, it moves and tickles things.” I wondered what it would feel
like, shook my head, a feminine mystery I’'d never know. “Until
a week ago, I associated that feeling with evil and pain; I
hated it, I hated my life.

“Now, it’s one of the nicest things I’ve felt in a long,
long time. Tom.” She pushed her hips down against me, I pushed
back. She smiled again. *“One of these days, Tom, we’ll both be
older. And on one of those days in a few years, I want you to
get me pregnant. I want to have your baby. And I hope he’s a
boy, so we can teach him the things you’ve taught me.”

I felt a drip of a tear on my chest; I put my arms around
her. “Jenny, when that day comes, I promise to do my best.”



She started giggling, “Thank you, Tom. For making me feel
the way I do, for making love to me... for everything.” This
time when she started to move against me, there was no
uncertainty for either of us. I put my hands on her bottom,
pulling her onto me; it was as if I’'d just entered her. I had a
great deal of difficulty not coming; I wasn’'t able to hold out
for very long at all. We reached happy completion in just about
the shortest time it had ever taken.

“I love making you happy,” Jenny murmured, putting her head
down on my chest.

“I’'ve never been happier,” I told her, stroking her hair.
There was a soft sigh, and I felt her body relax. I stroked her
hair again, then fell asleep myself.

Wednesday, March 27, 2002

I awoke because Jenny was moving on top of me, sitting up
when she saw my eyes open. *“Again!” she said with firm
determination.

So we made love again, this time I rubbed Jenny’s breasts,
and she thumbed her clit; she came twice in five minutes, then I
came again.

Jenny leaned down and kissed me. “This morning, you and I
get to shower together,” she said with a big grin.

It was a pleasant shower; the first I'd ever had with a
girl. She washed me, and I washed her. It was sexy, but not
erotic sexy; for one thing, we had a deadline.

We dried off, and when we were done, went back to our
bedrooms; standing nude in the hall, Jenny leaned up and kissed
me. “Will you be jealous, Tom, if tonight I go with your dad?”

I shook my head; feeling bolder with Jenny than I’'d ever
felt, I ran my hand down her side, along her hip. “You know
where to find me; you know I’1l1l be there whenever you are
ready.”

She smiled prettily, kissed me, and then went into her room
to dress.

It felt good seeing Shannon and Elizabeth when I picked



them up for school; the three younger girls all sat in the back
seat, chattering away, Jenny and JR got out of the Camry, still
talking.

Walking into school, Elizabeth performed her ritual
vanishing act, and Shannon and I walked slowly towards the
building. “Poor Elizabeth is so confused. She likes Jennifer
and Joanna; Joanna'’'s not hit on her like Jennifer has, and
Jennifer only did it the once. Elizabeth says it’s pretty clear
that Jennifer is still interested, and she thinks Joanna is
too.”

“Probably,” I agreed. *“But neither one is going to want to
go any place they aren’t wanted; unless Elizabeth changes her
mind, they won’'t push it.”

Shannon nodded. “I think that’s what’s confusing her. My
problems, and other kids that she’s heard about at school make
her wary, and I think she’s expecting you to make a pass at her,
since you’'re sleeping with Mom and me.”

I shook my head. “Maybe if she crawled into my bed and did
lascivious things to my body,” I said with a laugh.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Shannon laughed too.

“I would.” I was silent for a second, and then I glanced
at her out of the corner of my eye. “Shannon, I know it
probably sounds corny, but from my very first time ever, it was
the girl who wanted it. ©Not that I didn’t want it too, but
until the girl said, ‘Yes.’ nothing happened. You are the
closest I've ever come to trying to seduce a girl who didn’t
want to.”

“Well, you didn’'t seduce a girl who didn’t want to; my
problem is with competition. I’'m still not comfortable with it.
The things you’ve said; they’ve made me think. Made my mom
think; shucks, even Elizabeth is thinking about sex now.” We
laughed, but it was late, and we had to hurry. When it came
time to part, Shannon said softly, *“This afternoon, after
school. You and me,” Shannon murmured. *“Please?”

I nodded and we parted quickly for our classes.

At lunch, my table was crowded; Shannon was there, so were
Sue Ellen and Tony, although they weren’t sitting together.



Janey Sussman was there as well, plus Gloria Rodriquez.

Janey told us that she’d gone to visit Dawn the evening
before, that she was doing fine and would probably be out of the
hospital by the end of the day. *“She has a broken nose and a
broken arm,” Janey told us. “Bunches of cuts and bruises.” She
looked at me.

“I told her what you said about our way of saying thanks.”
Janey’'s eyes flashed, and I could tell everyone at the table
knew what she was talking about. “Dawn says thanks, too. And
she thanks you again, because she would have been pissed if we'’'d
done what we wanted to do.” Janey grinned at me.

I shook my head. “I didn’t even know I was saving anyone,
much less who.”

Janey, I thought to myself, not only would I have done it
for anyone, I did it for anyone; I’'ve never met Dawn Driscoll.

Janey give me the finger. “I know if the cops asked me the
time of day, I’'d tell them wrong,” she said. *“And probably give
them the finger when I did.”

Janey turned to Sue Ellen, “Sue Ellen and I had a long talk
last night. I think I’'m maybe growing up a little.”

Sue Ellen giggled. “I know it’s called intercourse, I
didn’t know it was called talking, too. If it is, I guess we
did talk all night.”

Janey stuck her tongue out at Sue Ellen and everyone
laughed.

I could see a startled look on Tony’s face.

What did you expect, Tony, when you decided to go your
separate ways for a while? You aren’t likely to be celibate;
you must be crazy if you think Sue Ellen is going to be. And
what part had I played in Sue Ellen and Janey getting together?
I'd told Janey yesterday that Sue Ellen preferred guys.
Evidently JR wasn’t the only girl who could seduce Sue Ellen.

Eventually the bell rang, and the rest of the school day
ran its course. We drove to the junior high, picked up the
other two, and I told them that I wanted to study at Shannon’s.



JR and Jenny wanted to go over there too, so we went to
Shannon’s.

Shannon called her mom, and then I called mine. I was a
little surprised again. *“You’'re at Mary’s? Good! Don’'t go
home! The neighbors called earlier, it’s a zoo, reporters
everywhere. You were on the twelve o’clock news.”

I blinked. *“I didn’t think they were going to use it.”
That and I'd prayed they wouldn’t; I’'d said too many things
wrong.

“Welcome to the world of film editing, Tom. They only used
parts of it, with parts of other people talking as well. It
makes you sound like a big hero.”

“I'm not a big hero. I wasn’t any kind of a hero.”

Mom agreed, “I know, but they are making out like you are.
You did the right thing, we all admire that. But they are
blowing it seriously out of shape.”

I nodded like I understood, but I didn’t. *“Stay at Mary's,
we’ll come there tonight after work. Dave convinced Mary that
we can afford to go out to eat, we’ll go home much later,” Mom
told me.

I told the others what was going on, JR and Jenny thought
it was cool that I'd been on TV; I wasn’t so sure. The three
younger girls then went to Elizabeth’s bedroom, leaving Shannon
and I to ourselves. She took my hand and we went to her room
and shut the door.

We stood for a while, kissing each other; the passion of
the kissing slowly rising. I reached down and undid her jeans,
then pushed them down, along with her panties. I gently moved
Shannon back, until she was sitting on the edge of her bed, then
I knelt in front of her and started kissing her inner thighs,
starting halfway to her knees, working my way up one leg, then
down the other.

Shannon undid her blouse, tossed it away, then her bra; by
the time I reached the apex of her legs the second time, she was
rubbing her breasts with both hands. I contemplated her pussy,
and then licked it with my tongue, as if I was eating an ice
cream cone.



She murmured with pleasure, and I focused on her clit,
licking it with my tongue as I'd been doing before. “Oh God,
Tom! You are so different than any other guy I’'ve been with!”
She giggled softly, “Mom says that when girls do it, it’'s all
they do. I can’t hardly imagine what that’s like.”

I licked her clit again, then this time lightly applied
suction to the area. “Mom or JR or Jenny would love showing you
what it’s like,” I told her.

“I still can’'t believe everyone is sleeping with everyone
else,” Shannon whispered. “Except you and Jennifer.”

“Everyone is sleeping with everyone,” I confessed, sure it
was going to hurt. But I wasn’t going to lie.

“You and Jennifer?” Shannon asked, obviously surprised.

I nodded, and spread her pussy lips, and used my tongue to
moisten the entrance to her pussy hole. I felt Shannon quiver;
at first I thought it was excitement, but she whispered, “God!
I can't get the image out of my head! A girl doing to me what
you'’re doing!”

I lightly blew on her pussy hair, Shannon trembled again,
this time I was sure, from excitement. “It would take just a
second, JR would love to do this to you,” I told Shannon,
looking up at her. I saw her pull on her nipples, and then I
felt her tremble again.

“God, am I a pervert?” Shannon asked, talking to herself.
“TI just want sex, sex with whoever.” She looked down at me.
“You’d just get up, go fetch your sister, and then what?
Watch?”

“I've never watched,” I told her, “But yes, if you’d like
it, I know JR would like to kiss you like this.” I put my
tongue more fully into her hole, and Shannon trembled.

“Tom, oh Tom! I’'m so confused!” Shannon said, and then
she giggled. “God, I want to try it!”

There was a quiet knock on the bedroom door, and I blinked;
I'd been a half second from standing up and going to get JR.
“Go away!” Shannon called out, but the knock came again.



“Please, Shannon, I need to talk to Tom,” that was
Elizabeth.

Shannon opened her mouth to say something, and I reached up
and lightly laid my finger on her lips. Shannon blinked,
looking daggers at me now. I got up and went towards the door;
Shannon pulled the covers up on the bed, and crawled under them.
At a guess, Shannon hadn’t liked the weekend nudist binge as
much as Mom thought everyone had.

I went to the door and opened it, just a bit. Elizabeth
looked at me, a pale and drawn expression on her face.
“Jennifer says if I have a problem, I should talk to you. If
anyone can help, you can.”

I nodded, and Elizabeth looked past me, to Shannon. “I'm
so sorry, Shannon.”

Shannon raised her bird finger, and as I had a second
before, I realized that Shannon and her sister were nowhere as
close as JR and I were, even before last week. I wanted to run
back and hug Shannon and tell her T loved her, but I needed to
see what was bothering Elizabeth.

Another epiphany. I was one person; keeping one other
person happy and satisfied was nearly a full time task. How
many women/girls was I dealing with now? Almost ten? How do
you spell prescription for failure?

“Please talk to me,” Elizabeth pleaded.

I consigned myself to the fates, and stepped through the
door, closing it behind me. Why on earth would Shannon give me
the time of day after this? What would happen if I sent JR in
there to cheer her up? I saw JR standing a few feet away in the
living room. I could do that; Shannon had all but said that’s
what she wanted. But the fact was, she hadn’t said it.

“What do you want, Elizabeth?” I asked softly, not really
wanting to think about what would happen if I talked to JR about
Shannon.

“Could we walk? I feel odd, weird, antsy,” she said
softly.



I resisted the temptation to smile. Two walks with my dad,
one with Sue Ellen. Why not another? 0dds were, Elizabeth
wasn’t going to threaten to tear my clothes off and do it there
in the street.

“Sure.” I could see that something was upsetting
Elizabeth; I hoped it wasn’t Jenny.

We went outside, and Elizabeth stood for a second on their
porch, looking around. “I know you’'re going to think I'm
strange, weird,” Elizabeth said, “but I'm not.”

“I don’t think you’re strange or weird,” I told her.

“I've come out this door ever since I can remember when I
was little.” She looked around as if seeing it for the last
time; at that thought, it was me who shivered. *“I can’'t ever
remember feeling like this.” She started walking and I followed
along.

“From when I was little, I knew when Dad was going to come
home. 1I’'d be standing at the door, just before he’d pull up in
the driveway. If he came to my room, I'd be at the door,
waiting for him. I knew. I always knew.”

She turned towards the main street ahead. *“The other day,”
she continued, walking briskly, “you asked us if any of us knew
why Dad left. I didn’t answer because I didn’t know why Dad
left, but yet... ” She shook her head.

“Last year, the phone started ringing off the hook. Boys
calling Shannon, after she’d been out with Roger.”

“She told me about that.”

“She didn’t tell you about Dad, I bet,” Elizabeth said, but
without heat. “He got mad; not just a little mad, but storming,
raging mad. He would yell and scream at the boys, and still the
phone calls came. He changed our phone number and for a few
weeks the calls stopped, then they started up again.

“Shannon had given our phone number to a girl in one of her
classes, they had a project they had to work on together. That

girl gave it to someone else, pretty soon everyone had it again.

“I didn’t know when Dad was coming home any more. It was



like a blank wall where before, there had been something I knew.
It frustrated me; I got angry with Shannon too, it all seemed
like her fault. Mom tried to keep everyone from killing each
other. I love my Mom more than anyone else in the world.” She
stopped talking and looked at me. “Weird, huh?”

“Well, weird in the sense it’s not something I’'ve heard a
real live person talk about; read it sometimes in books,
though.”

She smiled slightly. “This afternoon; it’s like I can feel
something from Dad again. Except,” she frowned, “it doesn’t
make sense.”

She was silent for a few moments; we had reached the main
street, and she turned right on it and we walked along the busy
street. “Now I feel like there’s someplace I have to go,
someplace I have to be. I feel scared, I feel like I'm
constricted; I feel all hot and sweaty, even sitting down at

home, where it’s cool.” She shook her head. “I think I’'m going
crazy.”

“I think maybe you’ve had too much, too fast.” I waved
behind us, towards her house. “I think I’ve done too much, too

fast. I don’t think any of us, particularly me, has thought
enough lately about what we’re doing.”

Elizabeth made a frustrated sound. “I really don’t think
this has anything to do with that. This is about my dad and me.
Dad wasn’t the nicest or easiest person to get along with. He
and Mom had been drifting apart for as long as I can remember.
He and Shannon never liked each other, and after last fall, he
was just plain mean to her; screaming and shouting at her, for
anything wrong, anything at all.

“But he and I...” She shook her head. “I think I was the
only one he liked, and then not a lot. I feel so strange right

now."”

Elizabeth stopped walking, had a very odd expression on her

face. “I'm so scared.” Her voice was low, almost inaudible.
“T want to run, and I can't. Oh God! Oh no! Please, no!
Don’t! Please! 1I'm sorry!” She screamed then, grabbing her

chest with both hands.

The scream was loud enough to hurt my ears; I caught the



motion as she simply crumpled. I tried to catch her, but
Elizabeth went straight down to the sidewalk, moaning. *“Oh God!
It hurts! It hurts! Please God! I don’t want it to hurt! Oh
God! What...”

I was leaning over Elizabeth, heard her breathing catch.
Then her chest stopped moving, her body wilted like I’'d never
seen before except in a cartoon.

I had no idea where they came from, but tears were
streaming down my face, as I leaned over, trying to remember the
CPR lessons from last year. I pressed down on her chest; felt
nothing, no pulse. No lift of her chest. I pressed down,
again, hard. Again. Harder, frantic. I leaned down, breathing
into her. More chest presses; breath, press, breath, press.

The only thing in my universe was Elizabeth, lying there on
the sidewalk. It took one of the firemen physically pulling me
away, before I could stop. Even then, I wanted to go to her.
“You did good, son!” a voice told me. “Now let us take over.
Please, relax. Take a breather.”

I tried to focus, but all I saw was Elizabeth, pale, limp
and unmoving on the sidewalk, a ghastly blue pallor to her skin.
Two men and a woman were attaching things to her, working
swiftly, efficiently. I felt a hand touch my sleeve, and I
turned to look.

My breath was racing, I felt like I'd run a million miles.

An older woman, in her sixties or maybe even older, stood a
few feet away from us, staring at me as if I was a ghost. *“Ten
years ago, I was walking with my husband on the beach,” she told
me. “He died of a heart attack, one second alive; the next...
well, maybe if I’'d known CPR he wouldn’t have died. But he
did.” Her eyes went to Elizabeth. “I saw her, it was just like
Ralph. I called 911.” She leaned close, kissed me on the
cheek.

“I wish you’d have been there, when it happened to my
Ralph. There’s no quit in you, none.”

A policeman came up to me. “Are you her brother?” I shook
my head.

“She lives just down there.” I said pointing; praying that



someone was still dressed to answer the knock on the door. I
saw the woman who’d spoken to me had a cell phone in her hand.

“Please,” I said to her, “let me call her mom, her sister.”

The woman nodded, so did the policeman. I called Dad’s
number; I told him, and he said he’d tell Mary. “What
hospital?” He asked, so I asked it myself.

“St Joe’s.” One of the EMTs told me.

I repeated that, then called Shannon. It took forever for
someone to come to the phone, but finally it was Shannon.
“Shannon, Elizabeth collapsed. They think it’s a heart attack.
Have JR call Mom, she’ll come and get you. They are going to
take her to St. Joseph’s.” I hung up before Shannon had time to
do more than sputter in shock.

I handed the phone back to the woman, and thanked her. She
smiled at me. “What’s your name, young man?”

“Tom Ferguson, ma’am. Thanks for helping, for calling
911.”

She smiled at me. “You don’t have to thank me, Tom
Ferguson.” She waved at Elizabeth, who was no longer blue, but
pink again. They had her on oxygen; I could see Elizabeth'’s
chest rise and fall. When I saw that, I felt like I was
floating. *“She needs to thank you, her parents need to thank
you."”

I nodded, simply mesmerized by the vision of Elizabeth
breathing. I took a deep breath, held it. Swallowed.

I turned to the policeman. *“Can I ride with her to the
hospital?”

“If you were family, no,” one of the firemen standing next
to me said. “If you were the President of the United States --
still wouldn’t happen.” He was different than the others, black
pants, white shirt and tie.

One of the policemen smiled. “I’'m going that way.” There
were chuckles from the assembled emergency workers.

I looked the boss fireman right in the eye. *“Thanks,



thanks for coming, for helping.”

“Our job.” He nodded to Elizabeth, now being loaded on a
flat board, lifted up to a stretcher. “You did your job, too.”
I saw him look at me closer. “Saw you on TV earlier.” The
policeman sharpened his interest in me. “You're having a good
week.”

“TvV?” The policeman asked. The fireman looked at me, saw
I wasn’'t going to speak.

“You remember the dramatic rescue of the rape victim,
Monday?” The fireman asked. The policeman nodded. “That was
this young man.”

I shook my head. “I keep saying it, I didn’t do anything.
I didn’'t even know there was someone in trouble. The detectives
asked me if I knew where they could look for Sam Reese. I gave
him two names and one address. You people,” I gestured at the
policeman, *“did the rescuing, not me.”

The policeman snorted in derision. “Guy, do you know how
many kids your age give us the time of day?” I remembered Janey
Sussman’s comment about giving them the wrong time of day, and
the finger as well.

I shrugged. Was it really that big of a deal? I didn’t do
anything, not really. Tell a policeman where a scum bag like
Sam Reese might be? Oh, like that had taken any thought! Help
Elizabeth when her heart stopped? Like what was I supposed to
do? Stand there? Kiss her goodbye? Not fucking likely! I
lifted my chin. “Do it all again, in a millisecond,” I said
under my breath.

The ambulance doors closed, they edged out into the
traffic. More policemen were there, holding up cars. There
were a lot of people, I thought, having to wait. Tough shit!
That was my friend, Elizabeth, going to the hospital! Where,
God willing, she’d live.

The policeman waved at a patrol car. *“If you’d like a
ride.” I nodded, and he started walking towards it.
I turned to the older woman. “What’s your name?” I asked

her.



“Edith Hall.” She gestured at a house there on the street.
“I was in the yard, watering my flowers when I saw her go down.”

“Thanks for what you did, Edith,” I told her, and then
followed after the policeman. It felt right and good.

I was a little surprised when I was shown the back seat. I

looked him in the eye. *“Am I in trouble?”

He shook his head. “Sorry, but it’s policy, like riding in
the back of ambulances.” He waved after the ambulance, now
turning south at the next big intersection. *“I am going to have

to ask you some questions.”

I looked at the little plate on his uniform blouse. “J
Moss,” I said, reading from it.

“Joe.” He got in and we started forwards. “And you're Tom
Ferguson?”

“Yes. I talked to a Detective Harris the other day, and
Eleanor Johannsen from CSD,” I told him. “So you can compare
notes.”

He grinned. “What is the young woman’s name?”

“Elizabeth Leary. Her mom works at the same place as my
dad, our families are friends. I called my dad and he’s going
to tell Mary, Elizabeth’s mother. This afternoon I brought
Elizabeth and her sister home after school. Along with my
sister and Sam Reese’s sister, Jennifer. She’s staying with us,
with my family. I talked to my mom when we got to the Leary’s;
she told me that there were a lot of reporters camped out at our
house, that we should stay where we were, and that later we’d
all go out to dinner together, then go home late.

“Elizabeth said she was feeling funny. Antsy, weird.” I
sighed, “I swear, I had no idea she was about to have a heart
attack. She was talking about her dad when it happened. He
deserted them last weekend.” If Elizabeth wanted to tell them
the particulars of the conversation, that would be up to her. I
didn’t think it was germane.

“How old is she?”

“Fourteen, I think.”



“Well, fourteen isn’t considered to be in the heart attack
risk zone,” he said dryly. “But in fact, heart attacks can
happen to anyone, any time. My cousin’s baby boy had one, and
he was just days old.”

“It scared me more than I’'ve ever been scared before,” I
told him honestly.

Officer Moss nodded. *“When I was a rookie, at my first TA
-- There was a guy, all broken and bleeding; calling for his
mom.” He shook his head. *“We did what we could, but he died
there at the scene.

“My partner talked to me for hours, later. I was thinking

about giving it up. ‘We can’t save all of them,’ he told me,
‘but now and then, we save one. And that’s why we’'re here, for
the ones we can help.’” The policeman was silent. “It’s not

easy; it’s never easy.”

I was silent for a while, and then we were at the hospital.
Officer Moss sat with me, asking more questions, finally when
Mary and Dad came, left to ask Mary questions. The policeman
didn’t ask her very many questions, and then he came back and
shook my hand before he left.

Mary had vanished into the bowels of the hospital; Dad
stood next to me, looking around. *“What happened?” he asked
softly.

I explained it as best as I could; I didn’t go into what
Elizabeth had said about the feelings about her father to him,
either.

Then Shannon and the others were there with Mom; I went
over it again.

We sat patiently, but nervously waiting for something to
happen. After about an hour, Mary came out and saw us. She
walked over to me, hugged me more tightly than I’'d ever been
hugged before. “Thank you for my daughter,” she said, stepping
back.

Mom reached out, and put her hand on Mary’s shoulder. *“Tom
said something about her heart.”



Mary nodded, looking at me. “Elizabeth’s had a heart
attack, her heart stopped. She stopped breathing. Tom gave her
CPR until the EMTs got there. Brought her back from the dead.

I don't even know how to say the words to you, Tom. Thank you,
dear God, I thank you so much...”

She smiled at Mom. “Elizabeth is resting, the doctors tell
me her heart is returning to a normal rhythm. They don’'t yet
know for sure what caused it, they are going to have to keep her
here for a couple of days, to check her out.

“They let me see her for a few minutes; she’s pretty
stressed out,” Mary sighed. “The first thing she told me was
that Bill’s dead.” Mary shook her head. “Like that matters any
more."”

“It does to Elizabeth,” I said quietly. “That’s what she
was talking about, just before it happened.” Did I really want
to tell everyone about this? I decided, no. “Mary, I promise
you, when we have a minute, I’'1ll tell you about it. But not
here, not now.”

As I said that, I saw someone come out of the elevator.
The woman from the TV station, her cameraman in tow. She should
make him wear chains, I thought. She was that sort of person.

She marched right up to me. “Imagine my surprise, hearing
your name again today, on the police scanner, Mr. Ferguson.”

I looked at her, contemplated drowning kittens. Decided
that I was not now, nor was I ever going to be able to drown a
kitten. Or step on a bug. On the other hand, I had absolutely
no compunction about teasing her.

“TI know I should remember your name,” I spoke to her with a
straight face. “I don’t.” I saw the look on the woman'’s face,
slightly startled. 1I’'d forgotten her already?

“Melinda Carter, KPHO,” she said, preening slightly. *“I
understand you performed CPR on a girl this afternoon; saved her
life.”

I saw the camera was on me. “You should talk to Edith
Hall,” I said quietly, “the woman who called 911 when she saw
Elizabeth was in trouble. To the firemen and EMTs who came to
help, who did their jobs, got Elizabeth to the hospital, still



alive. Officer Joe Moss, Phoenix Police, who is doing the
investigation.”

“Investigation?” The woman perked up, interested.

“Certainly,” I said with equanimity. “When someone
collapses on the street, there is a need to make sure what
happened.” I nodded to the others standing there. *“Right now,
Mary Leary is just getting used to the fact that her daughter
nearly died this afternoon. Maybe in a day or two, she’d be
willing to talk to you. I too, would be willing to talk to you,
at length about events. But not now.”

“Please,” Mom added.

The woman looked at Mom. I saw a slight change in the
reporter’s eyes, saw her eyes move down Mom’s body. I stifled a
giggle. Like that, are you? I met the reporter’s eyes with
mine. I swear, I saw her mentally blush.

“I'1]1l get back to you,” the woman said, turned away, going
back to the elevator.

“Please and thank you aren’t her long suit,” Dad said
crossly.

Mom smiled slightly. “Don’t worry dear, I think I can deal
with it.”

I grinned. So, Mom had noticed too! I wondered if anyone
else had?

Mom turned business-like. “Dave, I want you to take the
kids out for a bite of dinner, then take Shannon to her place.
Shannon, get some things for Elizabeth, including a few good
books; some things for yourself. Come back here. Later, Dave
will take the girls over to Kim’s; I talked to her and she has a
spare bedroom you can use. There’s always room for Joanna and
Jennifer. Tom can fetch his car from Mary’s and drive home.
Tomorrow...” She sighed, “Mary’s too new at her job to miss
much, no matter how serious the need.”

“I'11 take care of it,” Dad said. “No one will say
anything, don’t worry about it, Mary. Take as long as you
need.”



Mom nodded. *“Now clear out of here, get something to eat.
I'll stay with Mary.”

We ate in silence at a small restaurant, not far from the
hospital. Afterwards, Dad drove everyone to Mary’s house.
Shannon went inside to get things for Elizabeth; I got into my
car and headed home after hugs from everyone.

At home, there was a strange car in the driveway; I
contemplated that. Who was it this time? Another reporter,
determined to get a story? I sighed, parked on the street, so I
didn’t block them in the driveway.

I walked towards the front door of the house; no one got
out of the car. It was dark; I couldn’t see anyone sitting in
it. I contemplated Sam Reese and Roger. What if they were out?
Dad had said there was going to be a bail hearing today; things
had gotten a little busy, I hadn’t heard the result. I gulped,
then decided that before I panicked, I should check out the car.

I walked towards it, finally looked inside. I hadn’'t seen
anyone inside for the simple reason that whoever it was, was
slumped across the front seat. A mental vision of Elizabeth
crashing to the sidewalk was forever burned into my mind; this
looked like a girl. I opened the door; the raw smell of booze
washed out, and I almost choked.

I reached down, shook the dark form on the seat. Then
again.

She sat up; Gloria Rodriquez, from school. I saw her eyes
widen, it looked like she was going to faint. Instead, she
hastily got out of the other side of the car and was sick on the
neighbor’s roses. After what seemed like an eternity of
retching, she stood back up, noticeably wobbly.

“Oh, I feel ever so much better now,” her voice was slurred
and she looked like she was about to be sick again. She looked
at the car, reached out and slammed the door shut on her side.

“Invite me in,” she told me, waving at our house.

I stared at her. “Why?” I asked.

“Pretend I'm a fucking vampire,” she said, angrily. *“I’'d
like a chance to wash my face, clean some of this shit out of my



mouth. God, I'd kill for a shower.” She waved at the house.
“Invite me in.”

I contemplated just how much I wanted more complications.
Not! “Are you a vampire?” I said, thinking I was kidding.

“Don’t be stupid!” She said, even more angry. *“Sue Ellen
said you were cool, that you’d make sure I was okay.”

Gloria drew herself up. *“Look, I'm not going to puke
again, at least no time soon. Please.”

I shrugged. I was crazy. I led her towards the door;
found that I had to almost carry her through. #“Show me the
bathroom,” Gloria demanded. The stairs were almost more than
she could manage. The only way she did manage was to hang onto
me for dear life.

When I got her to the bathroom, she was only barely
conscious. She fumbled with the buttons on her blouse, couldn’t
manage them. “Too fuckin’ drunk,” she muttered, her words
barely intelligible. *“Fuckin’ bastard son of a mother fuckin’
bitch.” She looked at me. *“Cool, eh?”

I looked at her, clueless. I didn’t feel very cool.

“Undress me,” she told me. “Put me in the fuckin’ shower.
Turn it on, like cold as it will go.”

I gritted my teeth; I'd undressed a few girls now, not
quite the impossible task it would have been a few weeks before.
I did it, with Gloria helping only a little. Her blouse, her
bra, then shoes, jeans and panties. Then I had to help get her
feet over the edge of the tub, and then I had to hold her
upright while I turned on the water. I didn’t use straight cold
water, for one thing, I was getting as wet as she was.

After about fifteen minutes, I sensed a change in her.
Gloria’'s eyes focused, and she looked around. *“Thanks,” her
voice was clear and soft, the earlier slurring gone.

“No problem,” I grinned. *“I come home most nights and take
a cold shower with a naked girl I barely know.”

“Darryl got me drunk,” she told me, meeting my eyes.
“Stinking, ripping drunk. I thought it would be cool.” Darryl



was one of the second string running backs; a guy who’d given
Tony a verbal hard time. Darryl’s ego was a lot bigger than his
ability to catch passes and block.

She sniffed in derision. “Son of a bitch did a good job,
too. Then he wanted to fuck me in the ass; one second I was
sitting there in his room, next thing I'm face down on the bed,
with him trying to get it in.” She looked at me. “So I punched
him. ILeft. Stole his car, drove here, after I talked to Sue
Ellen.”

“Why not go home?” I asked, thinking that would have
solved many problems.

“I have a father, two brothers and two uncles who live
within a few blocks. If they even got a hint that Darryl did
something like that to me, they’d kill him. Literally.” She
waved at the water. *“Enough.”

I shut it off, and she stepped out of the tub. Gloria eyed
me. “You’ve been cool; I don’t want to push the envelope. I
think I can dry myself.”

I handed her a towel, turned and faced the door. I heard a
low chuckle behind me. “Sue Ellen said, when you don’t pay
attention, you don’'t.”

“You didn’t want me to pay attention to you the other day
at school,” I said. “I doubt if you want me drooling on the
floor, looking at you now.”

There was a moment of silence. “You’'re right there,” she
murmured. “Instead, I saved myself for Darryl the Rat Bastard.
Gosh, was that ever a good choice!”

I said coldly, “It was the one you made at the time with
your best judgment.”

“I fucked up,” Gloria said with frustration. “And if any
of the males in my family learn about it, Darryl will abruptly
lose his balls, just before they beat his piss pot brains into
jelly.”

Gloria stopped talking and I put my two cents in.
“Darryl,” I said positively, “is a moron. The men in your
family are only marginally better, for all that they profess



that they want to ‘help.’” I hung air quotes around the last
word.

There was silence behind me, and after a second when
nothing happened, I turned and looked. Gloria was leaning
against the wall, her eyes closed. She had, I thought, managed
to get half dry.

I contemplated what next. The smart thing to do, what
would the smart thing to do be? I eyed her. 1I'd look brain
dead if I tried to pick her up and carry her, only to drop her
because I wasn’t strong enough; Gloria was a lot bigger than JR,
more like Sue Ellen.

I walked over and touched her on the shoulder. Nothing
happened. I shook her, just a bit. Nothing. I was afraid she
was going to fall down, so I reached behind her, putting my arm
under her shoulders. *“Taking you to bed,” I told her, as I led
her out of the bathroom.

Gloria mumbled something, and then clear enough, “Yours?”

“Yes,” I said simply. *“No one will bother you, I promise.
I'll be downstairs on the couch.”

I got her into my room and managed to get her onto my desk
chair. I hastily stripped my sheets, returned with new ones and
made up the bed. Getting Gloria from the chair to the bed was
more interesting; I did carry her because by then she was
lightly snoring.

I tucked her in, turned off the light and went downstairs
to make up the couch in the family room. I was still doing that
when Dad came in. He stopped and watched, as I was finishing.

“I'm sure there is a simple, reasonable explanation why you
plan on sleeping on the couch. Why there’s a car I don't
recognize blocking the driveway,” he asked mildly.

“Yep!” I replied, “A girl I know from school is upstairs
sleeping in my bed. Her boyfriend, now ex-boyfriend, got her
drunk and then he wanted to get a little kinky. She can’t go
home like this, they’d go ballistic.”

“And the car in the driveway?” I blinked. Gloria said
she’d stolen it! Didn’t need that!



“I'1l go move it,” I told him.

The phone rang, and Dad picked it up, expecting, I think,
to hear from Mom or Mary. Instead, he held it out for me. *“For
you, another girl.”

I grimaced, and took it.

“Tom, this is Janey.”

“Hello, Janey,” I said mildly. I glanced at the clock,
nearly ten on a school night. Not quite out of the bounds of

normal. Not that she’d ever called me before.

“Sue Ellen told me that she spoke to Gloria, that Gloria
might be there.”

“She’s here, she’s crashed; she was pretty blotto.” Janey
didn’t need to know where Gloria was sleeping it off.

“Sue Ellen and I will come by in the morning, with some
clothes and things. Is the car there?”

“Parked in the driveway.”

“Could you move it to the street?” Janey asked, “Just a
few houses away. I don’t know if Darryl reported it stolen or
not. Tony'’s trying to find out.”

“T'11 do that,” I told her.

“I heard about your friend'’s sister,” Janey said quietly.

“They think she’s going to be okay,” I told her.

“Good, that was cool, helping her. Dawn. Gloria.”

“I'm still comfortable with a simple thank you,” I told
her.

“Well, thank you. Can I call tomorrow around 6 am?”
“Sure, I'm up before that,” I told her.

“Good night, Tom.” Janey hung up.



Later, I lay on the couch, running over what had happened
today, the days before. I could only shake my head in wonder.
Particularly a puzzlement, was how something that I’d done all
my life until the last two weeks, sleeping by myself, was
suddenly so difficult to do. I missed not having a warm body to
snuggle up to. Eventually I slept.

Thursday, March 28, 2002

I woke up; for a moment I was confused. Where was I? Oh,
on the couch in the family room. Why? Gloria is in my bed.
Why wasn't I snuggled up behind her, my erection buried where it
would make our day? Gloria not only wasn't interested, she’d
threatened death and mayhem to the guy who tried.

I muttered to myself; all this and no morning sex! On top
of that, all this talk about saving people just for the thanks
was fine and wonderful, but having someone in the morning to
talk to, to hug, to cuddle, to make love to -- was a whole lot
better than waking alone.

Was I crying in my beer? Whining? I didn’t think so, but
I suspected it wouldn’t take very much for it to be like that.
I threw on a pair of jeans, went upstairs and peeked in my room.
Gloria looked like she hadn’t moved, lying on her back, still
tucked in. I contemplated what I could do for her, decided that
my getting a warm shower was about the best thing I could manage
right then.

The phone rang while I was finishing dressing, having moved
everything I needed downstairs to the family room. This time it
was Sue Ellen. “Janey and I will come by in about a half hour
with some things for Gloria. It’s been a pretty long night.”

“I looked out the window a while ago, the car’s gone,” I
told her.

“Yeah, Tony called Darryl'’s mother, told her where it was.
I told him not to be rude; I hope he was polite.”

Me too, I mentally agreed. “When you and Janey come over,
I could fix you some breakfast. Bacon and eggs, some hash

browns,” I told her.

“Gloria will probably be hungry, I'm starved,” Sue Ellen



agreed. For a moment I heard nothing; she’d put her hand over
the phone. *“Yeah, Janey says she’s starved too. Long, long
night...” I laughed, and Sue Ellen did too. “I hope your mom
doesn’t mind the company,” Sue Ellen concluded.

“Ah,” there was no way they weren’t going to notice.
“Actually, Mom stayed at the hospital last night with Mary and

Elizabeth. JR and Jenny are over at Kim’s. Just my dad and I
are home.”

There was a silence on the other end. “Is he going to say
anything?” she asked softly.

“Not if I ask him not to,” I told her.

“Well, we’ll be by in half an hour. Is Gloria awake yet?”

“Not yet,” I told her, “but I’'ll get her up now.”

“Thanks, Tom,” Sue Ellen said, and hung up.

I turned and saw Gloria standing, nude, in the door to the
family room. “Morning,” I said to her, trying to sound
cheerful. I wondered how I could stand there and be so cool,
not even have an erection; Gloria wasn’t bad looking at all.

Half grapefruit breasts that it seemed like most girls had.

“I'm glad you didn’t say good morning,” she said, making a

face. “God, have you ever had a hang over?” I shook my head.
“My first and last. I swear to Mary, Mother of Jesus, never,
ever, again!” She put her hand to her head and pinched between
her eyes.

“Can I get you something?” I asked, thinking she really
should have a robe.

“I was wondering if I could use your washing machine, to
run my things through, so I won’t be ghastly at school.”

“Janey and Sue Ellen will be here shortly with clothes and
things for you.”

She looked at me steadily, then ran her hand down across
the thick mat of pubic hair between her legs. “I remember
coming here, last night. I remember the shower.” She continued
to look at me. “I’'d know if there was anything else.”



“There’s nothing else. I put you on the bed, you were out
of it.”

“Where is everyone?” She said, waving around. *“Mother,
sister, father, friend?”

“Dad’s in the shower,” I told her; I could hear the water
running. “He'’s the only one here. No one else is home.”

Gloria nodded. “No one can know why I came here,” she
said. “I think I remember telling you about it last night.”

“You did. I won’'t tell, my Dad won’t.”

“Could I have another shower?” She asked, and I grinned.
“Yep!"”

She giggled. *“I'm making you uncomfortable, aren’'t I?”

“Not really,” I told her.

“Liar!” She said with a laugh. “If I walked around like
this at home, I’'d be grounded for a million years, and probably
would end up in a nunnery.” She pointed up the steps.

“Shower’s that way, right?” She vanished, and I went to get
some breakfast going.

Sue Ellen smiled at me, give me a little peck on the cheek,
Janey was carrying a bag of things when they knocked on the
door. “We stopped by Gloria’s house,” Sue Ellen told me, “We
told them Gloria had been at a cheerleader’s meeting and had
fallen asleep.”

“I don’t think they believed us,” Janey sighed, clearly
frustrated.

“She’s upstairs, in the shower,” I told them. *“Breakfast
will be ready in ten minutes.”

They went upstairs, and then Dad appeared. *“I heard
voices.”

“Clothes for Gloria,” I told him. “Sue Ellen and a friend
stopped by. I told them I’'d feed them breakfast.”



He looked at me, shook his head and laughed. *“Somehow, you
always seem to have a roomful of girls to hand; lucky guy.”

“I'm not sure it’s as lucky as all of that,” I told him.
He gave me a sardonic smile.

The phone rang again, this time it was Mom. *“Elizabeth is
much better,” she said. Dad pushed the speaker phone button
just in time for me to hear her. “They say that if she

continues to improve, and if the tests don’t find anything,
maybe she can come home tomorrow.”

“Cool!” I said, and Dad agreed.
“How are you two doing?” Mom asked.
Dad laughed, “We’ll talk about it later.”

“Talk about what?” Mom said. Just then the three girls

walked in and Mom could hear them. “Who'’s that?”
“Some of Tom’s friends,” Dad told her. “Later, ok?”
Mom laughed. “You didn’t have an orgy while I was away,
did you?”

“No, no orgy,” I told her.

Sue Ellen stepped close. “Good morning Mrs. Ferguson, this
is Sue Ellen. Tom was a perfect gentleman. He helped a friend
of mine, and we appreciate it.”

“Tom’s been doing a lot of that lately,” that was Mary’s
voice! “We all appreciate it.”

“I think breakfast is almost ready,” I told the room,
trying not to blush.

“I talked to Kim a bit ago,” Mom went on. *“She’s going to
take the girls to school, even Shannon. You two worry about
yourselves.”

“You want me to bring you something?” Dad asked, “Either
of you? Anything?”



There were two no’s from the other end. “We’'re just

sitting, talking,” Mary said quietly. “It’s been nice,” a
pause. “At least as nice as you can get in a hospital.”

“You better get going, Tom,” Mom told me. *“Have a nice
breakfast.”

School was, well, school. A lot of kids had heard about
Elizabeth, and the word seemed to be spreading fast. A lot of
classmates, people who wouldn’t normally say anything to me,
said hello.

At lunch, I was all but dragged by Sue Ellen to the
cheerleading table; a place normally off limits to anyone not on
the squad. Not that I stayed there; Gloria asked me if I would
walk with her.

“T'm better,” she told me, as we walked out onto the school
grounds. “I feel logy; but Sue Ellen gave me some Tylenol.
That’s helped.” She paused, and then added. *“You helped.”

“Gloria, one day I'm going to need something. You know,
like the Godfather did, in the movie. And I’'1ll have a lot of
friends I can turn to.”

She glanced at me. *“I never thought of it like that. No
wonder the Godfather was so popular.” She stopped and looked at
me. “You've seen me naked.”

“I saw you undressed,” I told her. She smiled at the
distinction.

“Would you like to go out on a date with me?” she asked out
of the blue. “Sue Ellen says you have someone you’re seeing. I
don’'t want to get in the way, but I'd like to go out with you.”

“We don’t own each other,” I told Gloria, hedging my
answer; my standing with Shannon was iffy, and that was being
optimistic. I looked Gloria in the eye. “Gloria, I don’t think
we have that much in common.”

She looked down, no longer able to meet my eyes. “I'm
sorry,” her voice was soft and sad.

“Gloria,” I said, touching her arm. She looked at me, and
then looked away. “You don’t have to be sorry.”



“Sue Ellen and Janey are having a party Saturday night. I
thought you might like to go.” She smiled slightly, “Janey says
it’s going to be an orgy.”

“Saturday, I'm supposed to be on my way to LA,” I told her.
lloh . n

“Gloria, when I get back, would you like to see a movie
with me?”

She met my eyes again; there was a hint of something there,
maybe anger. Oh, clever of you Tom! She thinks it’s because she
offered to go to an orgy with me, and I'm having second thoughts
about getting into her panties.

“I thought we weren’t all that compatible?” Gloria asked.
I shook my head. “I said we didn’t have much in common.

“Then I was thinking I’ve talked to you more in the last
five minutes than all of the times before in my life, and maybe
I haven’'t got a clue what I'm talking about; I have no idea what
you are like.”

“Thank you,” she laughed. “Of course, odds are I'm going
to be totally grounded when I get home, and not be going to any
parties or dates for the rest of my life.”

I saw Shannon walking towards me, and I glanced at Gloria.
This wasn’t going to be easy.

Shannon stopped, looked at Gloria, then at me before
Shannon spoke. “Elizabeth is probably coming home tomorrow. I
won’'t need a ride tomorrow, I'm going to stay home for the day
to be with her.”

Gloria touched my arm. “Thanks for last night, Tom; for
breakfast. Everything.” She walked back towards the
cheerleaders.

There was no doubt in my mind that Shannon was angry.
“Yesterday you left me for Elizabeth. What’s tonight?” She
waved at the table were Gloria was sitting down. *“Her?”



“No, not her. Her boyfriend got her drunk yesterday; she
ended up on my doorstep. I let her sleep it off at our place.”
I waved a finger at Shannon. “I was just thinking how clueless
I am about everything going on in my life right now.

“I see people like Gloria’s pond scum boyfriend Darryl, Sam
Reese, Roger, Keith -- they were born just like me, raised by
their parents. Why are they the way they are? Why am I the way
I am? Sam and Jenny were from the same family. Yet they are
completely opposite people. Completely. I think I know things,
then something happens, and I realize I don’'t know anything, not
anything at all.

“You're upset with me because I left to talk to Elizabeth,
who was desperate for advice. Because I helped Gloria. Why,
Shannon? Because you want to marry me and live happily ever
after?”

“Yes,” she replied straightforwardly. “That’s what I want.
I don’'t like sharing that much. Not with Mom, not with
Elizabeth, not with your sister. Not with Jennifer, not with
any of them.” Shannon waved towards the cheerleaders. “I'm
just not into sharing. Particularly boyfriends.”

I was silent for a moment, and then looked at her.
“Shannon, I never wanted to hurt you or anyone else. I don’t
want to hurt you now. If nothing else, can we be friends?”

She laughed, shook her head. “Friends? How many girls are
you friends with Tom, that you haven’t made love to, or who
aren’'t waiting in line?”

“You could always be the first,” I said with a straight
face.

Shannon’s expression turned to a glare of anger, and then
abruptly, she laughed. “I’'m the one being an asshole, aren’'t I?
No, you never wanted to hurt me; just wanted to love me; make
love to me. The others aren’t a surprise, you told me about

them. I should be grateful, I guess.” She held out her hand,
and I took it. We shook. “Friends?”

“Friends.”

She smiled, then, and it was nice. Very nice. “And thanks

for my sister,” Shannon told me.



“I'd like to go visit her, after school.”

“Well, this morning, it was made very clear to me by Kim,
was special. I'm back in need of a chauffeur after school.
Tomorrow, I'm staying home with Elizabeth.”

“Not a problem.”
“See you after school.”

She turned and left, and I stood for a moment on the school
grounds, looking into the distance. What a weird life I was
having! I remembered the old woman from yesterday, the one who
called 911. Everyone I met, it seemed to me, was nice. It was
the lurkers on the fringes, the Roger’s and Sam’s and Keith’s
that weren’t. What would I have been like, if Tony and I hadn’t
been friends? A loner, I was sure. Like Sam and Roger and the
rest. ©Not that pleasant a thought, not any more.

I heard someone behind me, turned and saw Janey. *“Hello,”
I said, trying to cover up the fact that I was startled.
Startled because for a second all I'd seen was where her legs
came together. I had an instantaneous erection.

She waved towards the picnic table where everyone was
congregated. “Gloria said you’re going to be out of town for
Spring Break.”

I nodded and Janey went on. “That’s too bad; I wanted to
ask you personally to come to the party Sue Ellen and I are
having Saturday night. Sunday morning.”

I smiled. “Gloria said you were calling it an orgy.”

“Would it bother you if it was?” she asked mildly.

“I explained that the other day,” I told her. “If there’s
no coercion, then it’s not a problem. Otherwise...” I spread
my hands.

“Well, what I did was tell people it was Sue Ellen’s and my
party, with our friends, and that no one, absolutely no one was
to tell anyone else they were invited unless it was the one
person they wanted to invite themselves and who would be as cool
about everything as the invited person is. One rule for the



party is suspended: You don’t have to dance with whoever brought
ya! n”

“And the rules that aren’t suspended?” I asked, curious.

“Oh, the usual cheerleader party rules. We don’t smoke,
drink or do drugs at parties, we don’t get pregnant, and we
don’'t spread disease. We have a good time, and no regrets the
day after.”

“Sounds like I should try harder,” I said with a laugh, “to
stay here over break.”

“You're invited. It’ll be at Sue Ellen’s, starting 4 in
the afternoon. She told me that any guest you want to bring, is
fine with her.”

Mary, I thought, is out of the question. Shannon? Nope.
JR? Not hardly! Jenny? That was an interesting thought.
Interesting.

“I'1ll try to come,” I told her.

“Oh, you’ll come, if you come,” Janey said with a laugh.
The bell rang, and we went to the afternoon classes.

Shannon and I drove over to the junior high, we picked up
JR, Jenny and Penny; none of them wanted to go to the hospital,
so I left them at Kim’s and Shannon and I went on to park across
the street from the hospital.

“TI can’t help being scared, just looking at it,” Shannon
said as we waited to cross the street.

“I've been in there twice before. Once to have my tonsils
out, another time when I got hurt, playing baseball. Pain, both
times. ©Not good memories,” I told her, not comfortable either.

We went inside, found Mom and Mary sitting in Elizabeth’s
room. Elizabeth was asleep when we came in, but woke up almost
at once. She yawned, smiled at me. She rubbed the front of her
hospital gown. “Do you know how much it hurts to yawn?”

I shook my head, not sure what she meant. Worse, my damn
eyes were staring at the front of her hospital gown, wondering
what her breasts looked like.



“They call it the gift of life,” Mary said quietly.
“People who have CPR or worse, those defibrillation paddles...
those actually leave permanent scars, most of the time.”

“I have bruises,” Elizabeth agreed. “But you are forgiven,
Tom. "

“Very forgiven,” Mary added.

“I don’'t remember much,” I admitted. “I heard Elizabeth
scream, saw her fall.” I shook my head. *“The next thing I knew
a fireman was trying to get me to let them do it.” I met
Elizabeth’s eyes. *“I'm glad you're okay.”

Elizabeth nodded.

Then there was a knock on the door, and the world turned
upside down one more time.

Mom went to it, and two men I recognized at once as
policemen, were there. “Mary O’Leary?” One of them asked.

Mary stood up. “I’'m Mary Leary,” she corrected him.

“Could we talk to you for a minute please?” the other said,
more politely, and added. “Outside, if you don’t mind?”

Mary got up, and I saw Mom’s eyes go to Elizabeth and
Shannon. I stood up, and followed two steps behind Mary.

“This is private, young man,” the surly cop said.
“Please,” the other added.

“I'm a friend of Mary’s,” I told them bluntly. *“If you
have something to say or ask, let’s get on with it.”

“This isn’t pretty.” The surly cop glowered at me.

“So, why don’t you get started?” I replied, amazed at my
response. Why had I been helpful to the detective the other
day? To Officer Moss yesterday? And today I wanted to spit in

the face of this surly cop?

“This morning about 6 am a man fishing on Saguaro Lake saw



a woman dump some trash bags into the lake. Four or five large
black ones.” Surly stopped and looked at Mary coldly.

“I was here all night, my daughter had a heart attack
yesterday afternoon.”

“Do you know a Yolanda Menendez, Mrs. Leary?” The polite
one asked.

“I've never heard the name before, no,” Mary answered.

“She worked with your husband,” Surly informed Mary, taking
the tag from the other policeman. “The fisherman called the
Forest Service, they called the Sheriff. Dumping is a problem
at the lake.”

He looked at Mary, and then said it. “On examination, the
bags contained the dismembered remains of your husband, William
Leary.”

“Preliminary autopsy results show that he died yesterday
afternoon around 4 pm,” the polite one added.

I very nearly had a heart attack of my own.
“Where were you?” Surly asked Mary.

“At work all day,” Mary said, her face now deathly pale.
“Until Tom called his father to tell me about Elizabeth, a
little after four yesterday afternoon.”

I'd been about to blurt out what Elizabeth had said
yesterday; I remembered Mary saying Elizabeth was sure her
father was dead when she recovered last night. I bit my lip,
said nothing; not hard to do. My mind was racing; it took a
special effort to keep my jaw off the floor. 0dd prickles
marched not only up and down my spine, but literally from my
toes all the way to my scalp.

“Ever since then, I’'ve been here,” Mary said, realizing
that they were thinking she was the woman.

“This woman, Yolanda Menendez,” Surly spoke again, “Were
you aware your husband was having an affair with her?”

Mary shook her head. “Were you having any affairs, Mrs.



Leary?” asked Polite.

“No. I reported my husband missing on Monday.” I wanted
to cheer, because Mary looked right at Surly. “Am I suspected
of anything?”

“No,” was Polite’s reply. “This Menendez woman; this is
the third time she’s run off with someone’s husband after he
cleaned out the family savings; she reappears and the husband
doesn’t. Except for your husband.” He made a deprecating
gesture. “We have to ask these questions; they’re routine. So
we don’'t overlook something.”

“Perhaps then,” Dad said from behind me, “if you don’t
think Mary has done anything, you can let her get back to her
daughter, who nearly died yesterday. If you have any
substantive questions, you can arrange another interview through
her lawyer.” He handed them a business card, which Surly took.

“And you are who?” Polite asked.

“David Ferguson,” Dad told the detective, “a friend of the
family.”

Surly smiled. “0dd, his coworkers said the Learys have no
friends.”

“William Leary, perhaps so. Not Mary. Nor Shannon or
Elizabeth,” Dad said without heat. He waved at the card. “I
know what giving you that card means, legally. If you would
like, I will have her say the words.”

“You a lawyer?” Surly snarled.
“No, an engineer. I employ lawyers, just as Mary Leary
does.” Dad turned to Mary. *“Just say the magic words: I have

nothing further to say until my attorney is present.”

Mary parroted the words, and the two police detectives
turned and walked away without another word.

“I'm sorry, Mary,” Dad said softly.
Mary gave an abject laugh. *“A week ago, I loved him. Five

days ago, I wish I’'d never met him. Now all I feel is numb.”
She looked at Dad, at me. “And now I have such friends!



Friends like I never imagined! I think, in spite of everything,
the luckiest thing in the world that ever happened to us was
Tom.” She smiled at me, and I smiled back.

“Tom, please go and ask your mom to come out. Give Mary a
chance to tell Shannon and Elizabeth,” Dad said quietly to me.

“Elizabeth already knows,” I murmured. “I think that if we
were to check, he was stabbed in the heart after being taken out
into the desert in the trunk of a car, tied up. That’s what
happened to Elizabeth; it wasn’t her heart that stopped, but her
father’s.”

They both looked at me, and I held their eyes. “That’s too
strange,” Dad said, obviously unsure.

“I thought she was just imagining things,” Mary said
quietly. *“My God!” She looked, I thought, as pale as I felt.

I went inside, beckoned Mom to come out, she did and Mary
went in. “What?” Mom asked us.

“They found Mary'’s husband’s body,” I said, editing out the
graphic details. “He's been murdered. The woman he ran away
with, most likely.”

There was silence in the hallway, before Mom sighed.
“Well, I think this is the final straw for the trip to LA. Mary
has been through hell this week; so has Jennifer.” Mom shook
her head. “We need to do some serious de-stressing; LA probably
wouldn’t work.”

“Probably not,” Dad said. “Let me see what I can do.” He
paused, “And speaking of things I can do; Fallon told me today
that he was going to terminate Mary for attendance. I told him
not to be daft; this was a temporary thing that could happen to
anyone. He got on his high horse, and was going to insist.”

Dad smiled weakly. “This whole thing with the company was
a stupid idea; I should never have talked myself into it.
Fallon is a moron, who shouldn’t be allowed to run a hot dog
stand, much less an engineering firm. I told Herb Roosevelt
that I was invoking the ‘not so silent partner’ clause of the
contract. And that I wanted to replace Fallon. I meant it one
way, he took it another. I’'m Fallon'’s replacement.”



Mom laughed, shaking her head. “I never thought you’d be
able to endure it for this long. Just what you need: more
responsibilities.”

“I'1l manage. But I'm now the Executive Vice President for
Engineering Operations and Fallon'’s looking for a new job.”

Shannon came out and told us Mary wanted us back. Mary put
her hand around Shannon’s shoulder, held Elizabeth’s hand. *“I
want you all to know, we couldn’t have faced this without you,”
Mary said, talking to all of us.

“Tom,” Elizabeth spoke to me, and I went over to her
hospital bed. She took my hand, and joined it with Mary’s.
“Yesterday, you understood. You didn’t think I was a freak; too
weird.”

“No, I didn’t think you were tooooo weird,” I said with a
laugh, drawing out the one word, anything to lighten the mood.
“Just enough.”

Elizabeth smiled slightly. “Shannon says you and she are
going to be friends.” I nodded. “Can I be your friend too?”
Elizabeth asked.

“You have always been a friend,” I told her. *“Ever since I
met you.” She nodded, and then a doctor came in, some nurses.
“More tests,” Elizabeth grumbled.

Out in the hallway, we stood together. Mom and Dad, Mary,
Shannon and myself. “I’'m sorry I'm so bossy, Mary,” Mom said,
apologizing. Mary just shook her head. “Dave, take Mary and
Shannon to their house. Let them get cleaned up, have something
to eat, maybe take a nap. Along about eight, Dave will bring
Mary back here. When you get here, Tom and I will go home.

I'll talk to Kim; maybe Shannon can stay there again.”

“I'11l be fine by myself,” Shannon said.

“What about Roger and Sam and Keith?” I asked, *“Does
anyone know what happened to them?” I didn’'t want any of my
friends running into those clowns, without help close to hand.

Dad smiled. *“Threw the book at them, million dollar bail
on Sam, half a million on Keith and Roger. Maybe they’ll have
it by the weekend, they didn’t have it today.”



Dad left with Mary and Shannon, Mom and I waited outside
Elizabeth’s room, until they were done poking and prodding. A
couple of times Mom made calls on her cell phone; it was, I
thought, a lot more convenient than a pay phone.

I waved at her purse when she sat down after talking to her

brother. “I think JR and I ought to have cell phones. Jenny,
too.”

I was expecting resistance; instead, I got a nod. “That’s
a good idea. A family plan isn’t that expensive. I’'1ll talk to
Dave. Probably next week.” She looked at me fondly.

“Dave said you had a friend over last night.”

I shook my head. “She’s a girl I know, just a little,” I
explained in more detail and Mom nodded.

“You did good, Tom."

“She asked me out on a date. Saturday; I told her T
couldn’t because we were going to LA.”

“Well, we're not going to LA. Maybe LA can come to us;
their spring break is two weeks from now. We’re still going to
go someplace, just local. I asked Craig about it.”

“Going someplace?” I asked, curious.

“Crystal’s,” Mom said, a bed and breakfast we had a part
interest in, up in the hills near Sedona. A very pretty spot.
“Crystal’s is really too far, but I talked to her a bit ago.

She says they make reservation swaps all the time, between other
places like hers. There’s one out near Pinnacle Peak that could
put us up for a week or so.

“Kim says she still wants to go to LA.” Mom heaved a sigh.
“I told her to go, not to worry about us.”

We want back into Elizabeth’s room after a bit, and she and
I talked about all kinds of things; she really was smart. A lot
smarter than me, and her interests ranged all over the place.
She was animated and interested, right up until around seven
when she smiled and said she was falling asleep. A second
later, she was out like a light bulb.



An hour later Dad was back with Mary. We talked a bit,
then Mom and I went across the street and got in my car; the
drive home was silent.

That didn’t last past pulling into the driveway. I saw
Melinda Carter, the newswoman, get out of a car and walk up to
us. I was surprised, looking around for her cameraman.
Evidently she didn’t keep him chained up all of the time after
all.

“Evening Mrs. Ferguson, Tom,” she said when we stopped for
her.

“No camera tonight?” I asked, and she shrugged.

“No. I think, as a story, you’'re on your last legs.
Unless you save someone else.” She shook her head. *“My editor
thinks you and I are cooking this up between us for publicity.”

Mom bristled. “He thinks you’re faking rapes, beatings,
heart attacks and murder for publicity?”

Melinda’s eyes narrowed. “Murder?” She swung around and
looked at me. “Who got murdered?”

“William Leary, the husband of Mary Leary, father of
Shannon and Elizabeth,” I explained to her.

Melinda snorted. “No wonder I was told to take the
afternoon off.” She faced Mom directly. “Having a little time
on my hands got me to thinking.”

Mom smiled then, and I remembered the interplay between the
two women. “Would you like to come in, Melinda? And my name is
Ellen, by the way.”

I grinned to myself; Mom had said we were going to spend
Friday night together, evidently she was holding to the
schedule.

Inside, standing in the family room, Melinda was talking to
me, but her eyes were on Mom. “I’'ve been thinking it was time
for a change of scenery. Phoenix is a big market, not many
larger. But San Diego is almost the same size.”



I nodded; I'd read it somewhere in the papers last fall.
“Phoenix passed San Diego in population just last year.”

Melinda nodded, looking at Mom.

Mom reached out and touched her arm. “We are a very
private family. What happens inside these walls stays here.”

Melinda nodded. I wasn’'t sure how they had ended up face
to face, now a few inches apart, when a moment before they’d
been much further away from each other. I was just a little
curious about who was seducing who here, then I realized that,
in that way, I was a lot like Mom; it was mutual or it didn’t
work.

For a second, I was distracted, remembering things. Jenny
reaching out for Mom; the two of them going off. I hadn’t seen
Mom and Mary when they went off together on Sunday; I was
suddenly sure it hadn’t been Mom tugging Mary’s hand. Another
epiphany, I thought; much more mutual than I had thought. Is it
possible to learn something from someone where you never ever
talk about it? Never knew to ask? Never saw it demonstrated?

Here and now, Mom and Melinda kissed, a seriously hot kiss,
even if it started out mild and sweet. I had a raging hard on;
so hard that I had to reach down and shift things around.

Melinda pulled back a bit, looking at Mom, but this time
talking to me. “No one believes it, but reporters do have rules
and a code of conduct that you only break if you want to crash
and burn. One of the most important rules is that you never
sleep with someone you report on. Someone close to the story;
that’s different. But when you do that, best if you hand off
the story to someone else. Well, this story has moved on. I'm
moving on. No harm, no foul.”

She kissed Mom again, this time their hands were ranging up
and down each other’s backs.

I expected to get sent from the room, then I was wondering
if I was supposed to make that decision myself. Then Mom
brought up her hands between them, caressing both of Melinda’s
breasts at once. The kiss had been passionate, now Melinda was
going full bore; mouth wide open to get her tongue deep into
Mom’s mouth.



I took a deep breath. If I was a woman making love to
another woman, would I want someone, a guy, standing a few feet
away, watching? Jerking off like I so much wanted to? I
snorted quietly. Not! Another epiphany. What had I said the
other day to Shannon about watching? Maybe if that was
something I explicitly knew was okay with all parties; now I
decided that when in doubt, leave.

I turned and went up the steps, stopping only at the top
for one last look. Mom had Melinda’s blouse undone, her bra
unhooked. Melinda’'s breasts were the most pendulous I’'d seen
unbound, slumping across her chest. I watched Mom lean down,
heft one in her hand and feed the nipple into her own mouth.

I stared for another second, then finished my trip
upstairs. I decided that sex is sex. If you wanted to make
love to someone, things like minor imperfections weren'’t
important. I went down the hall to my room, flipped on the
light.

Jenny smiled at me from the bed. “I ran away again,” she
said with a smile. *“Joanna and I both decided we’d rather sleep
here tonight. I thought you might be lonely.”

I undressed, and she saw my erection. *“You are lonely!”
She giggled, and held the covers up, so that I could see that
she was nude. “Me too.”

I slid under the covers, hugged her to me. “I'm so glad
Elizabeth is going to be okay,” Jenny whispered, her hand on
mine.

“Me too. I think now, maybe, we’ll all be okay.”

Jenny reached between us, finding my erection easily. “Rub
this on me, like you did the other day,” she asked softly.

I obliged, rolling over on my back, and I started rubbing
my erection along her clit. Jenny was hovering over me on all
fours, a look of blissful pleasure on her face. She gave a
little sigh, and opened her eyes and smiled at me. *“Are you
close?” she asked, and I nodded. This time it was Jenny'’s
fingers that took over the rubbing. She moved my erection a
little harder against her clit, not so hard across the entrance
to her vagina.



On one of the trips from her clit down her pussy lips, to
her vaginal hole, she pushed me further, and I felt the tip of
my cock brush that other hole. When she rubbed it across there
again, I knew it was deliberate. I spasmed, shooting my load up
her backside.

Jenny giggled. “You liked that.”

“It was unexpected,” I said. I didn’t shoot early often, I
wondered if there was a common thread? I considered that, not
what had just happened.

“Tom?” Jenny asked after a second. I realized her fingers
were still on my perpetual boner, still rubbing it over the same
spot, now greatly lubricated. “If I want you there, does it
make me a pervert?”

“No,” I told her simply, “it doesn’t. A pervert is someone
who gratifies themselves at the expense of others.”

Jenny nodded, leaned down and kissed me, moving my turgid
member away from where it had been. *“If I wanted you that way?”
She asked, *“Would you?”

I'd done it accidentally with Penny; if asked then I'd
probably have said no way. “You would have to be very, very
sure,” I told her.

“Scoot over a little,” she said in a matter of fact tone of
voice. So I did. Jenny moved, lying now next to me on her
stomach. “Please, Tom, I want to try it.”

I blinked, wondering where she had gotten the idea. Kim,
Penny or JR I thought. Which?

I moved to straddle her legs, looking down at the target
area; Jenny obligingly pulled her cheeks apart, so I could see
what she wanted clearly. I wasn’t certain if I was repelled or
attracted; of course my erection didn’t care. I lowered myself,
aiming for the red rosebud, slid the tip across the spot, and
then slowly pressed down.

I remembered it hadn’t been as easy to enter with Penny; it
was true for Jenny as well. Still, my prick had no conscience
and my judgment centers were fried; I pressed on, going slow
even so.



Eventually, I was deep inside her, until I felt her ass
cheeks against my groin. That, I decided on the spot, was the
sexiest thing I’'d ever felt in my life. I began to move, and
Jenny began to buck her hips against me, moaning lightly into
her pillow. If I hadn’t just spent myself, I doubt if I could
have held back for even a minute; the feeling of her buns
pressing against me was wild, exciting. Jenny began to pant,
quickly to the Oohhhh! Aaaahhhh! stage of her arousal. I
smiled at the familiar sounds, then shot off.

Jenny twitched, “Don’t stop! Not yet, Tom! I’'m so close!”
It was hard, but then, I was too. I managed to keep going for
another few seconds, then Jenny clamped her legs together and
squeezed her cheeks; in spite of the fact I’'d shot off twice in
ten minutes, I twitched and added another dribble to the mix.

I collapsed down against her, glad that Jenny wasn’t JR,
because I’'d have mushed JR. “Mmmmm,” Jenny murmured. *“Nice?”

“Yes,"” I said simply, reveling yet again at the feel of her
ass cheeks against my groin.

“We have to clean up,” she said, pragmatically. “This
isn’t the most sanitary of things.”

“Nice, though,” I told her.

She clenched her cheeks again. “Do you want to do it this
way again? Not now, but some other time?”

“Yes. Seriously hot,” I said, wishing I had something left
to shoot.

She giggled, “Get up and we’ll wash up.”
We did, and like Penny before her, Jenny washed me herself.

She stood, when we’'d finished, looking at me, in the light
of the bathroom. *“Sam wanted a masturbation toy. Suck him off
or spread my legs. He never cared about me, about anything.
Just getting himself off.”

I reached out and stroked her cheek, and Jenny smiled.
“When I went to the camp last year, Anna... ” She shrugged,
“She wanted to make me come. It was a new feeling, even if I



wasn’t sure if she was more like Sam than I liked. But she was
sweet and nice and I liked it, I liked it when I came. And even
if she didn’t know about Sam, she understood it would take a
while before I could love her the way she did me.

“We kept seeing each other after we got back, for a few
weeks, then I met Penny. I liked Penny a lot, we became
friends, real friends, not just two people who did it because it
felt good. Penny was the first friend I ever had. And one
night Penny was having her period; Penny gets real bitchy during
her period. She snapped at me, leaving me in tears.

“Kim tried to explain... I'm not sure how it was, but I got
this idea in my head, that she was a woman; she could be like
Penny and me. I swear, I had no idea she had been for years and
years!” I saw the smile on her face; this was a new Jenny, much
more like Mary than I'd ever seen her before. Happy, content.
Normal.

“I thought I was seducing her, I was a little ashamed that
I was doing it to someone who maybe didn’t want to, my best
friend, my very best friend’s mother. It was nice, and Kim knew
a lot I didn’'t. And later there was Joanna; that was a surprise
when someone at school told me I shouldn’t be friends with Penny
because she and Joanna were lovers. I laughed.” She sighed.
“After that everyone knew.”

She looked at me, and then hugged me. *“And you, you showed
me something that I never expected from a boy. Love, respect.
You wanted me, I could see that. Oh, how I could see that!” I
smiled; I wanted her again, now. She glanced down and smiled.
“Like that!”

“At first, it was, I don’t know...” She shrugged. “It
wasn’'t teasing not at first, although after a bit, I was teasing
you. Pushing the envelope to see if you really were like that.
Cuddle and hug, but no sex. I started to feel bad, because I
knew I was being mean to you. It reminded me a little of Sam.

“And like I told you the other day, I realized that if you
made love to me, and I liked it like I like making love to Kim,
Penny, Joanna, your Mom, Anna; it would mean I was normal. So I
did. And I did like it; it didn’t remind me at all of Sam.
Tonight, I wanted to do something different, special. Something
most girls would never do for a boy. I wasn’t sure if I'd like
it, or if you would... but I wanted to. And it was new,



different, nice. It was me wanting things, and you sharing
them.” She looked at me, her eyes bright. “I love you, Tom.”

“I love you, Jenny.”

We hugged, kissed. “Now,” Jenny said, reaching down and
cupping my balls, “I want to go back to bed, have you put this
in me, and go to sleep. We can wake up as many times as you
like tonight, and do it.”

I laughed, “We might not sleep.”
“Cool,” Jenny said.

I lightly stroked her face. “Jenny.” She looked at me.
I'd thought about this earlier, hadn’t thought it was possible.
Now it was possible. Was it a good idea? *“Sue Ellen and Janey
invited me to a party at Sue Ellen’s this Saturday. I told them
originally that we were going to LA, I couldn’t go.”

She nodded. I took a deep breath, there was no easy way to
say it, and I decided that I just had to say it. “They told me
it was going to be an orgy. A lot of people having sex. People
who want to do it with each other. Maybe someone besides who
they came with. All kinds of people doing it. As the spirit
moves them. Their choice. They were very specific and firm
about that.

“I'd like to go,” I said it baldly. *“Not because I don’t
love you, or I don’'t love other people. Because I'm curious.
About me, about some others.”

She looked at me for a long second. “You want me to go
with you?”

I nodded. “If you want. This is no pressure, Jenny.
None. Only if you want to. And if you decide that you want to
come home, or want to be with just me or me just with you,
that’s fine. That’s what we’ll do.”

She smiled slightly. “I told you I wanted to be with your
dad.” I nodded, “He told me, you and Ellen have plans for
tomorrow. I told him in that case, I had plans for him.” We

both traded smug grins.

Then Jenny looked at me, a different expression on her



face. “Tom... ” She leaned close and hugged me, then pushed
back. “I'm not as smart as Elizabeth. Not quite.”

“I remember you reading my dad’s Economist magazine, the
first afternoon you were here,” I told her. *“I’'ve tried to read
it, but I keep falling asleep.”

Jenny smiled, nodded. Then her face turned very serious.
“After Sam killed my cat, I knew one of two things was going to
happen. I was going to run away... or I was going to kill him.”
Jenny said the words coldly and in a matter of fact tone. *“I
thought about it and thought about it. I decided to run away,
because I never want to be anything like Sam. Ever.”

“You aren’t like