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Part 1 - The Beginning 

 
It didn’t start innocently, no, not at all.  I was seventeen, a senior in high school.  My parents’ 

marriage was falling apart.  No, “falling apart” denotes a passive process; they were actively 
destroying their marriage, with me in the middle.  The only family we have are my mom’s sister and 
brother living at the other end of the state, and my dad’s step-sister Beth who lives nearby.  Aunt Beth 
is nine years younger than my dad; she’s 29 and really attractive. 

 
You can stop reading now; you’ve probably figured out where this is going.  Well, you’re right 

and you’re wrong.  It’s a wild ride and it isn’t over yet. 
 
Beth was having troubles with her new Mac.  I’m the family computer geek and offered to 

help.  One Friday night at dinner, mom broke the usual stone cold silence by telling me, “Your father 
and I have an appointment tomorrow.  Aunt Beth will pick you up around nine; you can look at her 
computer.  How does that sound?” 

 
I could imagine what the appointment might be, yet I didn’t want to know.  I was miffed they 

wouldn’t let me stay home alone; I was seventeen after all.  “That’s fine with me,” I told her.  I looked 
at my dad; he gave me a glance then looked down at the food on his plate again. 

 
My stomach grumbled.  Their fucking games were getting to me -- the icy silence when I was 

around, the screaming after I went upstairs, the sounds of my mom crying.  After dinner I cleaned up 
dishes and went upstairs to my room, putting on headphones and doing homework. 

 
At least it hadn’t screwed up my grades -- yet.  I knew so many kids who fell apart when their 

parents split up.  I knew that, more than ever, I needed to focus on grades, on scholarships.  Luckily, as 
part of the school’s enrichment program I’d been taking classes at the local junior college since last 
year; this year I had second year calculus and second year college French.  The high school 
administration was pissed about that; they’d wanted us to take stupid intro programs, but those of us in 
the program figured out real fast that the enrollment cards we had were good for whatever we wanted.  
Last year I’d gotten straight A’s in calculus, anthropology, and French.  This year I’d lightened up; just 
calculus and French.  The counselors at the college and both sets of teachers were all for it. 
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Oh well.  Saturday morning I got up early, showered, ate breakfast, and got my stuff together.  

It looked as if it would be hot out again -- it often goes into the high 80’s in late September in Southern 
California, so I wore shorts, sandals, and a T-shirt.  Aunt Beth’s townhouse has air conditioning.  Well, 
so do we, but my parents argue about using it. 

 
Aunt Beth picked me up about a quarter to nine, smiling as usual when we got into her Volvo 

wagon.  “How are you doing today, Andy?” she asked. 
 
I sighed as I got into the front seat and buckled up.  “Okay, I guess.” 
 
She gave me a sympathetic look.  “Your parents?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yup, what else.  They’re off to see a counselor or something.” 
 
She had a brief look of surprise.  “They actually told you that?” 
 
I smiled, more of a smirk.  “No, they didn’t.  But that’s the only thing I can imagine them doing 

together.” 
 
She sighed as we pulled out of the driveway.  “Very perceptive.  I don’t know who they think 

they’re fooling.” 
 
“I...”  I started to say something, then changed my mind.  I surprised myself; I had to clear my 

throat and wipe off some tears.  “No, I’m not going there, not at all.  What’s up with your computer?”  
I said, trying to put on a different voice. 

 
She sighed and said, “Good for you.” 
 
We talked about her new Mac.  It sounded as if she was having teething pains.  Someone had 

helped her move files from her very old Performa.  She’d just gotten a cable modem and while it was 
set up, she wasn’t sure how things worked together.  It sounded like just the thing for me to do today. 

 
Her place was about twenty minutes down the freeway; it’s a nice small place.  She had the 

computer set up in the guest room.  She wrote down her passwords while the machine was starting up; 
the new flat panel displays sure are nice.  She told me the manuals and all the packing materials were 
in the closet behind me; she hadn’t thrown anything out.  There were soft drinks in the kitchen; she 
needed to run some errands and would be back in a couple of hours, then we could go out for lunch.  
That sounded good to me. 

 
It happened about twenty minutes after she left.  I’d started rearranging things and throwing out 

duplicates and old versions of software, once I was sure she had a good backup.  The good news was 
that whoever helped her wrote a CDR of everything on her old machine.  The bad news was that all of 
it, including the (very old) system folder, had been dumped onto the new machine. 
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I went to the closet to get a manual I needed.  I opened the closet door and saw her incredibly 
soft full-length fake fur coat.  I’d completely forgotten about that.  I’d had a crush on her and 
especially that coat for years.  I found the manual I needed on the nearby shelf, but then I found myself 
touching the coat.  Pretty soon I had my face buried in it, my arm around it holding it to me, lost in the 
softness, the texture, and the faint smell of her perfume. 

 
“Andrew?” 
 
I turned and looked; she was standing in the doorway; I hadn’t heard her come in. 
 
“Aunt Beth...” I stammered.  “I...”  I knew I had a huge erection.  Another minute or so and I’d 

have dropped my shorts... 
 
I really expected her to be mad, but she smiled.  “It’s all right, I understand.  Come with me.” 
 
She took me by the hand and took me to her bedroom.  She pointed to the bed.  “Lay down and 

close your eyes.” 
 
I gave her a questioning look. 
 
“Please trust me, Andy.” 
 
I sighed and lay down facing away from her, closing my eyes. 
 
“No, roll over onto your back and scoot down toward the foot of the bed.  I’ll just be a minute.  

Just close your eyes and breathe slow and deep.” 
 
I heard her walk out of the room softly.  What had I done?  The only family in the area, the 

only person to treat me as an adult, as someone with feelings, and I’d betrayed her trust, and if she’d 
been a couple of minutes later....  I heard the toilet flush, heard her walking out of the bedroom, then 
after a bit heard her walking in again.  I started to turn. 

 
“Eyes still closed Andrew,” she said, somewhat stern, but with something more in her voice.  I 

heard her moving again, sounds like something swishing, cloth? 
 
I felt the bed move.  Then I felt that fur on me, and the softness and warmth of her body.  I 

gasped.  I felt her hand go behind my head, and felt a nipple against my lips.  I moaned and took it, 
sucking gently. 

 
“Good.  Now put your arms around me and hold me.  Can you do that?” 
 
I slid one arm under her, under the coat, and the other over her.  We rolled a little so I was up 

on my side a bit and she was leaning on me, pressing her breast and that incredible coat into me, 
holding my head.  I breathed deep through my nose, filling my head with her perfume, moaning again. 
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“That’s good.  Now all you have to do is hold me, and suck on me if you want, and relax.  I’m 
going to help you relax.  Start by exhaling slowly, then taking a slow, deep breath.  That’s good.  Now 
when you exhale, let go of all your tension, let it all go, relax in my arms, I’ve got you.  Good, take 
another deep breath and let go, relax in my arms.” 

 
It felt so good to be in her arms, her hand cradling my head.  I started to pull my head back and 

she held me gently but firmly to her breast, making me moan again.  “Relax; let go and relax.” 
 
She coached my breathing for a while, then started at the top of my head, telling me how 

relaxed the muscles in my scalp were. She moved to my forehead, my eyes, my face.  I felt all the 
tension draining out of my head; it felt so good.  She moved to my neck and it went limp; I remember 
her laughing softly, holding me to her breast, moving my head, letting me relax more and more with 
each breath, each beat of her heart, each time I sucked on her, letting me relax more and more. 

 
It was so nice to go deeper, hearing her voice get far away somehow, feeling the tension flow 

out of my body.  I was so relaxed, I felt so good floating in her arms. 
 
She pulled away and that startled me; I started to move.  Then her voice came back; it was 

close again.  She spoke to me and I relaxed, floating, and her voice drifted into the distance again, far 
away yet so clear.  I heard her voice; she was still speaking, but it must have been to someone else.  I 
knew I didn’t have to worry about what she said, I didn’t have to remember, and I could relax and 
enjoy the sensations, all the sensations. 

 
And after a while what sensations!  I felt her weight and her warmth on top of me; I felt the fur, 

her skin, her perfume.  My arms were so heavy and hard to lift, but I got them around her waist.  I 
found a nipple again, started sucking and drifting away, then felt my cock sliding deep inside her. 

 
I’d never had sex before, never made love.  The sensations were incredible, with her voice 

filling me the whole time as we moved together, she moving on top of me, me moving underneath to 
meet her. 

 
I’d never had sex before, but I certainly knew when I was going to come, and I moaned as the 

feeling filled me, stronger, more intense than it had ever been before.  Her voice was there, leading, 
guiding me, and she held me to her and moved her hips slowly, strongly, and I moaned and came deep 
within her. 

 
Still her voice filled me, led me.  She told me to wake up, bringing me up, and I opened my 

eyes to see her smiling above me.  Before I could speak she lowered herself back on to me, my eyes 
closed, and her voice took me away again. 

 
This went on for I don’t know how long, opening my eyes, somewhat awake, then drifting 

down to her voice, or plunging down to a hand behind my head.  I’d float in bliss at her nipple, then 
the touch of her hand on my cheek, caressing gently, would take me so deep.  Some times she spoke 
with her voice, others with her touch, taking me to incredible places. 

 
Then it was soft and deep, soft and deep, her voice so far away. 
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I woke up and stretched, opening my eyes to see her sitting by the edge of the bed putting on 

her bra.  I didn’t know what to say; I sighed. 
 
“How do you feel?” she asked with a smile. 
 
I moved a hand over near her; she took it.  “Incredible.  I don’t know...  What happened?” 
 
She gave my hand a squeeze as she stood up, still naked from the waist down.  Her waist was 

beautiful, the curls of her thatch so inviting. 
 
She laughed a little and I blushed; I could feel other parts of me quickly waking up.  I was 

naked; not surprising considering what had been going on, but I didn’t remember shedding my clothes. 
 
“We’ll talk about it this afternoon.  Are you ready for lunch?” she said. 
 
I sat up slowly and grabbed my shirt.  “You bet; I’m starved.”  I looked over at the clock; it was 

half past eleven.  Where had the last two hours gone?  I was about to ask, but she’d walked out of the 
room. 

 
I got up, picking up my underwear and shorts.  As I slid them on I looked at my cock; I was no 

longer a virgin!  What a trip! 
 
I went into the guest room; she was sitting in front of the computer.  I walked up cautiously, 

still unsure.  I put a hand on her shoulder lightly.  She turned slightly and smiled, taking my hand and 
pulling it down on to her chest, holding it there.  I put my other hand on her other shoulder and stepped 
more behind the chair. 

 
“That’s better,” she said, taking my other hand and leading it to her chest.  She held my hands 

and leaned her head back against me.  “Yes, that’s much better.” 
 
She leaned back and I felt her, watched her head slowly moving back and forth, back and forth 

as she held my hands.  I felt myself sliding back into that other world, the motion of her head leading 
me away.  I closed my eyes and took a deep, slow breath in through my nose, then leaned down and 
kissed her on the head. 

 
She laughed softly and squeezed my hands, holding them in one of hers as she moved the other 

to the mouse.  “I like what you’ve done here -- much more organized.  What else did you do?” 
 
That brought me back to the real world.  I told her what I’d done, reorganizing and getting rid 

of old stuff.  I told her I still had more to do.  We talked about performance issues; I told her she really 
should install more RAM; it was easy, something I could do for her. 

 
She stood up, holding my hands as she did, so they were behind her neck as she stood.  She 

closed her eyes and moved her head nearer to mine...  I closed my eyes and we kissed. 
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What a difference, kissing a mature woman!  I held her as her arms went around me, holding 
me gently.  Our tongues danced, gently, slowly, not at all like the few teen girls I’d kissed before.  I 
moved one hand to the back of her neck and held her gently, then squeezed a little as she’d done to me.  
She moaned a little and held me tighter, her lips and body becoming more insistent and more 
compliant at the same time. 

 
She ran a hand up my spine, sending shivers through me, touching the back of my neck.  As she 

gently squeezed I felt my knees giving way and all the strength going out of my body. 
 
She laughed and said, “Wake up Andy, fully awake and alert now...” 
 
I shook my head and looked into her eyes, level with mine.  Her hands were around my waist, 

our hips pressed together.  I could feel my cock stirring, alert again as I looked into her eyes with 
wonder. 

 
She wiggled and gave me a sly smile.  “Do we need to make love again before lunch, or can 

you wait?” 
 
I laughed and stepped back a bit.  “I can wait.  Thank you.” 
 
She kissed me on the nose.  “Good.  Why don’t you use the small bathroom.  I’ll be ready to go 

in a minute.” 
 
We met again by the door.  We went outside; it was hot out.  I squinted.  It had been so nice 

and cool inside.  My stomach flipped suddenly. 
 
“Andy, what is it?”  She put a hand on my shoulder, she must have seen the sudden change on 

my face. 
 
I sighed.  “I don’t know.  It’s hot out here, and it was so nice and cool inside.  I guess it’s my 

parents again.  They fight about everything, including whether or not to turn on the air conditioning.” 
 
She sighed with me.  “It’s okay to have those feelings.  Please tell me about them.  Holding 

them inside, bottling them up, isn’t good for you.  Understand?” 
 
I looked at her; she had such a look of concern on her face, changing to a soft smile. 
 
“I don’t understand.  I don’t understand any of it,” I told her. 
 
She smiled a little more.  “I’ll help you; I will.” 
 
“Thank you,” I said, and I kissed her hand. 
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First Lessons 
 
We got in her car and went to a local burger place.  We ordered, then sat outside; the sun felt 

good, except for the glare. 
 
“Forget your sunglasses?” she asked. 
 
I frowned.  “No.” 
 
She raised an eyebrow, extended a hand and held one of mine.  “Remember what I said -- tell 

me, please.” 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t want to drag you through this; it’s bad enough I have to go through 

it, but you don’t need to.” 
 
She shook her head, looking more determined.  “That’s not how it works.  You need to talk 

about it, for your own sake.  I have been dragged into it, and let me tell you right now, I’m on your 
side, your side.  Someone’s got to look out for your interests.  Got it?  Now tell me, please.”  Her voice 
softened as she spoke, her last words barely audible over the traffic noise. 

 
I nodded.  “Okay, you’re right.  I’ve seen friends at school get so screwed up...  Well,” I took a 

deep breath.  “This isn’t easy...” 
 
She said, “I know,” holding my hand softly now. 
 
“Well, a couple of weeks ago, one evening, I’d finished the dishes, my homework, and put my 

books and sunglasses on the table by the door.  I could tell something was really brewing between 
them, so I went upstairs, put on my headphones, listened to music and read.  I could hear screaming 
even with headphones on.  When I went downstairs the next morning, my books were stacked 
differently, the other stuff on that table had been all moved.  Hell, the whole table had moved.  My 
sunglasses weren’t there; I saw them broken in a trashcan nearby.” 

 
“And neither of them mentioned it, or offered to replace them?” 
 
I grunted.  “Of course not.  None of this is happening, remember?” 
 
She shook her head; a gal came by with our tray, picking up the plastic number we’d been 

given.  I didn’t know if I was hungry or not.  I looked up at Aunt Beth again.  Then I sort of snorted 
and smiled. 

 
“That was a good one.  What was that?” she asked. 
 
I sighed again.  “You’re not just Aunt Beth anymore...” 
 
She laughed, her head going back, exposing her neck.  Mmmm, her neck looked nice. 
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She looked at me, smiling, still laughing.  “Around other people, I am most certainly your Aunt 
Beth.”  Then she softened as she continued.  “But when we’re alone together....” 

 
As we ate we talked about a lot of things.  We talked a lot about school, how I was doing, and 

the people around me, especially the girls.  I knew I was in that weird geek/brain group; one of a dozen 
or so that spent a third of the day at City College.  We had some good teachers at the high school, but 
still it felt as if we were just putting in time.  Even though I was taking second year calculus, I had to 
sit in a pre-calculus algebra class at high school; it was “required.” 

 
The first day of class the teacher and I had a talk; he wanted to know why in the world I was 

there; he knew what I was doing at City.  I told him coldly it was because it was required.  He gave me 
a seat in the back; I’d do the work.  He wouldn’t bother me and I wouldn’t bother him.  French was 
sort of the same; I was taking high school French, and at the same time second year college French.  
Only both teachers knew each other, and neither was cutting me any slack -- I had to be on my toes all 
the time. 

 
The girls at school, a lot of them, that was a different story.  I had a hard time relating to them.  

I’d tried, but I had a hard time fitting into their world.  The girls in our group of brainy, geeky folks, 
our “gang of twelve,” were well attached or uninterested.  Yes, Donna, one of the cheerleaders, was 
currently my lab partner in physics but I knew why.  One of my friends told me why I had a football 
player as my lab partner last year in chemistry; I hadn’t figured it out.  Once it was explained to me in 
blunt terms, I helped him as much as I could.  Now that I think of it, it actually was pretty funny some 
times. 

 
We finished lunch and got back in the car.  We drove over to a local computer store that carries 

Macs.  “This a good place for RAM?” she asked. 
 
“Sure, as good as any,” I told her.  We went in and she bought 512 Megs of ram without 

blinking an eye. 
 
Back in the car she asked, “Do you still have that same computer?” 
 
I laughed.  “Yup, it’s a Power PC, but it’s an old slow 601 with 32 Megs of RAM.” 
 
She nodded and sighed with me.  We went next to a local mall.  “What do we need here?” I 

asked. 
 
She looked at me as we got out of the car.  “I’m replacing your sunglasses.  I don’t like you 

squinting, and I really don’t like the thought of you riding that bike without eye protection.” 
 
I nodded.  It was about a mile from the house to City College, and another two to the high 

school.  While I’d taken the mandatory driver training class, my parents were too busy to help me with 
the next steps toward getting a driver’s license, so it was my bike or my friends. 
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We went in and I got a pair of cool Smith Sliders.  “Thank you so much,” I told her as we 
walked back to the parking lot.  She put an arm around my shoulder and said, “You’re welcome; you 
deserve better than you’re getting.” 

 
I laughed a little at that. 
 
“What?  Remember, tell me.” 
 
I stopped as we got to her car.  “I can’t believe what’s happened today.  I don’t know how to 

thank you.” 
 
She gave me a sly smile and touched the end of my nose.  “Don’t worry...” 
 
We drove back to her place.  Once inside, I shut down the computer, and installed the new 

memory; it’s a snap in the new models.  As I was doing that, I heard the beep of her answering 
machine, then my mom’s voice letting us know they were home.  I snapped the second ram chip into 
place and closed up the computer, stepping back out into the hall. 

 
Beth was standing there, phone in hand.  I don’t know what kind of look I gave her; I wasn’t 

sure how I felt, but it wasn’t pleasant.  She smiled. 
 
“Hi, this is Beth returning your call,” she said into the phone; she must have gotten the machine 

at the house.  “Andy has more work to do on the computer, so I’ll probably bring him back after 
dinner.  Let me know if there’s any problem, otherwise, we’ll see you around nine.” 

 
She hung up the phone and gave me a questioning look. 
 
“Oh Andy, what are we going to do; what are we going to do?” 
 
I walked over to her and took her hands in mine.  “Whatever you want me to do.” 
 
Her look changed; she still had a smile, but it was different.  Oh how I’d get to know that 

smile... 
 
“Computer fixed?” she asked. 
 
“Let’s see.  I put in the RAM but haven’t powered things up yet.” 
 
We went into the guest room and I hit the power key on the computer.  It gave us a nice “bong” 

sound and started up. 
 
“Success,” I told her as I pulled down the “About this computer” menu, showing a lot more 

RAM.  “Want me to finish up on this?” I asked her. 
 
She gave me that smile again.  “No, it’s time for some education.  Go to the bathroom, then 

meet me in the bedroom.” 
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I went to the small bathroom, went to the can, then washed my face and hands.  I sat on the can 

again for a while, then washed a bit more, then laughed at myself.  I was stalling.  I walked into the 
bedroom. 

 
She was sitting on the edge of the bed, naked.  There was a cushion on the floor in front of her.  

She pointed to it and said, “Have a seat.” 
 
I sat down, looking right into heaven. 
 
“Andy, I’m going to teach you something some men never learn; I’m going to teach you how to 

please a woman.” 
 
She proceeded to give me a very hands-on introduction to female anatomy and sexuality.  I 

learned what she liked, what she didn’t, and how to tell.  I learned about the soft smooth spot on the 
inside of her thighs, and how to stroke her gently, softly, coaxing those wonderful sounds from deep 
within her. 

 
She taught me, enticed me so well.  Before I knew it, I was kissing my way up her thighs, 

moving in for my first taste of a woman. 
 
And oh what a taste, what sensations; the warmth, the smell.  As I kissed gently she coached 

me, her coaching interrupted every so often by a moan as I showed her what I’d learned.  After a while 
I noticed she wasn’t talking much, and her hips were moving in time to my adoration.  I slipped a 
finger inside her, hooking it back to tease that special spot inside her. 

 
Her reaction was immediate and intense.  She moaned deeper and her thighs closed around my 

head, her hips bucking more.  I felt her hands on my head.  The combination of her thighs squeezing 
me, and the touch of a hand, sent me back into that other world. 

 
And I was in a world that was only her, her scent, her taste, her touch.  I heard her moans from 

far away, muffled by her thighs holding me so well. 
 
Eventually I heard her voice asking me to stop.  I gave her a kiss and sat back, my head still 

spinning.  She was saying something; her words went past me. 
 
“Andy, wake up, awake and alert now.” 
 
That I heard.  I took a deep breath and opened my eyes.  She was on the edge of the bed, 

panting, her eyes a little wide and unfocused.  “Take off your clothes and join me,” she said.  My arms 
and legs were still recovering from I wasn’t sure what; I got undressed and crawled on to the bed with 
her, lying down by her side. 

 
“Are you okay?” I asked, concerned. 
 
She laughed as she ran fingers down my chest. 
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“Oh God yes,” she panted.  “You learn fast...”  Her hand slid down to my cock; as she touched 

it I moaned and my eyes started to close.  Her hand closed around me and she pulled on me as she 
rolled to her back.  “Come here.  I need you inside me.” 

 
I moved on top of her; she guided me inside.  We slid together and our legs intertwined.  We 

both moaned.  Her head arched back and I leaned down, kissing and nibbling her neck, she was so 
delicious.  She started laughing, her hands running over me, holding, touching.  Our hips moved on 
their own -- apart, together, apart, and together again.  I slid my hands under her shoulders and pulled 
myself into her, feeling her shake, hearing her moan.  That sound fanned the fire in me; I was just 
along for the ride now. 

 
Her hands moved up to my head and lifted me.  I paused momentarily, coming up on my arms, 

my head going back, feeling her hands on the sides of my head, my eyes closed. 
 
“Look in my eyes Andy; look in my eyes.” 
 
I looked into her eyes, beautiful blue gray.  Her hands moved on my head to around my ears 

and the back of my neck.  She squeezed gently and started speaking again, and I fell into her. 
 
Every sensation was so intense, every touch, every motion.  I heard her voice but didn’t 

understand her words; she was speaking to something deep within me.  I felt the sensation build again, 
not the quick buildup and release I’d known on my own, but a slow buildup to inevitability, building 
and building, breath after breath.  I became aware of the sounds I was making, falling further into her, 
our hips moving together and apart, together and apart. 

 
She smiled, she squeezed my head, she spoke.  I fell into the abyss, collapsing on top of her, 

my hips still moving on their own as I pumped into her. 
 
I gradually became aware of her hand at the back of my head again, holding me, rocking me; 

became aware of her voice again, not speaking so much as cooing softly, almost singing.  I nestled into 
her neck, kissing her gently and drifted off to her voice again. 

 
I don’t remember rolling on to my back, but that’s where I woke up.  I woke to her leaning over 

me, her hand on my chest. 
 
“Welcome back,” she said with a smile. 
 
I took a deep breath, looking at her in wonder.  “What a trip...” 
 
“Like to hear a story?” she asked. 
 
“Only if it has a happy ending,” I told her.  She laughed. 
 
I knew she was a nurse, working for a small medical group.  She’d been really happy when 

she’d gotten that position, freeing her from the weird long hours of hospital life. 
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The wife of one of the docs in the group was diagnosed with cancer, and had a very rough time.  

Through friends she went to a hypnotherapist, much to her husband’s initial disgust, but it helped 
immensely.  Not only had this turned the doctors around, but Beth investigated as well, and after a 
while she enrolled at a local school and was well on her way to certification, as well as her Master’s 
degree in psychology.  Beth had been worried about me for some time, worried about the fallout of my 
parent’s warfare.  This morning had presented her with the opportunity she’d been looking for. 

 
“Not that my instructors would necessarily approve of all I’ve done, but I’m very pleased with 

the results,” she told me, messing up my hair. 
 
I sighed again; that was getting to be a habit around her.  “So am I...  When you squeezed my 

head between your thighs, then touched me with your hand, I was in that other world again, so 
peaceful...” 

 
She gave me a tight smile.  “I wondered about that -- stimulus generalization at work.  My 

primary goal is to help you deal with what you’re going through at home.” 
 
I picked up her hand and kissed her fingers.  “Thank you.  I don’t want to go through it, but if I 

have to, I’ll take all the help I can get.  I’ve seen what it does to too many others.” 
 
“Good.  You know the first rule now.” 
 
“Tell you what I feel,” I said softly. 
 
She nodded and smiled.  “And what do you feel now?” 
 
I closed my eyes momentarily.  “I don’t know; it’s so mixed up.  I feel hungry, yet full 

somehow.  I feel so relaxed, so safe here, feeling you next to me.  And yet there’s this whole mess out 
there, a mess I know I have to go back and deal with, and I don’t want to, yet I know I have to.  Does 
that make sense?”  I was looking into her eyes again, wanting so much to fall into them, into that 
peace, that tranquility. 

 
She smiled and slowly sat up, one hand on my chest.  “Yes, it makes sense.  You’re doing well.  

You need to explore your feelings, and more importantly, to learn that those feelings aren’t you -- 
they’re just feelings, and they’ll fade, they’re impermanent.  Does that make sense?” 

 
I nodded.  It did make sense.  “But it’s going to take a while for me to believe it, to know that 

down deep.” 
 
She smiled and messed up my hair again.  “Yes, it’s a never-ending process.  But you’re on the 

way now.  And, I’m here to help.  And when I can’t help, I know people who can.” 
 
She grabbed a top and put it on sans bra.  “But now I’ve got reading to do, and you’ve got a 

computer to work on.  I’ve got steaks for dinner.  Feel like barbecuing for us?” 
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I sat up.  “Sure; love to.  I’m the one that does the cooking around the house anymore.” 
 
“So I understand,” she said as she stood up.  “I hear you’re getting to be a pretty good cook.” 
 
I shook my head.  Mom and dad both worked.  “Somebody’s got to do it.  I can’t take cold 

cereal and Kentucky Fried Colonel that often.” 
 
We got dressed.  Beth went into the living room to read, I went back to the computer.  I 

continued to reorganize, worked over the cable modem setup.  Damn, it was fast!  She had bookmarks 
to a bunch of hypnosis and hypnotherapy sites, so I spent some time reading.  I also saw some 
references to kids and divorce.  I read a couple of those but stopped; I’d seen too much of that shit first 
hand. 

 
I’d put in about two hours; my back was a little stiff from sitting.  I got up and went to the 

bathroom.  I still had Beth’s scent on my hands and face.  I closed my eyes and let the memory run 
from my nose to wherever it wanted.  As I inhaled slowly, I could feel the sensation going from my 
nose down the front of my body right to my balls and my cock, a deep stirring sensation.  I splashed 
my face with cold water and washed my hands.  I started walking back to the guest room, but had a 
better idea. 

 
I walked into the living room.  Beth was on the couch, a book in her lap, highlighter, notepad, 

and pen close at hand.  I walked over to her and went down on my knees in front of her.  She started to 
speak, but I put a finger to my lips.  She smiled and put the book down, leaning back. 

 
She was wearing shorts with undies underneath.  I started stroking her thighs slowly, enjoying 

hearing her sigh as much as I enjoyed the sensation of her smooth warm skin. 
 
I moved a little too quickly at one point, moving to her inner thighs and getting a sharp breath 

and her legs moving together a bit.  I backed off and took my time, rewarded after a while by her legs 
softening and moving apart a little. 

 
After a while longer I was working mostly on her inner thighs, moving up under her shorts.  

Her legs were opening up nicely.  I glanced up at her face; she looked very relaxed, smiling, eyes 
closed. 

 
I moved my hands up and pulled her shorts off gently; she helped a bit, lifting her bottom and 

allowing me to slide them off, along with her panties. 
 
I returned to her thighs, starting near her knees again, going slow, and letting her open up on 

her own. 
 
I felt and I watched, watching her nether lips fill, seeing the moisture glisten, sensing her aroma 

reaching my nose, feeling the heat radiate from her, stirring those deep fires within me.  Her legs were 
wide now, one up against the back of the couch, one down on the floor.  I was at that small soft spot on 
the inner thigh, occasionally brushing her lips, eliciting a moan, her hips starting to rock. 
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I wasn’t sure quite what to do next.  I knew I wanted to go down on her, I just wasn’t sure how 
to do it comfortably for both of us.  I started moving her outer leg and she moved slowly, sort of sitting 
up, both legs off the couch, her bottom sticking off the edge a bit. 

 
“Thank you,” I said softly, moving between her legs.  As I moved between them, she lifted 

them slightly and put them on my shoulders.  As I moved in, closing my eyes, feeling them close 
around me, her weight felt so good.  As my tongue touched her and her thighs held me tight I felt 
myself drifting.  I knew now I was drifting into trance, and I let it happen, let myself drift, but kept 
more awareness. 

 
I adored her gently, paying attention to the motion of her hips, to her vocalizations, bringing 

her to her climax.  As she reached the edge, her body tensing, her cries more urgent, I backed off 
slightly, holding her there at the edge as she had done to me earlier.  Her cries became more urgent, her 
hands pulling at my hair, so I plunged into her, hopefully pushing her over the edge. 

 
She squeezed me and shook; I could hear her muffled cries.  After a bit her grip loosened and 

she relaxed.  I slipped out of her legs, kissing the inside of a knee.  I closed her knees gently. 
 
I sat at her feet and watched.  I watched her breathe, still panting slightly at first, then 

deepening, then becoming a little shallower as she relaxed a little more.  After a couple of minutes I 
started to get up, to go back to working on the computer. 

 
She raised her head and said, “Oh no you don’t.  Just where do you think you’re going?” 
 
I sat down on the floor again and smiled as she sat up, shaking her head a little, rolling her 

shoulders. 
 
She looked at me with fire in her eyes.  “That’s what I get for teaching you...  Okay, off with 

the clothes...  Now!” 
 
I peeled off my shirt, then shorts and underwear.  I sat there with my erection sticking up 

proudly.  The carpet felt a little strange underneath my balls, prickly and cool. 
 
She moved off the couch and over to me on all fours.  I started to lean back. 
 
“No, stay sitting up,” she said. 
 
She pulled my legs out a little then sort of sat in my lap, putting her arms around me.  I put 

mine around her shoulders and neck and we started kissing.  Her kissing was hungry, that’s the only 
way I can describe it.  I’d experienced hungry kisses before, but this was the hunger of someone who 
knew exactly what she wanted. 

 
She rocked her hips, pressing against me, making me harder by the moment if that was 

possible.  Then she moved a little, up then down, taking me into her in one motion.  The sensation was 
intense; my head dropped back and I would have fallen over if she hadn’t been holding on to me. 
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We started rocking together; gradually I leaned back, until I was on my back and she was on 
top of me once again.  There was something about having her weight on top of me that was so 
satisfying. 

 
She sat up and started rocking.  I moved a hand to her thatch, looking for her button.  “No,” she 

said, moving a hand behind her. 
 
Her hand touching my balls cut off all thought.  She was riding me, fondling me at the same 

time, and I was bucking underneath her.  “Come when you want to; come when you want to,” she 
started to chant. 

 
I felt it building and building, hearing myself moan, hearing myself as if it was another person 

somewhere.  I opened my eyes, yearning for her nipples, so far away.  I reached for them but was too 
late; I was coming deep inside her again, feeling something different this time, as if I was pushing 
against something with the tip of my cock. 

 
As I came she ground her hips around slowly, her head back, both of us savoring the 

sensations. 
 
She leaned forward and I got the nipple I wanted so much.  I started sucking and my eyes were 

drifting closed when she said, “No, stay here with me, stay alert and awake.” 
 
I moved to give her a nip with my teeth but thought better about it and just enjoyed the 

sensations, feeling her weight on top of me, so fulfilling. 
 
I started slipping after a bit.  She coughed, accelerating the process, moving off me. 
 
There we were again, me on my back, her sitting next to me, hand on my chest. 
 
“Hello again,” I said, “We seem to be meeting a lot like this recently.” 
 
She laughed.  “Yes, and it’s great.” 
 
“What did I feel that time?  It felt like I was pushing against something.” 
 
She looked at me and sighed.  “You were, lover, you were.  You filled me up.  You were 

pushing up against my cervix, and let me tell you, it’s an incredible sensation.  Only one other man has 
ever done that.” 

 
She called me a “man.” 
 
“God, do you know how that makes me feel?” I said softly. 
 
“What?” she said, now concerned. 
 
“You called me a man,” I said, sitting up. 
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She smiled and moved closer, hugging me.  I wrapped my arms around her to hug her back. 
 
“You are,” she said.  “You are a wonderful, intelligent, caring, gentle, and compassionate man.  

It’s your caring and compassionate side that’s causing you the pain.” 
 
Suddenly I was overwhelmed with emotion, clutching at her desperately, crying. 
 
“What’s wrong; what’s wrong Andy?  Tell me.  Tell me.” 
 
It took me a while before I could talk.  “I haven’t been hugged in so long.  Touching, feeling, 

holding, being held...” 
 
She held me, rocked me gently while I cried, saying softly, “I’ve got you; I’ve got you.” 
 
It took me a while, but I finally sat up.  She wiped my face with her top, kissing away some of 

the tears. 
 
“Is this what growing up is about?” I asked, still with a choked voice. 
 
She smiled softly; I could see the moisture in her eyes as well.  “I’m afraid so, except you’re 

doing it faster and more intensely than most.  But you’re also learning to let the feelings out, which 
some people never learn to do.” 

 
“Like Dad,” I said.  “I don’t think I’ve ever seen him show emotion, other than anger.” 
 
She nodded her head.  “Hold it in and it will tear you apart.”  She held me close again.  “Any 

time you need to be held, you need to cry, to talk to someone, I’m here.” 
 
I held her close for a bit, then we moved apart. 
 
“I feel older...” I said. 
 
She put a hand on my knee.  “Welcome to the real world.  Sometimes it’s ugly; sometimes it’s 

beautiful.  A lot of the time you can’t choose which.” 
 
I sighed and looked over at the clock -- a little after five.  “Show me the barbecue, and I’ll get 

to work.” 
 
She laughed a little and stood up.  “That’s the approach; do what needs to be done; don’t dwell 

in the past.  We should get dressed first.” 
 
We did, and she showed me the barbecue, out on her porch.  I got the charcoal started; it would 

take about 40 minutes the way I did it.  The steaks were on the kitchen counter.  I hunted for the pepper 
grinder and some garlic salt and seasoned them, then put together a salad. 
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Beth came into the kitchen, carrying a bottle of red wine and a book.  “I like what you did with 
the computer,” she said, setting things down on the counter, then snitching a slice of radish from the 
salad bowl. 

 
I looked at the book; “Thoughts Without a Thinker.” 
 
“What’s this?” I asked. 
 
She said, “Read it.  It will help keep you sane, believe me.” 
 
I looked at her, put an arm around her waist.  “I need all the help I can get,” I said, and hugged 

her. 
 
After we parted, she opened the wine bottle.  “I want to pry, if you don’t mind,” she asked. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
“Your parents don’t hug you, or each other?” 
 
I frowned.  “I’m surprised they sleep in the same room any more.  Dad never hugged me, that I 

can remember.  Mom pretty much stopped a few years ago; I think Dad had something to do with it.” 
 
She nodded sadly.  “Your father and I came from a family that was never very physical or 

showed much affection; I got more hugs than he did growing up; he’s always held things so tight.  
Daniel was so affectionate, always touching, holding, hugging.  He taught me so much.” 

 
I felt the lump in my throat, saw the moisture and the far away look in her eyes; I moved to her 

and held her close.  This was the first time in quite a while I’d heard her mention her husband.  He’d 
died almost two years ago in a car crash.  It had left her well off financially, but alone, so alone.  Now I 
was beginning to understand how alone. 

 
“I’ve got you; I’m here holding you,” I said softly, holding, rocking gently.  Now it was her 

turn to cry.  I held her quietly, holding her head to my shoulder, feeling her dampness wet my shirt and 
my skin, feeling my own tears move down my face.  Two years ago she’d been at least a head taller 
then me; now I was a couple of inches taller than her, holding her, trying to comfort her. 

 
I had questions I couldn’t ask.  Was I her first lover since her husband?  Oh, don’t go there, 

don’t even start.  I held her tighter, concentrating on the feeling, just feeling, holding, rocking. 
 
Eventually we both calmed down enough to step back.  I dried her face; she dried mine. 
 
“Thank you,” she said softly. 
 
“Thank you,” I replied, “I’ll do whatever I can, whatever you teach me.” 
 
She smiled and held my hands.  “What you just did can’t be taught.” 
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I gave her a kiss on the forehead; she did the same to me. 
 
Then she reached for two wine glasses.  I gave her a questioning look. 
 
“Red meat needs red wine.  You’re here to learn.  I suppose you’ve never had a drink before?” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “Beer and some booze at parties, but you know Dad.” 
 
She frowned.  “Your father is a prude.  I hope he learns some day, I really do.  But he’s got his 

own path to walk, as do we all.” 
 
With that, she poured two glasses and handed me one.  I raised mine to hers.  “As do we all,” I 

said. 
 
I had a sip; it was good.  She then showed me the fine art of tasting a wine; swirling, smelling, 

gargling, tasting.  I had to laugh again. 
 
“What now?” 
 
“So many new sensations in one day, so many,” I told her. 
 
She looked me in the eye.  “I agree...  How’s our fire going?” 
 
I put down my glass as I looked at the clock.  “Should be just about there.  I’ll check.” 
 
The coals were ready, so I set the grill in place.  I cooked our steaks while Beth did garlic 

bread.  When I brought our steaks inside, she’d set the table, even lit candles.  I sat at her side. 
 
We talked as we ate; I finished my glass of wine and switched to water.  During the salad I 

suddenly stopped and stared at her, taking her hand and squeezing it. 
 
“What is it, Andy?” she asked, putting down her fork. 
 
“Do you know how long it’s been since I’ve actually had a conversation with someone during 

dinner?” 
 
She raised her eyebrows and nodded her head.  “Those fools don’t know what they’re missing, 

do they?” 
 
I shook my head.  “They sure don’t.  I don’t understand it, I really don’t.” 
 
She sighed.  “I don’t think anyone does.” 
 
We finished dinner and cleaned up together.  I told Beth, “I’m used to doing this by myself, 

while my parents go to opposite corners and build up venom.” 
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She put a hand on my shoulder.  She didn’t need to say anything. 
 
We talked more after dinner.  We talked about school, how I felt, how I would deal with the 

feelings that came up.  We talked about my parents; I knew they were headed for divorce; I was trying 
to figure out how to get through that experience with a minimum of damage, and still be able to go to 
college. 

 
We paused for a moment; it was about seven thirty.  “Go to the bathroom then come back 

here,” Beth told me. 
 
I did that, returning to the couch.  She had her notepad in her hand, reviewing something. 
 
“Okay, on your back for me.  I’d like to hypnotize you again and work with you to help you 

deal with what you’re going through.  Would you like that?” 
 
I looked at her; I was a bit apprehensive, even though I knew she’d hypnotized me so many 

times already in a single day. 
 
“Yes, I would like that very much.” 
 
She must have sensed my apprehension.  “Relax, you’re very good at this already.  Close your 

eyes and relax, let my voice carry you to that special place...”  As she spoke, she ran her fingers down 
my arm.  I wanted it so much; I let all the air out and sank away... 

 
“Two, moving around again, taking another deep breath, and three, wide awake, refreshed, and 

alert.” 
 
I opened my eyes, moving on the couch.  I’d been crying.  I looked at Beth; so had she.  She 

straightened her shoulders and back.  “How are you now?” she asked, professional cheer in her voice. 
 
I put a hand on her knee.  “Better.  How about you?”  There was concern in my voice, emotion. 
 
She sighed, slumping forward a bit.  “I’m not going to be able to fool you, am I?” she said. 
 
I smiled.  “Why would you want to?  Don’t hold it in, remember?” 
 
She chuckled.  “You’re right.  It was tough.  I may not be the right person to do this; I’m close 

to you, and getting closer.  But you need the help.  Can you feel the difference?” 
 
I closed my eyes momentarily, opening them again.  “I can feel something.  I feel stronger, I 

don’t know, more tolerant or something.  But...”  I moved slowly to sitting up. 
 
“But what?” she said softly. 
 
“Beth, I don’t know, even if you can’t help me this way, what we did the rest of the day...” 
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She gave me that wry smile; I saw her nostrils flare, something she’d taught me to watch for.  

She put her hands on my shoulders, around my neck and started pulling me to her. 
 
“Don’t you worry, that’s not going to stop.” 
 
We had one more long, soft kiss.  The clock struck half past the hour: 8:30. 
 
“Time to take you back to Beirut,” Beth said, only half jokingly. 
 
I nodded.  It was time to go. 
 
We drove in silence.  She went in with me.  Surprisingly, my parents were actually sitting 

closer than fifteen feet apart; it actually looked as if they were sharing a bottle of wine.  We got half 
smiles from them.  I could tell Mom was worn out, probably from crying.  Suddenly I felt sorry for 
them, both of them, but especially for Dad. 

 
We talked for a few minutes.  Beth told them I’d worked on her computer, even cooked steaks.  

She told them she’d gotten me a pair of sunglasses to thank me for the work I’d done.  Dad twinged a 
little at that, and mom sighed a little. 

 
The silence grew cold again.  I said to Beth, “I’m glad to help, Aunt Beth, thanks.” I went over 

to mom and kissed her on the forehead.  “I love you.  I’m going to bed.” I went over to dad, leaned 
over and kissed him on the forehead and said, “I love you, dad.”  I would have looked him in the eye, 
but he glanced down, avoiding eye contact.  I went upstairs, cleaned up, and went to bed. 
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School Daze 
 
I hadn’t asked Beth when I’d see her again, when I’d be able to hold her again.  Dad took off 

early Sunday morning.  I fixed breakfast for mom and me, then took care of the lawns.  I read; the 
library had gotten in some French literature I’d wanted.  Every once in a while that afternoon I’d give 
mom a hug.  Not a word spoken, just soft hugs. 

 
Late in the afternoon I asked her, “Will dad be home for dinner?”  She shrugged her shoulders.  

I barbecued chicken, fixing enough for all of us.  He did show up.  I made a rice dish I know he likes.  
We ate silently; I cleaned up afterwards and went up to my room without a sound.  Meet me halfway... 

 
The week fell into the usual routine; school, study, fix dinner, clean up, study, bed.  Mom and 

dad had more “appointments” in the evenings; the screaming seemed to decrease.  I began to get 
hopeful. 

 
My first class in the morning is French at City College.  From there I go to high school, for 

what’s called “study hall.”  What a waste.  I have to show up; I’ve told them I could be so much more 
productive anywhere else.  No dice; be where you’re supposed to be.  My friend Betty explained it as a 
funding issue: they got so many dollars per butt-hour.  She’s good with a phrase.  Just another butt-
hour is what I felt like to the high school administration. 

 
The next class was algebra.  One of the gals in both study hall and algebra with me, also a 

senior and one of the cheerleaders, is Sherry.  I’d tried talking to her before.  I wasn’t in her world; it 
didn’t work.  But I remembered what Beth told me: be yourself, don’t try to be someone else.  Tuesday 
in study hall I saw her struggling with the algebra book.  I went up to her and softly said, “I can help 
you with that if you’d like.” 

 
She turned to me (on me, really) and gave me a nasty look.  “What?” she said sharply. 
 
I went down on one knee so we were at eye level.  “If you’d like, I can help you with algebra.  

I’m offering to help.  I didn’t mean to intrude.”  I looked at her for a moment, watching emotions wash 
through her.  I stood up and moved back to my seat at another table, back to my reading -- Voltaire’s 
“Candide” in French. 

 
I watched her in math that day; she was having problems.  I’d made my offer.  Once again, 

meet me halfway.... 
 
The next morning in study hall she actually came up to me.  “Will you help me?” 
 
I nodded, picked up my books and moved over next to her.  I started where we were in the 

book, working through problems, explaining, asking her questions, explaining a little more, asking 
questions.  It was tough work, and pretty soon the period was over. 

 
The next period in math I paid more attention to what was going on, Ellis’s explanations, and 

Sherry’s reactions.  I even took notes; I thought he could use better examples. 
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We worked together in study hall.  I had a better feeling for what she didn’t know, which was a 
lot.  I got her to actually ask me questions.  Thursday in class she even put up her hand and asked Ellis 
a question.  That shocked the hell out of Ellis, and gave me a warm feeling I can’t describe. 

 
Friday morning he gave us a pop quiz.  He told us we could leave once we’d finished.  I looked 

it over; did it in about five minutes.  Then I sat there.  Sherry trembled; she took half an hour.  She was 
one of the last to leave.  Finally it was just Ellis and I in the room, the door closing behind the last 
student. 

 
He looked at me.  “Certainly that didn’t tax you, Mister Wilson.” 
 
I walked up to his desk. 
 
“No sir.  I’ve been tutoring Sherry in study hall.  I want to see how she did.” 
 
He looked at me, then smiled.  “You’ve been attentive these last few days; I’d wondered why.” 
 
He dug through the sheets and found hers.  It had a spot on one corner -- it looked like a tear.  I 

thought I was going to cry.  We looked it over together.  She had the idea, but made a lot of stupid 
errors. 

 
We looked at each other again.  I shook my head.  He smiled, then laughed and held out his 

hand. 
 
I raised mine slowly; he shook my hand.  He said, “Congratulations.  This is an incredible 

turnaround for her, the best she’s done by far.” 
 
I was stunned.  I sat on the corner of the desk.  He looked at me again.  “It’s only easy for a few 

of you.  For a lot of these kids, they’ll never get it.  You’ve helped her.  Keep it up.  Would you like to 
see the other quizzes as well, the first screening exam?” 

 
I nodded my head.  He’d given us a screening test at the beginning of the year.  I’d finished it 

in about twenty minutes, making one bonehead arithmetic error.  He fished through his case, pulled out 
the papers and put them in a folder. 

 
He handed them to me.  “Please don’t let anyone see these; bring them back when you’re 

finished.  You’re making a difference.  Hell, you got her to ask a question.” 
 
I started chuckling at that.  We talked for a while longer; he’d been talking to my instructor 

over at City College; he told me I was loafing and they both knew it, but that was going to change.  I 
was about to ask him what that meant when the bell rang again; I had two minutes to get to class. 

 
As I picked up my stuff hurriedly he asked, “What do you have next?” 
 
“English with Murray,” I told him. 
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“She’s good people,” he said, “I’ll walk you over; you’re going to be late.” 
 
“Thank you, sir,” I told him. 
 
“No, thank you Mister Wilson.  I’m very happy you’ve decided to help.” 
 
I was thinking about her papers, what to do, as I rode up to the house that afternoon.  I’d come 

straight home from math at City College.  When I pulled around the corner on my bike, I saw Beth’s 
car in the driveway.  My heart was already racing from the final push up the hill; now it really started 
going. 

 
I pulled up to the garage door and waved; she was reading as usual.  She put down her book 

and got out of the car, picking up a small box. 
 
“Hi there.  You got home early.  I was expecting to wait a bit longer,” she said. 
 
I was panting, probably grinning like a fool.  I punched the code into the garage door keypad 

and the door opened.  Dad didn’t trust me with a house key.  As I parked my bike she asked, “Invite 
me in?” 

 
I laughed, still panting a little as I leaned my bike against the wall and took off my helmet.  “Of 

course, please come in.” 
 
She walked in to the garage.  I went in the door to the house and quickly turned off the burglar 

alarm.  I heard the garage door closing, and turned to see Beth coming in the door behind me.  She put 
the box down next to my bag on the washing machine. 

 
We kissed and hugged passionately.  She pushed me up against the wall, kissing me with her 

whole body. 
 
“When do your parents get home?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
“Not until five thirty at the earliest,” I said.  That was in about an hour and a half. 
 
We kissed again.  We hurried upstairs to my room.  It was hot and stuffy upstairs, so I paused 

in the hallway to turn on the air conditioning.  I’d turn it off before my parents got home, but dammit, I 
wanted to be comfortable; I wanted us to be comfortable. 

 
Beth was half undressed when I got into my room.  Luckily, it was fairly clean.  I quickly 

stripped and we kissed again, skin against skin.  She pushed me back against the bed; I tried holding on 
to her so we’d fall on to it together, but she resisted.  “Sit on the edge for me, Andy,” she panted. 

 
I sat on the edge of my small bed.  She gave me a look of lust and stepped forward, putting her 

hands on my head, drawing me slowly to her breast.  My eyes started to close on their own; I was 
slipping fast, feeling her warmth, smelling her perfume, feeling her hands at the back of my head. 
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I made contact with her nipple and was lost in another world.  We made love on my bed; she 
was on top of me.  We were both so hungry.  I found her button as she sat on top of me, bringing her 
quickly to a quivering climax.  Then she lowered herself on top of me, put a hand behind my head 
holding me to a nipple, and I was in heaven. 

 
Afterwards her voice took me deep, so deep again.  She talked with someone for a while.  I 

remember feelings, intense feelings, both good and bad.  It was like watching a movie, things 
happening to someone else.  I knew they were just sensations, impermanent, they would change.  She 
let me drift for a while, floating in her embrace, in her softness and warmth. 

 
I woke up to her getting dressed.  “I needed that,” she told me. 
 
I sighed.  “So did I; so did I.  What else happened?” 
 
She laughed softly.  “Some therapy as well.  You’re doing well.  I gave you some things to 

help.” 
 
I looked at the clock as I got dressed; about an hour had passed.  “I feel like I’ve had a long 

nap,” I told her. 
 
We held each other, hip to hip.  “So do I.  It’s wonderful, so refreshing.” 
 
We kissed again.  Then she asked, “Walk me out?” 
 
“Of course.” 
 
I walked her back out to her car.  Standing in the dark garage before I hit the opener button we 

hugged again.  “Beth, oh Beth, hugs are so wonderful.  Thank you so much.” 
 
She squeezed me and sighed.  “Andy, you’re so welcome.  I need it as well.  Oh, the box is for 

you.” 
 
We exchanged quick kisses on the nose; I opened the garage door and saw her out.  After she 

drove off, I closed the door and went back into the house.  I put the chicken in the oven to roast; 
marinated chicken and garlic, roasted low and slow; it was an easy dinner and always good. 

 
Back upstairs I opened the box; it was from a mail-order place, the invoice had been removed.  

Inside were a G3 processor upgrade card for my old Mac, and 512 Megs of RAM!  It took about 
twenty minutes to install, and I was caught up to the modern world again, from 601 to G3!  Things 
were so fast!  I picked up the phone in my room; my parents had gotten me my own phone line -- I 
used it mainly for the computer.  I called Beth, but got her answering machine.  I thanked her for the 
goodies.  I was unsure of what else to say, so I just left it as being really happy to see her again. 

 
I even remembered to turn off the air conditioning before my parents got home. 
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I didn’t get a chance to look at the Sherry’s math papers until after dinner.  I took notes, putting 
together a plan of attack, started sketching out problems.  Mom and dad went to another “appointment” 
Saturday morning, but left me home.  Should I call Beth? 

 
I worked out material for Sherry, spending a little too much time on it.  I went over to a copy 

place Sunday afternoon and made copies of what I had for Ellis and my own use. 
 
When I met Sherry in study hall Monday she saw me, and her head went down.  I sat down 

next to her.  She’d talk to me in study hall, but outside of that room, I didn’t exist.  I’d walked right by 
her at lunch, she’d walked by me, not a word, not a glance.  Oh well, that’s what I got.  No problem.  I 
remembered the feeling I had when she raised her hand and asked a question; that had been payback 
enough. 

 
“What’s the matter?” I asked her softly. 
 
“That quiz on Friday -- I really fucked up.” 
 
I shook my head and pulled out the stuff I’d put together.  “Don’t talk like that.  It took me 

quite a while to learn this.  You’re doing fine.”  I showed her what I’d put together and started going 
through it, step by step, starting pretty much at the beginning.  Pretty soon the bell rang.  We headed 
off to algebra; she managed to avoid walking close to me. 

 
Ellis is a real piece of work in some respects.  When he returns quizzes, he returns the highest 

paper first, and so on down the line.  He never tells people what the other grades are, but you know just 
the same.  We sat there waiting.  He stood up. 

 
“Guess who,” he called out.  Some grumbling came from the crowd, but no surprise.  Betty 

Chan and I both stood up, and looked at each other.  Betty is three years younger than me; she’s 
skipped a few grades.  If I’m smart, she’s scary smart.  She’d be a junior next year, and be at City 
College for sure. 

 
After we picked up ours, he continued down the list.  After a bit he called out, “Miss Jennings.” 
 
I looked up in shock.  Sherry looked up in shock; she squeaked.  A lot of the class looked up in 

shock.  She was usually one of the last names called.  She stood up and walked to the front of the 
room.  Ellis handed her paper and said softly, “Congratulations.  Keep it up.”  On her way back to her 
desk she actually looked at me and smiled!  I almost fell over.  I looked across the room at Betty; she 
sat in the other back corner.  She gave me a strange look and a smile. 

 
We went over the quiz; I paid attention to Sherry.  Ellis actually called on her to explain the 

solution to a problem.  She started out hesitantly, but her voice got stronger as she went.  She explained 
it pretty much the way I’d taught her, which was different from what Ellis or the book showed.  He 
nodded to her and said, “Yes, that’s a very good approach.”  Then he gave me a strange look. 
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When the bell rang for the end of class we went up and turned in our quiz papers.  As I dropped 
mine on his desk he said, “Stick around, Mister Wilson.”  I stopped.  Actually, I wanted to talk to him 
anyway, so I hung back. 

 
When everyone else was gone, I pulled the folder from my bag and handed it to him.  He saw 

the quizzes, then the fifteen or so pages I’d put together.  “What’s this?” he asked. 
 
I told him it was what I’d put together for Sherry, and showed him how far we’d gotten that 

morning; I told him I welcomed his comments, as I wasn’t sure how to teach some of the material. 
 
He looked me in the eye and said, “So this job is a maybe a little harder than it looks?” 
 
I smiled.  “Yes sir, much harder.  Thank you for your dedication.” 
 
We shook hands again.  I left the room and headed off to English. 
 
Lunch was about the same; at one point Sherry walked by with a group of her cheerleader 

friends; she never even looked at me. 
 
But Betty stopped by, sitting down next to me, grinning through her glasses. 
 
She sat close and whispered conspiratorially, “So you’ve been tutoring someone, I hear.” 
 
I smiled and asked, “Just what do you hear?” 
 
She giggled.  “That you’ve been helping a certain cheerleader with math.  It certainly shows.  I 

was very surprised.” 
 
“Well, outside of study hall she doesn’t know I exist, but I’m glad to see it helps.” 
 
“What did Ellis want?” 
 
I sighed again.  “I’ve been talking to him about how to help.  My opinion of him has changed; 

he’s a good guy.” 
 
We talked about the class for a bit; how the book sucked, how it could be better if he skipped 

around a bit (as I was doing in my tutoring).  Betty surprised me by telling me the sequence was 
mandated by the head of the math department; she’d complained about it as well.  She asked me about 
the math teachers at City; which ones I liked, what books they used.  Her mom was helping her 
through the first year Calculus book.  I offered to help her, but told her I wasn’t sure if I could.  She 
laughed and told me she’d like that, then took off to talk with some Asian friends. 

 
What a trip.  The rest of the week passed by.  Ellis liked my “lesson plan” a lot.  He told me I 

was optimistic about how quickly we’d get through it.  He was right.  But, Sherry caught on fast.  She 
was even attentive in class, asking questions.  It seemed to be contagious; some others were now 
asking questions as well.  It felt good, almost as good as a hug from Beth.



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 27� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

Heaven and Hell 
 
Another week and a half or so passed.  I got home from school on a Wednesday and saw a note 

on the fridge in dad’s writing.  It said, “Dinner for four.”  No “please,” or “thanks,” let alone “love, 
dad.”  What did I expect?  Actually it was an improvement, I told myself, more communication than 
I’d had from him in a while. 

 
The weather was turning cold, so I did a beef casserole with noodles.  I had to ride over to the 

grocery store to get mushrooms and pearl onions.  I put a cup of red wine in the sauce; it smelled great.  
I set the table for four, then sat at the kitchen table and did homework. 

 
Mom got home first.  “Mmmm, that smells wonderful.  Thanks so much.”  I got up and gave 

her a hug.  She seemed to be smiling a little these days. 
 
“Who’s coming for dinner?” I asked. 
 
An eyebrow raised, she said, “Your father didn’t tell you?” 
 
I pointed to the note on the fridge.  She looked at it and sighed, shaking her head. 
 
I laughed a bit and told her, “It’s okay mom, it’s the most he’s said to me in a while; it’s an 

improvement.” 
 
She actually smiled a bit.  “Yes, an improvement.  Actually, his sister is coming over.” 
 
I was shocked, surprised.  But strangely, interestingly, calm immediately settled over me.  I had 

the feeling if I closed my eyes and listened, I’d be able to hear Beth’s voice preparing me for such an 
occasion. 

 
“It will be good to see her,” I said. 
 
Mom looked at me expectantly, as if she was about to say something, then went upstairs. 
 
Dad got home a little later.  He came in through the kitchen; I was working on the salad. 
 
He actually smiled a little and said, “Smells great son.”  But he walked out of the room before I 

could say anything back to him. 
 
I’d put three wine glasses on the table, pouring the rest of the bottle.  I had a big glass of milk.  

Well, I’d had a few sips of the wine right from the bottle; it did go great with the dish I’d prepared. 
 
Beth arrived shortly before dinner.  I had a moment alone with her in the kitchen and asked 

quietly, “What the hell is going on?” 
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She smiled and said, “Don’t worry.  Remember: calm and relaxed.”  The way she said it, 
combined with touching me on the forehead, put that blanket of calm back over me.  I knew it was for 
my benefit. 

 
I nodded my head and said, “Thank you.” 
 
We sat down to dinner; I served.  Beth tried to get conversation going.  It was easy with mom, 

and with me.  Surprisingly, dad even spoke a little. 
 
Dinner and the conversation wound down.  I wished I’d had the time to bake a pie.  At one 

point mom looked at dad questioningly.  He nodded and looked at Beth, who just smiled.  He then 
looked at me. 

 
“Son, I know things haven’t been smooth around here lately.” 
 
No shit, I thought.  But I still had that blanket over me.  I remembered Beth’s voice saying, 

“Calm and relaxed,” and that touch of her finger. 
 
“Your mother and I have decided to take a vacation cruise together.  We’ll be gone for two 

weeks.  We’ve talked it over with Aunt Beth, and we want you to stay with her for that period.” 
 
Calm and relaxed, calm and relaxed...  What was that line about the duck?  Calm and collected 

on the surface, paddling madly underneath? 
 
I looked at him and with surprising calm said, “I’d be fine here by myself.” 
 
I saw my mom smile but kept my attention on dad.  “We’ve discussed that,” he said, “but we’d 

feel more comfortable if you were with Beth.  We could put off the trip if you’d rather not.” 
 
That had my mom shocked; he was giving me an opportunity to squirrel the whole deal; no 

dice, dad. 
 
“No, I think it’s important for you to have the time together; you need a vacation.  I’ll stay with 

Aunt Beth.  When were you thinking of going?” 
 
Dad looked at mom; he actually smiled a little.  Was it forced?  I wanted to think not, but it had 

been so long since I’d seen him smile. 
 
Mom said, “We’re leaving this Saturday morning and will return Sunday two weeks later.” 
 
Three days -- wow.  Calm and relaxed, calm and relaxed.  I actually looked over at Beth.  She 

had a poker face; I wondered if hers was supported the same way mine was.  Two weeks living with 
her -- I hoped she was as excited as I was. 

 
“We’ll have to work out details on getting back and forth,” I told her. 
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She nodded and smiled a little.  “I’m sure it won’t be a problem.  We can talk about it after 
dinner.” 

 
Calm and relaxed...  Calm and relaxed...  I leaned forward a bit so people couldn’t see my heart 

thumping madly.  I nodded slowly, then picked up my water glass.  I turned to mom and dad again and 
raised my glass.  I saw Beth raise hers. 

 
“Bon Voyage,” I said, and raised my glass a little higher.  Mom and dad picked up their wine 

glasses and the four of us clinked our glasses together and drank a toast. 
 
As we stood up, mom came over and gave me a hug, saying, “Thank you for understanding.” 
 
Dad came over and before he could say anything, I gave him a hug.  He said, “Thank you, son,” 

but didn’t hug me back.  Ah well, some progress. 
 
Surprisingly, they all helped me clear the table.  Dad even picked up his dishes and took them 

into the kitchen.  As we were doing this, Beth said, “Andy, we could take some things over tonight if 
you wanted, and talk about logistics.” 

 
I looked at her: calm and relaxed, calm and relaxed.  “That would be good.  My buddy David 

usually gives me rides to and from City.  I’ll see if he can help out.  We’ve got pretty much the same 
schedule.” 

 
Everyone thought that was a good idea.  I got a cardboard box from the garage and went 

upstairs to load up some clothes.  That didn’t take too long; I figured I’d have plenty of time and be 
making a few trips, probably spending the afternoons here between the time school got out and Beth 
got through work. 

 
Beth and my mom were talking when I came downstairs.  They stopped as I approached.  I 

went by them and loaded the box into Beth’s car.  Beth came out of the house, walking with my dad; 
he actually seemed to be smiling. 

 
“Ready to go?” Beth asked. 
 
“Guess so,” I said, my heart racing again.  We got in the car.  Beth called out, “We’ll probably 

stop for pie afterwards.  See you in a couple of hours.”  We drove away. 
 
I was freaking out.  Calm and relaxed wasn’t working very well, sitting next to her.  We drove 

about three blocks and Beth pulled over to the side of the road, parking the car.  I turned to her as she 
turned to me.  We kissed hungrily, passionately, seat belts still holding us in place. 

 
When we came up for air I said, “I don’t believe it.  This is incredible.” 
 
Beth laughed; I wanted to bite her neck as her head went back.  “I know.  I almost wet my 

pants when they called to ask me about it a few days ago.” 
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I ran my fingers over her thigh.  “Thank you so much for calm and relaxed...  You saved me -- 
again.” 

 
She sighed and looked at me, picking my hand up from her thigh.  “I had a hunch that would 

come in useful.  You’re teaching me to go with my intuition.”  Then she started laughing, hard this 
time. 

 
Finally I asked.  “What is it?  Please.” 
 
She slowed down a little, wiping her eyes.  “When you were coming downstairs, your mom and 

I talking?” 
 
“Yes...” 
 
“She asked me to give you the birds and the bees talk -- she didn’t feel comfortable doing it, 

and she knew your father wouldn’t.” 
 
I started laughing.  “And so what did you tell her?” 
 
She gave me a sudden somber look.  “I told her I’d take care of it.” 
 
I looked in her eyes.  “There’s more to it than that...” 
 
She smiled, patting my hand.  “You’re right.  We’ll talk about it later.  Right now we have 

other things to do.” 
 
We headed over to her place.  On the way we talked schedules.  Dropping me off at City 

College on her way to work in the morning wasn’t a problem.  We could even put my bike on her car, 
or in the back.  I suggested she could pick me up at the house after she got off work; she smiled and 
said she had some things to check on.  I also told her I’d check with David about rides between the 
high school and City College; that would be important, especially if it rained.  He usually gave me 
rides to the high school. 

 
We pulled into her garage.  I got the box and followed her in.  I thought we’d make it to the 

bedroom.  We didn’t; we ended up on the living room floor.  We pulled off our clothes and I was on 
top of her, sliding into her, her legs wrapping around mine.  We kissed as we humped hurriedly.  I 
moved up on my elbows, pushing into her.  She cried out, “Oh God, don’t stop now.”  As her head 
arched back, I leaned down and kissed her neck.  Her hands found my head, held me tight, and I came 
inside her. 

 
She started laughing softly, rocking me back and forth.  I held her, laughing as well.  We kissed 

again. 
 
“Sorry about the rush.  I promise, I’ll do better,” I told her. 
 
She hugged me again.  “Oh Andy, this is going to be great.  And I’m not complaining...” 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 31� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
I kissed her cheek.  “Well, a little more foreplay would be nice...” 
 
She sighed.  “We’ll have time; we’ll have time.” 
 
We sat up and got dressed.  “So where should I put my things?” I asked, grinning. 
 
She gave me a lusty look, her nostrils flaring.  “Your clothes can go in the guest room, but 

you’re not sleeping there...” 
 
I put a hand on hers.  “You know what I’m looking forward to most?” 
 
She smiled.  “What?” 
 
“Holding you after making love.  Holding you and going to sleep holding you.” 
 
She took a deep breath, exhaling slowly.  “I’m looking forward to it as well.  There’s only one 

problem.” 
 
“What’s that?” 
 
She shook her head slowly side to side, but she smiled.  “You’re never going to want to sleep 

alone again.” 
 
We hugged some more.  “Let’s get you back to the house.” 
 
“What, no pie?” 
 
She swatted me on the rear.  “You’ve had your dessert.  Let’s go.” 
 
We talked again Thursday afternoon; she’d arranged for a friend of hers to pick me up at City 

College after class and take me to her place.  When I started to complain that was too much of a burden 
on people, she told me it wasn’t, and besides, she expected to come home to a wonderful meal every 
night. 

 
I laughed, and added my favorite cookbooks to my miscellaneous box of stuff.  I’d take clothes, 

all the school stuff I’d need, even the computer; it would make life easier. 
 
Friday night we took over a bigger load of stuff.  We actually made two trips, with no funny 

business (well, not very much). 
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Bon Voyage 
 
Saturday morning I fixed Eggs Benedict for the four of us, a Bon Voyage breakfast.  We 

loaded the rest of my stuff, including my bike, into Beth’s car.  We got mom and dad’s stuff loaded 
into theirs; they’d be leaving their car at the harbor.  We pretty much all left together.  I actually saw 
mom and dad holding hands! 

 
We were just about to get on the freeway.  “Damn -- forgot my bike helmet.” 
 
Beth looked around quickly and moved to the left lane.  “No problem, we’re closer now than 

we will be.” 
 
We doubled back to the house.  She pulled into the driveway.  I hopped out, opened the panel 

for the garage door opener, and punched in the number.  Nothing happened.  I punched it in again.  
Nothing.  I tried a third time.  The red light came on and it beeped; the panel was locked out for a 
minute or two.  Then it dawned on me. 

 
“Holy shit!  The bastard locked me out of my own house!”  I was hopping mad. 
 
Beth got out of the car.  “What’s the matter?” 
 
I was furious.  “The bastard changed the code for the garage door.  He’s never trusted me with 

a house key.  He locked me out!” 
 
Beth tried to talk me down.  We waited until the red light on the panel cleared and tried again.  

I hit the numbers slowly, 7 - 5 - 4 - 9.  No green light, no door opening, and after the third attempt the 
red light came on again.  I was so mad I was shaking.  Then Beth put a hand on me and said something 
softly.  The anger disappeared as I exhaled, and I felt calmer, softer.  I turned and held her.  “Thank 
you.  I shouldn’t let such things bother me.” 

 
We got in the car and headed off.  I was calmer, but still shaking my head. 
 
“Why would he do that?” she asked. 
 
“I don’t know, I really don’t know.  What if I need something important?” 
 
Beth put a hand on my shoulder.  “Don’t worry.  Yesterday they came by my office and signed 

a power of attorney, and gave me copies of insurance and other important papers.  The high school has 
been notified.  We’ll get you a new helmet.” 

 
We unloaded everything at her place and I got settled in, hooking up the computer, putting 

away clothes, books. 
 
“I’m sure glad I got all my school stuff.  Damn!  I’ve got a library book due next week, and it’s 

locked up in that damn house!” 
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She put a hand on my shoulder again.  “We can reach them through the cruise line.” 
 
I shook my head and took a deep breath.  “No, he doesn’t want me in that house.  Sounds good 

to me.”  I turned to her.  She had a look of concern on her face.  She took my hands in hers. 
 
“You’re not there, you’re here.  You’re here with me, remember?  Right here, right now.” 
 
I closed my eyes for a moment, took a breath, remembering what I’d read in the book she gave 

me.  Let go of it. 
 
I opened my eyes again.  “Thank you.  I wish them well.  I wish them peace.  I hope they can 

find an answer.” 
 
We hugged for a bit.  She started rocking me back and forth slowly.  I nestled in and started 

unwinding; it felt so good to relax in her arms. 
 
“Feel like a nap?” she asked. 
 
“Afterwards?” 
 
We went into the bedroom and undressed each other; that was special, something I hadn’t done 

before.  We lay down on the bed and kissed again, exploring, rolling back and forth.  After a while I 
went down on her, kissing, adoring, feeling those thighs squeezing my head, hearing her moan as she 
shook. 

 
Then she was on top of me.  I sighed as she lowered herself down, something so fulfilling about 

her weight on top of me.  We made love gently, slowly.  She took me to the edge and held me there, 
time after time, until I was so lost.  Then she pushed me gently over the edge, kissing as I came. 

 
We held each other, pulling the bedspread over us, I curled up to her back putting one arm 

under her neck, the other over her waist, holding her as we went to sleep. 
 
I woke up and she held me to her breasts, my head between them, feeling her heart beating.  

After a while we got up; we had things to do. 
 
We sat around naked planning meals.  We were having a guest Sunday night for dinner; Beth 

wasn’t talking other than to say she was a friend and would be picking me up from school and bringing 
me back here.  She also told me with a grin that she’d give me a key, when I had a pocket to put it in. 

 
Eventually we got dressed.  We did our grocery shopping, even picked up a new helmet for me, 

although it didn’t look like I’d be using it for a while.  We’d try to barbecue that night, but it looked 
like rain, and we were probably going to have rain for the next few days.  It was moving down from 
the North, so mom and dad should have a good cruise, going South to Mexico. 

 
I had homework to do, and so did Beth -- we agreed on a truce until after dinner. 
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I barbecued some lamb, and made a mint-chipotle sauce to go with it.  It turned out great.  We 
had a salad and red wine in addition.  We cleaned up the kitchen together, then spent more time doing 
homework. 

 
I looked up as I heard Beth close a book noisily.  She stood up and stretched, catlike -- very 

sexy catlike, especially the way she looked at me as she did it.  I closed my stuff up. 
 
“Ready?” she asked as she walked up to me. 
 
I stood and put my hands on her waist.  My heart was going fast.  We cleaned up in the 

bathroom, and then went into the bedroom.  She turned down the bed and we crawled in.  I was almost 
giddy, dizzy from her perfume and from anticipation.  We kissed, running our hands over each other, 
and made love gently but passionately. 

 
She was on her back when I slid into her.  That first contact is so intense, for both of us.  She 

spread her legs, pulling her knees up a little.  I moaned as I moved in and out of her. 
 
“Oh Beth -- help me please, or I’m going to come so quickly,” I pleaded. 
 
She wrapped her legs around mine and started rocking underneath me.  “No,” she whispered, 

her hands moving to my waist and bottom.  I couldn’t hold back -- my body took over and I quickly 
came inside her, collapsing down on top of her.  She held me as my heart continued to pound. 

 
“Oh Andy, that was nice.  Sometimes you need to let go and let it happen.” 
 
We slid apart after a while, and went to sleep snuggled up together. 
 
Waking up in bed next to someone wasn’t what I’d expected -- it was incredibly better -- 

holding, snuggling, drifting off to sleep again.  I also learned that lovemaking is more enjoyable on an 
empty bladder. 

 
I fixed us breakfast, and we studied and read the paper.  We went for a run together before 

lunch.  It was turning dark and cloudy, threatening rain.  We needed it -- the run, and the rain.  The 
temperature dropped a lot when we were just a few blocks from Beth’s place -- we were both getting 
cold when we got to the door. 

 
We knew just how to warm up, stripping quickly and rolling around on the bed.  I was lost once 

I started sucking on a nipple, and ended up on my back.  Beth held me to her as she spoke softly, 
sending me floating.  Then she rode us both, bringing me to the edge and holding me there for so long, 
finally releasing me, rocking me to sleep in her embrace. 

 
We showered together after our nap, another very enjoyable experience.  Then I got to work on 

our dinner.  I was being fairly ambitious -- a curried lamb dish I hadn’t done before. 
 
It continued to cool off outside, and the rain started about four.  By five it was coming down in 

buckets. 
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The doorbell rang around five thirty -- we both ran to get it, with Beth getting to the door first.  

She let in a woman in her early forties, wearing a raincoat, and carrying an umbrella. 
 
“We need the rain, but not all at once!” she exclaimed.  Beth laughed and helped her with 

umbrella and coat. 
 
“Andy, this is my good friend Emily Carmichael.  She will be picking you up at City in the 

afternoons and driving you here.” 
 
I shook her hand.  “I hope I’m not inconveniencing you,” I told her.  She had a nice smile. 
 
“Not at all, Andy.  Beth told me a lot about you.” 
 
Oh?  I had to return to the kitchen to check dinner, but brought her a glass of wine. 
 
“Thank you,” she said.  “What do I smell cooking?  It smells delicious.” 
 
I smiled.  “Curried lamb -- dinner will be ready about six.” 
 
I retired to the kitchen.  Our nap had been longer than I’d planned, so I still had a lot to do.  I’d 

wanted to do a strudel for dessert, but didn’t have enough time.  Beth told me we would live without it. 
 
We sat down to dinner with the storm raging outside.  As we ate, our conversation drifted 

quickly from current events to school and how I was doing.  Emily’s questions started getting more 
detailed. 

 
She must have seen the look on my face.  Emily looked at Beth, who said, “You didn’t want me 

to tell him.”  That puzzled me all the more. 
 
Emily looked at me and smiled.  “Andy, I’m a psychiatrist, a therapist.  I do a lot of work 

helping people like you.  Beth has been talking to me for a while now.  I want to work with you, not 
only to help you, but to learn from you.  From the discussions I’ve had with Beth, and more important, 
from talking with you, you are very good at articulating things.  I want to work with you so I can not 
only help you, but help others as well.  What do you think?” 

 
I stabbed my last piece of lamb.  I’d gotten the curry just about right.  Next time I’d dump in 

more raisins.  I mopped up the sauce a little, then looked at her. 
 
“Okay,” I said. 
 
She was silent for a moment, looking at me with a slight smile. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “Not very eloquent tonight, sorry.” 
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She and Beth laughed.  Emily said, “That’s quite all right.  This certainly was a delicious meal.  
How long have you been cooking?” 

 
That was a lead in to family life.  I did most of the talking, even as both of them helped me 

clean up.  With the kitchen cleaned and the dishwasher loaded, we went into the living room. 
 
Emily’s questioning became more intense, even though her voice was always soft and low-key.  

I don’t remember what she was asking about, but at one point, I closed my eyes and took a deep breath 
-- it was getting intense. 

 
I was sitting in Beth’s recliner.  I leaned my head back, relaxing a bit.  Going through this shit 

was hard, even talking about it. 
 
Emily’s soft voice surprised me a bit at first.  “That’s okay, Andy.  Take a deep breath and 

relax, relaxing into trance if you want to.  You’re safe and comfortable in the chair, feeling it 
supporting you, holding you as you relax into trance.” 

 
I let go, feeling the tension in my shoulders and arms drop away.  It got easier to talk, easier to 

answer her questions and describe things to her.  It was almost like describing a movie to someone.  I 
was watching things happen, and describing them.  Some of the things we talked about I’d gone over 
with Beth.  Other things we did from a different perspective. 

 
She had me lie down in a hammock in a very serene garden, and rocking gently back and forth, 

I went deeper, and deeper. 
 
When I opened my eyes, the recliner was tipped back.  I blinked and looked at my hands, 

sitting up.  Beth and Emily were there, smiling.  Both were putting down notepads. 
 
“How do you feel?” Emily asked. 
 
I sighed.  “Rested, yet tired.”  I shook my head slowly.  “I don’t want to drag anyone else 

through this shit.  It’s tough enough for me.  You don’t need it.” 
 
Emily smiled more.  “Ah, but it helps us all.  The more you help me understand what you’re 

going through, the better we can help others.”  She turned and looked to Beth.  “I’d better be going -- 
it’s getting late.” 

 
I looked at the clock -- almost ten.  I had school tomorrow.  Luckily, I’d packed already.  I 

stood up, slowly, and helped Emily with her stuff. 
 
“Andy, I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon at City College in front of the Library,” Emily told me. 
 
Emily and Beth hugged briefly.  Beth said something like, “Thank you so much, doctor.” 
 
Emily headed off in the rain.  We closed the door and hugged. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 37� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“Oh Andy,” Beth said, holding me. 
 
I felt tired.  “I’m beat.  I need to be held.” 
 
She held me tighter.  “You’re in luck -- I need to hold you.  Let’s go to bed.” 
 
We cleaned up and went to bed.  We didn’t make love.  She held me softly, I found a nipple, 

and I faded out. 
 
Walking into French at City College the next morning, I felt different.  I felt more solid, 

somehow.  I felt older as well.  I also felt far more relaxed.  Class was fun -- my memory was 
especially sharp.  I met David in the parking lot afterwards, and we went to the high school, driving in 
the drizzle and light rain. 

 
I looked at Sherry differently too.  It was as if I could see more, feel more.  I had more patience 

with her, although less with some of the kids screwing around near us.  I also appreciated Ellis more -- 
he had a tough job. 

 
As Betty and I walked to our next classes out in the trailers, we talked, in French.  I could feel 

her self-confidence.  She told me I was different today, and I laughed.  When we got to the end of the 
covered walkways, I put my jacket around her to shield her from the rain, and hustled us to her 
classroom.  She went in laughing. 

 
It was raining like hell again when I got out of Math at City College.  I made it to the library as 

best I could.  Emily was there, umbrella in hand.  We walked to her car, parked in the faculty/staff lot. 
 
When we got in the car, she looked at me for a moment, then smiled and started laughing. 
 
“I guess it shows,” I told her. 
 
“What shows?” she asked, still smiling. 
 
“I feel different today.”  I tried to explain to her how I felt, what I’d noticed, both in myself, 

and in others.  She questioned me -- hard questions.  It was as if some of her questions didn’t have 
answers, but opened up doors inside me.  When we got to Beth’s place, we sat and talked for another 
half hour.  When I asked if she wanted to come in and talk, she said no, that was enough for today. 

 
I sprinted through the rain to the door, and went in.  I set my stuff down and started in on 

dinner -- that’s what Beth expected.  Well, I was going to give it to her. 
 
She got home a little after six.  I gave her time to unwind, and we had dinner.  She asked about 

my day, and I laughed.  I told her about being in a different world, and about talking with Emily on the 
way home.  It was funny -- talking with Emily was at once invigorating and tiring. 

 
We talked about schedules.  Beth had night classes Tuesday and Thursday from seven to ten.  

She’d be home around five thirty.  I told her I’d have dinner ready. 
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We cleaned up afterwards.  At one point I told her, “It’s so nice to have someone to talk to!”  

She laughed and hugged me. 
 
We both did some studying.  Around ten she announced, “It’s bed time.”  Couldn’t argue with 

that.  We made love gently, slowly, and held each other afterwards.  We made love again in the 
morning, and had to rush to get to school.  We’d have to set the alarm earlier in the morning. 
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Part 2 - Hard Decisions 
 
It was funny somehow, and more than a little sad, our “last” Saturday dinner together.  We had 

candles, wine, soft lights, and the best meal I’ve prepared.  It was hard for me to enjoy it.  We talked a 
little.  It had been such an incredible two weeks.  My parents returned the next day from their cruise.  
We expected them back in the early afternoon. 

 
Finally I said it.  “I don’t want to go back.  The bastard locked me out.  He doesn’t want me 

there.  Fine with me.” 
 
Beth wiped her mouth with her napkin and sighed.  “Andy, I understand, but you need to go 

back.” 
 
“Why?” I asked.  I was a little surprised at my tone of voice.  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean the way 

that sounded,” I told her. 
 
She held my hand and smiled.  “I know.  I hope they’ve made progress.  If they have, we don’t 

want to disturb that.  Besides, I’ve been talking to people.  Andy, we’ve got an ace in the hole, but we 
don’t want to use it.  Not yet.” 

 
I gave her a puzzled look.  “What?” 
 
She smiled, squeezed my hand, and stood up.  “I’ll be right back.”  She went to her office, and 

came back, holding a few pieces of paper.  She showed them to me.  The first one was titled, “Power 
of Attorney.” 

 
“So?” I asked. 
 
She smiled.  “Look at the dates." 
 
I looked it over, and saw the dates.  I read them quickly, then read them again.  The starting and 

ending dates were written as numerals, and spelled out as words. 
 
“This is effective for two years and a month, not just a month!” I told her. 
 
She nodded, smiling. 
 
“So tell me why I should be so happy about this?” I asked. 
 
She smiled again, and returned the papers to their envelope, kissing the envelope as she put it 

down on the table. 
 
“Andy, what this means, in simple terms, is that if things get nasty, both your parents have 

already given permission for me to take care of you.  They’ve given that permission to the school, 
insurance companies, doctors, the works.” 
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I looked in her eyes.  “Holy shit.  Do they understand that?” 
 
She smiled.  “Your mother certainly does.  Your father suggested doing a power of attorney, 

and he signed it.” 
 
“But did he read it carefully?” I asked. 
 
She laughed softly.  “That doesn’t matter.  He signed it.” 
 
I sighed and held both her hands.  “There’s a light at the end of the tunnel now.” 
 
She smirked.  “Just be sure it isn’t coming at you....  Let’s clear the table.  We need to get to 

bed early tonight.” 
 
We did most of the packing, loading things in her car.  I’d loaded the last of my things, save for 

some clothes and bathroom stuff, into the car.  I was tired, dreading tomorrow.  I stepped into the 
bedroom, without turning on the light. 

 
She was waiting for me, wearing that coat, her perfume, and nothing else.  She took me, body 

and soul.  I held her, clutched her as best I could.  She impaled herself on top of me.  I thought she’d 
danced me around at the edge before.  She soon had me so lost -- I didn’t know what was going to 
happen next.  She teased and tantalized me with her body, her voice, her hands, her perfume, the 
softness of the coat, until finally she took me to the edge once more, and over it.  As we floated 
together, she held me, and we went to sleep in each other’s arms. 

 
We made love again in the morning.  Looking back on it, I was pretty frantic at the start, not 

wanting to be away from her.  She pushed me away gently at one point.  I didn’t understand what was 
going on.  But she smiled and sighed.  “Oh, Andy...  This isn’t the end, I promise.”  Then she touched 
my forehead and said something, and I was lost again.  She made love with me with her body, and her 
voice. 

 
“Oh shit, Andy -- Emily is coming for brunch!” 
 
Not exactly the way I wanted to wake up after making love, but it did get me focused.  We 

showered together. 
 
I’d planned Eggs Benedict, so all I had to do was make a bit more.  We’d done most of the 

packing already, even loading things such as my computer into her car. 
 
Emily arrived with a nice bottle of champagne.  We had a good brunch.  I started to clean up, 

when Emily said, “That can wait, Andrew.  Let’s sit down for a while.” 
 
Uh oh -- “Andrew.”  Had I done something wrong? 
 
When we sat down in the living room, I automatically took the “therapy” chair.  Beth and 

Emily looked at me, and laughed softly.  Emily led the discussion, going over what we’d accomplished 
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in the last two weeks.  Talking to her every day had been so valuable.  I felt so much stronger, and so 
much more stable. 

 
Emily is very good.  I don’t know whether she did it purposely, or it just happened, but I went 

from talking to them with eyes open, to talking to them with my eyes closed, then focusing more on 
the sensations and feelings, some of which were not pleasant, drifting into trance. 

 
When I woke up, I had that rested and refreshed yet tired feeling once again -- the feeling I’d 

been through some rough spots.  But now I knew that helped.  I looked to Emily, and to Beth, and 
nodded. 

 
Emily smiled.  “So now everything will be perfect?” 
 
I shook my head, but smiled.  “No, life goes on.  Of all the things you’ve taught me, there’s one 

that stands out.  Serenity isn’t freedom from the storm, but peace within the storm.  Thank you so 
much.” 

 
Emily and Beth nodded.  After a while, we all stood up. 
 
Emily said, “I need to be going.  Thank you for brunch.”  She turned to me.  “Andrew, you’ve 

made great progress.  Would you like to continue seeing me on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, or 
just Tuesday and Thursday?” 

 
I sighed.  I was being given a choice -- sort of.  “How about twice this next week, and three 

times the following week?  I think it will take about a week for the cruise to wear off them.”  I shook 
my head as soon as I said that.  “Not much of an optimist, am I?” 

 
Emily took my hands in hers.  “Andrew, you’re a realist.” 
 
I nodded.  “Beth gave me a great book to read, called Crooked Cucumber.  Suzuki said that the 

art of Zen was seeing things as they is.” 
 
Emily said, “Are.” 
 
I smiled, glancing at Beth, and shook my head.  “No, Suzuki-roshi said, ‘is.’” 
 
Emily thought for a moment, and laughed.  “Thank you, Andrew.  I’ll have to read that one.” 
 
Emily and Beth hugged.  We saw Emily to her car. 
 
I cleaned up the kitchen.  We loaded things into the car.  We were standing in the hallway, 

holding each other softly, rocking back and forth.  Beth was right -- I didn’t want to sleep alone again, 
but I knew that was the way it needed to be. 

 
Her hand went up to the back of my neck.  She squeezed gently, and started whispering in my 

ear.  I held on to her and let go, letting her take me away again. 
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I was in the car, and we were a few blocks away from the house.  I took a breath, stretched, and 

looked over to her. 
 
She put a hand on mine.  “I thought it would be better that way,” she told me. 
 
I sighed.  “I have to agree.” 
 
Beth hugged both mom and dad.  I hugged mom.  I wanted to hug dad, but he didn’t want 

contact.  I unloaded things and moved back into my small room, alone again. 
 
During one of the trips, Beth told dad that he’d changed the garage door code without telling 

me.  As a result, I had an overdue library book, and she’d had to replace my bike helmet.  He actually 
said he was sorry.  He told us he’d change the code back, pay for the library book, and the helmet.  Part 
of me noticed he didn’t tell us what the new code was.  Oh well. 

 
Mom took me to the grocery store later that afternoon.  I cooked dinner.  I had to pry details of 

the cruise from them.  Well, from dad anyway.  I think they had a good time. 
 
Going to bed was rough.  Beth was so right -- sleeping alone is not a good thing.  After 

flopping around for a while, I took a few breaths and imagined her holding me, telling me to relax and 
go to sleep.  It must have worked. 
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Mercy Me, Mercy You 
 
I’d finished the breakfast dishes Saturday morning a few weeks later when the phone rang.  

Since Dad had left earlier, Mom answered it and excitedly said, “Yes, he’s here, I’ll get him!”  She 
walked into the kitchen and with a big smile said, “It’s a girl!  For you!” 

 
I laughed; I didn’t get many calls like that. 
 
“Hi, this is Andy.” 
 
“Hi Andy, this is Sherry.  I wondered if you could come over this morning and help me with 

math?  I’d really like that.” 
 
Math?  She didn’t sound like math was on her mind.  Oh well, why not. 
 
“Sure.  When would be convenient?” 
 
“Oh, how about now?” she asked. 
 
“Okay, I’ll be there in about half an hour.  Bye.” 
 
I hung up the phone.  Mom was hovering.  I smiled.  “It’s the girl I’ve been tutoring in math.  

She wants me to come over.” 
 
Mom smiled and gave me a hug.  I went upstairs and puttered for a while, brushing my teeth 

again, finally deciding I was stalling, and went downstairs and headed over on my bike. 
 
I rode up to Sherry’s house; she lived just off the golf course in a large single-story house with 

a pool.  I parked my bike around the side of the house and rang the doorbell. 
 
After a while, the door opened.  Sherry stood there wrapped in a towel, hair wet.  I could tell 

she had a two-piece swimsuit on.  She gave me a sly smile and said, “Oh hi, come on in.  I was just in 
the pool.”  I followed her into the house; it sounded like a setup to me.  I took a breath and listened to 
Beth’s voice saying, “Calm and relaxed, calm and relaxed,” imagining her touching my forehead. 

 
We walked back to the family room; she sat on the couch, putting the towel down beneath her.  

She was stunning in her bathing suit.  I sat in a chair next to the couch, leaning back, attentive but 
relaxed. 

 
She looked excited; I thought I could see her heart beat in the veins in her neck; I could see her 

breathing rapidly, see her nipples crinkled up. 
 
“Andy, I saw Ellis yesterday afternoon,” she told me, leaning forward a bit.  We’d had a test 

Friday morning. 
 
I nodded, saying, “Yes...” 
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She looked me right in the eye.  “He told me I got an A on the test.  I couldn’t believe it!  I 

almost wet myself.  I’ve never gotten an A in math before!” 
 
I smiled.  “Well, you should.  You can do it.” 
 
She quickly covered the distance separating us, now on her knees in front of me as she put her 

hands on my legs. 
 
“Andy, I couldn’t have done it without your help.  I wanted to thank you.” 
 
With that, she closed her eyes and started moving her head closer to mine, tilting hers a little to 

the side. 
 
I took the bait; I moved forward and kissed her gently, putting my hands on her waist. 
 
She wanted more; she grabbed me, squeezing me, sticking her tongue in my mouth.  I moved 

my arms around her, softly, kissing gently.  I slid one hand down to her waist and slid the other up her 
spine to the back of her neck, where I squeezed her gently the way Beth loves, and the way that sends 
me into another world. 

 
Sherry moaned and dug her nails into my back; I continued to massage the back of her neck 

and the base of her spine.  Our tongues danced; she was forceful, I was gentle. 
 
We kissed for a while longer, finally pulling back for air.  I could see so much of what Beth had 

taught me, so much of what she’d shown me; Sherry’s rapid pulse, her breathing, the way her nostrils 
flared, the look in her eyes, so much more.  “You’re very welcome,” I told her softly. 

 
She stood quickly, pulling me up by a hand.  She grabbed her towel from the couch and led me 

into another room.  It was her bedroom, and she closed the door behind us, pulling me on the bed with 
her. 

 
We rolled around, kissing and feeling.  As she moved with intensity, I moved softly, caressing 

her.  It seemed as if the more gentle I was, the more excited she became. 
 
Finally I sat up, pinning her to the bed, my hands on her shoulders.  She was panting, nostrils 

flared, her face filled with lust. 
 
“Sherry, please let me adore you,” I said softly.  She gave me a feral smile, digging her nails 

into me one more time, then relaxed back and closed her eyes. 
 
I sat back between her legs and started stroking her gently, slowly.  The first time I strayed up 

on to her hips she breathed in sharply; I let my hands rest where they were for a few moments, then 
continued. 
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I moved gradually into her inner thighs; I could smell her, see her pouting lips under the suit 
bottom, feel her hips move as I caressed her. 

 
I worked slowly, caressing her legs and her hips, telling her to relax and enjoy it.  I was 

surprised when I slipped her suit bottom off, surprised by her trimmed bush. 
 
I moved her legs apart a little and she shivered in anticipation.  I started slowly again, telling 

her to relax; I wasn’t in any hurry.  Somehow I found it easy to watch her breathing, and to tell her 
softly, “Relax,” as she exhaled. 

 
I kissed my way up her thighs.  I could feel the heat radiating from her core.  I couldn’t help but 

compare her to Beth; they were similar and different at the same time.  The big difference seemed to be 
getting her to relax and enjoy it.  Sherry seemed as if she was actively holding herself back, where 
Beth was able to let go and luxuriate in it. 

 
I sat up a bit and started talking softly as I stroked her thighs, sometimes brushing her outer 

lips.  It was almost as if I was hearing Beth speak, or Emily.  Eventually I got her to a place where she 
relaxed more in response to my touch, relaxing and being more responsive. 

 
She moaned and shook when my tongue first touched her.  She was delicious, and her legs felt 

so good squeezing me.  I don’t know how long I adored her; I did everything Beth taught me, and also 
did things that just felt right.  Finally she shuddered from head to toe one more time, and her legs fell 
limp around me. 

 
I sat up a bit and moved my head around.  I wiped my face with her bikini bottoms. 
 
Then something else clicked.  I sat up near her head and started drawing circles lightly on her 

forehead.  She smiled and moaned some.  I started talking again, or was it Beth that started talking 
through me?  I relaxed her again, and told her how talented she was, how easy it was to study and 
learn, and how to deal with the stress in her life, not responding to pressure from others, but doing 
what she felt was right.  Then I helped her drift off to sleep, feeling so comfortable, so relaxed. 

 
I stood up and covered her with the comforter.  I got my sandals, let myself out the front door, 

making sure it locked behind me, got my bike, and headed home. 
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Get You Hot Pie 
 
I rode up to the house still somewhat scattered.  What had I done?  I mean, I knew I blissed her 

out, but what was that afterwards, and before?  When I opened the garage door, both cars were gone.  
Good thing; I hadn’t had a chance to wash my face and hands.  That had been so weird -- I’d been 
talking, but it had been either Beth or Emily making the words.  Weird. 

 
I was upstairs reading.  I’d left a message for Beth that I needed to talk.  I wasn’t wearing 

headphones; it was actually pretty quiet in the house.  Dad was home but must have been in his office 
downstairs.  Later, I heard more cars pull up to the house.  It was mom, followed by Beth.  I 
remembered the drill, even touching myself on the forehead: calm and relaxed, calm and relaxed. 

 
I’d made the deliberate decision not to cook.  Someone was going to have to ask, or it was 

going to be take-out.  I kept reading.  I thought I heard another car pull up, but I kept to my book. 
 
A couple of minutes later I heard someone coming up the stairs.  A knock on my door -- I 

opened it to see Beth.  Remember: calm and relaxed. 
 
“Hi.  Can we talk?” I asked. 
 
She gave me a wicked grin and whispered, “There are two vixens downstairs asking for you.  

I’d say they’re hot for your body.” 
 
I raised my eyebrows, looking for more information, but she turned and walked downstairs. 
 
I headed down, and as I got to the bottom steps I saw Sherry and Donna, both in their 

cheerleader outfits, talking with mom, dad standing a ways back, his arms crossed. 
 
Sherry saw me and said, “Hi Andy.  I was telling your folks how much help you’d been with 

math.  My folks are so happy I got an “A,” and I couldn’t have done it without you.  Donna and I were 
going for pizza, and wanted you to join us.” 

 
Mom was all smiles.  Dad was dad.  Beth looked up at the ceiling.  Okay, I’m on my own.  

Let’s push the envelope -- it would be hard for dad to keep me home in this kind of situation. 
 
“Sure.  Let me get my windbreaker; I’ll be right down.” 
 
I ran up the stairs and grabbed my windbreaker.  I also dug into a box of computer manuals and 

pulled out some condoms Beth had given me.  I had a feeling they might be useful. 
 
When I got downstairs, they were talking with mom and Beth.  I told mom and dad I loved 

them, and the three of us headed out the door. 
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Post Mortem 
 
They dropped me off in front of the house at about nine.  As we pulled up, I noticed Beth’s car 

parked around the side of the house (we live on a corner). 
 
“Here is fine,” I told Donna.  Before I could get out, she pulled me over and gave me one last 

kiss. 
 
“Sleep well sweetie, I know I will,” she sighed.  I gave her a brief squeeze.  I looked at Sherry 

sitting in the back seat; she looked asleep, with a big smile still on her face. 
 
I got out and closed the door; they headed off. 
 
I walked over to the passenger side of Beth’s car and waved.  She was sitting inside with a 

small light on, reading.  She looked up and reached over to open the door.  I got in. 
 
“What’s up?” I asked her.  “I’m surprised you’re here.” 
 
She shook her head and smiled slightly.  “You don’t want to go in there.  It’s ugly...” 
 
I sighed.  “It’s been ugly for days.  What else is new?” 
 
She chuckled and put a hand on my leg.  “Buckle up.  Let’s get some pie.  I’m glad you’re 

taking this so well.”  She started the car as I buckled in.  “So, tell me about your day; this afternoon, 
this evening.  You look quite ... relaxed.” 

 
I laughed.  “Oh God, Beth...  Where do I start...  I tried this morning to convince Sherry that I 

wasn’t helping her in expectation of anything; I was helping her because I wanted to.  I think she was 
expecting to give me a mercy fuck and I don’t know what I was supposed to do afterwards.  Be her 
happy puppy?  But I went down on her, and it was so good; I enjoyed it so much, and so did she.” 

 
Beth laughed a bit and said, “I’ll bet...” squeezing my leg. 
 
I put my hand on top of hers.  “And afterwards I held her and rocked her, and just started 

talking to her; the words just started coming out of me.  It was strange; it was almost like I was saying 
them, but it was your voice, I don’t know if that makes any sense.  Then tonight, wow...” 

 
She squeezed my hand.  “Your intuition is strong, so is your compassion.  Sometimes it helps 

you, but it also causes you pain, like with your parents.  So how was the pizza?” 
 
I chuckled a little.  “They had it in the car already.  We went over to Donna’s house; her 

parents won’t be back in town until late tomorrow.  I’m lucky I got out of there alive.  You saw what 
they were wearing?  Well, the first thing they did when we got inside was to take off their tops so they 
wouldn’t get pizza sauce on them.  That and open a bottle of wine.” 

 
Beth said, “Ooh...  And were you a good boy?  Can I be proud of you?” 
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It was my turn to shake my head.  “I don’t know -- you tell me later.  I had one glass of wine; 

the girls pretty much finished the bottle.  It was actually pretty good, a Kendall-Jackson Chardonnay.  
After dinner we cleaned up and while washing dishes they managed to get water splashed on me, and 
then started playing about getting me out of my wet clothes.  We sat down and talked for a while.  I 
told both of them that I enjoyed helping people, that’s why I helped Sherry with math.  Donna started 
in on not believing what Sherry had told her about what I’d done; she wanted to see for herself.  I 
called her on that and asked her if she wanted me to go down on her.” 

 
“And she said?” 
 
“They practically dragged me up to her bedroom; she’s got a queen-sized bed.  We all went to 

the bathroom; I washed her slowly with a warm washcloth, put her on the bed, and dived in.” 
 
Beth squeezed my hand.  “And how was she?” 
 
I looked at her and smiled.  She gave me a big smile and another squeeze. 
 
“Delicious and loud.  After a while, Sherry was in it too, kissing her and sucking on her.  We 

ended up all rolling on the bed together.  And then...”  I paused. 
 
“Then what, Andy?” 
 
I looked at her and held her hand in both of mine.  “I don’t know.  I was telling myself I’d go 

down on both of them and that would be it, like the morning with Sherry.  We were rolling around on 
the bed and Donna got on top of me and pulled me to one of her nipples.  You saw how well she’s 
built?  All of a sudden she was on top of me, her nipple was in my mouth, she was holding my head to 
her, a hand brushed my cheek, and I fell into that other world...” 

 
Beth had pulled the car over and parked on the street.  She held my hands with both of hers.  

“That’s okay, there’s nothing wrong -- you shouldn’t feel bad about it.  What happened after that?  Do 
you remember?” 

 
She was smiling; that helped.  “Oh I remember,” I told her.  “Oh Beth, I didn’t even use the 

condoms.  They took turns riding me; it was all so incredible, all the kissing, sucking, feeling.  Then 
one of them said something about not believing I hadn’t come yet, and I grabbed on to the nearest 
nipple and imagined your voice telling me to come, and I did.” 

 
She nodded carefully.  “That was good thinking...  We’ll straighten out those details.  What 

next?” 
 
“I woke up with Sherry still on top of me, and kissing Donna.  We got up and showered 

together; they have a great shower.  We ended up on the bed again; I started sucking on Donna, she 
squeezed me to her, and I was lost again.  I ended up filling her; it’s just an incredible blur.  Oh Beth, I 
actually cried afterwards, apologizing.  They both told me not to worry; they were both on the pill and 
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hadn’t had sex with anyone other than each other in a few months, not since they found out they were 
being two-timed by the same guy.” 

 
Beth looked at me, still smiling.  I was close to tears again.  “You are something, you know 

that?” she told me, “What next?” 
 
I wiped my eyes with the back of a hand and returned it to hers.  “We talked a little and I made 

them promise not to tell anyone what had happened.  We kissed and hugged a bit more, then got 
dressed and they took me home.” 

 
“Will they keep quiet?  What do you think?” 
 
I managed a little laugh; some pride coming back.  “Donna said when Sherry called, she didn’t 

believe her when she told her what had happened, what I’d done to her.  She said she still wasn’t sure.  
She said she’d keep quiet, but there may be a price...” 

 
Beth laughed.  “And I think we both know what that price will be.”  She reached over and 

messed up my hair a bit, then put the car back into gear. 
 
“Well, I’m proud of you.  We’ll fix things up to give you more control, but you know, when 

you’re in a trance like that, you are so passionate and so responsive.”  She sighed and kneaded my 
thigh.  “Those girls might get spoiled, just like me.”  She gave me a quick glance and another smile. 

 
“I don’t want them to get spoiled, I want to spoil you, just you,” I told her softly. 
 
She sighed again.  “Well Andrew, that’s not the way the world works.  You’re going to have to 

learn to spoil us all for a while, I’m afraid.” 
 
I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but I laughed with her anyway. 
 
We went to Marie Callender’s, and I had two pieces of lemon meringue pie and a large glass of 

milk.  Beth had pecan and decaf coffee.  After I ordered the milk and our waitress walked away, Beth 
asked me, “Didn’t get enough?” 

 
I squeezed her hands, looked her in the eye, and said, “Never...” 
 
We finished, Beth paid, and we headed back.  We stopped a few blocks away and Beth turned 

off the engine.  I started to ask why, but she put a finger to her lips.  I nodded, and then she put a finger 
on my forehead, slowly sliding it down, down, down. 

 
She talked with someone for a few minutes; I don’t remember quite what they talked about, but 

I felt better.  I knew I needed to stay out of my parent’s squabbles, and not let them hurt me.  I woke up 
and we were parked in front of the house. 

 
The front porch light and the lights in the living room were still on.  Beth started getting out of 

the car before I did.  I was going to tell her good night, but she said, “I’ll walk in with you.” 
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I’ll admit it; my stomach felt funny, going to the front door of the house I’d lived in all my life; 

it wasn’t a place of refuge -- it was a battleground.  I opened the door and we went in. 
 
My parents were in the living room, looking away from each other.  It was ugly; it felt ugly.  

Yet somehow now those feelings went through me, not sticking to me, or at least not sticking as much 
as they had before. 

 
“And just where have you been?” my father demanded. 
 
Beth responded before I could say anything.  “With me.  We wanted to give you two a chance 

to cool down.” 
 
Both mom and dad glared at her, then me.  I looked at both of them.  “Sherry got an A on her 

last math test; it’s the first time that’s ever happened to her.  Donna wants me to help her as well,” I 
told them.  It was true; they both wanted me to help.  “I’m tired; I’m going to bed.  I love you both.”  I 
turned and told Beth, “Thanks for the pie.  Thanks for listening.”  I headed upstairs without another 
word.  I washed up, went to bed, and was asleep right after my head hit the pillow.  If I heard any more 
screaming, I don’t remember it. 

 
Monday morning I was in a pretty good mood.  French was a kick -- three of us had gotten 

together to put on parts of Candide to the class.  We got to rehearse in another room, but with another 
of the French teachers present, to be sure we didn’t speak any English.  This was hard, but a lot of fun. 

 
Then it was study hall.  My heart started to beat wildly as I reached for the door to the room; 

what was going to happen this morning?  Then Beth’s voice came back to me, “Calm and relaxed, 
calm and relaxed.”  I took that slow breath, exhaled, and walked in. 

 
Sherry was waiting for me, a seat saved next to her.  She had a big smile on her face.  I sat 

down next to her and pulled out our worksheets.  She moaned and let her head fall to the table; some 
other kids at the table giggled.  Under the table she ran a hand over my thigh and squeezed me. 

 
I put a hand on her back and patted her gently.  She smiled and raised her head and we started 

in.  We were going to start what was supposed to be a review of trigonometry, so I started with her 
from the ground up. 

 
When the bell rang we both packed things up.  I was used to seeing her scoot out of the room 

and head to math, me following along behind somewhat.  Surprise -- she waited for me, and when we 
got outside, she put her arm in mine.  Calm and relaxed, calm and relaxed... 

 
“What’s the occasion?” I asked her as we walked along. 
 
She laughed, a soft and low laugh.  “I’ve got even more to thank you for...” 
 
I laughed a little as well.  “I’m just glad I can help.” 
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She held my arm a little tighter. 
 
We went in and sat down.  I looked over in the other corner of the room at Betty -- she gave me 

a very interesting look indeed. 
 
Class started in; Ellis handed out the test from Friday.  As usual, Betty and I were the first 

called, then one of the bright junior gals. 
 
Then Ellis paused for a moment.  He looked at me, then at Sherry.  “Miss Jennings...” he said, 

cracking a smile. 
 
Sherry bolted up out of her seat, practically ran up to Ellis, grabbed her paper, and gave him a 

big hug.  We all laughed.  I started applauding, looking over at Betty, who joined me.  Sherry had a 
huge smile on her face.  Ellis said, “I don’t think it’s me you should be thanking, Miss Jennings...” 

 
She turned, and in front of the class gave me a look of pure lust.  That brought hoots, whistles, 

and some more applause.  She walked back to her seat with quite a sensuous motion in her hips. 
 
Ellis returned the rest of the papers and then started going over the test.  He commented that he 

was extremely pleased; everyone had done well.  He had people explain how they solved problems, 
asking Sherry to do one of the harder ones.  She went up and did it on the board, explaining as she 
went.  She did it the way I’d taught her.  When she was through, Ellis asked her with a smile, “Miss 
Jennings, do you remember where in the book that approach is presented?” 

 
Sherry handed him the marker and said, “Mister Ellis, that book sucks.”  The class roared. 
 
We went through the rest of the test, skipping simple problems.  The bell rang, we returned 

things, and shuffled out.  Out in the hall, Sherry was waiting for me; I’d walked out with Betty at my 
side; she was boiling over with curiosity. 

 
Sherry surprised me by giving me a hug, in view of a lot of other people, and saying not too 

quietly, “I’ll see you at lunch.” 
 
I was still in shock as she walked away; Betty pulled me along the hall, her next class was out 

by mine.  “Well, this morning has certainly been full of surprises,” she said.  I found I’d taken her arm 
in mine; I really liked having someone to hold. 

 
“Yes, it’s been quite a trip,” I said, laughing again. 
 
“Quid pro quo?” she said. 
 
I stopped and turned to her.  I was hurt.  The smile quickly faded from her face as she looked at 

me. 
 
“Betty,” I said softly, or as softly as I could in the rush of bodies through the hallway, “I would 

not, and could not, make demands.  I’m happy to help her.” 
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Betty looked up at me through her glasses.  She smiled, touched my cheek with a hand; my 

knees almost buckled -- why was that? 
 
“I’m sorry Andy -- I know you wouldn’t.  I didn’t mean to hurt you.” 
 
I held her arm.  “I’m sorry too.  I think you understand better than anyone else.” 
 
She squeezed my arm a little more as we walked to our next classes. 
 
Sherry actually sat with us for a while at lunch.  I’d developed the habit of sitting with Betty -- 

I think she understood me better than any of the other students.  Sherry sat with us, smiling and talking.  
Some of her other friends walked by, giving us the eye.  Donna walked by and gave me quite the look.  
Sherry left with her. 

 
The rumors were flying by the middle of the week.  Wednesday morning riding with David to 

the High School, he asked me, “Did you really nail both Sherry and Donna last weekend?” 
 
I was surprised.  I closed my eyes briefly: Calm and relaxed.  Then I looked at him and said, 

“Where did you hear a crazy thing like that?” 
 
He looked at me with a curious grin.  “Terri told me.”  Terri was his girlfriend.  “The word is 

you ate them out and then they screwed you silly.  Well?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I wish.  I don’t even have dreams that good.” 
 
He laughed and we didn’t talk about it any more. 
 
But others evidently did.  When I sat down with Sherry in study hall that morning, I could feel 

the eyes on us.  Sherry was a little hesitant.  I shook my head a little, and started in.  She was a little 
subdued as we walked to math, but we walked together.  When we walked in the room, one of the 
jocks made some remark, “Ooh la la...” or something equally intelligent.  Sherry spat out, “What’s 
your problem, asshole?” 

 
After class, I caught up with Sherry outside the room.  She gave me a puzzled look.  “Will I see 

you at lunch?” I asked her.  “Do you want to?” she asked.  “Very much,” I told her.  She smiled -- that 
turned the sun back on inside her. 

 
Betty was standing next to me.  She gave me a very interesting glance, one eyebrow up.  She 

gave me her arm; I held it in mine and we walked along without a word. 
 
Getting dressed after P. E., a guy asked me how they were.  Who, I asked.  He laughed.  I 

frowned and told him I didn’t need crap like that -- cheerleaders were way out of my league.  I heard a 
remark about not being able to get a date with my hands, but didn’t respond. 
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Betty had staked out our spot for lunch.  I arrived with my lunch, and Sherry and Donna walked 
up as I was sitting down.  Sherry had a nervous smile.  Donna was looking pretty damn pleased with 
herself.  Betty took off early -- orchestra practice or some such excuse.  I looked at Sherry and Donna.  
“Can we talk, privately?” I asked them when we’d finished eating. 

 
Sherry and Donna looked at each other.  Donna said, “Let’s go to my car.” 
 
We walked out to her car -- a two year old Lexus.  Sherry and I sat in the back, Donna in front.  

“Well?” Sherry asked. 
 
I was almost in tears again.  I reached for both of their hands. 
 
“I’m so sorry for taking advantage of you last weekend,” I told them. 
 
Donna gave me a strange look.  “Didn’t you, like, enjoy that?” she asked incredulously. 
 
“Very much,” I told her. 
 
Sherry slid a little closer to me.  “And would you like to do it again?” she asked. 
 
I looked at Donna and smiled, then to Sherry.  “Yes, I would, but not if it’s going to mean wild 

stories spreading all over school.” 
 
Sherry smiled and put a hand in my lap.  Donna said, “You haven’t gone off bragging?” 
 
I looked at her.  That hurt.  “No.  I haven’t.” 
 
Donna shook her head.  Sherry squeezed me. 
 
Sherry asked, “So we can still be ... friends?” 
 
“I hope so.” 
 
I looked at Sherry.  “You are delicious,” I told her.  She started blushing -- I thought she was 

going to come right there.  I turned to Donna and squeezed her shoulder gently.  “And so are you.  You 
held me so well.”  I watched her nostrils flare.  I could smell both of them. 

 
“Do you need a ride home from school tonight?” Donna asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “I’m over at City College in the afternoons.  I’ve got a ride home today.” 
 
I got a strange look from Donna and a squeeze from Sherry.  “I see a therapist periodically.”  In 

response to the looks I was still getting, I added, “She’s helping me through family problems.  My 
parents are headed for a nasty divorce.” 

 
That got knowing looks and nods.  It’s something a lot of us unfortunately understood. 
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Then Donna brightened.  “I can give you a ride over to City if you’d like.” 
 
I looked to Sherry.  She was pouting, then smiled. 
 
“That could work,” I answered. 
 
“Uh-oh,” said Sherry.  I turned and saw one of the P. E. teachers walking around the parking 

lot.  We got out of the car and headed back to classes. 
 
My last class in the afternoon at the High School was Physics.  It was kind of interesting, 

especially since the instructor didn’t know calculus, and about half his class did.  The gal sitting next to 
me, Rachel, is part of our geek group.  She does Calculus then French at City in the morning, and then 
heads over to the High School.  We were near the back of the class.  Donna was up near the front.  
Hey, Donna is pretty good looking.  If I were an old fart teacher, I’d put the good looking ones up 
front, and the brainy types off in the back.  I’d have put Rachel up front as well -- she’s pretty good 
looking. 

 
At one point in the class, Donna dropped something, and as she bent over to pick it up, she 

gave me quite the look.  Some of the other people snickered and giggled.  A minute or so later, Rachel 
poked me and handed me a note.  Written in French, she asked if what she’d heard was true.  I wrote 
back in French that I wished my dreams were that good.  She snickered and wrote something else, 
handing it back to me. 

 
“I’ll take that note, Mister Wilson,” the fool in the front called out.  I smiled and walked up to 

the front of the room and handed it to him.  His usual practice was to read such notes out loud.  He 
glanced at it and put it in his pocket.  He didn’t speak French.  I sat down. 

 
When the bell rang ending class, I stood up, gathering things.  I leaned over to Rachel and 

asked what she’d written.  She whispered (very closely and warmly) in my ear that she thought Donna 
was in quite a few dreams.  I leaned back and whispered warmly, “So are you, mon Cherie.”  She gave 
me quite the smile, putting a little extra wiggle in her hips as she walked off.  Gee, I thought she was 
going with Peter. 

 
Donna caught me outside.  “Ride to City?” she asked.  I nodded.  We walked to her car. 
 
“What was in the note?” she asked me as we got into her car.  I told her.  She laughed and 

looked at me.  “Am I in your dreams?” she asked.  I put a hand on her leg, gently.  “I’d like you to be,” 
I told her.  “And the best way to do that is to snuggle up with you and go to sleep holding you -- 
afterwards.” 

 
She rolled her eyes and gave me a low growling laugh, almost backing into another car in the 

process. 
 
“How do you get to school in the morning?” she asked. 
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“Mom drops me at City, and I ride the rest of the way with David.” 
 
She smiled at me -- leering, really.  “I could drop you off in the mornings.  Would you like 

that?” 
 
I laughed.  “That would be nice, if it isn’t any trouble.” 
 
I told her which parking lot to pull into to drop me for math.  She pulled up to the curb, and 

shifted to park.  I started to get out, saying, ‘Thanks,” when she tugged my sleeve. 
 
“Where do you think you’re going so fast?” she asked with a smile. 
 
I leaned over and we kissed.  She was hungry, and insistent, trying to tease my tonsils with her 

tongue.  I put a hand behind her head, holding her gently.  She grabbed my other hand and put it on her 
breasts. 

 
When we came up for air, I said, “Thanks, I like rides like this.” 
 
She gave me another low laugh.  “So do I.  See you tomorrow morning, sweetie.” 
 
I got out and made it to math.  Emily met me afterwards.  We talked about the day.  Some times 

she’s too nonjudgmental.  But after we talked about what I’d done, and what I expected might happen, 
she made sure I was fully informed about sexually transmitted diseases.  Even if I wasn’t concerned 
about myself, she told me, I should be concerned about others.  Both of us knew she meant Beth.  I 
smiled and told her I understood.  I promised to use condoms, should the need arise, pardon the pun, 
and if they harassed me on it, I’d tell them she made me promise.  Emily told me that was fine with 
her, and she’d see me Friday. 

 
I was feeling adventurous for dinner, and put together a ginger-pork dish.  I liked it, and so did 

mom.  Dad picked at it.  That upset me.  Near the end of the meal, I broke the silence by saying, “I 
might not be home for dinner tomorrow night.”  Dad glowered, but mom asked, “Why, dear?” 

 
“Dennis, Peter, and Rachel might need my help on a physics project.  I won’t know until 

tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
Mom gave dad a sideways glance.  “That’s okay, dear.  We’ll do fine.  This was very good; I 

like it when you do spicy dishes.” 
 
Dad folded his napkin and left the table. 
 
I packed up leftovers, cleaned up the kitchen, and went upstairs.  Dad was in his office in the 

back of the house, and mom was sitting in the living room reading. 
 
The next morning, something told me Donna might be a bit early.  Dad took off with a cup of 

coffee and not a word.  Good -- at least it had been quiet last night, for a change.  I told mom, “One of 
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my friends is giving me a ride to school this morning. We’ll see how it works out.  That should help 
you.” 

 
She smiled.  It was out of her way to drop me off, but she did it.  If I ever had to ask dad, he 

always had some excuse why he couldn’t do it. 
 
Donna did show up early.  She honked the horn out front.  I grabbed my stuff and gave mom a 

hug.  Mom looked out the window and laughed.  “Enjoy your ride,” she told me.  I went out the door 
laughing. 

 
I got in the car, putting my bag on the floor in front of me.  Donna was wearing perfume, and a 

very nice top. 
 
“Good morning,” I told her.  “Thanks for dropping me at school.” 
 
She shifted the car into drive, and her hand continued over to my leg, which she raked with her 

nails.  “My pleasure.  What are you doing after school tonight?” 
 
I smiled.  This could work out well.  “I don’t have any plans.  Do you have any ideas?” 
 
She gave me a low laugh, ran her hand up my leg, and flicked her nails across my crotch, 

making me twitch. 
 
French was in a different part of the campus.  We pulled in and went through much the same 

ritual as the previous afternoon.  I pulled away a little at one point, and told her, “Relax -- enjoy it.”  It 
was very nice to hold her, kiss her, and run my hands over her, even though I did have to carry my bag 
a little differently until I got in the building. 

 
I took my usual seat in the class.  We didn’t have assigned seats in this class.  I was surprised 

when a gal sat down next to me -- a guy who was having a lot of trouble in the class usually sat next to 
me.  I was pretty sure the gal’s name was Karen. 

 
She gave me a look of surprise and wonder.  I was puzzled for a moment.  Then I started 

laughing. 
 
“Karen?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “I thought I saw you yesterday afternoon, but then this morning!” 
 
I smiled and raised an eyebrow.  She was very good looking, closer to Beth than either of 

Donna or Sherry.  Now, they’re not bad looking, it’s just that Beth, and Karen are, well, fuller 
somehow. 

 
Then she said, “And I was impressed by what I saw.  I didn’t know you had such talent.” 
 
Our instructor clearing his throat brought out conversation to a close -- for now. 
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In study hall, Sherry handed me a note, wanting to know if I’d like to go to a movie with her 

Saturday night.  I wrote back that I’d have to check.  My dad was pretty strict about me going out in 
the evenings.  She rolled her eyes at that.  I sighed -- she didn’t know my dad.  I told her I’d work on it.  
She smiled and we got back to work on math.  She put up a mock fuss, but she was getting good at 
math. 

 
At lunch she gave me another note (and a kiss), suggesting that we could get together Saturday 

afternoon instead, or as well. 
 
Physics was interesting.  We were finishing up another silly experiment, and Donna was taking 

every excuse and opportunity to tease me.  I kept thinking, “Calm and relaxed,” and I think that only 
made her try harder.  When we sat down again for the last few minutes of the period, Rachel leaned 
over and muttered that Donna seemed pretty hot for my body.  I raised an eyebrow to her.  Then she 
smiled and asked, “I wonder why?”  I laughed softly and said, “Who knows?” 

 
Donna was funny driving me over to City -- her hands were all over me.  We pulled into the lot 

and she grabbed me.  I broke our kiss and told her, “Donna, settle down!”  She grabbed me again.  As 
we kissed, she moved my hands from her breasts to her groin, and groped at me as well.  I eventually 
untangled myself, and promised her I’d see her later. 

 
When I got out of the car, she squealed off.  I started laughing.  I walked about ten feet, and 

stopped.  Karen was standing there, a smile on her face. 
 
“Hello there.  Between classes?” I asked her. 
 
She nodded.  “Thought I’d catch the show -- and it was an interesting show.  Who is she?” 
 
I sighed.  “Her name is Donna.  She’s a senior, and a cheerleader at school.  She’s also my lab 

partner in physics.” 
 
Karen raised an eyebrow.  “Your choice, I take it?” 
 
I laughed.  “Not at all -- hers.  Last year in chemistry, my lab partner was the varsity football 

center.  I didn’t understand why until halfway through the year, when one of my buddies explained it 
to me.” 

 
She laughed and shook her head.  “And so what else are you studying with her?” 
 
I sighed.  “Basic biology?” 
 
“She seems willing enough.” 
 
I looked at Karen, really looked at her, and smiled.  “She’s in so much of a hurry.  I want to 

take things slow, and enjoy every moment.” 
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“You mean you’re not interested in...” 
 
“Oh, I’m interested, it’s just that I know I won’t die if it takes us a while.  It seems as if the 

more I take my time, the more frantic she gets.  You tell me -- how do I get her to relax, take her time, 
and enjoy?” 

 
Karen gave me a strange look and shook her head.  “Let me think about that.  I may have some 

ideas.” 
 
I laughed a little more.  “Thanks, Karen.  I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” 
 
“Have fun, Andy,” she called, and we walked off to our classes. 
 
As I’d told Karen, the more gentle I was, the more frantic Donna seemed to become.  She 

picked me up and we headed right for her house. 
 
“When do other people get home?” I asked. 
 
“Not until six thirty or seven.  I figured we’d go out for pizza or something -- later.”  Her right 

hand was all over me.  I started laughing. 
 
We pulled into her driveway.  She shut off the car.  She turned and looked at me, giving me a 

weird look.  I stopped laughing enough to ask, “What’s wrong?” 
 
“I can’t figure you out.  Do you want to, like, make out with me?” 
 
I took her hands.  “Very much so.” 
 
“You want to, like, do it?” 
 
“Yes.  Do you?” 
 
She gave me another weird look.  “Why aren’t you ripping my clothes off?” 
 
“Do you want me to?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Let’s go inside.  That okay?” 
 
Her mouth was open.  I leaned over and kissed her, brushing a breast. 
 
That got her moving.  We went to her room.  We dropped our bags and she pounced on me.  I 

finally rolled on top of her, holding her shoulders down. 
 
“Donna, let’s take a break,” I told her. 
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“Why?” 
 
“Well, for one, I need to use the bathroom.  And, I want to talk.” 
 
She pouted.  “We can talk afterwards.” 
 
I tried to keep from laughing.  “Donna, I want you.  I do.  But, I’m not in a hurry.  In fact...”  I 

thought for a moment.  “Let’s go to your bathroom.  Come on.” 
 
I pulled her up.  She clung to me, one hand on the bulge in my pants.  “Good -- I was beginning 

to worry,” she said. 
 
I had her go to the bathroom.  Then I had her wait outside while I went.  It took a while before I 

could.  Then I invited her back in.  I asked if she had some perfume she liked.  She opened a drawer 
and showed me a number of bottles.  I found one I liked. 

 
“May I undress you?” I asked. 
 
She smiled and nodded her head. 
 
I stepped behind her and started undressing her, slowly.  At one point I turned on the hot water 

faucet in the sink, and dropped a washcloth in it.  As I undressed her, if she got antsy, I leaned over and 
whispered in her ear, “Relax.  We’ve got time.” 

 
When she was naked, I turned her around, sliding my fingertips over her.  “Donna, you are 

beautiful.  You’re hot.  Now, you can undress me.” 
 
She had my clothes off quickly, pressing against me.  I pushed her back a little.  I evened out 

the water temperature, and picked up the washcloth. 
 
“Hold still for me, please,” I asked softly.  She stood there.  I widened her legs a little, then 

wiped her with the warm washcloth.  Her eyes closed and she moaned.  I turned off the water and put 
down the washcloth.  I picked up the perfume. 

 
“Now, I like a little perfume here, here,” I put dabs on her neck and above her breasts, and then 

one on her mound, “and especially here.  Let’s go to bed.” 
 
I grabbed a hand towel and we went back to her bed.  I scooped up my pants and put them on 

the foot of the bed.  She was smiling and eager. 
 
I helped her on to the bed.  She gave me a concerned look, I guess because I didn’t jump right 

on her. 
 
“Donna, please let me adore you.  Just lay back, relax, and enjoy.  Can you do that for me?” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 60� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

She nodded yes, but I could tell she wasn’t sure. 
 
I settled between her legs and started gently stroking her thighs.  She moaned and quivered.  I 

talked to her gently, softly, getting her to relax and enjoy it.  I thought about moving over to her head 
for a while, but stayed where I was.  I went through that strange state myself, drifting and feeling as if 
it were Beth’s voice I was hearing, as I took Donna down the elevator to that nice soft bed where she 
could be so relaxed, and every sensation would be so good. 

 
I decided to put on a condom before I went down on her.  I’m glad I did, because as soon as my 

lips and tongue touched her, her legs clamped around my head, and I was off in a dream world of my 
own.  I ate her until she went limp. 

 
Then I slid up her body and into her.  She moaned again, as she had been for a while.  Her legs 

whipped around mine, and her hips started bucking.  I held her, kissed her, and was soon just along for 
the ride.  She came convulsively, and I did soon afterwards as well. 

 
I untangled myself from her, remembering what else I wanted to do.  I went up to her head, and 

started drawing circles on her temples as I talked to her softly.  I relaxed her again, and told her how 
wonderful she was, but how much it hurt me when she told stories about me, and about what we did.  
Then more words came out of me, Beth’s words, and Emily’s words, about feeling good about myself, 
and making my own decisions rather than following those around me, studying becoming easier, things 
like that.  Then I reached over and set her alarm clock for half an hour later, and curled up at her side. 

 
I had that feeling of anticipation as I got near her breast.  I knew what would happen when I 

kissed her nipple.  I knew what would happen if she held my head to her.  I knew it, and I wanted it.  I 
slipped my arms around her and took her nipple gently.  She moaned and her arms flew around my 
head, squeezing me to her.  I fell into her. 

 
“What’s that?” I heard Donna say, over the radio.  I was partially under her.  I sat up some.  

The alarm had gone off. 
 
I pulled her back down and kissed her.  She responded, a little slower this time, a little more 

relaxed.  When we stopped, she was on her back.  I leaned up on an elbow. 
 
“Hi, beautiful.  How are you doing?” I asked her. 
 
She smiled.  “God, that was incredible.  What the hell did you do to me?” 
 
I smiled.  “I hope I got you to relax.  We went to sleep in each other’s arms.  Did you like 

that?” 
 
“God yes.”  She was running her hands over me.  She stopped at my cock.  “What’s that?” she 

said, wrinkling her forehead. 
 
“I promised I’d wear a condom,” I told her. 
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“Promised who?” Donna asked. 
 
“My therapist.  She insisted.  I agreed with her.  Okay?” 
 
I watched the wheels turning.  “I guess.”  Then she gave me a sultry smile.  “Have any more of 

those?” 
 
I grinned.  “Yup.  Be right back.”  I posted my used French letter in the toilet, bringing out the 

perfume again.  By the time I got to the bed, I was ready.  I handed her another condom.  “Do the 
honors?” I asked her.  She put it on me, nearly buckling my knees in the process. 

 
I pulled her to the edge of the bed and rolled her on to her stomach.  I put a drop of perfume on 

her hair at the back of her head.  This was one of my favorites with Beth.  I stood behind her, and 
started sliding into her from the rear.  She moaned and started pushing herself up.  “Relax, Donna,” I 
told her, “Relax and enjoy.”  I slid into her, riding her tight bottom, letting myself down on to her back, 
burying my nose in her perfumed hair.  I leaned over to her ear, and started whispering, “Relax and 
come for me, Donna.  Relax and come for me.” 

 
As I whispered, she started moaning.  I kept whispering, sliding my hands under her, holding 

her shoulders and pulling us together.  As I felt myself getting to the edge, I started whispering, “Come 
now, Donna!  Now, please!”  She moaned and shuddered, and took me over the edge with her. 

 
We rested for a bit, then got up and cleaned up.  As we got dressed, I was sitting on the bed 

putting on my socks.  She walked up to me and pulled my head to a breast, holding me to a nipple.  
The world dropped out from under me. 

 
“Andy?  Andy?  Are you okay?” 
 
I blinked and sat up.  Donna was on all fours on top of me.  I squeezed her to me again.  “I’m 

fine.  God, that’s wonderful.” 
 
We sat up again. 
 
“You just, like, melted in my arms,” she said softly. 
 
“That’s what you can do to a man,” I told her, “If you take your time.” 
 
Her eyes got a little wide.  “God...  Let’s get something to eat.” 
 
I grabbed her and kissed her breasts.  She laughed. 
 
It took us a while to get to the car.  “Lozano’s okay?” she asked. 
 
“Donna, I only have a few bucks.  My dad is pretty cheap.” 
 
She squeezed my leg.  “That’s okay.  I’ll buy.  God...” 
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“What, Donna?” 
 
She looked at me, giving me that weird frown with a partial smile. 
 
“You are something else!  I’ve never come like that in my life!  And you’re so fucking laid 

back about it!” 
 
I held her hand, then brushed her breasts softly.  “Donna, I’m not in a hurry, that’s all.” 
 
She moaned a little, and laughed.  “Neither am I -- now.  Neither am I.” 
 
We went to the local Italian place and got a booth.  Donna ordered spaghetti, and I had lasagna. 
 
As we finished, some kids I recognized came in.  One of the girls I thought was a cheerleader 

as well.  She saw Donna and came over. 
 
“Hi, Donna -- who’s your new boyfriend?” 
 
Donna smiled at the barb.  “This is Andy -- he helped Sherry get an A in math, and he’s helping 

me with physics.  And he’s cute and cuddly besides!” 
 
That got her interest.  “Oh, so you’re Andy!”  She was wearing kind of a tight top, and you 

could practically hear her nipples popping erect.  Two of the other girls came over as well, looking at 
me.  They introduced themselves.  Donna was getting agitated.  One of the others took the clue, and 
the four of them went to sit down in another booth, giggling and turning to look at us occasionally.  We 
left soon after that. 

 
We went back to her house.  After necking madly for a few minutes, I insisted on getting out 

her physics book.  She gave me a weird look, but could tell I meant it. 
 
I’d try to talk physics.  She’d say something like, “I can’t believe how dreamy you make me 

feel,” or “I’m going to get a tit in your mouth and rape you right here.”  I persevered, and by reminding 
her of upcoming tests, got her to pay attention to the book. 

 
A while later we heard the garage door, then the door to the house.  I looked up to see an older 

guy in a shirt and tie, carrying a suit coat, standing in the doorway. 
 
“Oh my God!” he shouted out.  He staggered forward, putting his hand on his chest.  “My God!  

This is too much for me!” he shouted. 
 
“Sir, are you all right?” I asked. 
 
He shook his head and looked at me as if I was from another planet.  “I don’t believe this,” he 

said.  He reached out and touched the books and the paper we’d been using, then went over to Donna.  
He put a hand on her forehead.  “Are you well, baby?” 
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Donna scowled.  “Oh daddy, get off it.  This is Andy.  He’s helping me with Physics.  I told 

you about him -- he helped Sherry get an ‘A’ in math.” 
 
He pulled up a chair and sat down, shaking his head.  “This is quite a shock to your old man’s 

heart.  I thought I’d walk in and catch you doing a lot of things, but never this.”  He started to laugh. 
 
I started laughing as well.  If he’d only been here a few hours ago.... 
 
“Daddy!” Donna exclaimed. 
 
He stood up, and clapped me on the back.  “Good to meet you, Andy.  You made Burt Jennings 

do a jig.  If you can get Donna to study, you’re welcome around here whenever you want!”  He headed 
out of the room, laughing. 

 
When her mom got home a while later, her dad went through the same thing again, pointing to 

the books, the notes, and even remarking that I’d called him ‘sir.’  She gave me a different kind of 
smile, and told me that she knew my parents, and I was welcome here.  I thanked her very much. 

 
I had homework I needed to do as well.  After Donna’s parents had eaten, I told her I needed to 

get home.  Her dad insisted on driving me.  I was expecting an interrogation -- the third degree.  
Instead, as we drove, he told me, “Andy, you’re a ray of hope.  I don’t care what else happens if you 
can get that girl to actually study.” 

 
“Sir, I wouldn’t do anything to hurt your daughter,” I told him. 
 
He laughed.  “Andy, I’m not worried about you hurting her.  But I appreciate you telling me 

that.  We know she’s wild.  If you can try and tame her, so much the better.” 
 
We pulled in front of my house.  As soon as we did, my dad stepped out of the front door and 

on to the porch.  “Oh shit,” I muttered. 
 
Donna’s dad, said, “I think I’ll introduce myself.” 
 
I looked at him.  “You don’t have to do that.” 
 
He smiled.  “Oh yes, I do.” 
 
I got out of the car, and so did he.  My dad was glowering at me as I walked up the steps.  

Donna’s dad put out his hand and introduced himself, telling my dad how lucky he was.  He told him 
about my helping Donna study for physics, and how happy the Jennings were about me helping Sherry.  
He wished me a good night, and told me I was welcome at their place. 

 
My dad grunted.  We went in the house.  Mom had been crying.  I told her, “We were studying 

for the physics test coming up.  I’ve had dinner.  I’ve got homework to do.  I love you.”  I turned to 
dad, looked at him and said, “I love you, dad.”  I went upstairs. 
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When I came downstairs Friday morning, dad was still there.  “Do you want some toast, dad?” 

I asked him.  He shook his head.  “Mom?”  She said, “Yes, that would be nice.” 
 
I started the toast and peeled a banana.  “I’m probably going to be studying with some of the 

gang Saturday afternoon, and going to a movie with them on Saturday night.  Okay?” 
 
My dad didn’t like me going out.  That had to change.  He was stirring his cereal, head down, 

and mom said, “That will be fine, dear.  I think you should get out more with your friends.  We’ve 
talked about that, haven’t we darling?” 

 
He actually looked up, glared at both of us, and said, “Yes.  Fine.”  Then his head snapped 

down again. 
 
I had my so-called breakfast and then headed out to the car when I heard Donna honk. 
 
I slid into the car, and she started off almost before I got the door closed.  “Sleep well, 

beautiful?” I asked her. 
 
She gave me her low laugh and pulled my hand to her breast, then down her stomach to 

between her legs.  “Oh, I had the best dreams -- and you were in them, and in me.” 
 
We kissed a lot less frantically this morning as she dropped me off.  Karen was standing about 

twenty feet away, watching. 
 
“Good morning,” I told her as we walked over to the classroom. 
 
“My, my,” she said.  “You’ve got one very satisfied looking girlfriend there.” 
 
I laughed a little.  “She’s not my girlfriend.” 
 
“Want to ask her opinion?” 
 
I shook my head, and stopped.  She stopped as well. 
 
“She and her pal Sherry are both after me.  I don’t know what to do.” 
 
Karen gave me a quizzical frown and grin.  “Let them fight it out.”  Then she laughed a little.  

“I might be able to help.” 
 
We headed to class. 
 
Sherry was sullen in study hall, until I told her I was all hers tomorrow.  After that, it was hard 

to get her to concentrate on math. 
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There was a storm brewing at lunch.  Betty looked amused, and Sherry and Donna definitely 
did not.  I sat down and took one of Donna’s hands, and one of Sherry’s.  I looked to both of them. 

 
“Stop it, both of you.  I need your help.  I’ve never had a girlfriend before, so I don’t know 

what to do.  You’re going to have to help me.  Understand?  I don’t know what the hell I’m doing!” 
 
All three girls smiled at that last remark.  Donna sighed.  Sherry shook her head. 
 
I squeezed their hands.  “Please.  You two are friends.  You know more about this than I do.  

Let’s figure out what works.  And please, no rumors.  Rumors and stories really hurt me.” 
 
I think we agreed.  We ate lunch and talked about the usual school stuff.  As we broke up after 

lunch, I got hugs from all of them -- even Betty. 
 
Donna was more upbeat during physics.  When the fat fool didn’t explain something clearly, 

she asked him to explain it better -- just like that, just like she’d done with me.  He was surprised.  
Rachel poked me and rolled her eyes. 

 
Riding over to City was a little more relaxed.  As we pulled into the lot, Donna told me, 

“Sherry and I will work something out.  We’ll probably go see a flick tomorrow night.”  She pulled me 
into a kiss.  She felt so good in her cheerleading outfit.  I knew they had a game to do tonight, and the 
usual parties afterwards.  I wasn’t invited, and didn’t care.  Or did I? 

 
She gave me a squeeze, and said, “Dream about me, sweetie,” as I got out. 
 
Karen was standing off to the side again, smiling.  After Donna drove off, I took Karen’s arm 

in mine and walked over to a nearby bench.  We sat down. 
 
“You were right,” I told her. 
 
“I was?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Yup.  I told them I didn’t know what the hell I was doing, and they needed to help 

me figure things out.  Donna told me that’s what they were going to do.” 
 
She smirked.  “You sure look like you know what you’re doing, Andy.  You’re not shitting me 

on this, are you?  You really have two girls chasing you?” 
 
I nodded, and told her about helping Sherry in math, and her getting her first “A.”  I told her 

about Donna’s dad carrying on when he came home to see her studying. 
 
She looked at me.  “And, have you ... ?” 
 
“Made love with them?  I guess so.” 
 
“Guess so?  You’re not sure?” 
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I smiled.  I gave her the short version of going down on Sherry, then of the two of them 

hijacking me, going down on Donna, and ending up in a three for all. 
 
I saw her nostrils flaring.  What was I doing, telling her all of this? 
 
She asked softly, “You like going down on them?” 
 
I shook my head, looking into her eyes, “No, I love it.  There’s something so special about 

having a warm pair of legs squeezing my head.  I just wish I could get them to relax and enjoy it” 
 
She smiled and shook her head slowly.  “Andy, I don’t know about you....  You’re late for 

class.  See you Monday morning.” 
 
I stood up.  “Karen, thanks for listening.  I appreciate it.” 
 
She gave me a hug.  I returned it gently.  “Have a good weekend,” I told her. 
 
I was a little late to math.  The instructor frowned at me, and asked me to solve a problem on 

the board.  I looked at it and did it.  When I was done, I handed him the marker.  He gave me another 
frown.  “Very nice, Mister Wilson, but we don’t cover that approach for another few weeks.”  I sat 
down. 

 
I told Emily that I seemed to have two girls after me, or maybe three.  Emily asked if that 

included Beth.  I sighed.  I needed to see Beth.  I needed to talk to her. 
 
We talked about my family, and home life.  It was hard for me to call it home life, and I told 

her so.  I told her about Donna’s dad, and the remarks her parents had made.  I was beginning to get a 
better feel for the shit I was in.  I didn’t like it. 

 
I got home pretty much homework free.  I whipped up a pie, and did a casserole I knew Dad 

liked.  I think he actually enjoyed dinner.  The phone rang as I was doing the dishes.  When dad is 
home, he’s the only one that answers the phone.  As I thought about it, I realized how weird that was.  
He was his usual talkative self on the phone -- spitting out a word or three at a time.  The conversation 
ended with “Okay,” and he hung up the phone. 

 
Mom was helping me dry dishes.  Even though we have a dishwasher in the kitchen, dad gets 

upset if we use it.  I guess I’ve gotten used to doing things by hand.  He came into the kitchen. 
 
“That was my sister.  She wants to take you to a special presentation in Los Angeles on 

Sunday.  She’ll be by around nine in the morning for you.  But that means you might not be able to go 
out tomorrow.” 

 
I looked at him and shook my head.  “Dad, I don’t have any homework this weekend.  Not only 

am I caught up, I’m ahead of things.” 
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“You can’t let your studies slip,” he said, a marvel of eloquence from him. 
 
“Dad, I’m getting straight A’s.  Have we heard from any colleges yet?”  I was waiting for 

admission information.  I knew people that had heard already. 
 
He grunted.  “I guess you can go tomorrow as well then.”  He went into his office and closed 

the door. 
 
Mom dried the dish she had and put it in the cupboard.  “I’m proud of how you’re doing at 

school, especially helping others.” 
 
I gave her a hug, or tried to.  She shied away.  “Thanks, mom.” 
 
I went upstairs, did some reading, and went to bed early.  I had weird dreams, mostly involving 

Sherry and Donna going out with other guys. 
 
Dad was actually around Saturday morning, so I fixed breakfast for all of us.  I was clearing the 

table when the phone rang.  He answered, and after a moment, practically shouted, “Who is this?”  
After a bit, he said, “Oh, I’ll get him.”  He held the phone out to me.  “It’s for you.”  He walked off. 

 
It was Sherry.  “God, like what’s his problem?” she said. 
 
“Hi Sherry.  What’s up?” 
 
“When can you come over?” 
 
“I still have to clean up.  In about an hour?” 
 
“Oh God, I don’t know if I can wait that long.” 
 
Mom wasn’t in the room.  I took a chance.  “Take a nice hot bath and shave your legs.” 
 
She laughed.  “I’ll do that.  See you.” 
 
When I was ready to go, mom asked, “Do you want me to drop you, dear?  I have to go to the 

store anyway.” 
 
That made sense.  “Sure mom, that would be a big help.” 
 
We got in her car.  As we drove off to Sherry’s house, she reached in her purse and handed me 

a $20 bill.  “Here, you’ll need it if you’re going out with a girl.  We’ve talked about increasing your 
allowance, and I’m going to do it.” 

 
When I got out, I gave her a hug.  “Thanks, mom.” 
 
She smiled.  “Be good for me, Andy.” 
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I closed the door and she drove off.  Did she know?  I laughed -- she was my age once upon a 

time. 
 
Sherry answered the door, wearing a robe.  I could smell the perfume on her.  I stepped in and 

she closed the door behind me.  I held her and pushed her against the door with my body. 
 
“Oh God, I want you!” she panted.  I held her and kissed her neck. 
 
“I want you too,” I told her. 
 
“But?” she said, almost pouting. 
 
I laughed, and held her hands, mainly to keep them off me for a moment. 
 
“What’s the schedule today?” 
 
She sighed.  “My folks are gone until six or so.  Donna will be over about five thirty.  We’ll go 

out for dinner and go to a movie. Now can we ... ?” 
 
I nodded.  “As long as we can spend some time studying.”  She sighed again.  “As long as I can 

spend some time sleeping in your arms,” I told her.  She perked up again. 
 
We went back to her bedroom.  She closed and locked the door, and threw herself on her bed, 

letting her robe open. 
 
“You look good enough to eat,” I told her as I took off my shoes and socks. 
 
“Oh, I hope so.  Please, Andy -- do it to me again.” 
 
I kept my pants with the condoms handy.  I settled in between her legs and started stroking her 

slowly, gently, telling her to relax and enjoy it.  After I got her unwound, I went down on her.  She’d 
practically soaked herself with perfume, and a much better perfume than what I’d smelled on her in the 
past.  The combination of the perfume, her taste, and her hot thighs squeezing me had me lost. 

 
After going down on her, I put on a condom and slid into her.  I pulled her legs up, and she 

squeezed me between her thighs and calves.  It felt so good. 
 
I let her rest afterwards, talking to her softly, in that weird place hearing Beth’s and Emily’s 

voices again, helping her to be stronger and to improve. 
 
We studied for a while.  We were sitting in the living room, mostly dressed, legs tangled 

together.  I asked her about the perfume.  She said it was her mom’s, and she really liked it.  Did I?  
She was wearing a top but no bra.  I leaned over to her and pushed her top up.  “Let’s see,” I told her.  I 
took a nipple in my mouth; she was so soft and warm.  I took a deep breath through my nose.  She was 
delicious.  Then her hands squeezed my head, and I fell into her. 
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I was on my back, and she was on top of me, riding me, moaning.  I was sucking on her; she 

was so delicious.  “Oh, I can’t believe it!  Oh, yes, again!”  She cried out and squeezed my head to her.  
The world spun and I came, deep inside her.  I wasn’t wearing a condom. 

 
She held me and cuddled me afterwards, but I was upset.  I struggled, and she’d squeeze me to 

her, laughing softly. 
 
When I sat up, she was smiling and glowing.  I got on my knees, and almost in tears told her I’d 

promised my therapist I’d wear condoms.  I didn’t mind her surprising me like that -- it had been 
wonderful, but she had to promise me we’d use condoms. 

 
She shook her head, but then she smiled, and she agreed.  We showered together, and studied 

some more. 
 
Donna came over a little after five.  She saw us sitting around the table studying.  She walked 

up to me, took me out of my chair, and kissed me.  She felt hungry. 
 
After kissing for a while, I stood there holding her.  “Oh God, Andy...  You are something 

else.”  I kissed her neck, and pulled out a chair for her. 
 
She sat down.  I held one of Sherry’s hands, and one of Donna’s.  Donna looked at me, then 

over to Sherry. “Did you tell him?” 
 
“Tell me what?” I asked. 
 
Donna looked at me.  I didn’t know what that look meant. 
 
“They are such ... dicks!  All they want to do is get off!” 
 
“Not a lot of fun last night?” I asked. 
 
Sherry was still relaxed -- satiated was a better word.  Donna shook her head. 
 
“All he did was paw me and try to get into my pants.  He ...” 
 
I held her hand and looked into her eyes.  “Donna, it’s all right.  Do you tell them what you 

want?  What you need?” 
 
She sighed.  “They don’t listen.” 
 
“Then find someone who will,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  Oops, wrong answer! 
 
“What have you two decided?” I asked. 
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Donna gave me a quizzical look. 
 
“About me,” I said. 
 
She smiled and looked to Sherry. 
 
Sherry said, “We’ve decided to share you.  Donna can give you rides, and maybe you can study 

with me some time in the afternoons.” 
 
Donna said, “Yeah, and what are you doing tomorrow?” 
 
I smiled.  “I’m busy all day tomorrow.  Next weekend?” 
 
Donna said, “But you...”  She looked at Sherry. 
 
I decided to up the ante.  “Sherry got an ‘A’ in math.  How are you doing with physics?” 
 
Donna groaned and let her head down on the table.  She also felt up my leg. 
 
“Dinner?” I asked. 
 
Donna raised her head.  “Afterwards?” 
 
“I’m starving,” I told her.  “I didn’t have any lunch.” 
 
Donna looked to Sherry; Sherry smiled and leaned back a bit more. 
 
We went to a burger place for dinner.  I took out money to pay, but Sherry and Donna argued 

about it.  Finally Donna said, “He’s yours this weekend, you pay.”  I shook my head. 
 
We actually did go to a movie.  We were sitting in the theater waiting for it to start.  Donna was 

on my left, and Sherry on my right.  We’d gotten a bench-style seat, so we were sitting close together. 
 
“Holding someone feels so good,” I told them with a sigh. 
 
I leaned over to Donna.  “Donna, did you tell them what you wanted?  What you liked?” 
 
She gave me a strange look. 
 
The movie was okay.  I kept getting distracted, kissing one or the other, or having my hands 

moved around.  God, it would be so nice to spend the night with one (or both) of them. 
 
I think Donna was intending to drop Sherry off, and then get delayed taking me home.  I told 

them I needed to get home -- my dad was going to be pissed.  We talked about that for a while.  I 
realized more and more how weird my home life was. 
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They dropped me in front of the house.  We’d stopped a few blocks away for our good-night 

kisses (and fondles).  “See you Monday,” I told them.  I got out of the car. 
 
And walked into a mess.  My dad yelled, “Where have you been?” 
 
I took the ticket stub out of my pocket and tossed it on the carpet in front of him. 
 
“I was at a movie with friends.  Good night.”  I turned my back and went upstairs. 
 
I got up the next morning, setting the alarm to give me just enough time to shower and get 

ready before Beth arrived.  I timed it pretty well.  I was getting dressed as I heard the door slam, and 
dad drive off. 

 
Mom was quiet when I got downstairs.  She managed to smile.  I fixed us some toast.  I heard 

Beth honking her horn in the driveway.  I tried to give mom a hug, but she shied away.  “I love you.  
I’ll see you tonight.” 

 
I got in the car with Beth.  She smiled.  We headed for the freeway.  As we got closer, I asked, 

“What is this thing we’re going to?” 
 
Rather than getting on the freeway headed north, to Los Angeles, she headed south, back 

towards her place.  “A complete ruse,” she told me. 
 
I sighed and leaned back.  “Oh Beth, I’m so confused.  I need to be held.  Please.” 
 
I’d closed my eyes.  I heard her low laugh, and felt her hand on my leg. 
 
We drove to her place and pulled into the garage.  Inside, we went directly to the bedroom.  We 

undressed each other slowly, and eased into the bed.  I pulled myself to her, burrowing into her warmth 
and softness.  “Oh Andy, there’s that wonderful feeling again,” she sighed.  Her hands wrapped around 
me, holding me close.  I let go. 

 
We made love gently, and curled up together afterwards.  We talked in bed.  I poured out all the 

things that had been tumbling through me.  I was surprised to find that she didn’t know what I told 
Emily.  She questioned me -- tough questions again.  She held me to her, helping me stay with the 
tough parts.  And after that, she helped me relax again in her arms, drifting into that safe, soft, secure 
place. 

 
I woke up and we made love again.  We snuggled again.  That’s the best part. 
 
I woke to the alarm clock going off.  I was happy in her arms, in her bed.  Was it morning?  

Was I still living with her? 
 
Then things started coming together.  It was early afternoon.  After she turned off the alarm, I 

held her close. 
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“What’s that about?” I asked. 
 
She snuggled closed.  “We have to get going.  We have our ruse to complete, and dinner.” 
 
I squeezed her gently and we both sighed.  With a kiss, we got up.  We kissed again, cleaned 

up, and got dressed. 
 
A few minutes later, we actually were heading to Los Angeles. 
 
“Talk to me, please,” I asked her.  “I don’t get much feedback from Doctor Emily.” 
 
She sighed and shook her head.  “That’s the way she works.  That’s the way I should work as 

well, but I’m too close to you.  Andy, you’re doing well.  God, how I wish I could get my step-brother 
to open up -- to talk to anyone.” 

 
“I’m worried about him, and about mom.  Things are getting really ugly again.  Some times I 

feel responsible for it -- I know how much he dislikes me going out at night.” 
 
“No!  You’re not a victim!”  She was practically shouting.  “Andy, I’ve talked to your mother.  

They know you need to live, and grow.  From what your mother says, the counselor they’re going to is 
telling them the same thing.” 

 
“But should I be pushing the envelope so much?” 
 
She shook her head again.  “You need to get out with people your own age.”  She felt my leg.  

“You seem to enjoy it.  Oh Andy, I don’t know what else to do, except take it one day at a time.” 
 
We talked more about school.  I was starting to worry -- I hadn’t heard from any colleges yet. 
 
We drove to Westwood and went to an interesting restaurant.  We had a very good meal, even 

though I couldn’t have any wine.  The sauces were superb, and I asked our waiter for more details.  I 
was surprised when the chef came out.  I guessed some of the ingredients, but missed one of them.  
That was a real kick, talking to him. 

 
Beth and I walked around afterwards, and then started home again. 
 
We got home a little after eight.  She came in with me, and I’m glad she did.  It was very ugly.  

Mom looked cold, distant, and a mixture of angry and frightened.  Dad looked full of cold rage. 
 
I thanked them for letting me go.  I’d had a long but very good day.  I told them about the 

dinner we had in Westwood, going over one of the sauces I’d liked, reading the ingredients off the 
back of the museum brochure. 

 
I thanked Beth for her time.  I went over to mom.  She drew back as I approached.  What was 

wrong?  I kissed her on the head and told her I loved her.  I went over to dad.  He glowered at me as I 
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approached, but broke off eye contact as I got close to him.  I put a hand on his shoulder and told him I 
loved him.  I told them I loved them both.  I went upstairs. 
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Rubicon 
 
Tuesday evening, Mom was jittery -- she didn’t want me hugging her.  I tried to give her a soft, 

comforting hug whenever I could.  The last few days she’d been avoiding even that.  I didn’t like the 
way the corner of her mouth looked -- a little swollen. 

 
Dad was sullen.  No, worse than that.  He looked and acted ready to explode.  That night I 

cooked a meal he usually liked.  He picked at it in cold silence.  I was hungry at least.  Afterwards, 
mom thanked me for a delicious meal.  Dad glared at me.  I told them I’d clean up.  I packed away 
leftovers in the refrigerator.  While I was doing the dishes, Dad went through the kitchen to his office 
in the back of the house, not even looking at me.  He closed the door. 

 
I finished in the kitchen, and stopped to talk to mom in the living room.  “I love you, mom,” I 

told her.  I could say that and mean it now.  She looked confused as she sat in the chair.  She looked so 
fragile.  This had to stop.  She didn’t make eye contact with me.  “I’ll be upstairs studying,” I told her.  
I gave her a kiss on the top of her head and went upstairs. 

 
I left my door open, and didn’t wear headphones.  I don’t know why.  About eight thirty I heard 

him yelling.  I either couldn’t or didn’t want to understand what he was yelling.  I heard my mom’s 
voice occasionally as well.  Then I heard the unmistakable sound of a slap, and then her crying.  He 
was louder, and I heard a noise like someone falling, and a chair getting knocked around. 

 
I wasn’t going to ignore it any longer.  I couldn’t.  I was cold as I picked up my cordless phone.  

I pushed the speed dial number for Beth.  She answered, and I said, “This is Andy.  Please come over 
here right away.  Things are going to hell.” 

 
I stood up as I hung up, and then calmly dialed 911.  I turned down the earpiece volume all the 

way.  When the emergency operator answered, I gave our address clearly, and told them my dad was 
beating up my mom.  Then I held the phone in my hand as I walked out of my room and downstairs. 

 
My dad was standing over my mom, in the middle of the room.  She was on the floor, and he 

was standing over her, screaming incoherently.  I put the phone down on an end table where it should 
pick up everything. 

 
I went quickly to mom and picked her up, putting her in a chair behind me, a few feet away 

from him.  I stood and turned to ask him why he was doing this. 
 
I never got the chance.  He punched me in the face, so hard and so fast he knocked me down.  

He was screaming again, and started kicking me.  He kicked me once in the face and I rolled over, 
protecting my face, so he kicked me in the ribs, sides, and back.  I heard mom scream for him to stop 
hitting me.  He kicked me once more, then I heard him slap her, knocking her down again.  Then he 
stomped off.  I could hear the door to his office slam. 

 
I’d never been in a fight before.  I’d never experienced anything like this.  Some time later, I 

heard a knock on the door.  I managed to crawl over to it and open the door.  Two policemen came in. 
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They helped me sit down.  Somehow I explained what had happened.  We turned off the 
cordless phone.  They wanted to know if he had any guns.  I didn’t think so.  They called for another 
unit. 

 
Beth showed up.  She talked to the police, and looked both mom and me over carefully.  She 

told us she was taking both of us to the emergency room.  The side of my face was swollen, and my 
left side hurt, especially when I took a deep breath, or moved. 

 
Eventually two cops went back, and one started talking to dad.  We could hear them.  It took a 

while, but eventually dad agreed to come out. 
 
We could hear him as he came through the kitchen.  He sounded as calm and cool as could be, 

as if nothing had happened.  I hurt, and was so tense.  I was scared, for both mom and me. 
 
He stepped into the living room.  He was smiling -- until he saw Beth. 
 
That flipped his switch again.  He screamed at Beth, “So you’re in this with them, are you?”  

He took one step towards us, and one of the cops stepped up to block him.  The cop he’d been 
speaking with was behind him, and said something. 

 
In retrospect, it’s wonderful what happened.  I saw it as if it were in slow motion.  I saw my 

dad turn, the anger filling him and the veins standing out in his neck.  He turned, raised a fist, and hit 
the cop standing behind him full in the face. 

 
The other cops, of course, took him down.  One ran in from outside the house, and it took the 

three of them to get him restrained.  He was screaming incoherently. 
 
Beth took mom and me to the local Emergency room.  We were separated for an hour or two.  

We were checked thoroughly, and photographed. 
 
We reconvened in a small room.  Beth was there, with a man I hadn’t met.  Two cops were 

there.  I had a cracked cheekbone and bruised ribs.  Mom had a split lip.  One of the docs took down 
the x-rays of my ribs and put up another set on the viewer.  He told everyone that mom had bruised 
ribs, and some breaks that had happened probably in the last week, that had just started to heal.  She 
broke into tears.  I told everyone when I thought it probably happened, based on her avoiding hugs 
from me during the week. 

 
I answered questions as best I could.  I was still dazed, confused, and scared.  The cops told us 

dad had put up quite a fight until they got him in the car.  Then he’d been peaceful as could be, until 
partway through booking him at the police station, when he’d gone nuts again.  He was being held for 
evaluation, and would remain in custody for at least four days, possibly longer. 

 
The guy with Beth introduced himself as an attorney.  He told the cops my parents had given 

Beth power of attorney for my care, and gave them a copy.  He also wanted a restraining order 
immediately.  The cop who had been asking questions told him that wouldn’t be a problem, given the 
circumstances. 
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Somehow we got out of there, gathered some things at the house, and made it to Beth’s.  Emily 

was there when we arrived.  Mom was really screwed up.  I helped her into the guest room.  As I was 
holding her, and she was holding me and crying, Emily came into the room holding a syringe. 

 
Beth took my mom’s arm and cleaned a patch with a swab.  Emily told her, “I’m a medical 

doctor, a psychiatrist.  I’m giving you something to help you sleep.”  My mom didn’t protest.  She was 
out shortly thereafter.  Emily led me out of the room and back to the living room. 

 
The sofa had been pulled out into a bed.  Emily sat me on one side of it and went into the 

kitchen.  She returned with another syringe, evidently for me. 
 
“Let me hold Beth first,” I begged her. 
 
She nodded, and smiled.  It was a grim, tight smile.  “Andrew, you did the right thing tonight.  

You did a very brave thing.  There is no reason for you to be ashamed of what you did.  I’m very proud 
of you.” 

 
“So am I,” Beth said, entering the room.  She sat down next to me on the bed.  My arms flew 

around her and I started to cry once more.  She held me and rocked me.  I felt her squeezing me, but it 
didn’t work the way it usually did.  Then I felt the sting in my arm, and started to relax. 

 
The next day was hell.  I felt groggy, encased in cotton balls or something.  We talked to 

police.  We talked to the attorney.  Mom started denying things, and I took over, telling in detail what 
had been going on for months.  I told them about hearing the screaming, even while wearing 
headphones.  I told them of coming downstairs in the morning and finding things moved, rearranged.  I 
told them about the broken furniture, sunglasses, more.  Finally, with Beth and me holding her, mom 
started to talk.  It was ugly.  But some part of me knew it had to come out, and it would be better for us 
all when it did. 

 
By the end of the day, we’d crossed the Rubicon.  We had a restraining order against dad.  

Mom was filing for divorce, and moving to the other end of the state to be with her sister.  I would stay 
with Beth. 

 
Even though dad was still locked up, a cop and the attorney were with us as we packed things 

at the house.  It didn’t take me very long to pack my things into Beth’s car, my bike on top.  Beth 
helped mom pack.  The two of them would finish packing the next day. 

 
It was getting dark, and I hadn’t had much to eat all day -- none of us had.  We went to an 

inexpensive restaurant for dinner.  I was hungry; mom picked at her meal. 
 
Back at Beth’s, mom cried and cried, and finally Beth sedated her again. 
 
I was on the couch in the living room again.  Beth came in and held me.  I held her tight, even 

though it hurt.  I cried, spouting nonsense until I ran out of steam.  She asked me if I needed something 
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to help me sleep.  I pulled her down closer to me.  She held my head between her breasts, and started 
rocking slowly.  She started talking to me, relaxing me.  That helped. 

 
Beth and mom dropped me at City College the next morning.  Mom gave me her cell phone.  I 

had a note excusing me from physical education for the next week or so.  If I couldn’t get a ride to the 
high school, I’d call Beth.  If I couldn’t make it through the day, I’d call Beth.  Mom’s sister was 
flying up to help her pack.  They’d see me later.  I hugged mom as best I could, and then Beth. 

 
I had a hard time moving, and breathing.  The side of my face was swollen, black and blue. 
 
It started in French.  Our instructor gave me a quizzical glance and asked what had happened.  I 

told him, in my best French, that my dad had beat up my mom and me, and was currently in jail, as 
he’d also punched a cop. 

 
I caught a ride with David over to the high school.  I told him part of the story, and told him to 

goddamn keep it quiet.  I delivered my notes to the administration office, and headed to study hall. 
 
Sherry saw me, and jumped up out of her chair.  She ran to me and hugged me, almost crying.  

It was hard for me not to start as well. 
 
One of the study hall teachers started walking over to us.  Physical displays of affection were 

not allowed -- at least in front of them.  She was about to say something to the two of us when I turned, 
and she saw the bruised side of my face.  That stopped her in her tracks. 

 
I told Sherry part of what had happened, with the study hall proctor well within earshot.  I told 

Sherry I was still really screwed up, and holding her hand would help.  The proctor went away. 
 
Sherry and I sat down.  We held hands.  We didn’t talk much.  I wanted to be held.  I wanted to 

curl up, close my eyes, be held and rocked. 
 
Betty almost cried when she saw me in Math.  Ellis was stunned.  One of the jocks in the class 

laughed.  Sherry cussed him out. 
 
About halfway through the class there was a knock on the door.  An admin person wanted me.  

I gathered my books.  As I was walking by Sherry, she took my hand and squeezed it, in front of 
everyone.  That helped. 

 
I was taken to an office with one of the school counselors, and the vice-principal.  They 

pontificated great concern over me, and explained that they were required to contact the police.  I came 
very close to ripping into them, but instead I sighed, and told them more of the story.  I think the both 
of them have hearts somewhere.  I gave them Emily’s name.  They already had the power of attorney 
stuff.  I told them a copy of the restraining order was being filed with the school district headquarters, 
according to their regulations.  I’d have a copy for them tomorrow, and would have one with me all the 
time. 
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That whole thing was unproductive and exhausting.  Rather than go to what was left of English, 
and phys ed afterwards, I went to the Nurse’s office.  That gal was helpful.  I crashed on a cot in the 
back, in an area that was cool and dark.  I zoned out. 

 
She woke me a few minutes before lunch was to start.  I washed my face and hands and 

thanked her for her compassion and concern. 
 
I queued up to buy lunch.  I wasn’t that hungry.  I sat at my usual spot to eat my pizza.  Betty, 

Sherry, and Donna showed up, all concerned.  We ate, and we talked.  It was a little easier to talk about 
it now.  Sherry was sitting on one side of me, leaning against me, holding my hand.  Betty was on the 
other side, holding my other hand.  Donna was sitting across from us. 

 
I told them I was seeing a shrink, and she was helping me greatly.  It was my mom I was 

worried about.  Betty asked about my dad.  I sighed.  Donna went off about how he should stay in jail, 
for what he’d done.  I reached out and took her hands, shaking my head.  I told her that wasn’t the 
way-- that was repaying in kind.  He was still my dad, and I loved him.  I cared for him as well.  Donna 
shook her head.  I got a knowing look from Betty, and quite a different look from Sherry. 

 
Donna was more subdued in Physics that afternoon.  We were doing lab work, and while I sat 

on the stool running the experiment, she stood behind me, leaning against me.  I thanked her 
afterwards.  I don’t remember how I made it to math at City that afternoon.  I wasn’t really there for 
the class.  I talked to the instructor for a few minutes afterwards.  He’d cut me some slack. 

 
I left the class, and wondered how the hell I was going to get home.  And, where the hell was 

home these days?  Then I saw Emily walking toward me.  I collapsed into the seat of her car, and cried 
most of the way to Beth’s place.  We went inside, and she had me stretch out on the couch.  We went 
to a number of very ugly places, but I was able to look at them, and learn from them.  Then she talked 
about being in Beth’s arms -- being so safe and relaxed in Beth’s arms.  I could feel Beth’s arms 
around me, and feel and hear her heart beating.  I let her rock me to sleep. 

 
I woke up to Beth, mom, and her sister coming in.  I helped move boxes into the garage.  There 

were more boxes packed up at the house -- Beth and I would get them.  Right now, we needed to go to 
the airport.  Mom’s car we left in a guest spot in front of Beth’s place.  The four of us got into Beth’s 
car and headed to the airport, the back filled with suitcases. 

 
I sat in the front seat.  Traffic was bad this time of the day.  It’s bad all day in Los Angeles.  We 

made it to the airport, and I helped unload bags.  It hurt like hell. 
 
Then I was standing there, looking at my mom.  She was trying not to cry.  I hugged her gently 

and told her I loved her.  I leaned down and she kissed me on the forehead.  She and her sister went 
into the terminal.  Beth and I got back in the car. 

 
We loaded up the rest of the boxes at the old house.  We drove away, stopping at an In-N-Out 

Burger for dinner.  My appetite was returning -- some good news. 
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We worked the boxes into the garage, and put mom’s car in as well.  Beth would park in her 
reserved spot, or in front of the garage. 

 
We finally sat down. 
 
“What the hell was all that?” I asked her. 
 
She smiled and sighed.  “Your mother has gone through quite a bit in the last few days.  She’s 

made some important decisions.  Oh, Emily tells me you are doing very well getting through this.  
She’s proud of you, and quite impressed.” 

 
I snorted.  “I’m not the one who needs the therapist -- it’s mom and dad, especially dad.” 
 
Beth nodded.  “You’re right about that.  Tell me, who opened the mail at your place?” 
 
I actually laughed a bit, then thought about it.  “Dad did, always.  He went nuts -- sorry, got 

really upset if anyone else even took it out of the mailbox.” 
 
She nodded.  “And how does that strike you, now?” 
 
I thought for a moment.  “Manipulative.  Controlling.  What’s his problem?” 
 
“Not your worry, but you’re right.  Controlling and manipulative.  I’ll bet you haven’t seen 

these.”  She opened up her large handbag and pulled out some envelopes, addressed to me. 
 
I looked at them in shock and surprise.  I’d been accepted to Stanford, Cornell, and U.C.L.A!  I 

looked them over again, looking at the postmarks and dates.  They were in the last week or two. 
 
“You think this has something to do with him going off the deep end?” I asked. 
 
She shrugged.  “I left word with Emily.  I’ll be interested in her opinion.  But I’d sure think so.” 
 
I put them on the table.  “Beth, oh Beth, what now?” 
 
She sighed, then smiled.  “I know where you’re sleeping tonight.” 
 
I reached out for her.  I drew a sharp breath as my ribs twinged again. 
 
She held me gently.  “Oh, I picked up two prescriptions for you.  One is a muscle relaxant, and 

the other is to combat depression.” 
 
“Oh Beth, being in your arms does both of those, so well.” 
 
She sighed a little, and kept rocking me.  “That’s good to hear, but you’re still going to take 

them.  And, you’re back on a three-a-week schedule with Doctor Emily.” 
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I nodded, burrowing a little more into her.  “Whatever you say.” 
 
“I say bed time.  How about that?” 
 
I sighed and let her lead me to bed.  We cleaned up.  I took my pills and crawled into bed with 

her.  She was wearing her panties.  “Andy,” she told me as we moved together, “I’ve got my period, 
probably through Monday.  But I’ll take good care of you, I promise.” 

 
I sighed and nestled into her, putting my arms around her waist again and listening to her heart 

beat. I went to sleep in her arms. 
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Part 3 - Rebuilding 
 
I woke partially the next morning, to a twinge of pain as we rolled together.  But then I was in 

her arms again.  She was holding me, and talking to me. 
 
I was on my back, she was partially on top of me, and I was sliding between her breasts, so 

close, so close....  I came as her words continued to make my head spin, pumping onto my belly and 
her breasts. 

 
When the world stopped spinning, she was sitting up next to me.  “I told you I’d take good care 

of you.  Let’s shower -- I’ve got to get you to school on time.” 
 
I sighed and let her help me out of bed. 
 
At least it was Friday, and I’d have some time to rest and recover.  Karen was concerned, 

waiting as I was dropped off at City College.  She held my arm as we walked, talking softly.  I told her 
I was with my aunt again, and that helped.  I told her what I needed now was to be held.  She held me 
gently. 

 
French went well.  David gave me a lift to the high school.  I felt better.  It helped to be sitting 

next to Sherry, and helped more when she slid over on her chair to be a little closer.  That extra 
contact, leg against leg, hip against hip, made such a difference. 

 
Packing up from study hall, she wanted to know where I was staying.  I told her, and gave her 

Beth’s phone number. 
 
We walked over to Math together.  Ellis was doing trigonometric sum and difference formulas.  

I didn’t like the approach the book used.  I guess I was making a face. 
 
He asked, “Having a problem, Mister Wilson?” 
 
Before I could speak up, Sherry called out, “Mister Ellis, the way the book does it is so damn 

weird.  It’s like they picked the hardest way to show it.” 
 
Ellis rocked back a bit, then smiled.  “Well, Miss Jennings, would you like to show us a better 

way?” 
 
Sherry said, “Yes, I would!”  She rummaged through her folder of notes and took out my cheat 

sheets, plus the notes she’d taken.  We’d gone through this last week. 
 
She went through the derivation I’d shown her, which was far more intuitive, at least as far as I 

was concerned.  She did really well.  Ellis tried to rattle her at a couple of points.  At one, Betty 
jumped in with the answer.  For the other, Sherry gave me a look, and I started filling in the blanks.  
But as I talked, she said, “Oh!  Oh!  I remember!  We went through that!”  She flipped through her 
notes, and rattled off the answer.  She wrapped things up, saying, “And you memorize it anyway, but 
now I understand why it works.”  She handed Ellis the marker and sat down. 
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I started applauding, as did Betty, and then most of the class joined in -- even Ellis.  He made a 

good transition -- showing how they really were more or less the same derivation, from different points 
of view.  The bell went off.  He shook his head, and said, “Very good, Miss Jennings.  You’ve had a 
very good teacher.  See you all Monday.” 

 
I laughed a little -- it still hurt -- and gathered things up.  As I was picking up my books, Betty 

took them.  “I’ll take those for you,” she told me with a smile.  I smiled back. 
 
Outside the door, Sherry was waiting.  She gave me a big hug, and I almost passed out.  “Oh!  

I’m sorry!” she said, not quite knowing what to do.  She kissed me on the forehead, then said, “I’ll see 
you at lunch.  Thank you so much!”  I held her arm for a moment.  “Sherry,” I told her, “You did that, 
not me.  I’m proud of you, and so is Ellis.” 

 
She gave me a kiss on the cheek and walked off, a foot off the ground. 
 
Betty and I made our way out to our next classes. 
 
“Thanks for jumping in,” I told her. 
 
She laughed, and held my arm.  “No problem.  That was fun. I think even some of the jocks 

paid attention.” 
 
“Yeah, but to what?” 
 
Betty laughed with me.  “How are you feeling today?” she asked. 
 
“Better.  My ribs still hurt.  I may go lay down again after checking in for P. E.” 
 
I dropped her at the door to her classroom, retrieving my books.  “Thanks.  See you at lunch?” 
 
She nodded.  “You bet.” 
 
English went well.  After that, I checked in with our P. E. teacher.  He asked how I was doing.  

I told him I was doing better.  He told me, “You look like shit.  Go to the nurse’s office and rest.  You 
don’t have to check in with me next week -- go to study hall, or rest.  Okay?”  I nodded.  “Thanks, 
coach,” I told him, and headed over to the nurse’s office.  She agreed with me.  She wanted to look at 
my ribs.  They were multicolored today -- big splotches of color.  I actually slept a while. 

 
She woke me a little late.  I’d have to fight the lines for lunch.  I thanked her anyway. 
 
As I walked over to the cafeteria, Sherry and Donna waved to me from the spot we frequented.  

I walked over to them. 
 
“We already got your lunch,” Donna told me, gesturing for me to sit down. 
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I sat down between two soft, warm, attractive girls.  They scooted closer to me, and I sighed.  
They giggled.  I had warm hands on my back, holding me softly. 

 
They’d gotten me two slices of pizza and a large coke.  I was hungry today. 
 
Betty showed up, and was a little disappointed at having to sit across from me. 
 
They all wanted to know how I was doing.  I ended up giving out the phone number again.  

Sherry and Donna headed off to a practice. Betty moved over next to me. 
 
“Are you busy Tuesday night?” she asked. 
 
I was startled.  “No, I don’t think so, why?” 
 
She smiled.  She put a hand on mine.  I like Betty. 
 
“We’ve got an extra ticket to the Symphony in Orange County.  I thought you might like to 

go.” 
 
“That sounds good.  Let me check with Aunt Beth.”  I frowned for a moment.  “I’m not sure 

how I’d get around.” 
 
She shook her head and patted my hand.  “Don’t worry about that.  If you can make it, you’ll 

have an early dinner with us, and we can drop you afterwards.  Okay?” 
 
“Thanks, Betty.  I’ll check with Beth, but I don’t see any problems.” 
 
“Good.  I’ll talk to you later.  Don’t let those two monopolize you.”  She gave me a wink and 

stood up, clearing her stuff and heading off.  What had she meant by that? 
 
I went into a funk that afternoon.  I was concerned about mom.  How was she doing?  I was 

also worried about dad.  He had serious problems.  I couldn’t forgive him for what he’d done to us, 
especially to mom, but still.... 

 
I rode over to City with Donna, and had some time before class started.  I sat down at a bench 

and pulled out the cell phone.  We weren’t supposed to carry such contraband on the High School 
campus, but nobody seemed to care.  I dug out the note with the phone number for mom’s sister, and 
dialed the number.  A woman answered. 

 
“Hello?  Is Patricia there?  This is Andy calling,” I said. 
 
She started yelling about never calling this number, and how had I gotten this number, and she 

was going to call the police right away, and hung up on me.  I tried calling again, but the line was busy. 
 
I dropped the phone in my bag.  I looked at my watch.  I should go to class.  Or, I could just sit 

where I was and wait for Emily.  I expected she would be by for me.  What’s the use?  I didn’t need to 
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go to class.  I knew the material inside out.  Attendance wasn’t mandatory -- this was a college class, 
after all.  I could just sit here. 

 
I put my elbows on my knees, leaning forward a bit.  I closed my eyes and felt the sun on my 

back.  The wind was cool, but not too cold.  What set my dad off?  Why?  And why had I ignored 
things for so long?  Then a scary thought hit me.  People would say how alike we were, my dad and I, 
how similar we looked.  Was this my future?  Did I have this kind of instability to look forward to?  I 
closed my eyes and tried to make it all go away. 

 
Some time later I felt a hand on my shoulder.  It took awhile, but I looked up.  It was Emily.  

She sat down beside me, leaving an arm across my back. 
 
It took her a while to get me talking.  I told her what had happened.  I was feeling empty, 

drained, beaten.  I was tired.  This was the first time I’d missed a class.  Oh, I’d been sick before, but 
today I’d decided it wasn’t worth it.  I told her about my worries with dad, that I’d turn out like he did -
- people said we were so similar. 

 
We went to her car.  We drove over to her office, rather than Beth’s place.  I didn’t feel as if I 

had a home anymore, or parents.  We went into her office, and she had me take off my shoes and lay 
down on a couch.  She stepped out for a bit, then came back. 

 
She dimmed the lights and we talked.  I didn’t want any more hard questions.  I’d had enough 

for now.  I wanted it all to go away. 
 
But it wouldn’t.  And part of me knew it wouldn’t.  Part of me knew it -- the only way out is 

through.  I was tired and confused.  But she wouldn’t let me avoid things.  It was okay to feel the way I 
did, but I had to keep moving, and not wallow in it.  Where was the strength I’d shown, a few nights 
ago?  The courage?  Beaten and exhausted, that’s where. 

 
We talked more -- she wouldn’t let me rest.  She had me imagine mom and dad were here in 

the room -- what did I want to say to them?  That was hard.  It was ugly.  I’d thought I’d had a good 
childhood, but now I felt as if I’d grown up alone.  I yelled and cried some more. 

 
I was sitting up, and Emily was sitting beside me, an arm around my shoulder again, helping 

me wipe my face with her other hand. 
 
“How are you doing now, Andrew?” 
 
I looked at her.  I was still trying to catch my breath.  “Andy, please.  I’m only Andrew when 

I’m in trouble, “ I told her. 
 
She smiled, patting me on the back.  “That sounds better.  What do you need?” 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  There was so much.  Nuts -- focus on the present.  “I need to pee.  

I’m hungry.  Oh shit!  What time is it?  I’m supposed to fix dinner!” 
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She stood up and pulled me up by one arm.  She’s tremendous, even if she is only about five 
feet tall.  “Don’t worry about that.  Why don’t you use the bathroom -- it’s down the hall -- then come 
back here.” 

 
I stood up.  I felt better, but still a little wobbly.  I’d been through hell again. 
 
When I left her office, Beth was sitting in the waiting room.  She stood up as I approached, and 

we hugged.  My eyes closed as she held me.  I gripped her tightly.  I needed to be held. 
 
She held me and rocked me.  I was surprised I didn’t start crying again -- I guess I was cried 

out.  I felt another hand on my back, and heard Emily say, “Andy, go use the bathroom, and come 
back, okay?” 

 
Beth gave me one more squeeze and let go.  I nodded and went out the door. 
 
When I got back to the waiting area, they weren’t there, so I went to Emily’s office.  She was 

sitting at her little table talking to Beth. 
 
Beth was shaking her head, saying, “I’m concerned about side effects.” 
 
“Andy, sit with us, please,” Emily said.  I sat next to Beth. 
 
“Andrew,” Emily said, “We were discussing your medication.  I’m concerned.  How do you 

think you’re doing?” 
 
I sighed.  “I don’t know.  I’m tired.  I’m beat.  I want to rest.” 
 
“Have you noticed any side effects from the medication?” 
 
I closed my eyes for a moment.  “My eyes feel like they’re full of cotton.  I feel ... I don’t 

know, funky.  It’s hard to pin down.  Out of touch.  My ribs still hurt, but not as much.”  I looked at 
them both again.  “I don’t like the idea of taking pills that screw with my mind.” 

 
Emily nodded.  “If the pain in your ribs is decreasing, we can eliminate the muscle relaxant 

during the day.  But I still want you to take the other medication.  Okay?” 
 
I nodded.  “Okay.” 
 
“And I want to see you every afternoon next week.” 
 
I shook my head, smiling a bit.  “Not Tuesday.” 
 
Beth asked, “What’s happening Tuesday?” 
 
“Betty Chan wants me to go to the Symphony with her family.  I’d have an early dinner with 

them, and they’d drop me off at ... your place.” 
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Beth took my hand.  “That sounds good.  I’d like to see you going out more.  And my place is 

your home. Okay?” 
 
I nodded, taking another breath.  “Okay.  Thanks.  What now?” 
 
Beth looked at Emily.  She looked at me and said, “Let’s get you home.” 
 
We went home.  She heated soup and bread for us for dinner.  She also gave me some pills, and 

we each had a glass of white wine. 
 
After dinner, I was feeling relaxed, spaced out even.  We sat in the living room together.  Or, 

she sat, and held my head in her lap. 
 
“Andy, I think going out on Tuesday is a wonderful idea.  And if you feel up to it, you might be 

able to do some studying tomorrow.  There was a message on the answering machine when I got 
home.” 

 
I actually opened my eyes and looked at her.  She laughed softly.  “Did they decide to alternate 

weeks with you?” 
 
I sighed.  “I don’t know, Beth.  I don’t know what to do.” 
 
She put a hand on the top of my head and brushed my forehead.  That was enough to close my 

eyes again.  “Andy, do your best.  Right now, you have a number of people concerned about you.  
That’s a good thing.” 

 
I sighed.  “Let’s go to bed.  I need to hold you.” 
 
“That’s the best thing I’ve heard in a while.” 
 
She helped me clean up.  I was stiff and sore.  We got into bed together and she held me close.  

She started whispering to me, and I drifted off to sleep in a cloud. 
 
I had dark dreams, painful dreams.  My dad was chasing me, hitting me in the ribs with a stick.  

My arms and legs wouldn’t move right -- he was getting closer and closer. 
 
I woke up crying out, almost screaming.  My heart was pounding.  Beth held me, rocked me, 

and unwound me again. 
 
When I woke in the morning, it was late -- almost nine.  I could smell breakfast cooking.  I got 

up and showered.  It was hard to lift my arms over my head. 
 
When I went into the kitchen, my place was set at the table, complete with a big glass of orange 

juice and some pills. 
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She gave me a gentle hug.  “Feeling better?” she asked. 
 
I let my eyes close and I held on to her.  “Now I am,” I told her.  “Thank you for holding me, 

for being there to hold me.” 
 
We sat down to breakfast.  She’d done eggs with a couple of kinds of cheese, onion, chopped 

ham, and something else.  “Curry?” I asked. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “I’m a pretty good cook, believe it or not.” 
 
That got me to laugh.  She hadn’t cooked for the two of us -- I’d done it all so far. 
 
“Well,” she asked as we cleaned up the dishes.  “Feel up to some ‘studying’ with Donna today?  

Tomorrow you’re going to rest, if I have to keep you pinned down in bed all day myself.” 
 
I put an arm around her.  “Mmmm...  I won’t put up a fight -- or would you rather I did?” 
 
She laughed.  “Sounds like you’re feeling better.  Call Donna if you want.” 
 
I called Donna, and gave her directions to Beth’s place. 
 
She showed up fifteen minutes later!  It takes Beth twenty minutes to drive from the old place. 
 
Beth invited her in, and introduced herself as my aunt, and my guardian.  She told Donna that I 

was still recovering from my injuries, and needed to take it easy.  She needed to have me back by ten 
that night, and then with a wry smile, told the two of us not to study too hard, and to take breaks every 
so often. 

 
Donna gave me a strange look as we drove off.  “Does she, like, know?” she asked me. 
 
I nodded.  “Yes, she does.” 
 
Donna raised an eyebrow.  “Wow -- pretty cool aunt!” 
 
I nodded, and laughed a little.  “The best.  I’m very lucky.” 
 
Donna moved a hand to my lap.  “So she’d be happy if you got a nap this afternoon?  Would 

that be taking it easy?” 
 
I laughed.  “We’ll see.  I expect to do some studying today -- as well.” 
 
She told me her parents were at a show in Anaheim, and wouldn’t be home until dinner.  She’d 

told them she wanted me to come over and help her study.  This morning, her mom told her they’d call 
if they were coming home early.  I laughed.  “So who, like, knows?” 

 
She nodded and looked at me.  “I’ve got a pretty cool mom and dad.” 
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I had a thought.  “I want to fix dinner for them tonight.  Will you help me?” 
 
She looked shocked.  “Uh, I guess.  What do I need to do?” 
 
It was sort of grayish and cold out -- a typical L. A. late October.  I had her stop at a grocery 

store near the house.  I decided to do a beef casserole with noodles and onions. 
 
“Do you have red wine at the house?” I asked Donna as we went through the grocery store. 
 
“Oh yeah, lots,” she told me. 
 
“Good.  We’ll need some for the recipe.” 
 
She wasn’t sure just what they had in the way of staples, so we bought most everything I 

thought we’d need.  Her mom didn’t do a lot of cooking, and neither did she. 
 
As we drove up to the house, I told her, “Donna, we need to spend about half an hour getting 

things started for dinner.  I need your help.  After that, I’m all yours for a few hours, and then we’ll 
need to work on dinner some more.  Okay?” 

 
She nodded.  “This is going to be so cool!  First they come home and find me studying, and 

then, like this -- coming home to an actual cooked meal!” 
 
I was glad I’d gotten what I had -- they didn’t have much.  They had all the utensils and 

cookware you could want, though.  We got things started for the casserole, and put the crust together 
for the pie.  Working the dough hurt my ribs some, but I enjoyed it.  I think Donna enjoyed helping as 
well. 

 
We were done for a while, and cleaned up our debris so far. 
 
“Okay, you promised -- you’re mine now, right?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  We went to her bedroom.  We cleaned up in the bathroom, and she had me get on the 

bed.  She ran out of her bedroom, returning quickly.  She stood by the side of the bed and put on 
perfume.  I recognized it.  Then she crawled on top of me and put a nipple in my mouth.  She held me 
and said, “You’re all mine, Andy.” 

 
When she cradled my head and said that, the world dropped out from under me.  She held me 

and rocked me, and then rode us both to a crashing orgasm.  Then she held me again, pulling the 
covers over us, and I went to sleep in her arms. 

 
When I woke up, I found I was wearing a condom.  I kissed her.  “Thank you,” I told her.  She 

held me.  “You’re certainly welcome.  Oh, you’re so right -- holding and being held afterwards is so 
nice.” 
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“It is -- but I need to check on dinner.” 
 
She sighed.  “Okay, we still have plenty of time to ah, study.” 
 
We laughed and she helped me up.  She kissed the colorful patches of skin over my ribs. 
 
Dinner was smelling pretty good.  I had her help me make the apple pie.  We put together the 

salad. 
 
We were being pretty dumb about things -- standing around cooking in the nude.  We heard the 

front door open, and we both froze.  We were trapped. 
 
Then Sherry came around the corner, saw us, and started laughing hysterically. 
 
Once we caught our breath, we laughed too.  We dragged her back to Donna’s bedroom, and 

we got semi-dressed again. 
 
“God, the looks on your faces!” Sherry told us.  “I wish I’d had a camera!” 
 
“I’m glad you didn’t,” Donna told her. 
 
“So what are you two doing, I mean besides...” asked Sherry. 
 
Donna pulled on a very attractive top, and said, “Would you believe I’m, like, cooking?  We’re 

doing dinner for my parents tonight!” 
 
Sherry frowned a little.  “I was hoping we could go out.” 
 
I shrugged.  It didn’t hurt as much now.  “So stay for dinner.  We’ve got enough.  Think your 

folks would mind?” 
 
Donna shook her head.  “Nah -- Sher is almost family.  And they’ll be so freaked out anyway, 

they won’t notice.” 
 
We set the table for five.  The pie came out of the oven, looking great.  The pot was set up with 

water to boil for the noodles.  The casserole was in the oven.  We’d warm the bread.  We were all set. 
 
I was tired.  I crashed in a kitchen chair.  Sherry and Donna came over to me. 
 
“Aw, it looks like he needs another nap,” Donna said.  They took me into the bedroom and 

plopped me on the bed.  I was tired.  I closed my eyes.  I heard whispering.  I smiled. 
 
I felt the bed move.  I relaxed.  Then a nipple found me -- Sherry.  She slid a hand behind my 

head and said, “Nap time, Andy.”  She held me and I melted in her arms. 
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I woke up naked, with Sherry on top of me.  She was sitting up, rocking away, and Donna was 
behind her, with one hand in her crotch, and the other moving from one nipple to the other.  Sherry 
was enjoying it immensely. 

 
Sherry started a long, loud moan and a shudder.  One of Donna’s hands found my balls.  I 

heard, or imagined I heard someone telling me to come.  I did. 
 
Sherry collapsed on top of me.  It hurt a bit, until she held me to her again. 
 
“Nap time is over, sleepy heads,” Donna called out, waking us later.  I was on my side in 

Sherry’s arms.  She stirred and held me closer. 
 
“My parents will be home in fifteen minutes.  They sounded pretty excited when I told them 

dinner was taken care of.  I think you should be dressed when they get here.” 
 
We got up.  I kissed Sherry, and Donna. 
 
Donna was changing clothes as we sat on the bed and dressed.  Sherry was impressed with the 

colors my ribs were changing. 
 
“Kiss them and make them better,” Donna suggested.  Sherry kissed me.  It felt nice. 
 
Sherry looked at Donna, then at me, and said, “It’s so cool the way you melt in my arms when I 

put a tit in your mouth.  That really turns me on.” 
 
Donna walked over to her and said, “I wonder if that works with you, too?”  She pulled 

Sherry’s head to one of her beautiful breasts, slipping her hands around the back of her head, and as 
she pulled her in closer, said, “Nap time, Sherry.” 

 
To my surprise, and Donna’s as well I think, Sherry moaned a little, and then sighed, going 

limp.  Donna held her, cradling her, and said, “Oh, that’s so nice.” 
 
I moved over to Sherry and held her.  Donna moved back a little, letting her go.  Sherry was 

out.  “Wake up, Sherry -- awake and alert again,” I told her.  She blinked her eyes and took a breath, 
sitting up again. 

 
She looked at me, then Donna.  “Wow!  That was cool!  I want to try that with you!” 
 
I looked at the clock.  “How about later?  Someone’s parents are due home any minute.  And I 

need to get the water on for the noodles.” 
 
They both looked at me and frowned. 
 
Donna said, “If you weren’t right, I’d say we should both grab you.”  She threw my sweatshirt 

at me. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 91� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

Back in the kitchen, I got the water going for the noodles.  Donna dumped some books from 
her school bag on the kitchen table, and spread some papers around.  I laughed. 

 
Her parents got home about ten minutes later.  They came in through the door to the garage. 
 
They walked in, sniffing the air. 
 
Donna ran up to them.  “Can you like believe it?  I actually helped cook a meal!” 
 
Donna’s mom looked in the dining room, and saw the table all set.  “Wow!  I’m impressed.  

Who did the cooking?  Andy?” 
 
I nodded.  “Dinner in about fifteen minutes.  If you’d like to clean up, you’ve got the time.” 
 
Her dad shook his head.  “Unbelievable.”  He looked at the table -- the books and the papers.  

He looked back to us.  “This really is quite impressive.  But this,” he pointed to the stuff on the table, 
“is a sham.  Still, I’m impressed.”  Donna’s mom and dad left the room, arm in arm, shaking their 
heads. 

 
They came back a few minutes later.  I was stirring the noodles -- they needed a few more 

minutes. 
 
I had Sherry putting the final touches on the salad, tossing in the dressing.  Donna’s dad 

snitched a taste from the salad, and asked, “What are those?”  I looked at what he was indicating.  
“Hearts of palm,” I told him.  He raised both eyebrows and nodded. 

 
The noodles were done.  I dumped them into a colander in the sink, then took the casserole out 

of the oven.  I took off the lid.  Everyone crowded around as I stirred in the noodles. 
 
“That looks, and smells, delicious!” Donna’s mom said. 
 
Her dad asked, “And what’s for dessert?” 
 
Donna sprang over to the lower oven, and opened it.  “Fresh apple pie!  He like made the crust 

from nothing!  And I did the apples!” 
 
Her dad laughed and walked into the dining room. 
 
Sherry took in the salad.  I put the casserole on a hot plate. 
 
Donna’s dad said, “I notice five wine glasses.” 
 
I’d also uncorked a bottle of Merlot, having used most of another bottle in the casserole, with 

the rest going into the three cooks. 
 
“Your call, sir,” I told him. 
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He smiled.  “Sounds like a good idea to me, but it means I drive you home.” 
 
I nodded. 
 
I seated the ladies, and served our dinner. 
 
It was a very good meal.  Bill and Vivian, Donna’s parents, were blown away. 
 
I told them I really loved to cook, and just had to do something today.  Bill raised his glass and 

told me, “Andy, whenever you feel the urge, please come over.”  Vivian added, “And I’d like to 
watch.” 

 
Sherry choked a little, and turned red.  We all laughed. 
 
The ladies decided to clean up after dinner.  Bill and I sat in the family room.  He’d started a 

fire in the fireplace. 
 
“Andy, do you give cooking lessons as well as physics and math?” 
 
I laughed, finishing off the last of my wine.  “I hadn’t thought of it.” 
 
A few minutes later, we were presented with plates with pie and ice cream. 
 
“You actually made this crust from scratch?” Vivian asked me. 
 
Donna said, “I watched him do it, mom.  I told you -- he made it from, like, nothing -- just flour 

and water and stuff.” 
 
Vivian sat down, laughing softly. 
 
Sherry looked excited.  “I completely forgot.  Today’s mail -- I got accepted to U. S. C.!” 
 
We all congratulated her -- that was her first choice.  Donna had heard from U. C. L. A. and U. 

C. S. B.  Bill asked about me. 
 
I sighed.  “I’ve been accepted to Stanford, Cornell, and U. C. L. A.,” I told them. 
 
Everybody thought that was great.  Bill asked where I wanted to go. 
 
My smile disappeared.  “I don’t know.  All of a sudden I don’t know how I’m going to pay for 

it.  I’d been assuming....” 
 
That cast a silence over the room. 
 
“More pie anyone?” Vivian asked. 
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Bill had some.  I passed.  We talked some more about school.  Bill was impressed at what I was 

doing at City.  I told him there were a bunch of us doing that, in spite of the high school administration.  
I told him if he wanted to see someone impressive, he should talk to Betty Chan.  Sherry and Donna 
both nodded.  Sherry said, “Like Andy says, she’s scary smart.” 

 
I looked at the clock.  It was a little after nine.  I looked at Bill.  “I should be getting back.  

Aunt Beth wants me back by ten.” 
 
Bill shook his head with a scowl.  “Andy, I don’t know about you.  There’s got to be something 

wrong with you.”  He stood up.  “But I’ll be damned if I can spot it!  Sherry, I’ll drop you on the way.  
You want to come along, sweetie?” he said to Donna. 

 
Donna sort of frowned.  “No, I’ll help mom clean up.”  Bill and his wife laughed. 
 
Heading out to the garage, Vivian stopped me and gave me a hug.  “Thank you for an 

incredible surprise.  You are welcome here, I hope you know.” 
 
“Thank you.  I appreciate it,” I told her. 
 
We dropped Sherry off at her house.  She was in the back seat, and I was in the front passenger 

seat.  As she got out, she squeezed my shoulder. 
 
“I’ll see you Monday.  Thanks for all your help today,” I told her. 
 
She sighed.  “See you Monday, Andy.” 
 
Bill was chuckling as we drove off.  I gave him directions. 
 
“Andy,” he asked me, “You can tell me if I’m intruding, but are you really concerned about 

paying for college?” 
 
I sighed.  Their family, and Sherry’s, were both a whole lot better off than my mom and dad.  

And now, I didn’t know what I was going to do. 
 
“Yes, sir, I am.  I’d really like to go to Stanford.  I just don’t know how it’s going to happen.” 
 
He nodded.  I liked him.  He was pretty cool.  He had to know what went on. 
 
“I’ve got some people you can talk to.  They might be able to help.” 
 
We didn’t talk too much more on the drive.  He insisted on going to the door with me and 

meeting Beth. 
 
Beth had a book in her hand as she opened the door.  I introduced her to Bill. 
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He handed Beth a card.  “Give me a call next week if you can.  I’d like to talk to you about 
Andy’s college.  He’s a hell of a kid.  I’m glad he’s with you -- he speaks really highly of you.” 

 
Beth smiled and nodded.  “Thanks.  I’ll call you, probably Monday afternoon or Tuesday.  And 

he is great.  Thanks for bringing him back.” 
 
“No problem.  He’s welcome at our house whenever he wants -- and he doesn’t even have to 

cook for us!” 
 
We said our good nights, and I went in with Beth. 
 
“So you cooked dinner after all?” 
 
I held her, and she started rocking me.  “Yes, I just had to cook today.  It was funny -- I think 

that’s the first time in a long time Donna has cooked.” 
 
“And how are you doing now?” she asked. 
 
I looked into her eyes.  “I’m exhausted.  And I’m so happy to be here.” 
 
She held me.  “I’ll be happier when you’re next to me in bed.” 
 
So was I. 
 
Sunday morning we spent holding each other in bed.  I told her what had gone on with Donna, 

and Sherry.  She held me and rocked me.  She took me deep and talked to me. 
 
We eventually got up and had breakfast.  We both cooked.  Afterwards we sat on her couch in 

front of the fire.  It was that kind of day. 
 
She sighed.  “Andy, you know you’ve hypnotized both of those girls?  That’s what Donna did 

to Sherry -- reinduced trance based on triggers you’d planted.” 
 
I was surprised, yet it made a lot of sense.  “I guess so.  Talking to them, it felt so natural -- 

help them relax and unwind.  And it does seem that they relax quicker each time.” 
 
She nodded and held me.  “Just like with you -- when you’re held to a nipple and cradled.  You 

want that, don’t you?” 
 
I was learning to recognize the feelings, and acknowledge them.  “Yes, part of me wants that 

very deeply.  But it feels so good to help them unwind.  And I do enjoy going down on them, and most 
of all, going down on you.  I love being lost between your legs.” 

 
She sighed and rocked me a little.  “Andy, what am I going to do with you?  If you’re going to 

go off entrancing every woman you’re with, you’re going to have to learn a lot more.  You don’t want 
to cause problems.” 
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“Have I caused problems?  With them?” I asked. 
 
She gave me a squeeze.  “I don’t think so.  The next time you’re with them, you should tighten 

things up so they aren’t susceptible to just anybody.  I should do the same with you -- I left you open to 
them deliberately.” 

 
“You did?” 
 
She laughed a little.  “Yes, I did.  They’re your own age, and you need experience with people 

your own age, although I didn’t expect you’d do exactly that.” 
 
“But it felt so right.  I heard your voice, and I followed it, and it felt so right.  And to see them 

so relaxed, and then so ...” 
 
“Andy, I’m not criticizing.  Bill said it -- you’ve brought about important changes in both those 

young girls.  Oh, Andy....” 
 
She moved over a bit, then tossed a pillow onto the floor.  She looked at me. 
 
“Would you be more comfortable on the floor, or on the bed?” 
 
“For what?” 
 
“For some deep work.  Now.” 
 
I sighed.  I held one of her hands and looked into her eyes.  “On the floor here would be fine.  

Whatever you think best.” 
 
“Okay, on your back then.  Let’s get started.” 
 
I got onto my back, arranging the pillow under my head.  She put her hands on my head, and 

started speaking softly.  I felt her fingers, and her voice, and let my eyes close. 
 
It was dark, troubling, frightening at times, but she was there with me.  I knew I’d come out on 

the other side.  I knew I’d come out stronger.  And I did get to rest after the hard parts, floating in a 
cloud again, in her embrace, nestled in her arms. 

 
I woke up on the couch.  I looked at my hands as I took a deep breath, then smiled at her, 

sitting in the chair next to me. 
 
“What?” she asked. 
 
“That is so amazing, starting out in one place and waking up in another, not knowing how I got 

there,” I told her. 
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She nodded and smiled. 
 
I sat up.  I had a cold feeling. 
 
“What is it?  What happens tomorrow?  You’re preparing me for something.” 
 
Her smile dropped.  She sighed and nodded.  “Andy, you’re right.  There’s an important court 

hearing tomorrow morning.  The prosecutor wants you there.  I’ve talked to Carl, the attorney 
representing you, and he agrees.  Emily will be there as well -- she agrees you should be there, just in 
case.” 

 
“In case of what?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “Just in case.  Andy, I’m not holding anything back on you.  We don’t 

know.  They want you there.  It’s important.  If you don’t want to do it, tell me, and I’ll understand.  
Emily will understand.  We will.” 

 
I sighed.  “If it’s important, I’ll do it.  What time?” 
 
“We need to be at court at nine.  Yes, you’re going to miss some school.”  She smiled.  

“You’ve missed more days in the last few weeks than you have in all the rest of your time at high 
school.” 

 
I nodded.  “I think I can afford it.”  That brought back another memory.  “What about what Bill 

wanted last night?” 
 
She nodded.  “I’ve been thinking about that as well.  You still like Stanford best?” 
 
“Yes, I do.  I think it’s the best fit.” 
 
“Physics and math still?” 
 
I shook my head, smiling.  “One of them -- probably math, but I’m leaning more and more to 

psychology, for at least a minor.” 
 
She smiled.  It was a deep smile.  “That’s great.  Feel like studying, or would you like a nap?” 
 
I stretched some.  “Wow -- sessions like that leave me, I don’t know, rested and yet wiped out 

at the same time.” 
 
She took my hand, pulling me to standing.  “Go to the bathroom, and meet me in the bedroom.” 
 
I did as she asked.  I got into bed, naked, and she crawled in with me.  She’d put on perfume.  

She held me, spoke to me, and I went to sleep in her arms. 
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I woke up around three to the sound of rain pounding on the sliding glass doors in the bedroom.  
I put on my sweats and went into the living room.  Beth was curled up on the couch with a book.  
When she saw me, she put it down and stretched. 

 
“Better?” she asked. 
 
I sat next to her, holding her.  “Much better.  It seems as if I need a nap, or something, after one 

of those sessions, just to let things settle.” 
 
She sat back and gave me an interesting smile. 
 
“What do you need?” I asked her. 
 
“Andy, I want you to do something for me.” 
 
“Anything,” I told her. 
 
She nodded, and stood, pulling me to my feet, and into a hug. 
 
“How are your ribs?” 
 
“Not as sore.” 
 
She took me into the bedroom.  She stretched out on the bed.  She looked delicious. 
 
“Andy, I want you to pretend I’m your latest conquest...” 
 
I interrupted.  “I don’t have ‘conquests.’  At least I hope not.” 
 
She smiled.  “I’m sorry.  I’m your latest female acquaintance, and you need to help me relax.  I 

want you to unwind me, relax me, do your best.  Okay?” 
 
I nodded.  I pulled her sweat pants off.  She took off her sweat shirt.  She gave me a sad look.  

“I’ve still got my period.  Tomorrow, okay?” 
 
I smiled.  “I’ll live.” 
 
I spread her legs a little, and sat down between them. 
 
“You are so beautiful, so warm, so full,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and rolled her head around some. 
 
I put my hands lightly on her legs.  It was easy if I didn’t think about it.  My hands moved, and 

the words formed themselves, responding to her.  It didn’t take long.  When I took her down in the 
elevator and to that wonderfully comfortable bed, I saw her body relax even more. 
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Things stirred in me.  I undid her bra.  I stroked her breasts gently as I took her deeper.  I told 

her how fulfilling it was when she held me.  I wanted her to feel the pleasure as well.  I moved to her 
nipples as I described how she made me feel, and wanting her to share the pleasure.  Her nipples 
tightened up, and her breathing sped up.  I encouraged her with my voice, and with my hands.  I could 
hear her words again, understanding that this is what she did to me.  As she got closer, I moistened a 
finger and slid it into her panties and into her slit. I was hard and on the edge myself.  I shook my head, 
pulling myself out of it, and encouraged her on. 

 
Her hips moved as I caressed her button, circling it in the way she loves.  “Come for me, Beth.  

Come for me, please,” I whispered. 
 
She moaned and bucked, and I kept caressing her until she settled down. 
 
I moved to her head, drawing those circles on her temples, as I spoke to her again, hearing her 

voice in my mind, relaxing her again, relaxing her into sleep. 
 
I covered her with the bedspread, and left the room.  I leaned against the wall in the hallway.  

That had been intense!  I went into the kitchen to see what there was for dinner. 
 
I was putting together a simple pasta dish about a half hour later when the phone rang.  It took 

me a moment to realize I needed to get it.  I picked it up. 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“Andy, this is your mother.”  Her voice was hesitant, uncertain. 
 
I didn’t know what feelings flooded through me.  “Mom -- how are you?” 
 
“Andy, I’m sorry about what happened when you called.  They’re trying so much to help me, 

and protect me.  I hope you understand.” 
 
“I love you, mom.  I’m worried about you.  How do you feel?” 
 
“I’m feeling better, Andy.  Oh, I don’t know what I’m going to do.  It’s so confusing.” 
 
“Mom, do you have someone to talk to?  Emily has been so helpful to me.” 
 
“Is Emily one of your school friends?  I’m going to see someone this next week.  Andy, I’ll talk 

to you again.  I have to go now.  Bye.” 
 
“Bye, mom.  I love you.” 
 
She hung up.  That was so sudden!  What was going on with her?  I sat down in the kitchen and 

put my head in my hands.  What were we going to do? 
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I heard someone coming into the kitchen.  I felt Beth’s hands on my shoulders.  She leaned 
over and kissed me on the neck.  “Thank you so much.  That was a wonderful nap.”  She squeezed my 
shoulders.  “Who was on the phone?” 

 
I looked up at her.  “Why didn’t my mom know about Emily?” 
 
Beth pulled up a chair.  “That was your mom?  I talked to her yesterday.  How is she?” 
 
“Screwed up.  Why didn’t she know about Emily?” 
 
Beth’s face took a firm aspect.  “Andy, I’ve been trying to get your parents to see a counselor, 

and get you to one, for a long time.  When they went away on the cruise, that gave me the opportunity.  
I wanted to save you, at least.”  She moved a hand over to me. 

 
I took her hand in both of mine.  I nodded.  “Okay, I understand.  Thank you.  Oh God, Beth -- 

I agree, both of them should be seeing therapists.  How do we get there from here?” 
 
Beth smiled and shook her head.  “Andy, with them we can only suggest.  Have you heard this 

before?  They have their own paths to follow?” 
 
I nodded.  “And I asked her if she was going to see someone.  Beth, she sounded really rattled.  

She needs help.” 
 
“I agree.  The first step is for her to realize that.  It’s a big step.  What else did she say?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Not too damn much.  She said she was feeling better, but those were her 

words, not her voice.  Her voice told me she’s still scared and screwed up.  She practically hung up on 
me.  What did she say to you?” 

 
Beth sighed.  “Practically the same.  I managed to get through her sister at least, and told her 

you’d called, and the reception you’d gotten.  Her response to that was ‘Oh.’  I tried to talk to her, but 
she didn’t want to talk.  She did promise me she’d call, and she did, so that’s one good thing.” 

 
“Can denial be that strong?  I don’t understand.” 
 
Beth was quite somber.  “It can be very strong, if what you’re trying to run away from is bad 

enough.” 
 
“So, do I turn my back on them?  Damn, I don’t want to let go of them.” 
 
“I know.  But we can only do so much.  And you are more important.” 
 
I looked over to the stuff I was cutting up for dinner.  I stood up and got back to it. 
 
I felt her hands on my back.  “Can you tell me any more, Andy?” she asked. 
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I diced the shallots and tossed them into the pan, into the hot butter. 
 
“I don’t know.  It’s almost like I want to go back to where I was, we were, six or seven months 

ago.  My world was so tight, so constrained.  I know I couldn’t go back to that -- I don’t want to.  But 
still, the highs and the lows now -- I don’t know how I’m going to make it, but I do.  Everything is so 
intense now, and it feels as if the more I understand, the more connected I am with things, the more 
intense things get.” 

 
Her hands were warm.  “That’s life, Andy.  And you’re doing so well.  Your ability to 

experience grows.  So must your compassion.  Two parts, remember?  Clear seeing and calm abiding.  
Stay present -- stay with it.” 

 
I put down my knife, turned, and held her.  I let my head rest on her shoulder.  We started 

rocking gently. 
 
“Oh Andy,” she said, then stopped talking and held me.  We parted with a kiss after a while.  I 

went back to dinner.  She opened a bottle of white wine and poured two glasses. 
 
“What should I wear to this thing tomorrow?” I asked. 
 
She put a finger on my forehead.  “That’s for tomorrow morning.  Stay here, with me, now.” 
 
I took her finger and kissed it.  She smiled. 
 
We had a simple dinner.  We talked a little more about the dinner I’d done Saturday.  I like 

cooking. 
 
I looked up at her.  “Is that one of my warning signs?  I don’t feel like cooking, or going to 

class?  I just want to curl up and be held?” 
 
She smiled.  “Do you think it is?” 
 
I frowned.  “You sound like Emily.” 
 
She laughed.  “I’ll take that as a compliment, Andrew.  Seriously, it’s what you think, what you 

feel.  You’re becoming more aware, and need to decide on these things.” 
 
I nodded.  “Okay.  I apologize.  Emily is extremely helpful.  The two of you have opened so 

many doors for me, and inside me.” 
 
We curled up in front of the fire after we finished cleaning up the kitchen.  The storm was noisy 

outside.  We’d moved pillows and cushions down to the floor. 
 
“So, how did I do this afternoon?” I asked Beth. 
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She gave me her low laugh.  “Oh Andy, you did really well.  And don’t worry -- holding you to 
me is very satisfying.  It touches something very deep inside me, and I think, inside every woman.  
You gave me more than I expected.” 

 
I looked into her eyes.  “It was so interesting.  I could hear your voice -- I was repeating your 

words back to you.  And a few times, I had to shake myself out of it -- I was slipping into trance 
myself, experiencing what I’ve experienced with you so many times.  Some of the words, some of the 
phrases, I didn’t consciously remember until I was saying them to you.  But as I did, I knew I’d heard 
them many times before.” 

 
She smiled and moved my hands to her breasts, holding them there gently.  She looked at me 

and smiled.  “Andy, that’s the lure of mutual hypnosis.  You are such a good subject.  And it’s so 
wonderful when you let go to me, let yourself relax into me, slip so nicely into trance.”  Her eyes were 
closing slowly, as were mine.  She was kneading her breasts gently with my hands.  I was slipping fast.  
Was she leaning forward, or was I falling into her?  “Oh Andy, I know how good it feels to let go to 
someone, to let them lead you into trance, relaxing and melting away to their voice, their touch, letting 
go into their embrace.  Let go, Andy.  Let go.  Now.” 

 
I was in her arms again.  Her voice carried me away. 
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Maginot Line 
 
I didn’t sleep well.  More than once during the night I held her, seeking solace from something.  

I finally ended getting up around six, making a trip to the bathroom, and splashing cold water in my 
face.  After that, it was easier to relax in her arms, and sleep a while longer.  We got up, got ready, had 
a light breakfast, and got on the road. 

 
We met my (our?) attorney at the courthouse.  I focused on “calm and relaxed.”  He told us it 

should be a simple hearing, but they wanted to be prepared in case the guy representing my dad tried 
anything unusual.  He gave me a good rundown on how to behave, and how to respond to questions.  
In situations such as these, it wasn’t uncommon for investigators and other people to misrepresent 
themselves to get information. 

 
We went upstairs to the courtroom.  It was hurry up and wait time.  Dad was supposedly 

scheduled for nine.  I guess it’s common for those schedules to get messed up.  We sat about three 
rows back -- the place was full of people.  Some looked sad, some angry.  I guess both sides of these 
deals were equally represented. 

 
Dad came up around ten.  What a shock it was, seeing him in orange jail clothes.  He didn’t 

look nervous, though.  He just sat there, and talked to his attorney. 
 
They were arguing about bail and letting him out of jail until another hearing took place.  I 

wasn’t paying much attention to what was going on, until the guy speaking for my dad mentioned, 
“Needing to talk to his counsel in seeking full custody of his son.”  That woke me up.  I gasped, and so 
did Beth. 

 
The prosecuting attorney looked back at us, and asked the judge for a moment to confer.  Then 

he motioned to us.  I went up with Beth and our attorney.  Dad stood up and was talking to his 
attorney.  Separating us was a low wooden railing, maybe three feet high. 

 
Our attorney quickly filled the prosecutor in on details, giving him copies of things.  The 

prosecutor asked if this was news to me.  I nodded and told him coldly that I wouldn’t stay in the same 
place with my dad.  Emily started talking to him, and Beth stepped away.  I followed her. 

 
Crossing back to where we’d been sitting, I glanced at my dad, standing on the other side of the 

little railing, a few feet away.  I don’t know how I felt about him, or what kind of look I gave him as 
our eyes made contact. 

 
What I do know is that he screamed and leapt over the railing, grabbing me by the throat, 

knocking me down, and knocking Beth down underneath me. 
 
He choked me and screamed.  I understood what he was saying.  Everyone in the courtroom 

understood what he was saying.  He screamed, “I never wanted you.”  I pulled my legs up and tried to 
push him away.  He whacked my head on the hard floor a couple of times.  I don’t know how many 
people it took to pull him off us -- Beth was trapped underneath me.  Someone held us down as I heard 
dad being hauled off, still screaming, “I never wanted you.” 
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Beth and I got untangled.  I heard the judge clearing the courtroom.  They had me stay on the 

floor, not moving, until paramedics arrived.  They did the whole number on me -- backboard, plastic 
collar on my neck, strapping me down.  I didn’t open my eyes, so I don’t know what they did with 
Beth.  There seemed to be quite a commotion outside as they hauled me out of the building and into an 
ambulance. 

 
At the hospital, I heard Beth’s voice, and our attorney, giving people details.  I was hauled off 

and they took scans of my head and neck. 
 
I almost laughed, convincing myself that I’d have to open my eyes sooner or later -- the world 

wasn’t going to go away, no matter how badly I wanted it to.  I had to live with it. 
 
“All right, Andy,” a doctor was telling me, “no bone damage, so I’m going to gently palpate 

your neck and see if there are any soft tissue problems.” 
 
His hands were warm, and moved deliberately.  I flinched a few times.  Calm and relaxed -- 

calm and relaxed.  That helped once again. 
 
He patted me on the shoulder.  “I can’t feel any serious damage, although you’re going to be 

sore and bruised for a while.  We’ll be back in a bit.  Don’t go away.” 
 
That gave me an excuse to close my eyes again.  Calm and relaxed.  I remembered rocking in 

Beth’s arms.  I started to feel that feeling I get, and went with it, letting the feeling get stronger, and 
stronger. 

 
“Andy?  Andy?” 
 
I opened my eyes and tried to answer.  A squawk came out, surprising me.  The doctor was 

there, as were Beth, Emily, the attorney, and some other folks.  I tried whispering.  That worked better.  
“I was resting,” I told them. 

 
I guess that was good news to them -- everyone smiled. 
 
Someone handed me a cup of water with a straw in it.  “Take a small sip and swallow for me,” 

the doctor said.  I did.  It hurt, but not as much as I’d expected it to. 
 
“Did that hurt?” he asked. 
 
“A little,” I whispered, then drank some more.  I was thirsty. 
 
The doctor looked to the others.  “Okay, no signs of a concussion, no discernible soft tissue 

damage at this point.  He’s bruised, and he won’t be able to speak loudly for a few days.  Andy, expect 
your neck to be sore and stiff, and probably colorful.  I understand you already have prescriptions for 
muscle relaxants and painkillers.  You need to keep those up.  You also need to watch for any sudden 
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changes, and let us know about them immediately.  Otherwise, we can’t do much for you here.  
Okay?” 

 
I smiled and nodded, and held out my hand.  We shook hands.  “Thank you,” I whispered as 

loudly as I could. 
 
As we walked out, I noticed Beth was limping.  “What happened to you?” I asked. 
 
She leaned on me.  That felt good.  “When we went down, I sprained my knee,” she told me. 
 
Her car was at the courthouse.  Emily, Beth, and I rode over with the attorney.  He wanted us to 

go into the courthouse.  We sat for a few minutes, and then went to a different part than we’d been 
before. 

 
We walked into the judge’s office.  The judge asked Beth and me to sit down.  He apologized 

for what had happened.  He told us that my dad would not be getting out on bail.  He told us the 
courtroom video system had recorded the whole thing, including what my dad had been screaming.  He 
gave us a grim smile, and wished us well.  He shook our hands and we left. 

 
Going back downstairs, our attorney told us, “We don’t have to worry about custody issues 

after that outburst -- that’s what the judge was telling us.  And that man has managed to add more 
charges onto an already long list.  Assaulting someone in a courtroom is highly frowned upon.” 

 
That made me feel fucking great.  I scowled for a moment, then let it go.  It’s over.  We move 

on.  Hey, at least now I know where I stand with him.  Take it as a vote for independence. 
 
In the parking garage, Emily told us, “I’ll follow you home.”  I nodded.  I wasn’t going to 

school.  We’d see about tomorrow when it comes. 
 
We drove home in silence.  This was my home now, like it or not.  I smiled some.  I did like it.  

When we got home, I went to the kitchen and opened a can of soup.  I was hungry again.  I looked to 
Emily and Beth.  Emily spoke up.  “Yes, I’ll have some.  So will Beth.”  I looked to Beth and smiled.  
She nodded. 

 
We ate our soup in silence.  After the first sip, it felt good.  Beth got out pills for me. 
 
I knew it would happen.  After lunch we moved into the other room.  I sat in the “therapy” 

chair. 
 
Emily started in.  “Andy, you’ve been through a lot this morning.  How do you feel?” 
 
I’m learning not to deny my feelings.  It doesn’t help anyone.  “I’m sore,” I whispered, and 

then shook my head.  I looked at both of them.  “I’m stunned, and numb, I guess.  Yet in one sense it’s 
emancipating.” 

 
Emily asked, “Is this something we should explore in depth today?” 
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I thought for a moment, and shook my head.  “No, it’s too soon,” I told her. 
 
She told me that she thought my father had a serious problem, and she’d strongly suggested 

further tests for him.  She talked to me about things for a while.  I knew this was a serious blow, and it 
would take time.  I told both Emily and Beth, “They’re still my parents, and I still love them.  I wish 
the best for them.  I wish them peace.”  It was hard to say. 

 
Beth helped me up, and into the hall.  She told me to go to the bathroom, and get into bed.  

She’d join me in a while. 
 
It was hard to get comfortable.  My neck and throat hurt.  I’d started to doze off when she 

crawled into bed with me. 
 
“Oh, you’re so warm!” she whispered to me.  We slid together and I held her close.  I expected 

to feel more.  I guess I was still sort of numb.  Neither of us said a word.  I went to sleep in her arms. 
 
I woke later to her rolling out of bed.  I stayed there, doing I’m not sure what.  I tried clearing 

my throat and speaking.  I wasn’t there yet.  I’d be whispering for a while. 
 
I was thinking about school, whether it made sense to go tomorrow -- I wanted to go with 

Betty.  Yes, I’d go to school. 
 
Beth came back and sat at the edge of the bed.  “Andy, do you want to make love?” she asked. 
 
I sighed and my eyes closed.  I reached over to her, sliding a hand along her leg. 
 
She made a noise, and said, “I’ll take that as a yes.”  She got up and headed back to the 

bathroom, returning quickly.  She had a small bottle in her hand.  She flipped the covers down and 
straddled me. 

 
One touch and my eyes closed.  She stroked me, then moved down and brushed me with her 

breasts.  My attempt at a moan crackled. 
 
She kept at it, and I opened my eyes and pulled her up and off me a little.  I looked her in the 

eyes.  “Beth, if you don’t do something, I’m not going to last long at all,” I warned her. 
 
She smiled -- more like a lecherous grin.  “We can’t have that,” she whispered.  She slid her 

breasts up my body until one was in my mouth.  She held me and spoke to me, taking me back to that 
special place, and telling me that it was a special place for both of us. 

 
I felt something cool and wet going on to my cock, and then felt her slide on to me, so quickly 

and deeply.  She rode me.  I heard her moan and cry out, and heard myself moaning, as she brought me 
closer and closer. 
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She came again, and took me over the edge with her, digging her fingers into my shoulders as I 
held her waist and pushed deeper and deeper into her. 

 
When I woke again, I pulled myself over to her and latched on to her hungrily.  She held me 

and we rolled around together.  We got up and showered. 
 
After dressing we headed to the kitchen.  It was a little past five.  I opened my mouth to ask her 

something, and she put a finger on my lips.  “No talking for a while,” she told me.  I kissed her finger, 
then took it in my mouth and sucked on it.  She moaned and smiled.  I slid my other hand down the 
front of her sweats.  After one moan, she pulled away from me.  “Save that thought for later,” she told 
me. 

 
I managed a laugh.  My voice seemed to be back, or at least better.  I started rummaging the 

refrigerator for dinner. 
 
As I did that, the phone rang.  Beth answered it.  “What?  Channel five?  Hold on.” 
 
She grabbed the TV remote and turned it on.  I looked over.  A local TV station reporter talked 

about an incident in Superior Court that morning.  I saw myself being wheeled out of the courthouse 
and into an ambulance.  Beth was helped to a different ambulance in a wheelchair.  To a voiceover by 
the reporter, they cut to a black and white videotape from what had to be the courtroom camera.  I saw 
and heard my dad scream and leap over the railing, knocking both of us down.  We clearly heard him 
scream, “I never wanted you!”  The studio announcers took over, adding that my dad was now facing 
additional charges, and they would be following the story.  They cut to a commercial. 

 
Beth muted the TV.  I stepped over to her and held her.  She held me.  We heard a noise from 

the phone.  She picked it up again.  “What?  I don’t know -- it’s up to him.  You want to talk to him?”  
She gave me a squeeze, then stepped away a bit.  “Want to talk to Sherry?” she asked. 

 
I nodded and took the phone.  “Hi,” I managed to say.  My voice was soft, but there. 
 
“How are you feeling?  We were worried when you weren’t at school today.” 
 
“Thanks, I’m doing better.  I’m not going to be trying out for cheerleader for a while though, 

my voice is screwed up.” 
 
“I guess.  Are you going to be at school tomorrow?” 
 
I sighed.  “Yes, I’ll be there.” 
 
Her voice was full of emotion.  “I want you,” she said softly.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.  Rest.  

Let me know if you need anything.” 
 
“Thanks, Sherry.  I appreciate it.  I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” 
 
I handed the phone back to Beth.  She hung it up. 
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“You’re going in tomorrow?” 
 
“Yes,” I said, my voice a little stronger.  “I don’t want to miss class, and besides, I’m going out 

with Betty and her family, remember?” 
 
Beth smiled.  “Ah, motivation speeds recovery.  You sound better already.” 
 
I held her.  “I thought it happened in bed.  That’s great therapy.” 
 
She held me.  “We’ll see if we can get you better later tonight then.” 
 
The phone rang again.  After answering it, Beth handed it to me.  “It’s Donna.” 
 
“Hi, Donna,” I said. 
 
“I just saw you on TV!  Are you okay?” 
 
“I’ve been better, but I’ll be at school tomorrow.  Thanks for your concern.” 
 
“God, that was awful!  I tried calling a few minutes ago, but the line was busy.” 
 
“Sherry called and let us know it was on.  We saw it.” 
 
“That was so creepy!  How do you feel?  What happened at the hospital?” 
 
“Donna, I’m okay.  I’m bruised up, that’s all.  They threw me out around lunchtime.  I had a 

nap, and they’ve got me on pills again.”  After a pause, I looked at Beth and added, “The physical 
injury will heal quickly.”  Beth nodded. 

 
“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow at lunch, and give you a ride tomorrow to City.  Okay?” 
 
“That sounds good, Donna.  I’ll see you tomorrow.  Remember, we don’t have to tell the 

planet.” 
 
“Okay, Andy.  I won’t.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”  She sounded more somber. 
 
“Bye, Donna.  Thanks for calling.  I do appreciate it.”  I hung up the phone. 
 
I sighed and sat down in a kitchen chair.  Beth walked over.  I put my arms around her and 

hugged her close. 
 
She started rocking me.  “See,” she said, “there are people who are concerned about you.” 
 
“Hell of a way to build popularity,” I whispered.  She laughed.  “Your sense of humor is back.  

That’s a good sign.  Do you want to fix something, or go out?” 
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I burrowed in a bit more, then looked up to her.  “Chinese?” I whispered.  “I’d like some hot 

and sour soup.” 
 
“Mmmm...  That sounds good, and I know a place near here.  That means we have to get 

dressed, though.” 
 
I smiled and felt her hips, legs, and bottom. 
 
“That’s what I thought,” she said.  “Go get changed.  I’ll change when you’re ready.” 
 
I stuck my lower lip out in a pout.  She laughed and squeezed me once more, then pulled me up 

and said, “Get going before the phone rings again!” 
 
We got out of the house quickly.  Dinner was good.  The soup was hot and tasty.  The hot tea 

tasted and felt great. 
 
We had three messages on the answering machine when we got back.  The story had been 

replayed on the six o’clock news.  Betty, David, and Rachel called. 
 
I called each of them back.  I whispered, saving my voice.  I assured Betty I was still interested 

in going to the symphony.  What did I need to bring? 
 
Afterwards, Beth and I decided what I’d worn to court would be fine. 
 
Then I saw that burning in her eyes.  “But right now you need your rest,” she told me. 
 
“Oh, am I going to get some rest?” I asked. 
 
She laughed and pulled me to her.  “Yes, but on my terms.  Let’s get packed up.” 
 
We got packed up for the next day.  In the bathroom, I ran a hand down her back.  She shivered 

and moaned slightly.  “I want to eat you until you scream,” I whispered. 
 
She shuddered slightly and told me, “Tomorrow night.” 
 
I was waiting in bed, hard as a rock for her.  She stepped out of the bedroom, and returned, 

wearing that coat.  She picked up her perfume bottle and put some on the tops of her breasts.  Then she 
flipped down the covers, and slid up me slowly.  My moaning wavered and cracked. 

 
I was filled with her perfume, and the softness of the coat.  She did something, said something, 

and the bottom fell out of the world.  Our lovemaking was less frantic than earlier in the day, but just 
as intense.  Afterwards, we held each other, and I was enveloped in her warmth and perfume again. 
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I woke up before dawn.  When I returned to bed, I snuggled up close to her.  The scent of her 
perfume was faint, but still there.  She was on her side, facing away from me, so I kissed her side, her 
shoulders, and her neck.  I slipped a hand around her front, and started caressing the inside of her hip. 

 
Soon she was moaning, and rolled to her back.  I moved on top of her, and we slid together.  

Our bodies soon agreed on a rhythm, and as I felt the inevitable build in me, she called out, “Oh my 
God...” and held me tighter.  That did it.  I came deep inside her, her legs wrapped around mine, and 
her hands pulling my hips closer. 

 
We drifted together for awhile, and got up the first time the alarm clock went off. 
 
She had me gargle with some warm water in the shower.  My voice wasn’t strong, but it was 

there.  She told me I’d have to go easy for a few days.  I nodded and she smiled. 
 
The bruises on my neck were starting to show.  There wasn’t a whole hell of a lot I could do 

about them. 
 
Beth dropped me off.  Karen was waiting in the usual spot. 
 
“I missed you yesterday,” she told me as I took her arm.  “Were you sick?” 
 
I shook my head, looking at her.  Maturity -- that’s part of it.  I whispered, “You feel so much 

more mature than Donna or Sherry -- the way you walk, the way you talk, the way you act.” 
 
She gave me a funny look. 
 
“It’s a compliment,” I said softly.” 
 
She smiled.  “Oh, that’s how I took it.  You’re the same way, especially the last few weeks.” 
 
“Is that good news or bad news?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “I’m glad you’re back today.  Sore throat?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
In class, our instructor motioned me over to his desk.  He told me, “I was very surprised to see 

you on the news late last night, Mister Wilson.  It’s good to see you in class.  How are you doing?” 
 
“Thank you sir,” I said softly.  “My voice isn’t back yet.” 
 
He nodded.  “No wonder.  Here’s what you missed.  Have a seat.” 
 
Karen gave me a questioning look.  “I’ll tell you later,” I said to her. 
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I didn’t get called upon, and I didn’t volunteer during class.  I was going to stay quiet as much 
as possible. 

 
David was glad to see me as well.  He hadn’t believed what he’d seen on the six P.M. news, so 

he had taped the eleven P.M. broadcast.  He had it on tape for me.  I thanked him, and told him I was 
going to be sore and quiet for a while, that’s all. 

 
I got a big hug from Sherry going into study hall.  Luckily, my ribs were much better.  I 

whispered in her ear, thanking her for her concern, and letting her know I was going to be pretty quiet 
today.  I kissed her ear -- she smelled delicious.  We sat together, and worked through problems pretty 
quietly.  She was getting very good at math. 

 
After math, walking with Betty, she asked if I was up to going that night.  I told her I certainly 

was -- I was looking forward to it.  She smiled and we agreed to meet in front of the library at City.  
They’d pick me up after math. 

 
I got more hugs at lunch.  While I liked having Donna and Sherry sitting close to me, hip to 

hip, I knew part of me was comparing them with Beth, and with Karen.  Was it the years, or was it 
more than that?  Attitude and personality?  Betty seemed more mature, emotionally, than Donna 
certainly. 

 
At one point Donna went off, not believing me when I’d said I still loved my dad.  I held her 

hands and told her I wanted him to be free from suffering; I wanted him to be at peace.  I could tell 
Donna didn’t understand.  Betty did -- I could see that. 

 
For some reason, Physics was hard.  I was losing it again.  Luckily, the fat fool was lecturing, 

which for him meant he talked to the board as he wrote on it.  Rachel took my hand and held it under 
the desk through most of the class. 

 
After class as we stood up, I leaned over to her and whispered in her ear, “Thank you -- I 

needed that today.” 
 
She smiled to me and said, “Any time, Andy.” 
 
Outside, Donna scooped me up and we headed to her car. 
 
“What’s between you and Rachel?” she asked. 
 
“She’s concerned, that’s all,” I told her. 
 
She gave me a funny look, then smiled and pressed her hip into me a little more.  “Good.  Keep 

it that way.” 
 
I laughed as well as I could.  She drove me to City, and once again tried to tickle my tonsils 

when we parked.  I told her I had a ride home today.  She nodded, and told me she’d see me tomorrow 
-- wishing me pleasant dreams. 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 111� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
Karen was waiting again.  I walked up to her and smiled.  I’d been tired, but between kissing 

Donna, and seeing Karen, I was feeling better again. 
 
“Hi,” I said softly. 
 
She smiled.  “Tell me?” 
 
I took her hand and we sat on a bench. 
 
“You know about my dad beating up my mom and me, and hitting a cop?” I asked her.  She 

nodded, and held my hand.  “We were in court yesterday morning for some hearing.  During a break 
...”  It was hard to talk.  She squeezed my hand, and looked in my eyes.  I saw concern, but something 
else -- that maturity again. 

 
“I walked by him, and he jumped me, and choked me.  It took a few cops to pry him off.  I’m 

bruised, and sore, and my voice is screwed up.  You can see the bruises.”  I lifted my head a little.  She 
touched my neck.  Her hands were cool and soft.  She made a sympathetic noise. 

 
“There was video on one of the local TV stations last night.  That’s it.”  That wasn’t it, but I 

didn’t think I could tell her what he’d been screaming.  I wanted to tell her, but didn’t think the words 
would come out. 

 
She nodded.  “What happens now?” she asked. 
 
I smiled.  “We go to class.” 
 
She shook her head and laughed softly.  It looked as if she was going to say something else, but 

she stood up.  I stood up as well, leaving my books on the bench. 
 
I looked at her questioningly.  “Hug?” I asked softly.  She smiled and held me.  I held her 

softly.  It was only for the space of a few breaths, but it helped.  As we pulled apart, I told her, “I need 
all the hugs I can get.” 

 
She picked up our books, handing me mine.  “We all do, Andy.  I’ll see you tomorrow.  Take 

care.” 
 
“Thanks, Karen.  See you in the morning.” 
 
I made it to math in time.  He gave us a quiz.  I did it, and took it up to his desk.  I wasn’t the 

first one finished.  He looked at me, then looked over the three pages for the quiz.  He looked at each 
problem, checking them off as he went.  He gave me a frown on number eight.  He said quietly, “We 
don’t cover that method in this class,” then put a check by that one.  He went through the rest, then 
flipped back to the first page and wrote “100” on top, and shook my hand.  I said, “Thank you, sir,” 
and left. 
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We’d agreed to meet by the library entrance.  I sat in my usual spot. 
 
What now, indeed?  Focus on the present, plan on the future.  Stanford?  That’s where I wanted 

to go.  Okay, we’ll find a way.  Girlfriends?  I laughed to myself.  I wasn’t really in Sherry and 
Donna’s league.  I knew they were still active cheerleaders, and from what I’d gotten Saturday, still 
going out with others.  Who were my peers?  Rachel?  Karen?  I started thinking about Rachel, but as I 
did, I visualized Karen, her head arched back, her eyes closed, moaning. 

 
A horn honking brought me back.  I saw a Mercedes, with Betty in the back seat, waving.  I 

waved and got up, picking up my stuff.  I got in the back seat as she slid over. 
 
Her dad was driving.  I thanked him for picking me up.  He asked how I was feeling today.  I 

told him I was sore, and wouldn’t be entering any yodeling competitions.  He laughed. 
 
Their house was on the other side of the high school, in an upscale neighborhood.  A BMW 

was parked in the driveway.  I followed Betty’s lead in shedding my shoes as we went into the house, 
adding to the collection on the front porch. 

 
I knew she had a brother, Gary, two years younger.  I said hello to him.  Their mom was 

unloading Chinese take-out food into dishes on the table.  Betty introduced me to her.  As I stepped 
into the kitchen, following Betty, we entered an area that was brightly lit.  Her dad made a whistling 
noise. 

 
“Andy, I’m a doctor.  Mind if I take a look at you?” he asked me. 
 
I shrugged.  “No, as long as you tell me what you find.” 
 
He nodded.  “A good bargain.  Sit here, please.” 
 
I sat on a kitchen chair.  He lifted my chin and turned my head a little each way.  He touched 

my neck gently, pressing, feeling.  I heard Gary say, “Wow -- pretty colors!”  His dad said something 
in Chinese, and Gary left the room. 

 
Mr. Chan, Doctor Chan, told me he was an endocrinologist.  The position of some of the 

bruises concerned him -- he was concerned about possible damage to the glands in my neck.  We 
talked about what had happened at the hospital.  By this time, Mrs. Chan was also in the room.  Doctor 
Chan talked with her in Chinese. 

 
He wanted to know who was taking care of me.  I told him Aunt Beth (being formal about it), 

and that she was a registered nurse.  Mrs. Chan asked me if I was seeing a doctor.  Well, I was seeing 
one quite regularly, so I said, “Emily Carmichael.” 

 
This startled her.  She nodded, and asked how I’d gotten to see her.  I told her it had been 

through Aunt Beth.  Recently, or had I been seeing her for a long time?  I told her it had been the last 
couple of months.  She spoke to her husband in Chinese, then told me in English, “I told my husband 
that you are seeing one of the best people in the state, if not the country.” 
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I nodded.  “She’s helped me tremendously.” 
 
We washed up and sat down to eat.  I was presented with a problem.  I looked to Betty.  Gary 

figured it out quickly and started laughing.  He was wolfing down food with his chopsticks.  Betty set 
me up with a pair tied together with a rubber band and a small piece of paper folded between them.  
She showed me how to use them.  It wasn’t easy, but I wouldn’t starve. 

 
We talked about school, the administration and what I thought of them, and about City College.  

I tended to pull my punches, not being quite as open with them as I was with Betty. 
 
Mrs. Chan asked how I felt about my dad.  I paused a little.  I looked at her and said, “He’s still 

my father.  I still love him.  May he be free from suffering.  May he be at peace.  May we all be free 
from suffering.  May we all be at peace.” 

 
Doctor Chan looked at me with a slight smile and nodded. 
 
“Is that something Doctor Carmichael has taught you?” Mrs. Chan asked. 
 
“To a certain extent.  Aunt Beth has helped, giving me things to read, and talking through 

things as well.  It’s helped me to deal with problems.” 
 
Doctor Chan asked, “Such as?” 
 
I smiled.  “Seeing and accepting things as they is,” I said clearly. 
 
Gary said quickly, “Are!” 
 
I smiled.  Doctor Chan and his wife smiled and nodded their heads to me.  Betty gave me an 

inquisitive look. 
 
“Accepting things as they is -- without being judgmental.  Suzuki-Roshi said that in his 

biography, ‘Crooked Cucumber.’  You should read it,” I told her. 
 
“Would you like to study Zen?” Mrs. Chan asked. 
 
I was starting to get the hang of chopsticks.  I had a better idea why Chinese liked sticky rice.  I 

nodded, “Some time.  I’ll keep reading, but right now it’s finishing high school, and then college.” 
 
Dr. Chan asked, “Where do you want to go?” 
 
I sighed.  “I want to go to Stanford.  I’ve been accepted.” 
 
Mrs. Chan asked, “What do you want to study?” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 114� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

I smiled.  “I was thinking about math and physics, but after the last month, I know it’s going to 
be one of those, and psychology.” 

 
She smiled and her husband laughed softly.  “Have you read much psychology?” she asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “I read through the book they use for the intro class at City, and decided not 

to take the class last year.  I took anthro instead.  I don’t know where to start.  Emily has mentioned 
some things.” 

 
She nodded.  “You should ask her for a reading list.  Has she mentioned Jung?  Assagioli?” 
 
“I remember Assagioli -- Roberto Assagioli, I think.” 
 
Dr. Chan said, “We need to be going dear, and he is Doctor Carmichael’s client.” 
 
She laughed.  “Of course.  Andy, I’m a psychiatrist as well.  I have the greatest respect for 

Doctor Carmichael.  Actually, I’m a little envious.  I wish I could talk to her some times.”  Her 
husband gave her an inquisitive look.  I guessed I shouldn’t mention seeing her every day of the week 
for two weeks. 

 
I helped clean up.  I’d almost forgotten to take my pills.  I got them out, and took them with a 

glass of water.  Betty’s dad asked what I was taking, but before I could answer, her mom cleared her 
throat loudly.  He told me that was okay, and smiled to his wife. 

 
We got into the big Mercedes and headed off.  Gary sat in the middle between Betty and me in 

the back seat.  Betty’s dad asked if I’d gone to many concerts.  I thought of how to answer that 
question, knowing there was a psychiatrist in the front seat.  I went for full disclosure, and told them 
I’d hardly gone out.  Betty’s mom asked some pointed questions about family life, and I answered 
them as well as I could.  I needed someone to hold.  Her dad broke in and described what we were 
going to hear.  Gary piped in -- he knew quite a lot about classical music.  I didn’t know much at all. 

 
The concert was good -- the first one I’d been to.  I sat between Betty and Gary.  Gary was 

animated -- he knew the music, and his whole body responded to it.  Some parts were slower, more 
emotive; I held Betty’s hand, and she held mine. 

 
They dropped me off afterwards.  I thanked them very much -- I’d enjoyed the evening.  Her 

parents asked me if I’d like to do that again.  I told them I would, very much.  I told Betty I’d see her in 
the morning. 

 
When I went in, Beth wasn’t home yet.  It was about nine thirty, and on Tuesday and Thursday 

she didn’t get home until after ten.  I dropped my books on the table.  The videotape went next to the 
TV.  I rummaged the freezer for some ice cream.  I was hungry. 

 
Beth arrived shortly after ten.  I’d just finished washing my bowl.  I walked over to her, and 

after she’d put down her bag, we hugged. 
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She sighed.  “Oh, I missed you.  How are you doing?” 
 
I held her.  “I’m exhausted.  I need to be held.” 
 
We were in bed a few minutes later, and went to sleep holding each other. 
 
Now I had doctors chasing me in my dreams.  Betty’s father was chasing me with a huge 

syringe.  They were going to do something dreadful to me -- turn me into my father.  I was running for 
Beth, and for Emily.  I woke up frightened, sweating, disoriented.  Beth held me, I think, or tried to.  
She finally had me sitting up, and was shaking me. 

 
“It’s okay, I’m awake now,” I told her.  We held each other.  We both got up to use the 

bathroom.  I had some water.  It was four in the morning. 
 
We sat in the dark at the edge of the bed.  I told her of my dream, and a little bit about the 

evening.  We got back in bed.  She started drawing circles on my forehead, talking to me.  She 
unwound me, and we explored for a while.  Then she relaxed me again.  I was in her arms, holding her. 

 
The alarm clock went off, and she rolled to me, running her hands over me.  It didn’t take me 

long to rise to her interest.  She pulled me on top of her, and we made love hungrily. 
 
We made it to school with not a lot of time to spare.  I kissed her goodbye.  As I got out of the 

car, I looked around for Karen -- had she seen that?  She was already seated in class when I got there -- 
she hadn’t. 

 
I had a little more energy, and my voice was stronger.  Still, about halfway through French, I 

went quiet with a squeak.  After a little tittering from the class, things moved on. 
 
After class, walking out, Karen asked, “Are you okay?  Want me to call anyone for you?” 
 
I shook my head and smiled.  I saw David and waved to him.  He walked over.  Karen told him, 

“Andy’s voice went out about halfway through class.  Take good care of him for me.”  She kissed me 
on the head.  “See you later, Andy.  Take care of yourself.” 

 
I walked off with David.  On the way over, he said, “I’d ask you who she is, but you probably 

wouldn’t tell me if you could talk!”  I just grinned. 
 
I didn’t even try to talk until lunch time.  Sherry told Betty and Donna, “Now we can tell him 

what we want, and he can’t disagree with us.” 
 
I whispered, “I don’t know about that!”  That surprised them.  I didn’t do much more talking.  

As Donna and Sherry left for a practice, they both kissed me.  I held Betty’s hand and asked her to 
stick around. 

 
“What is it, Andy?” she asked me. 
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“What’s your mother’s name?” I whispered to her. 
 
She nodded.  “She goes by Vivian Hsu.  Why?” 
 
I smiled.  “I’ll see Emily this afternoon.  I wanted to know.” 
 
She shook her head.  “My mom was really surprised.  She thinks Doctor Carmichael is very 

special.” 
 
I nodded.  “She is very special.” 
 
Betty got up.  “Last night was fun.  You need to practice with chopsticks!” 
 
I nodded.  “Thanks.  I had fun, too, and I need to practice, especially with your brother 

around!” 
 
I didn’t have the stomach for the fat fool in Physics today.  I whispered to Donna, telling her 

I’d meet her near the parking lot after class.  I told the fool I wasn’t well, and was going to the nurse’s 
office.  He grunted. 

 
The nurse looked me over.  She had me gargle with warm salt water.  I was amazed at how 

good that felt.  After a few minutes, my voice was coming back.  She had me rest for a while, chiding 
me for going to study hall, telling me I needed the rest.  I nodded to her.  She had me gargle some more 
before I left. 

 
I met Donna and Rachel outside the classroom. 
 
“How are you doing?” Rachel asked. 
 
“Better,” I whispered.  I felt I had more voice, but wanted to save it for Emily. 
 
I was surprised when Rachel gave me a hug.  Donna laughed softly and took me in her arm.  

We drove over to City, and necked in the parking lot.  “Take it easy, sweetie,” she told me. 
 
Karen was waiting, a little closer this time.  She had quite the smirk on her face.  “Feeling 

better?” she asked. 
 
I nodded and took her arm.  “Yes, quite a bit,” I told her softly. 
 
We walked over to the bench we’d occupied before, and sat down.  I looked at her. 
 
“What is it, Andy?” she asked. 
 
I sighed.  I did a lot of that these days.  “You’re different,” I whispered.  “You’re different than 

a lot of the other people in classes here.  You ... radiate a maturity, a competence, a sense of self-
sufficiency and security.”  I shook my head.  “I’m sorry, Karen.” 
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She laughed softly and held my hand.  “Oh Andy, thank you.  You’ve changed the last few 

weeks.  Before, you were just the really bright, really young kid in the corner.  Now you’ve got it as 
well -- that sense of solidity, purpose.  We really are alike.” 

 
I shook my head.  “God, I hope not.  I mean that positively, Karen.  I don’t know anything 

about you, and I’ve been pouring out parts of my soul to you.  You don’t need that shit.  God only 
knows; I don’t want it -- why should I burden you with it?” 

 
She shook her head.  “Andy, I think some other people are telling you to talk about things, so I 

don’t need to do that -- too much.”  She smiled.  “Where should I start?  I’m twenty, living at home 
with my dad, who is never there.  It’s like having a roommate who’s never around, but pays the bills.  
My parents went through a nasty divorce three years ago.”  Her smile vanished.  “That’s one of the 
reasons I’m at City College, rather than at Cal State.” 

 
I held her hands.  “I’m sorry, Karen.  I really am.  I wish some times...” 
 
She nodded, her smile returning a little.  “I know; I wish it too.  But I survived, and I know you 

will, and we both know others who have.” 
 
I shook my head.  “And we both know kids who were fucked over beyond salvation.” 
 
She sighed and nodded.  “I know, Andy, but you’re not one of them.  Neither am I.” 
 
I looked at my watch.  It was getting late.  “What class do you have next?” I asked her. 
 
She smiled.  “I’m done for the day.  I have one later class on Tuesday and Thursday, but the 

other days, this is it.” 
 
“So you’ve been hanging around for me?” 
 
She nodded. 
 
I thought about math.  We’d be going over the quiz today, and then starting the next chapter.  

“I’d like to talk some more,” I told her. 
 
“So would I,” she answered. 
 
“Can we move over by the library?” 
 
“Sure, why?” 
 
“That’s where I meet my ride,” I told her. 
 
She stood, and I picked up both our piles of books.  “Sure, lead on.” 
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We walked over to the bench where I’d meet Emily.  We sat down and talked.  She’d been 
accepted to a number of universities, but because of money problems, she was spending at least one 
year, perhaps two, here at City.  She was told she’d be able to transfer in, and had applied for every 
scholarship imaginable.  She hoped to hear in the next few months. 

 
With her parents, it had been her mom that seemed to be the cause of it.  It was her mom who 

moved out, after running up extravagant bills.  The court fight had been vicious, and expensive.  
Ultimately, her dad had prevailed, and managed to keep their house, but was also saddled with some of 
her mom’s bills. 

 
I held her hand.  I told her I didn’t expect too much of a fight, as my dad would probably be in 

jail for a year or two at least -- assaulting mom and me, whacking a cop, resisting arrest, jumping me in 
court. 

 
Then I told her I didn’t understand what set that thing off in court -- his attorney making this 

wild claim about him wanting full custody of me, when everyone knew he didn’t want anything to do 
with me -- everyone sure knew that now, after what he screamed as he choked the shit out of me. 

 
She frowned.  “Andy, it’s a fucking game they play.  My mom did the same thing, fighting for 

full custody of me, even after I told her to her face I’d sleep in the streets before I slept under the same 
roof as her.  It was something to fight about.  She made my dad fight to keep me, and at the end she 
even admitted she never wanted me at all.  That fight was worth a year at Cal State.  I hate that bitch.” 

 
I shook my head.  “Karen, don’t say that.  She is still your mother.  Yes, she’s screwed up.  

Yes, she hurt you, and your dad.  But that’s over.  How does hating her help you heal your own 
wounds, and let her heal hers?” 

 
She gave me a ragged sigh.  “Andy, she hurt me, hurt us so bad.” 
 
I raised my chin and put one of her hands on my neck.  “And that’s just the outside.  But he’s 

still my dad.  I wish him peace.” 
 
“Maybe we should get your mom and my dad together?” she asked. 
 
I grinned.  “Or your mom and my dad?” 
 
She broke a smile.  “Yep.”  She sighed again.  “Andy, what do we do?” 
 
“Forgive?  Heal ourselves?  Get on with life?  I know, easy to say, and damn hard to do.” 
 
She nodded.  I held out my arms.  We hugged each other in silence for a while. 
 
“What are you going to do now?” she asked me when we sat back. 
 
We were still holding hands.  “Talk to you, get through school, figure out how to pay for 

college, figure out women.” 
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She laughed.  “You seem to understand them pretty well from what I’ve seen.” 
 
I looked at her, smiling.  I had that vision of her again, her head back, eyes closed, moaning... 
 
“Karen, I don’t know how to get them to relax and enjoy it.  Why are they in a hurry?” 
 
Her head tilted back a little as she laughed, exposing that neck of hers.  She tilted her head 

forward again, giving me the look I wanted -- confidence, maturity, lust.  “Andy,” she told me as we 
looked in each other’s eyes, “I’m in no hurry at all.” 

 
A thought flashed through me.  “Karen, I don’t know what the hell I’m doing.  I’m in over my 

head, and the only way I know is forward.  You may be the answer to dueling cheerleaders.” 
 
She smiled.  “Andy, I’ll think about it.” 
 
We talked about classes for a while, what we did outside class.  She was surprised at how little 

an outside life I had.  I shook my head and told her that was dad’s influence.  Then I grinned at her and 
told her that was changing.  She laughed. 

 
I heard a honk.  Emily was here.  I stood up, and we hugged again.  “Karen, I’ll see you in the 

morning.  Thanks.” 
 
She patted me on the back.  “Take care, Andy.  See you in the morning.” 
 
I got into the car, buckled up, and we were on our way. 
 
“Who was your friend?” Emily asked. 
 
“Karen -- she’s in my French class in the mornings.  We’ve been talking.  It seems we share 

some of the same scars and bruises.” 
 
That got me a raised eyebrow. 
 
I smiled, taking a breath.  “Doctor Vivian Hsu sends her regards.  She told me I should ask you 

for a reading list.  I’m going to be a psych major -- I might as well get started.”  Gee, I guess I’d 
decided on a major. 

 
“Where did you meet Doctor Hsu?” 
 
“I’m in a math class with her daughter at high school.  I went to the Symphony with them last 

night.  Got to meet the family.  Her dad is a doctor as well.  He was worried about possible glandular 
damage.” 

 
Emily nodded and smiled.  “We’ll want to do follow-up tests in a month or so.  Your voice 

sounds pretty good.  How are you feeling?” 
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I sighed and leaned back.  I told her.  I was confused.  I thought I knew where I was going, but 

there were so many unknowns.  We talked about a lot of things.  We spent a good deal of time talking 
about Karen.  I recounted what she’d told me of her parents splitting up, and the bitterness I felt from 
her. 

 
Emily asked me what I felt toward my dad.  I wasn’t sure -- I was still somewhat numb.  But 

part of me wanted him to be happy, to be at peace.  I didn’t want him hurt. 
 
We continued talking, parked out in front of the house.  Emily gave me two of her cards.  They 

were impressive.  She asked me to give one to Karen -- she’d like to speak with her, at no charge.  I 
thanked Emily for all the help she’d been to me, to us. 

 
I went inside and started dinner.  I left those conversations feeling better, yet turbulent and 

drained -- like someone stirring up a stream bed, the waters were murky until things settled out again, 
settled out into new configurations. 

 
Beth got home.  We hugged, and I gave her time to unwind and clean up while I set the table 

and finished preparing dinner. 
 
As we ate, we talked about the day.  I told her I’d surprised myself by telling Emily I was going 

to be a psych major.  When I told her I’d asked for a reading list, Beth gave me a low laugh. 
 
“What’s wrong with that?” I asked.  “Is that an imposition on her?  Was that outside the scope 

of our relationship?” 
 
Beth shook her head as she munched salad, washing it down with a sip of Riesling.  “No, 

there’s nothing wrong with that.  I think you’re in for a surprise, that’s all.” 
 
“Oh?  What?” 
 
She shook her head.  “We’ll see.  What else?” 
 
We talked about the rest of the day.  I told her about Karen, talking with her, and Emily 

wanting to talk to her.  Beth told me Emily was especially interested in talking with survivors -- kids 
who had gone through difficult situations, and come out the other side intact.  I nodded. 

 
We cleaned up the kitchen afterwards, and then opened the books.  I started to fade a little after 

nine.  I folded up my stuff and packed it away.  I looked over and Beth started doing the same. 
 
“Running out of steam?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “My eyes were moving over the page, but they weren’t connected to anything.” 
 
“I’ve been there.  Oh, come here and hold me.” 
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How can you turn down an invitation like that?  I sat on the couch with her and held her.  After 
a couple of minutes, I sat back a bit and asked, “Is something wrong?  What’s up?” 

 
She gave me a half smile.  “You’re getting good.”  She sighed.  “Oh Andy....  It’s my schedule.  

As much as I love your cooking, and eating with you, I felt like I got so much more done Tuesday, and 
didn’t have to rush to come home, eat, and then head to school.” 

 
I held her hands.  “So don’t come home for dinner on Tuesdays and Thursdays.  I’ll live.  Do 

what’s right for you.” 
 
She smiled and shook her head.  “You’re not going to put up a fight?  Demand I come home to 

eat with you?” 
 
I smiled.  “I’m going to demand you come home so I can eat you.  How about that?” 
 
She laughed, her head dipping back.  I love kissing her neck. 
 
“And I need to be held.  Oh Beth, how I need to be held.” 
 
She grabbed me, quickly, hungrily.  As she spoke, I could feel the edge in her voice.  “Andy, I 

need it too -- oh, I need it.  Hold me, Andy.  Hold me.” 
 
We held each other on the couch.  Gradually our need turned into heat, and we cleaned up 

quickly and went to bed.  Our lovemaking was frantic at first.  We paused and laughed a bit, holding 
each other and rocking, then continued at a more leisurely pace.  We went to sleep holding each other. 

 
She held me and suckled me in the morning, until we had to get up.  We got ready, and she 

dropped me off at City.  I squeezed her hand, and told her I’d be waiting for her when she got home.  
She raked my leg with her nails, and let me see the fire in her eyes. 
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Part 4 - Rough Roads 
 
I got out of the car and looked for Karen.  We were a bit early; I waited for her. 
 
“Good morning,” I said as she walked up.  “Sleep well?” 
 
She smiled and gave me her arm.  “Yes.  How’s your throat today?” 
 
I cleared it experimentally.  “Not too bad.  Pretty colors, though.” 
 
We stopped and I let her look.  I had purple and blue handprints on my neck.  She shook her 

head. 
 
I dug out Emily’s card and handed it to her. 
 
“Karen, the woman I got a ride from is a psychiatrist.  I’ve been seeing her for a while now.  I 

told her about you.  I hope you don’t mind -- I tell her everything.  She’d like to talk to you, at no 
charge.  Think about it, but it’s up to you.  She’s been an incredible help to me.” 

 
Karen looked at the card, then in my eyes.  “I’ll do that, Andy.  She’s sure made changes in 

you.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Karen, I’ve made the changes.  She’s helped.  I wish to God my folks would 

ask for help.  I’m sorry -- I didn’t mean to get so personal.” 
 
She put an arm around me.  I put mine around her as we walked. 
 
“Andy, that’s okay.  After talking to you, I would like to talk to someone about things.  I’ll give 

her a call.” 
 
“And she won’t tell me anything about what you discuss -- you can be sure of that,” I told her. 
 
She nodded.  We went to class. 
 
Everyone seemed happier my voice was back.  Sherry sure was.  At lunch though, it seemed 

like Sherry and Donna were holding back something.  Something was happening, something 
uncomfortable.  In physics, we spent some time doing an idiot experiment, and Donna wasn’t all over 
me.  She touched me, brushed me, but she was holding back, reserved somehow. 

 
On the way over to City, I had two approaches I could use.  Which one should I go with?  Hell, 

don’t fool around. 
 
“Donna, is something bothering you?  You’re not comfortable about something.” 
 
She gave me one of those looks.  “You sound like my parents.” 
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Did that hurt, or did it please me?  I wasn’t sure.  Maybe both. 
 
She put a hand on my leg.  “Andy, I’m sorry.  Yes, something is bothering me.  I won’t be able 

to give you a lift home today, but it’s taken care of.  Okay?” 
 
I smiled a little.  “Thanks Donna.  I guess I don’t need to ask what you were going to do for 

dinner, then?” 
 
She rolled her eyes and moaned a little.  “Oh, I wish....  We’ve got a practice tonight, and a 

game tomorrow night.  But there’s always the weekend....” 
 
For as relaxed as I thought I’d gotten her the last few days, she was frantic and hungry again in 

the parking lot.  I held her for a bit, telling her I had her, and she could relax.  It took a while. 
 
I kissed her on the forehead.  She was apprehensive.  I told her I’d see her in the morning. 
 
Karen was waiting.  She gave me a curious look.  “What is it?” she asked. 
 
“I don’t know.  Donna’s holding something back.  She was so clutchy, so frantic.  I don’t 

know.” 
 
For some reason, I told her I was free for dinner on Tuesday and Thursday now.  She smiled 

and told me she’d think about it.  Had I made her an offer?  Why had I said that?  I was confused.  We 
hugged before we went off to class. 

 
Math was easy.  I hadn’t missed anything.  The instructor did mention he appreciated seeing the 

derivations presented in the book, all the time giving me a strange look.  Oh well. 
 
I walked to the usual spot after class.  I trusted Donna.  And I had the cell phone, anyway.  

Worst case, I’d buy something for dinner and spend the time in the library until Beth could get me. 
 
“Wilson!  Over here!” someone called out.  I looked around.  Pulled up to the curb was an 

Acura, with Greg waving at me.  He was giving me a lift home?  This felt very weird.  I walked over 
slowly. 

 
Greg was on both the baseball and basketball teams.  He was a jock, but also fairly bright.  He 

was also one of those student government types.  Oh shit -- and he’d been hot on Donna.  Had he been 
going out with her?  I never paid attention to that stuff. 

 
“Hey, Greg, looking for me?” I asked. 
 
He nodded, almost smiling.  “Yeah -- I’m giving you a lift.  Get in.” 
 
I did, uneasily.  As we started off, I could tell he was uneasy as well. 
 
I gave him directions, and then asked, “Greg, is there something I can do for you?” 
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He sort of frowned as he looked over at me -- scary, as he’s taller and stronger. 
 
Then he sort of snorted, and said, “It’s about Donna.” 
 
Calm and relaxed -- calm and relaxed.  Let’s take a page from Doctor Emily’s book, shall we?  

“What about Donna, Greg?” 
 
He shook his head.  I could see he was gripping the steering wheel very tightly.  The way he 

did it reminded me of the bruises on my neck. 
 
“Andy, have you screwed her?” 
 
I wasn’t sure if I’d use the word “screw.”  It wasn’t like being with Beth -- that was making 

love.  “Yes, Greg, I have.” 
 
He exhaled loudly.  We were on the freeway now, highly restricting my options as far as 

getting away from him. 
 
“Andy, she says you’ve gone down on her too.” 
 
“Yes,” I answered, leaving that somewhat open ended.  Thanks, Emily. 
 
He shook his head, exhaling again. 
 
“She says...”  He paused.  I could tell this was hard for him. 
 
“She says you make her come like nobody else on Earth.  You do the same for Sherry.” 
 
I didn’t have a reply for that. 
 
He looked at me.  “How, dammit!” 
 
I exhaled.  I might live through this.  “Greg, would you like to talk about it?” 
 
He let go of the steering wheel a little.  “Yes, I would.  Donna means a lot to me.” 
 
“Okay, where would you like to start?” 
 
“What?  How?  Shit, Wilson -- what I wanted to do was beat the crap out of you and tell you to 

never go near her again.  But she told me if I tried, I’d be dating my hands for the rest of the year.  She 
told me to talk to you.  I’m talking.” 

 
I took another breath.  Talking is good.  Help me, Emily. 
 
“I’d prefer to talk, Greg.  I’ll stay away from her if you want.” 
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“No, that isn’t it.  She pushes me away now.  What the hell do you do?” 
 
Aha -- an opening.  “Greg, when she pushes you away, what do you do?” 
 
“Huh?” 
 
“Do you keep going with what you were after, or do you stop?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Greg, if we’re going to talk, you need to answer.  What do you do when she pushes you away?  

Stop, or keep going?” 
 
This was uncomfortable, uncharted territory for him. 
 
“I know it’s hard to talk about.  But I need to know, if I’m going to help,” I added, to prod him 

on. 
 
He shook his head.  “I guess I keep going for a while, but I stop eventually.” 
 
Good.  Progress.  “Greg, this is the way I look at things.  I’m not saying it’s the right way, or 

the only way.  It’s just the way I do things.  The first thing I want is to make sure she feels safe, secure, 
comfortable, and relaxed.  Does that make sense?” 

 
“Sure.” 
 
“I want her to feel she’s in complete control.  That lets her be safe and secure.  If she’s safe and 

secure, she can be more comfortable and relaxed.  Make sense?” 
 
“Yeah.” 
 
“Okay then, if she pushes you away, she wants you to stop something.  If you keep going, 

you’re telling her she’s not in control.  You make her feel unsafe, insecure.  Okay?” 
 
“I guess.” 
 
“So if I’m doing something, and I sense unease, hesitation, whatever -- I back off.  I let her set 

the pace.” 
 
This was news to him.  He nodded.  “Okay, then what?” 
 
I chuckled a little.  “Greg, nobody has ever died because they didn’t get off.” 
 
He actually laughed. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 126� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“Don’t be in a hurry.  Take your time.  Let her set the pace.  If she’s in a hurry, slow down.” 
 
“Slow down?  Why?” 
 
I laughed a little.  “Because some times it makes them all the more frantic for it.  We want to 

get off at the next exit, and go right.” 
 
“They get hot for it?” he asked. 
 
“When you slow down, yes.  Remember -- they’re in control.  They’re more comfortable.” 
 
“But then what do you do?” 
 
“Whatever they want, Greg.  Whatever makes them feel good.” 
 
“What’s that?” 
 
“Greg, have you asked Donna?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Have you asked Donna what she wants you to do?  Asked her to show you, teach you?  Have 

you?” 
 
“Well,” 
 
“Do it, Greg.  Look her in the eye and ask her softly and slowly.   Mean it.  Ask her to show 

you what she needs, what she likes.  Then take your time doing it.  Have you ever eaten her?” 
 
“A little.” 
 
I took that as a “No.”  “Have her teach you how to eat her the way she wants.  And then eat her 

slowly, gently, for a half hour or so.  Enjoy it.  God, I love being squeezed between a pair of hot thighs.  
If she wants you to rub her back, or her legs, then do it -- slowly, gently.” 

 
I directed him to the house.  We pulled into the guest spot in front. 
 
“Greg, you want to know the secret?” 
 
He looked at me.  “Yeah!” 
 
“Greg, how do you know when someone’s going to make a break for the basket, or stop and 

shoot?  Do they tell you?” 
 
He gave me a funny look.  “Shit no.” 
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I shook my head.  “But you know, don’t you?” 
 
He frowned some more.  “Yeah.” 
 
“So they are telling you.  Try that with Donna -- listen -- listen to all of her.  Listen to what her 

voice is telling you, but also what her body is telling you.  Things like pushing you away, or tensing up 
-- she’s telling you to stop.  One of the things I like to do is sit between her legs and stroke her thighs -- 
slowly and gently.  After a few minutes she relaxes and opens up.  You go too fast, and she tenses up.  
Slow down and take your time.  Ask her.  Listen.  Then respond, but always respect her, and take your 
time.  You’re not gonna die, Greg.” 

 
He smiled.  “But some of them are such teases.” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “So?  A couple of times I’ve been with Sherry and I’ve eaten her out, 

and gone home.  I don’t mind.  If someone is taking advantage of you, that’s a different story.  Right?” 
 
He nodded. 
 
“Greg, one more thing.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Don’t tell stories.  Please, please don’t go around telling everyone what I do, or what you do, 

or what others do.  It hurts.  Okay?  Respect others.” 
 
“You sound like my fucking parents.” 
 
“Greg, they were our age once, right?  They went through this, right?” 
 
“I guess so.” 
 
I smiled and picked up my books.  “So the next time you see her, take your time, ask what she 

wants, and listen.  Really listen.  Show her that she’s special.  Make her the center of the universe.  
Thanks for the ride.”  I opened the door. 

 
“Andy?” he said. 
 
I looked over to him. 
 
“Thanks, man.  I’ll give it a try.” 
 
“Hey, have fun.  Thanks for the ride.”  I got out and closed the door.  He took off. 
 
I put my books down inside and closed my eyes.  Calm and relaxed.  My hands were shaking a 

little.  What a trip! 
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I fixed myself some dinner, and sat down to study.  The phone rang about seven thirty. 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“Andy, are you all right?”  It was Sherry. 
 
“Sure, why shouldn’t I be?” 
 
“Uh, you saw Greg this afternoon?” 
 
“Yeah, he gave me a ride home.” 
 
“And, like, what did you do?” 
 
“Oh, we talked.” 
 
“Talked?” 
 
“Yeah, guy things.  You know, like you girls talk girl things.  We talked guy things.” 
 
“Like what?” 
 
“Sherry, you know me better than that.  I’m not going to say.  We had a good talk.  I hope it 

helped.  Okay?” 
 
“God, Andy....  I was worried, that’s all.  He...” 
 
“Sherry, it’s okay.  We talked, and that’s all.  He’s a good guy.  I wish him well.” 
 
She laughed.  “Andy, I don’t know about you some times.  But oh, I know what I want....  You 

know where I am right now?” 
 
“Where?” 
 
“I’m in my bedroom, naked, making believe my finger is your tongue, eating me like you do so 

well.  Oh God!  Oh I want you!”  She moaned into the phone.  It sounded as if she was enjoying 
herself. 

 
“I want you too, Sherry.  Relax and come for me.  Come for me, Sherry,” I repeated.  I held the 

earpiece a little ways away from my ear, and talked to her some more.  Eventually she shrieked and cut 
loose with a good one.  I let her recover for a while. 

 
“Sherry, sweet dreams.  I’ll see you tomorrow morning, okay?” 
 
“Oh, Andy -- I hope so.  I’m glad you’re okay.” 
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“Me too, Sherry.  Night.” 
 
We hung up.  God I was hot, and hard.  I needed....  I took off my clothes, and went into the 

study where our computers were set up.  I opened the closet and took out Beth’s fake fur coat.  I held it 
to me, burying my face in the softness of the collar.  I held it to me as I walked into the bedroom.  I fell 
on to the bed, falling on the coat. 

 
I rolled to my back, and grabbed my cock through the fur and fabric.  I came in about a dozen 

strokes, grabbing the tip of my cock so I didn’t come all over the coat. 
 
I cleaned up, and put the coat back.  What had I done?  I’d been so hot.  What the hell had I 

told Greg a few hours earlier?  He wouldn’t die if he didn’t get off?  What the hell had I done?  I went 
back to my books. 

 
Beth got home a little after ten.  She looked beat.  I cleaned up my books. 
 
She looked at me, and pulled me over to the couch.  “Okay, tell me about it,” she said. 
 
I smiled and held her hands.  That was an interesting approach.  I couldn’t use that one with 

Greg. 
 
I told her about Donna and Sherry at lunch, how I’d felt something, and how Donna acted 

taking me to City.  I told her about Greg, riding home with him, and talking to him.  She smiled a lot as 
I described that.  I told her about Sherry’s call later on, talking to her about it, and then talking to her 
while she got herself off.  I could tell that got Beth turned on. 

 
Then I sighed, looked into her eyes, and told her what had happened afterwards with her coat, 

and how I felt about it afterwards. 
 
“Oh, Beth -- I’m so sorry,” I told her. 
 
She shook her head, and held me.  “Don’t be sorry, Andy.  What you did was okay -- you’re 

human.  Just don’t make a habit out of it.  And you told me about it.  I ought to show you the collection 
of vibrators I’ve got.  I should teach you how to use them on me.  God, you’d have to fight the women 
away with sticks if I did that.” 

 
I held her and nuzzled into her shoulder.  We went into the bedroom and got ready for bed.  She 

sat me on the edge of the bed.  I thought she wanted to talk some more. 
 
I was wrong.  She ran one hand up my back as she touched my forehead.  I don’t know what 

she said, but I collapsed back, never feeling myself hit the bed. 
 
When I was somewhat aware again, I was surrounded by her, and her perfume, and the soft fur 

of the coat.  She was on top of me, impaled on me.  She rode me, finally letting me come.  Then she 
held me and rocked me to sleep. 
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I grabbed her and held her when the alarm went off.  Holding is so important, especially in the 
morning.  We both love it, but pay for it by having to hurry out of the house.  At least it was Friday! 

 
I hustled into French just as class was starting.  I sat down next to Karen and smiled.  After 

class as we walked out, she asked, “I’ll fix you dinner on Tuesday if you like.”  I smiled and squeezed 
her hand.  “Deal.  See you this afternoon.” 

 
I talked with David about college.  He’d gotten a bunch of letters -- good news from Stanford, 

and bad news from U.S.C.  He was waiting for one more. 
 
As I walked to study hall, I heard, “Hey Andy!” 
 
I turned to see Greg running up, a big smile on his face. 
 
“Man, do I have a lot to thank you for!  I went out with Michelle last night.  I did just what you 

told me.  I took my time, asked what she wanted, listened.  And I ate her for so long, and she ...” 
 
I held up my hand.  “And now you’re telling me the whole thing.  What did I tell you?” 
 
His smile faded. 
 
“Hey, I’m glad you both had a good time.  I wouldn’t broadcast it, that’s all.  I mean, how do 

you think I’d feel if Sherry started talking about having me on my back, stroking my rod with her 
hands, and having me begging for it?  You want those kinds of stories told about you?” 

 
Greg shook his head. 
 
“Didn’t think so.  Michelle probably doesn’t either.  It doesn’t matter to me how many times 

you got her to come.  So, who else have you told so far?” 
 
He smiled a little.  “You’re the first.  I wanted to tell you first, and thank you, man.” 
 
I smiled and clapped him on the shoulder.  “Thanks for telling me.  Keep it quiet, and see what 

happens.  Respect.  Okay?” 
 
“Yeah, I’ll do that.  Later, dude.” 
 
I waved and went to study hall.  Sherry looked tasty.  I wanted to latch on to one of her nipples 

and have her ride me.  We did trigonometry instead. 
 
Lunch was fun, with Betty, Donna, Sherry, and I. 
 
“So, like, did you see Greg yesterday?” Donna asked.  I think she was surprised I was walking. 
 
“Yup, gave me a ride home.”  I guessed Sherry hadn’t talked to her. 
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“So, like, what did you guys do?” 
 
“Oh, we talked about stuff.” 
 
“What kind of stuff.” 
 
“Guy stuff.” 
 
Donna was sitting across from me.  Betty and Sherry were sitting beside me.  Donna stood, and 

leaning over the table, grabbed my hands.  “What do I have to do to get you to talk?” she said. 
 
I looked at her.  She’s got a great body.  “That’s a good start,” I told her softly.  Sherry and 

Betty giggled. 
 
“Donna,” I told her, looking into her eyes, “I think you know me enough to know I’m not going 

to tell.  Greg is a good guy.  I’m not going to tell what we talked about.  If you want to know, ask him.  
I keep private matters private.  Okay?” 

 
She gave me a funny look.  She sat down.  As we broke up after lunch, Sherry slipped a note 

into my pants pocket.  Betty saw that, and giggled. 
 
When I got to class, I looked at it.  Sherry wanted me tomorrow.  We could fix dinner for her 

parents -- they’d be gone most of the day.  I laughed. 
 
On the ride to City, Donna was subdued.  I held one of her hands and said, “Okay, tell me about 

it.”  Thanks, Beth. 
 
When we got to the parking lot, she practically broke down, telling me she’d told Greg about 

the two of us making love -- that’s what she called it, making love.  She told him I made her come like 
nobody else, and I was the best lover she’d ever had.  She said she was sorry. 

 
“Donna, I’m not sorry.  I figure he got you really mad, and you told him off, right?” 
 
She nodded her head.  I wiped the tears from her face. 
 
“Well, we talked.  He’s a good guy, Donna.  Give him a chance.  Hey, have a good weekend.  

Thanks for giving me a lift.  Are you okay?” 
 
She nodded, smiled, and then pulled me into a kiss. 
 
“Better?” I asked afterwards, feeling her breasts.  She hugged me.  “Take care, Andy.” 
 
Karen was standing there, smirking.  “What was that about?” she asked as we walked off arm 

in arm. 
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I shook my head.  “Boyfriend problems.  She doesn’t know what to do.  Neither do I.  I hope 
her boyfriend does.” 

 
Karen squeezed my arm a little.  “As long as it doesn’t involve roughing you up.  That’s the 

way most men settle things.” 
 
I laughed a little.  “No, he actually gave me a ride home yesterday.  We talked.  I think it 

helped.” 
 
“Oh?  What did you tell him?” 
 
I stopped and turned so we were face to face.  “I told him the most important thing for a man to 

do was listen.  Listen with his ears, eyes, everything.  Listen, show respect, go slow, and let her be in 
control.  Make sure she feels safe, comfortable, in control, and the center of the entire universe.” 

 
She smiled.  Our hips moved closer together.  “Is that what you’ll do with me, Andy?” 
 
“I hope so.  You’re special.  And, we’ve both been hurt enough -- we don’t need any more.” 
 
“That’s the truth.”  She smiled.  “Care to go to a movie with me tomorrow?” 
 
I sighed.  “I may be tied up tomorrow.” 
 
“Ooh, kinky -- I didn’t know you were into that...” 
 
I felt myself turning red.  I laughed, in self-defense.  “No, not quite.” 
 
“How about Sunday, then?” 
 
“Give me a call Sunday morning.  How about that?” 
 
“I’ll do that.  Take care, Andy.  Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do...” 
 
I laughed.  She came closer, and I gave her a little kiss on the lips.  She giggled, and we walked 

our separate ways. 
 
I was scattered for a few minutes in math.  Then I did something, and was able to focus again.  

Thanks, Beth. 
 
On the ride home, Emily definitely had an agenda to cover.  We dug into some deep and 

intense things.  She didn’t let me catch my breath, even when we got home and went inside. 
 
We spent almost an hour working in the house.  At the end of it, I was wiped out.  I was 

covered with sweat, a little dizzy, my heart was pounding.  And yet I knew I’d gotten through some 
tough shit. 
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Then she did it.  With a smile, she pulled a book out of her bag.  It was an Intro to Psychology 
text.  I wasn’t familiar with that particular one.  She pulled a few stapled sheets out of the middle, and 
handed them to me. 

 
“Andrew, you wanted a reading list.  We’re starting with this.  Go over this book, and answer 

these questions as best you can.  I expect the answers Monday afternoon when I pick you up.  
Understood?” 

 
I looked at the stuff.  There had to be seven or eight pages, with a few questions per page.  

“Yes, Doctor Carmichael,” I said. 
 
She smiled.  “Good.  Now lean back and close your eyes.” 
 
I felt her hand on my forehead.  She told me to relax and let go.  She took me to that deep, soft, 

safe, relaxing place. 
 
When I woke up, she was gone.  I’d been asleep about twenty minutes.  It felt as if I’d slept an 

hour.  I threw some chicken and garlic into the oven, and took a shower. 
 
When I got out, I threw together a salad.  I had some time before Beth got home.  I didn’t have 

much homework for school.  But....  I picked up the book, and the set of questions.  I scanned over the 
questions.  Eight pages, fifty-three questions!  Nothing easy, either.  Well, a few easy ones.  But most 
wanted interpretation.  Wow -- and I asked for it! 

 
I went to my computer and got to work. 
 
I heard Beth come in.  “Smells great, Andy!” she called out.  She found me in the study.  

“What’s that?” she asked. 
 
I waved the pages in front of her.  “You were right.  The start of my reading list from Doctor 

Carmichael.” 
 
She laughed.  “Oh, she’s Doctor Carmichael, and not Emily?  Must be a tough one, then.  Let’s 

see.” 
 
After a few moments, she pulled up a chair.  She flipped through the pages.  “When does she 

want this?” 
 
“Monday afternoon.” 
 
Beth laughed.  “Got any hot dates this weekend?” 
 
I moaned. 
 
She laughed again.  “Welcome to the real world.  Dinner smells great.  Let’s eat, then get 

started on this.” 
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We even talked about it while eating.  Many questions were thought provoking.  At one point, 

Beth told me, “Andy, she’s not looking for what’s in the damn book.  She’s looking for what’s in you.  
What’s your reaction, your response?  Got it?” 

 
We worked until after ten.  We went to bed, and I grabbed her.  I needed to be held.  We went 

to sleep. 
 
Saturday morning -- we did what was becoming our weekend ritual, getting up and going to the 

bathroom, then scrambling back to bed.  I love to hold her, especially in the morning.  I was surprised, 
when we slid together and she said, “Oh, there’s that feeling again.” 

 
After being on her breasts for a while, I started kissing my way down her body.  But as I kissed 

her thatch, she pulled me up.  “Not this morning,” she whispered.  We kissed, and rolled around 
together. 

 
I ended up on top of her, and inside her.  I sat up, putting her legs on my shoulders, and pulling 

myself into her.  I moistened a thumb and slipped it on to her nub.  She moaned and rolled her head 
around more.  As she got closer, she pulled my hand away, and rocked her hips more as I pumped in 
and out.  I could feel it building.  I slid my hands up her sides toward her breasts, and said softly, 
“Come for me Beth, please.” 

 
She moaned and shuddered, making me come as well.  I let her legs drop, and relaxed on to 

her, kissing her. 
 
We got up afterwards and showered.  While fixing a light breakfast, she asked, “Who do you 

belong to this weekend?” 
 
I laughed.  “Sherry wanted to get together today, to fix dinner for her parents.  And Karen 

wanted to take me to a movie tomorrow.  I’m not sure, with the work I’ve got to get done.” 
 
“Like a suggestion?” she asked. 
 
I buttered the toast.  “Please!” 
 
She waited for me to put down the knife.  Then she took my hands and put them on her 

shoulders.  She put hers around my waist, and pushed me back against the counter, pressing her hips 
into me.  I sighed, and so did she. 

 
“I think,” she said with a wiggle, “we should work on your assignment this morning.  Sherry 

can have you this afternoon, but you need to be home early this evening.” 
 
“So we can work on it some more,” I said. 
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She smiled and nodded, bringing her forehead in contact with mine.  “That, and so you can take 
me to bed and eat me until I can’t move, and then make love with me.  And then tomorrow afternoon 
you can go out with Karen, but I think just in the afternoon.  We’ll finish up tomorrow night.” 

 
“And I’ll make you delirious again,” I said softly. 
 
“We’ll flip for it,” she said with a grin.  With one more push of her hips, she stepped back.  

“But now, let’s get to work!” 
 
She helped me, but didn’t give me any answers.  Instead, she tended to give me more questions, 

making me fit things together, explain them to her.  A lot of things in the book seemed inconsistent, 
incomplete, even contradictory. 

 
Sherry called a little after noon.  She wanted to know when she could come get me.  I told her 

I’d be ready in a little while.  I told her we were going to do lasagna, and a salad, and something for 
dessert, so we’d need to go to the grocery store. 

 
When I hung up the phone, Beth walked over smiling, and held me.  I nestled into her.  

“Sounds like you’re going to be busy this afternoon.” 
 
I didn’t know what I felt.  “Beth, I’m confused.  I want her, and I know she wants me.  Yet it’s 

so different from what I feel for you.  Maybe I should just spend the time teaching her to cook.” 
 
Beth laughed and rocked me.  “I don’t think so.  Besides, Andy, you have some things you 

need to clean up with her, right?” 
 
I sighed.  We’d talked about it some, making Sherry and Donna more secure in trance.  I was 

thinking about it when I felt a hand at the back of my neck.  Beth squeezed me gently and started 
whispering to me.  I let go in her arms. 

 
I woke up on the bed, with her straddling me.  We were both clothed.  I stretched, then pulled 

her down on top of me. 
 
“What is it about your weight on top of me that’s so good?” I asked her. 
 
She sighed and held me.  “Let’s get up.  Sherry should be here in a few minutes.” 
 
We kissed, then got up.  Beth made sure I had money to buy groceries.  I grabbed my favorite 

lasagna dish, my recipe book, and the cheese grater.  As I was running over my mental checklist, Beth 
appeared, showing me a couple of foil packets, and put them in my pocket.  I smiled and shook my 
head. 

 
Sherry came in, bouncy and full of life.  Beth told her I needed to be back by nine, as I had a lot 

of homework this weekend.  As we headed out the door, she called out, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t 
do!” 
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I laughed as we got into Sherry’s car.  Sherry was a little red.  “What did she mean by that?” 
she asked. 

 
I put a hand on her leg, feeling the inside of her thigh a little.  “She was telling us to have a 

good time.” 
 
Sherry moved my hand between her legs.  “Oh, we will.” 
 
On the way back to her house, I told her it would take some time to get the lasagna put 

together, and I expected her to take notes.  We’d get that assembled, do dessert, and then have time to 
study. 

 
She looked at me and said, “I know what you’re going to study.” 
 
Their kitchen wasn’t as well equipped as Donna’s, but it was good.  I took shortcuts on the 

sauce.  Sherry grated the cheeses, cut up sausage.  She’d convinced me to go with ice cream for 
dessert, so we’d have more time to “study.” 

 
We got the main course assembled and set aside to rest.  We cleaned up. 
 
Her folks weren’t going to be home until about six.  Sherry had told them we’d be fixing 

dinner.  Evidently they’d heard what I’d done at Donna’s -- at least as far as food went. 
 
In her bedroom, I was surprised when she started undressing slowly.  I did the same.  She 

reclined on the bed in front of me.  “Oh, Andy, take me to that dreamy place again, please,” she said. 
 
I went into her bathroom, returning with a washcloth, and some perfume. 
 
A few minutes later, she was deep in trance as I stroked the inside of her thighs.  I let Beth’s 

voice take over, talking to her, helping her be stronger, and protecting her in trance. 
 
I put the perfume on her, on her breasts, and on her mound.  I put on a condom.  Before I dived 

in, I took her to a different place, where she would enjoy things so immensely, be so responsive, yet so 
relaxed.  As I took her there, I let myself go there as well.  I heard myself telling her other things, 
remembering things Beth had told me in trance. 

 
Both of us went deep when my tongue touched her.  I was lost in her.  I was aware of being 

rolled to my back.  She was on top of me, riding me, and after I came, she held me tight. 
 
We got up in time to put dinner in the oven, then take a shower.  Dressed again, we set the 

table.  I rifled their wine selection and pulled out a Zinfandel, but left it corked. 
 
We had some time left.  Sherry gave me a wicked grin. 
 
“Where’s the math book?” I asked her. 
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Her eyes flared, and she grabbed me and pushed me to the couch.  We laughed and struggled 
some, until she pulled my head to her breasts.  She squeezed me, and said, “I’ve got you,” and I melted 
in her arms. 

 
“They’re home!” 
 
I blinked and sat up, clearing my head.  Wow, that had been nice.  Sherry had skittered into the 

kitchen.  I stood up and brushed my hair, tidying up. 
 
Her parents came in through the front door, making a lot of noise.  Her mom called out, “We’re 

home!”  I almost laughed.  Pretty cool parents -- or realistic, at least. 
 
I walked into the kitchen at the same time they did.  Her dad said, “Mmmm -- smells great, 

what is it?” 
 
Her mom opened the oven.  “Lasagna?” she asked. 
 
Sherry said proudly, “And we made it ourselves, from scratch.” 
 
I had to add, “Not quite from scratch -- we bought the pasta.” 
 
“Yeah, and we didn’t like shoot the pig for the sausage, either.” 
 
Her dad looked around, and asked, “Where’s the pie?” 
 
I laughed out loud.  I had a reputation. 
 
“Sorry sir, no pie.  The lasagna takes time to prepare.” 
 
He laughed and shook my hand.  “That’s okay, Andy.  This is great.” 
 
We had a good dinner.  He opened the wine and poured for us, telling Sherry he’d drive me 

home.  We talked about school, and about college.  They were really happy with Sherry’s grades.  
Everything had improved, especially math. 

 
I got a quick but intense hug from Sherry as we left to take me home.  Her dad thanked me 

again for helping tame their daughter. 
 
“Save any for me?” Beth asked as I closed the door. 
 
I made a face, and hit my head against the door. 
 
“What is it?” she asked, coming to my side. 
 
“Forgot my recipe book and the cheese grater.”  The pan still had lasagna in it -- I think 

someone was eyeing that for lunch. 
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She held me, and my arms wound around her.  “That’s not too bad.  Have a good day?” 
 
We went to the couch and I told her about it.  I told her of her voice taking over at some point.  

I didn’t even remember what I was saying. 
 
She held me.  I closed my eyes and sighed.  We went to the bedroom and got ready for bed.  On 

her back on top of the bed, I sat between her legs.  I started stroking her thighs.  “Relax and let go for 
me, Beth.  Relax and let go.  I’ve got you.” 

 
She shivered a little and sighed.  I took her to that soft, safe place, and let myself drift there as 

well. 
 
I adored her, and afterwards tucked us both into bed.  I pulled myself to her, wrapping myself 

in her, nestling my head on her chest, feeling and hearing her heart beat.  She held me, and I let go, 
drifting to sleep in her arms. 

 
I woke up partially in the morning.  It was as if I was still in a dream.  But the sensations were 

so intense.  I could hear her voice, but it was coming from far away, and I couldn’t really understand 
her, or I didn’t have to.  So intense. 

 
Waves of sensation took me, her weight on top of me, the hot slippery sweat of her skin, her 

nipple filling my mouth, and pumping deep within her, filling her, and then drifting off again. 
 
I stretched in bed, rolling over.  I looked up to see her standing by the bed in her robe, a towel 

wrapped around her head.  She was holding a cup of coffee.  “Good morning.  Sleep well?” 
 
I sighed and smiled.  “I think so.  That was quite a dream I woke up to this morning!” 
 
She sat on the bed.  “Like that?” 
 
I nodded.  “Like last night?” 
 
I saw the shudder run down her.  “Andy, that was great.  Did you plan that?” 
 
I shook my head, sitting up.  “Nope.  It happened.  A lot of it was your voice.  Does my voice 

do that far away thing?  This morning I could feel you on top of me, but your voice sounded so far 
away.   So far away, yet touching something deep inside me.... Beth?” 

 
She shook her head.  She looked a little spaced out.  She smiled.  “Andy, that ‘far away thing’ 

is a good indication of deep trance.  Once you’ve gotten a person into trance once, an easy way to take 
them back is to get them to remember the sensations.” 

 
She stood up quickly.  “God, that’s strong.  Why don’t you get up and shower?”  I’ll fix us 

something, and then we can get back to your assignment.  Assignments before assignations!” 
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I moaned, but got out of bed.  We had a light breakfast, and pretty much polished off the rest of 
the questions.  I felt I’d learned something in the process, so I started revising some of the answers I’d 
written earlier. 

 
Karen called.  Beth answered the phone.  They talked for a bit.  She asked Karen if she could 

stay for dinner.  She laughed a bit, then said, “Okay, see you in a while.” 
 
“What’s up?” I asked. 
 
“Karen will be over in a while.  She sounds like a nice girl.  You’ll be back in time for dinner.  

Anything special you’d like?” 
 
“You going to cook?” I asked with a smirk. 
 
“I’ve cooked occasionally.  Stroganoff?” 
 
I nodded.  “That would be great.” 
 
She smiled.  “When are you going to hypnotize her?” 
 
I was surprised by that.  I sat back.  How did I feel about that?  “Beth, I don’t know.  Our 

relationship isn’t on that level, at least not now.” 
 
She nodded.  “But when it gets there?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know.”  I shook my head again.  “I don’t know what I’ve gotten 

into, with Sherry, and Donna.  With Sherry, that first time, I wanted her to be relaxed, to enjoy the 
relaxation and peace you showed me.  It just happened.  I didn’t decide, ‘Oh, I’m going to hypnotize 
her now.’  It happened, and once it started happening, I followed it.  Your voice was there, helping.” 

 
She nodded again.  “Okay, that was the first time with Sherry.  How about with Donna?  Or 

subsequent occasions with either of them?” 
 
Why was she backing me into this place?  I wasn’t comfortable. 
 
“The first time with Donna, yes, I was more deliberate.  We were alone, and she asked for it -- I 

think she asked me to do what I’d done to Sherry.  And since then, Sherry has even asked me, asking 
me to take her to that dreamy place again.” 

 
I thought for a bit.  “I’m confused again.  I’ve read the Hogan books you’ve got on hypnosis 

and hypnotherapy.  I didn’t hypnotize them, I helped them go there; I guided them -- all hypnosis is 
self-hypnosis, or so the books say.  Was what I’ve been doing more guided imagery or relaxation?  I 
haven’t been giving them posthypnotic suggestions, or some of the other things...”  I almost said, “that 
you’ve done to me.” 
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She smiled and shook her head again.  “Ah, but you have, even if you don’t consciously think 
you did.  I’ll bet that at some point, you used a particular phrase, or tone of voice, or both.” 

 
I nodded.  “You’re right -- as usual.  I say, ‘Relax and enjoy,’ as I slide my fingertips up their 

thighs.  I think with Sherry now, I do that two or three times and she’s there.  Is that hypnosis, or plain 
old operant conditioning?” 

 
Beth chuckled a bit.  “Good question but irrelevant and evasive.  What are your plans with 

Karen?” 
 
“Beth, I don’t know!  Things are so different with her.  She puts me in a different place, or 

draws on a different person in me, I don’t know.  I want to talk about Sherry and Donna.  I don’t think 
either of them associate ‘hypnosis’ with what we do together in bed.” 

 
She nodded.  “I’d agree.  From what you told me, it was so integral to pleasing them.  God, 

Andy, when you did that to me, it was wonderful.  You took me to an incredible place.  You’ve given 
them the self-improvement suggestions Emily and I have given you, right?” 

 
I nodded.  “Yes.  I’ll have them there in that soft, safe place, and I’ll hear your voice, or 

Emily’s, and the words roll out.  Some times I change them a little, or your voices say something to 
me, and I decide not to say that -- it’s weird.  But I’ve given them both a number of those suggestions.” 

 
“And that’s resulted in changes in them, in improvements, right?” 
 
“I guess so.  Their parents think so.  Sherry’s grades have gone up all around, and I think 

Donna’s have as well.  Sherry’s not as wild.” 
 
“So what about Karen?” 
 
I shook my head and sighed.  “What about Karen?  She’s special.  We treat each other as 

equals.  I know she isn’t trying to compartmentalize me.  I’m still figuring it out.  What should I do?” 
 
Beth stood up.  “Do what you think is right.  Trust your instincts.” 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  I knew that’s what it would come down to.  Now I knew I’d be 

making the decision a bit more consciously.  I went back to brush my teeth and clean up.  When I came 
out, Karen was there, talking with Beth.  She looked different, somehow. 

 
“Hi, Andy,” she said. 
 
“Hi, Karen.  Good to see you.” 
 
“Ready to go?” 
 
“Yup.” 
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“Okay, have fun and be back in time for dinner,” Beth told us. 
 
We got into an older Toyota.  It was gray out -- we might have some rain.  I still had money, as 

Sherry had paid for the groceries the day before. 
 
“Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
“Had lunch yet?” 
 
“Nope.” 
 
“Good.  There’s a place by the movie theater.” 
 
We went to a mom and pop burger place.  Karen told me they were great.  It smelled like it.  

We ordered, and sat down. 
 
I looked at her.  She had changed. 
 
“Karen, you’re different today.  What happened?” 
 
She smiled and shook her head a little, then sighed. 
 
“I spent almost three hours with Emily yesterday.” 
 
I reached over and held her hands.  “And you could get out of bed today?” I asked. 
 
She laughed a little.  “Barely....  I can’t believe how wiped out I was afterwards.  I took a nap in 

the afternoon, a long bath after dinner, and went to bed early.” 
 
I was shaking my head, smiling with her.  “After a hard session with her, I’m drained.  But I 

know it helps.  It’s hard work, but the only way out is through.” 
 
She nodded.  Our lunches arrived. 
 
“It’s hard to believe.  I’ve never been through anything like that.  Is every session with her that 

... intense?” she asked. 
 
I smiled.  “You must have hit rough water right off the bat.  No, not all of them leave me 

feeling wasted.”  I thought for a moment.  “But I almost feel it wasn’t a good session if I don’t.”  We 
laughed a little at that. 

 
We sat and talked, about our families and what we’d been through.  We were similar in so 

many ways.  We moved to a corner booth where we could sit closer, holding hands.  We kept talking.  
We started getting into childhood issues, talking about the things we’d learned, through working with 
Emily, talking about experiences which had shaped us more than we ever knew. 
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Karen looked at the clock, then back to me, shaking her head.  “That shoots the movie idea to 
hell.  Got another plan?” 

 
I looked outside.  It was gray, but not raining -- yet. 
 
“Walk with me on the beach?” I asked. 
 
She tilted her head a little to one side, then a small smile formed. 
 
We cleaned up our stuff and headed to the beach, a few miles away. 
 
Parking wasn’t a problem.  It was pretty deserted.  We saw some hard-core surfers and runners, 

and some couples walking along. 
 
We walked along the beach, holding hands at first, then with arms around each other.  We 

talked for a while, and were silent for a while.  Shifting winds encouraged us to turn around. 
 
I don’t know what brought it on, but at one point we stopped.  Karen cried, and I held her.  I 

held her as the cold wind whipped around us, chilling our faces, ears, and hands.  I felt her tears pushed 
across my face by the wind.  I held her and tried to protect her from the gray, the cold.  I tried, but I 
couldn’t, and soon I was crying as well. 

 
We held each other, and with a sudden chill in the wind, we separated a little, and helped dry 

each other’s faces.  We headed back.  It started to spit as we got within sight of the car.  We were being 
drizzled upon as we brushed off the sand. 

 
We sat in the car together, in the gathering gray and increasing rain.  We held hands, cold from 

the exposure.  Her face was pink, from the cold, and from crying.  I imagine mine was the same. 
 
“Will you be seeing Emily again?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “Tuesday and Thursday morning.  I’ve got a break mid-morning.” 
 
“Good.  She’s been such a help.” 
 
Karen looked at me, shaking her head slowly.  “Andy, you’ve been such a help.  Thank you for 

listening.” 
 
I held her hands.  “Karen, thank you.  When I see you, I know I’ll make it.” 
 
I thought that was the right thing to say.  She broke into tears, and I held her head to my 

shoulder.  “I’m sorry,” I told her softly. 
 
She pulled up after a while.  “It’s not your fault,” she said, wiping her eyes, and smiling a little.  

Then she straightened up more, and said with a lot more energy and determination, “And it’s not my 
fault, either, dammit!” 
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I squeezed her hand again.  She had resolve once more.  She got her keys and said, “Let’s go 

back and warm up.” 
 
I had her stop at a grocery store near the house; I ran in and got a bottle of chocolate syrup.  I 

knew we had milk at the house. 
 
“What’s that for?” she asked as we drove off again, now in the rain. 
 
“Help us warm up when we get home,” I told her. 
 
We parked in front of the place and ran in. 
 
“You two are back early,” Beth said from the living room, “How was the movie?” 
 
“Bathroom?” Karen asked.  I showed her the guest bath, and went to use the master.  I went 

right to the kitchen.  Dinner smelled good.  It was only a little after four in the afternoon.  Still, we’d 
spent quite a bit of time talking, walking.  I sighed as I got out a pan to heat the milk. 

 
“Like some hot chocolate?” I called out. 
 
“Yes!” I heard Karen say.  Beth followed with, “Sounds good to me!” 
 
Beth had folded up her books.  She had the fireplace going.  She gave us a puzzled look, and 

then said, “You two look like you’ve had an interesting time, but not quite what I’d anticipated.” 
 
I sat down on the floor.  Karen sat next to me.  I grabbed her hand. 
 
“We spent a lot of time talking, and walking on the beach,” Karen said. 
 
I looked at her, and then to Beth.  “She spent a few hours with Emily yesterday,” I told Beth. 
 
Beth nodded with a half-smile. 
 
“How are you doing?” Beth asked Karen. 
 
Karen looked at me briefly.  I got up to check the milk. 
 
“It’s like Andy says -- I feel like a stream that’s been stirred up violently -- all mixed up and 

still settling again, everything murky.  But God, I know it helped.  You know Emily?” I listened to 
Karen say. 

 
I was pouring hot milk into mugs.  I heard Beth say, “Yes, she’s helped me as well.  I started 

seeing her about two years ago.”  The pot I was holding wavered, but I didn’t drop it, and I didn’t spill 
anything.  That would have been just after her husband died.  I mixed in the chocolate syrup, and put 
the mugs on a tray.  Beth was sitting on the carpet as well. 
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We sat together on the floor.  The hot mug in my hands felt good.  I looked at Karen, and at 

Beth. 
 
“What, Andy?” Beth asked. 
 
“I don’t know.  I feel we’re connected, even though we’re separate.  It’s one more bond we 

share.  And I’m so sorry it has to be that way.” 
 
Karen said, “You said it earlier, Andy, and Emily said it as well.  We’re survivors.” 
 
We sat around talking.  I learned more about Karen.  I also learned more about Beth.  I 

mentioned I’d decided to major in psychology, wherever I went.  Beth smiled and said, “You said 
common bonds -- one of the things Andy and I have in common is that we both decided to study 
psychology -- I think working with Emily had something to do with that.” 

 
Karen asked if Emily had helped Beth through a divorce as well. 
 
Beth shook her head.  “No, that wasn’t it.  I was married, and my husband died.  I kissed him 

goodbye that morning, hugged him, and that was it.  He was killed in an auto accident.  He was killed 
by a drunk, a man who was driving drunk, awaiting sentencing on his fifth or sixth drunk driving 
conviction, didn’t have a license, no insurance.”  She sighed and picked up her cup, taking a slow sip.  
I saw the cup shake in her hands a little. 

 
I moved to her side.  Karen did as well.  Both of us held her, and she held us.  What was I doing 

to her?  Was this helping her heal, or just creating another wound?  Yet she’d opened up so much in 
me, helped me so much.  Where would I be if I didn’t have Beth right now? 

 
We talked more.  Beth talked about getting over the anger, and the loss.  I talked about my 

parents, how I’d ignored what had been going on for so long.  I told them I hoped my parents could get 
help.  I still loved them both. 

 
Karen told us about her parents’ divorce, all the nastiness.  When she mentioned her mom 

fighting for custody, I asked Beth, “That’s the same with us, isn’t it.  I mean, it’s just a game the 
lawyers are playing.  I still love him, but I’ll be damned if I’ll live with him.” 

 
Beth nodded grimly.  “Yes, it’s a nasty game.  But I don’t think he’s going to be able to put up 

much of a custody fight.  From what Carl told me, he’s going to jail for at least a year and a half, if not 
more.” 

 
I shook my head.  After a period of silence Beth said, “Tell me, Andy.” 
 
“I don’t know how that makes me feel.  I know I’d be scared, for both mom and I, if he were 

out running around.  Yet the thought of him going to jail...  He’s still my dad.  What’s going to happen 
to him?” 
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Karen moved to my side.  I felt a hand on my shoulder. 
 
Beth said, “Andy, he’s reaping what he sowed.  You’re on a different path, your own path.” 
 
“I hope to God it’s a different path,” I said, full of emotion.  I remembered all those people 

telling me how much I looked like him.  Was the similarity deeper as well? 
 
Beth held my hand.  “It is, Andy.  It is.  You are not your father.  Trust me.  Trust Emily.” 
 
Karen said, “Andy, I can’t imagine you ever hurting anyone.” 
 
I looked at Beth.  Was what I was doing hurting her? 
 
“Andy?” Beth asked. 
 
“Nothing.  I hope I’m not hurting anyone.”  I looked up at the ceiling, stretching my neck, then 

looked around the room.  This was home, home with Beth. 
 
“More hot chocolate?” I asked. 
 
Beth started to stand.  “I’ll start the noodles -- that gives us dinner in about half an hour.  How 

does that sound?” 
 
Karen said, “It smells and sounds delicious.”  I nodded, and helped Karen to her feet. 
 
Beth gave me an interesting look, then said, “Andy, you start the noodles.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  She smiled.  I nodded and picked up our cups, heading for the kitchen. 
 
It took a minute or so to get the water going for the pasta, get out the pasta, and stir and sample 

the Stroganoff.  It was good.  I’d use a little more Tabasco, but it was good.  I looked into the living 
room.  Not there.  The door to the office/study was closed. 

 
Oh well.  I looked in the refrigerator again.  Not spotting the salad bowl, I busied myself 

putting together a green salad. 
 
They walked into the kitchen a few minutes later, as I was putting the big salad bowl in the 

refrigerator, along with our salad forks.  They both looked more at ease. 
 
“I won’t ask, because neither of you will tell me,” I said. 
 
Beth said, “See?  I told you he was smart.” 
 
Karen chuckled and said, “I knew that already.” 
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As I puttered more, setting the table, I overheard Beth telling Karen about a guy who was really 
good at helping with scholarships and financial arrangements for college.  I wondered if that was the 
guy Beth was supposed to call about me. 

 
We had dinner.  It was good.  We talked about random things.  At one point Karen stopped and 

looked at Beth and me.  She said, “Do you know how nice it is to talk to someone during dinner?”  
Beth and I both laughed.  After a bit, Beth explained.  “Dear, we laughed because we’ve both been 
there.  That remark has been made at this table before.” 

 
Karen helped with the dishes, and headed home after hugging both of us.  It was a little after 

six.  I collapsed on the couch. 
 
I felt Beth pushing my legs over and sitting down.  I looked up into her eyes. 
 
“She’s quite a girl,” she told me. 
 
I nodded.  “I can’t imagine a three hour session with Emily.” 
 
Beth sort of grunted.  “You’ve had them.  I’ve had them.  I think that’s one of Emily’s 

specialties -- but only with those that can take it.” 
 
“And is that good or bad?” I asked. 
 
Beth smiled.  “That’s judgmental.  Things as they is, remember?” 
 
“Thank you.  Thank you for so much.  I hope we’re doing the right thing.” 
 
She put a hand on my chest.  “Andy, we are.  You have to believe that.  The other path is 

madness.” 
 
She took my hand and pulled me up.  “Let’s take another pass through your first assignment.  

Do you know how lucky you are?  She has taken quite an interest in you.” 
 
“And is that good or bad?” I asked again, laughing a little. 
 
We made one more pass through.  I reworded some things, stating my feelings and opinions 

stronger, and at Beth’s suggestion, giving personal examples.  We printed out the final copy.  It was 
twenty-six pages long. 

 
“So, do you still see Emily, I mean as a client?” I asked as we were picking up. 
 
Beth smiled.  “About once a month, although I’ve seen her more often in the last few months, 

as you can imagine.  We’ve been keeping her pretty busy.  But she’s really interested in us, and in 
Karen, from what I can tell.  Karen is pretty special.” 

 
There’s that “Special” stuff again.  What’s going on?  I laughed a little. 
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“Okay, do we flip a coin tonight?” 
 
Beth shook her head.  I could see the determination in her face.  “You lost.” 
 
I smiled.  Then I held her.  “Please, Beth.  Please.  I need you.” 
 
We were sitting on the bed.  She moved on top of me, taking me inside her.  We held each 

other, kissing, sitting up.  She pulled back a little. 
 
“Look in my eyes, Andy,” she said softly.  I looked into her eyes, in the dim light of the room.  

I felt a hand go to the back of my neck.  She started talking softly as her hand stroked the back of my 
neck.  I put my hand on her neck and started doing the same thing.  She spoke softly, and our eyes 
closed.  I watched her eyes drift down, as mine got so heavy.  Everything became so soft, so gentle, so 
comforting.  I talked to her, and she talked to me.  We both came, crying out, clutching each other, 
then kissing, feeling the rapid beat of a pair of hearts. 

 
If there’s a better way to go to sleep than in your lover’s arms, I don’t know what it is. 
 
We had a power failure during the night, which had us running late Monday morning.  I got to 

class just as things started.  Karen was all smiles.  She looked happier than I’d seen her in a while, and 
happier from the inside, if that makes any sense. 

 
As I was walking to study hall, I heard Greg call out, “Hey Wilson!”  I looked across the patio 

area to him.  He smiled and gave me a thumbs-up.  I waved. 
 
Sherry was highly amused about something.  When I asked her about my cheese grater, dish, 

and recipe book, she told me Donna had them in her car.  She laughed a little, her eyes closing a bit.  
This could be interesting. 

 
We didn’t see Donna at lunch.  When I saw her at Physics, I almost fell out of my chair.  

Satiated is the word that comes to mind.  And the look she gave me was pure lust. 
 
Rachel leaned over and asked me, “So, do you have anything to do with the way she looks?” 
 
I slid a hand up her back and up her neck, pulling her over to whisper in her ear.  She closed her 

eyes and smiled.  “Not directly, but I think so,” I whispered. 
 
She turned and gave me a puzzled look.  “What the hell does that mean?” she asked softly. 
 
I slid my hand along her neck again.  She exhaled, moaning a little, and I whispered, “Ask me 

some time when we’re alone.” 
 
She let her head go back, and I stroked her neck.  She laughed soft and low.  She turned to me 

and said, “I’ll do that, Andy.” 
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The fat fool cleared his throat and tried to take control of the class.  He should have given up on 
that the second day of school. 

 
Donna was all smiles as we walked to her car.  We got in.  I started say something when she 

reached over and grabbed me, kissing me.  Her kiss was relaxed, passionate, and didn’t have that 
desperate edge to it.  She squeezed the back of my neck, and put one of my hands on her breasts. 

 
When I was good and dizzy, she pulled away.  She laughed and started the car, pulling out of 

the school lot. 
 
“Andy, I don’t know what you told Greg, but it worked.  He’s been so good to me.  We even 

went to my place at lunch today, and he ate me out again.  He’s not as good as you are, but he’s getting 
there.” 

 
I laughed.  “It takes a lot of practice, that’s all.” 
 
“Oh, he’s going to get a lot of practice, that’s for sure.” 
 
We necked some in the City parking lot.  We each sat back with a sigh. 
 
“So, should I have David give me rides over here in the afternoon again?” I asked her. 
 
She smiled.  “Not yet.  I still want you.  I think you owe me one last time.” 
 
I smiled.  Actually, I did have some unfinished business.  I gave her one more short kiss, and 

picked up my stuff.  “Thanks, Donna.  I’m glad things are working out.  See you tomorrow.” 
 
“Thanks again, Andy.” 
 
And there was Karen, sitting on the bench, waiting, smiling. 
 
“You look a lot better today.  I wanted to tell you during French,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  “I feel better.  Still rough, but better.  There’s a light at the end of the tunnel again.  

How was your day?” 
 
“Well, I think I’ve lost a girlfriend.  No, not lost, and she never was mine in the first place, and 

she’s connected with her old boyfriend again.  I think that’s best for everyone.” 
 
Karen took my hand.  “That’s great.  I had a great time yesterday.  Your aunt is really special.  

She cares a lot about you.” 
 
I nodded.  “I think she saved my life.” 
 
Karen stood up.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.  Remember, dinner with me tomorrow night.” 
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“Meet here?” I asked. 
 
She nodded.  “See you in the morning, Andy.” 
 
We shared a kiss. 
 
Meeting Emily after class, she asked for my assignment right off.  I handed her the book, and 

my answers to her questions.  She told me to keep the book.  She flipped through the pages quickly, 
pausing every now and then.  She dropped it into her bag. 

 
“I’ll go over that more later, but it looks acceptable.  How was your weekend?” 
 
I didn’t know what to do on that one.  I told her about Saturday with Sherry, and Sunday with 

Karen.  I told her about the three of us sitting on the floor talking together.  My eyes were closed -- I 
was holding them shut again, as if I didn’t want to see something.  I felt her hand on my shoulder, and 
she told me to relax, but stay with it.  I did. 

 
I went through a rough half hour or so.  But at the end, I knew I was doing the right thing. 
 
She took another book out of her bag.  I groaned.  She laughed.  “Andrew, you asked for this.” 
 
“Yes, Doctor, I did.” 
 
She chuckled.  “Actually, this one is much shorter.  I want you to read the article I’ve marked, 

and think about it.  Really think about it.  We’ll talk about it Wednesday.  Okay?” 
 
I nodded.  As I got out of her car, I said, “Thank you Doctor.  Thank you for helping me, for 

helping Karen, and especially for helping Beth.” 
 
She gave me a beaming smile.  “You’re very welcome, Andrew.  Take care.” 
 
I put together a light dinner for us.  We ate, we talked, we studied.  We made love gently and 

went to sleep. 
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Part 5 - New Territory 
 
“Ready?” 
 
I was sitting on the bench after math.  Karen walked up, smiling.  I stood up and we hugged. 
 
Walking to the parking lot I asked, “How was your session with Emily?” 
 
She nodded.  “How was yours?  It was good.  She’s good to talk to.  But so are you, Andy.  

This session was a lot more relaxed, a lot easier, yet still ... we moved some big rocks around.  I won’t 
know for a few days.” 

 
I held her waist.  “Yup, it takes a while for things to settle out.” 
 
We drove over to her place, an older house in Belmont Shore. 
 
As we walked in, she told me, “This used to be my grandparent’s house.  About the only reason 

dad was able to keep it is they put it in his name only, and before he got married.  Thank God he never 
changed it.” 

 
She gave me the quick tour.  I could tell how much the house meant to her.  She told me she did 

the housekeeping and the cooking.  She didn’t know what her dad ate a lot of the time.  He tended to 
get home late, when he was in town.  He traveled a lot on business now, and was away most of the 
time.  He’d moved into a job requiring more travel after the divorce. 

 
Karen looked at me and said, “I wish I could get him to talk to Emily, or someone like her.” 
 
“I know some people who could use her help as well.” 
 
I watched her put together a simple meal.  I offered to help, but she wouldn’t let me.  We ate, 

sitting together.  Some time during dinner we started talking in French.  Even though we were taking 
second year college French, it was hard for both of us.  We laughed a lot as we struggled for words and 
phrases that fit everyday life. 

 
She let me help clean up after dinner.  We sat together on the sofa in her living room talking.  I 

could feel the age of the house, the old plaster, the old wood.  I could feel kids running around in it, 
laughing. 

 
“Andy, time for me to take you back.” 
 
“Okay, but it’s my turn on Thursday, okay?” 
 
She looked at me in surprise.  “You can cook?” 
 
I gave her an offended look.  “A little.” 
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She laughed.  “Okay, you’re on.  But, no hamburgers.” 
 
I frowned.  “You like lamb?” 
 
“Love it.” 
 
“How about spicy food?” 
 
“Sure.” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
“What are you going to fix?” 
 
“Something spicy with lamb.  You’ll find out.” 
 
She laughed and stood up.  We walked out to the car and got in. 
 
We drove back mostly in silence. 
 
“You don’t have to,” I told her as she got out with me.  But, she walked with me to the door. 
 
Unlocking the door sent a pang through me.  He’d never trusted me with a key.  He’d never 

trusted me.  He’d never wanted me. 
 
“Andy, thanks for a very nice evening.” 
 
That brought me back.  I looked at her and smiled again.  “Thank you.  I enjoy your company.” 
 
She held me and we kissed briefly.  She got back in her car, and drove off as I waved. 
 
I took care of homework, rereading the paper Emily had marked. 
 
“So how was she?” Beth asked when she got home. 
 
That hurt, and I guess it showed.  She came over to me, and said, “Oh Andy, I’m sorry.  I didn’t 

mean that.” 
 
I held her.  “I know.  Beth, we had a very nice time.  We sat together, talked, ate together.  I 

was very relaxed and at home.  I think she was as well.  I invited her over here Thursday -- I’m going 
to cook.  Is that okay with you?” 

 
She sat back, smiling.  “Of course it is.  You can even use the bed if you want.” 
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That bothered me.  “Beth, I’m in no hurry at all with Karen.  I don’t know if that will ever 
happen.  It’s not important.  It’s not ... I don’t know.  I think you understand.  I hope you understand.  
If you do, could you explain it to me?” 

 
She smiled more, and pulled me to her, holding me tight.  “Andy, I understand, and so do you.  

Congratulations, you’re growing up.  Feel like holding me?” 
 
“You bet,” I said, nestling into her. 
 
Wednesday’s session with Emily was interesting.  I returned her book.  She asked me what I 

thought of the paper, Maslow’s paper on the hierarchy of human needs. 
 
I paused a bit.  “I thought about it a lot.  I thought about what to say.  It makes a lot of sense.  

But last night, I had a dream.  I was climbing a ladder.  My hands were up above me; most of the time 
I was looking up.  But every so often I’d look down and focus on my feet, so many rungs below.  One 
of my feet would slip, going down another few rungs.  That’s what it is.  It isn’t a hierarchy -- it’s a 
ladder.  And parts of me are at different levels.  Some times I’m looking up so high, yet one of my feet 
will slip, pulling my attention back down to the lower levels.  Does that make sense?” 

 
She smiled and reached over to squeeze my hand.  “That’s very good!  I like that!  You need to 

write that down for me.  Can you do that by Friday?” 
 
I moaned, “Yes, teacher.” 
 
She laughed.  We talked about what I’d written in response to her questions.  She told me she 

was interested not only in what I knew, but my views on things -- Beth had been right. 
 
“Emily, Doctor Carmichael, one of the things about all this....  Most of it seems to be based in, 

well, pathology -- broken things, broken minds, broken spirits.  Is there any psychology that deals with 
growth, emergence, improvement?” 

 
She smiled again.  “Andrew, there is indeed, and we’ll investigate it -- that’s a center of my 

practice.  One of my teachers long ago, told me, ‘You have to aim ahead of the duck.’  If you’re going 
to shoot a flying duck, you have to aim where it’s going to be.  Or, with your ladder -- even though 
your feet are down lower, you’re looking, grasping, aiming higher.  Even when we’re repairing what’s 
broken, we look ahead.” 

 
That made sense.  Then she gave me another assignment.  I went into the house laughing. 
 
“Hi there!  What’s for dinner?” 
 
I looked up from the bench to see Karen.  We hugged and walked to her car. 
 
“A surprise.  I thought about starting last night, but decided to do it all today, just so you know 

I actually did it myself.” 
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She laughed.  “Is this going to turn into a contest?” 
 
I swung her hand in mine.  “I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
“Neither would I.” 
 
I did curried lamb and basmati rice.  I’d had Beth pick up some Indian style bread -- naan -- 

and she told me I had to cook enough for leftovers.  We talked as I cooked, trying to stick with French 
as much as we could.  We sat in the living room after she helped me clean up.  I gave her space.  We 
talked.  About eight thirty she smiled and told me she should be going.  She used the bathroom, and 
then I showed her to the door, walking outside with her.  It was cold, and for the L.A. basin, clear. 

 
“Thank you, Andy.  See you tomorrow.” 
 
“You’re welcome.  Drive safe, and sleep well.” 
 
Then she pulled me to her and we kissed. 
 
I stood outside in my bare feet until her car was out of sight. 
 
“How did it go?  Any leftovers?” Beth called out. 
 
I was in the bedroom reading.  “In here!”  She walked in. 
 
“There are plenty of leftovers,” I told her.  “I packaged up some for your lunch tomorrow.  

Thanks for getting the bread -- it was good.” 
 
She started undressing.  “I’m tired too.  What a day!  So, what did you do?” 
 
I sat up.  “Beth, we talked, and were just with each other.  I made sure I gave her space.  She 

looked relaxed and comfortable.  We kissed on the porch as she left.” 
 
“Andy, that’s nice,” she said sweetly.  Then she growled, “I’m glad you saved it for me.”  I 

laughed. 
 
I wasn’t laughing a little while later.  She was hungry for me.  It took me a while to get her 

unwound, and I hoped she was satisfied as I held her later, because I was exhausted. 
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Patterns 
 
The patterns developed again.  Karen cooked on Tuesday and I cooked on Thursday, 

sometimes at her place, sometimes at ours.  Donna still tried to get her tongue down my throat in the 
City College parking lot.  I spent the occasional Saturday locked in lust with Sherry.  Donna and Greg 
seemed to be quite solid.  Emily pushed me and pulled me, always challenging.  I’d written up a short 
thing on my dream, relating it to Maslow’s hierarchies.  She bounced it back repeatedly, turning it into 
an essay.  I even showed it to Mrs. Murray, my English teacher.  She worked it over as well, and one 
day handed it back to me with “A+ -- Very Good!” written on it.  I gave that copy to Emily. 

 
It was the week after Halloween, Thursday at our place.  Something was bugging me. 
 
“Andy, what is it?  Something is wrong.” Karen said.  We were sitting together on the floor in 

front of the fireplace.  We sat together, holding hands, touching, maybe arms around each other.  We 
had the occasional kiss, and kissed when we parted, and some times when we met, but that was about 
it.  And that was fine with me.  But something bugged me. 

 
“Damn!  I know what it is now,” I told her.  “I heard about a Halloween party last Saturday 

night.  Sherry spent part of the day with me, but then she went to the party with some jock.  Monday 
morning she complained to me about what a dick he was, just wanting to get her clothes off.  I’m only 
useful to her when I fit into her world.  I don’t like that.” 

 
She held my hand.  “Have you told her that?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Just figured it out.  But I’m not sure what to do about it.  I’m getting a lot 

out of helping her with math.  I really like that.” 
 
“So keep doing that.  What else do you like doing with her?” 
 
I smiled and held her hand.  “She’s learning how to cook.  She actually did one of the recipes I 

showed her, all on her own.  Her parents were floored.” 
 
“And?” 
 
Do I tell her I really like going down on Sherry?  Making her shake and moan?  Feeling my 

head squeezed between her legs?  Latching on to a nipple and having her ride me, moaning? 
 
“I like some of the other things we do as well,” I said softly. 
 
She nodded.  “But other than that, she denies your existence.  You only exist to serve her.” 
 
I nodded.  “Does Emily give you a reading list too?” 
 
She laughed.  “No, not yet.  But we’ve gone over a lot of those things.”  She held my hand.  

“Andy, it sounds like you need a girlfriend of your own.” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 155� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

I looked in her eyes.  “Does it make sense?  The two of us?” 
 
She frowned.  “Some times you think too much.”  She put her head on my shoulder.  I put an 

arm around her.  This was a new role for me.  I was used to snuggling up for comfort, being held.  It 
was time for me to learn.  It felt good to learn. 

 
As we stood on the step that night, after we kissed, Karen put a finger on my nose.  “You are 

most definitely busy this weekend.  My advice to you is to stay that way.  If that girl wants you, make 
her come to you, on your terms.  Got it?” 

 
I nodded.  We kissed once more. 
 
“Well, want to tell me about it?”  Beth asked when she saw me that night. 
 
We sat down on the couch.  I told her I’d figured out something that had been bothering me.  

Sherry had been using me, and I didn’t like it, especially the fact that she completely ignored me most 
of the time.  She wasn’t even spending lunches with Betty and me any more.  I’d still help her with 
math, but that was about it. 

 
“And where does that leave Karen?” 
 
I smiled, looking into her eyes.  “Beth, that’s the confusing part.  If Karen is my girlfriend, 

what do I call you?” 
 
She looked at me and shrugged, smiling. 
 
I grinned.  “How about ‘Mistress?’” 
 
She laughed.  “I could learn to like that.  Let’s go to bed.  I need to be held.” 
 
I don’t think Sherry even noticed the change.  I was busy that next weekend.  Karen and I went 

up to Los Angeles to a museum.  We had a good time together. 
 
I was thinking about Thanksgiving.  I wanted to cook, but for more than just the two of us.  

Hell, it was on a Thursday, so after talking to Beth, I invited Karen, and her dad.  It turned out he’d be 
out of town on business, so it would be the three of us.  Fine with me. 

 
Then the week before Thanksgiving, our French instructor at City announced a bus trip the day 

after Thanksgiving.  They’d go to Westwood, see a French movie, have a bistro-style lunch, see 
another French flick, and come home.  Who was interested in going?  Karen grabbed my hand and held 
it up in hers.  I laughed, along with some others in the class. 
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Humpty Dumpty? 
 
I thought things were going well.  Karen and I were comfortable together.  I liked being with 

Betty at lunch.  I’d gone to a couple of more events with her family.  I was even getting more 
proficient with chopsticks.  Beth, Karen and I went to a school orchestra performance.  Betty was 
second chair violin -- I thought she should be first chair, especially after the quartet performance she 
and three of her friends did.  We all went out for pie afterwards, with Betty’s family. 

 
Beth looked bad when she got home Monday of Thanksgiving week.  My session with Emily 

had been strange, deep -- she’d had an agenda, but I didn’t know what it was. 
 
“What’s wrong?” I asked, “What happened?”  I took Beth to the couch and held her hands. 
 
Beth took a deep breath.  She was shaken, and deeply.  “Andy, we didn’t tell you about it.  We 

didn’t want to tell you until it was over.  Your father was sentenced today.  He pled guilty to 
everything.  A while ago, he assaulted his attorney -- put him in the hospital, in fact.  He’s been violent 
at other proceedings.  Andy, it was so hard, seeing him this afternoon.  My step-brother looked like a 
wild animal, shackled and drugged.  One moment he was calm, and the next, he had to be restrained.  
He’s going back for more observation, and spending at least the next three years in jail.” 

 
I held her.  I was cold and empty inside.  “Was mom there?  What about her?” 
 
She held me tighter.  “Andy, that’s another hard part.  She wasn’t there.  She’s withdrawn 

completely.  She’s not talking to anyone, at least not to any of us.  We call, and her family says they’ll 
pass on the message.  We don’t know what your mom is doing.  The only good news is she wants you 
to stay here with me.  Your father isn’t contesting the divorce anymore; he isn’t contesting anything.  
Your father, in a lucid moment, signed the guardianship papers.  Your mom is supposed to, and then 
I’m your legal guardian.  His attorney also gave me this, for you.” 

 
She handed me a folded piece of paper.  On it was written, in scrawled pencil, “Andy -- I’m 

sorry.  Dad.”  The writing was large and irregular, as if it had been done by a child. 
 
I was beyond shock, beyond tears.  We held each other.  This was what Emily had been trying 

to prepare me for.  But how could you?  We both cried a lot that night. 
 
Leaving Beth at school the next day, I felt closer to her, yet more distant.  I felt more alone than 

I had in a long time. 
 
Karen asked quietly, “What is it, Andy?” 
 
I shook my head.  “My dad was sentenced yesterday.” 
 
She held me and we didn’t say anything else. 
 
During dinner at her place, we talked, in French, about Thursday’s dinner.  Her dad had taken 

off for Seattle and wouldn’t be back until Saturday.  We had a half-day of school Wednesday, at least I 
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did.  College classes were nonexistent -- common sense prevailing over bureaucracy.  We’d have 
Turkey Day together, then Westwood on Friday.  And after that -- we had the whole weekend!  I was 
delirious again. 

 
Beth dropped me off a little early at High School.  She told me someone would pick me up.  

She had a twinkle in her eye.  I settled into study hall.  Sherry showed up and we did more math.  I was 
back to that role with her. 

 
Sherry had also changed a lot in the last couple of months.  Betty told me about the math class I 

missed Monday.  Ellis announced he was going to have a quiz Wednesday.  That got moans -- a lot of 
people were planning on not being there.  Sherry told him to give it to them now.  When he said he 
hadn’t gone over some of the material yet, she’d told him it wouldn’t matter to her.  Betty had gotten a 
kick out of that, and so had Ellis. 

 
Math was about half full, and the half that was present was to the most extent the brighter half.  

Ellis smiled and told us we weren’t having a quiz. 
 
I walked out to the parking lot with Betty at lunchtime.  Our day at school was done.  She was a 

little jealous of my day Friday.  Her family was going to visit relatives for Thanksgiving -- she wasn’t 
looking forward to the ride.  She also wanted to try a traditional American Thanksgiving dinner -- 
turkey, stuffing, the works.  I laughed and told her we’d have plenty of leftovers.  She made me 
promise to bring her some. 

 
I was pretty surprised to see the Toyota in the lot.  Karen had come to get me!  She walked 

over, and I introduced her again to Betty, in French this time.  We chatted for a bit, then Karen hauled 
me off to her car.  Betty laughed and waved. 

 
I laughed a bit as we drove off.  “And what are you doing picking me up today?” 
 
She grinned.  “I talked to Beth.  She says there’s enough work for three people, so I’m in.  She 

also invited me to stay tonight for dinner.  She says I get to decide who’s the better cook -- you, or 
her.” 

 
I shook my head.  “No contest-- she is by far.” 
 
“I thought that’s what you’d say.” 
 
“Sounds pretty safe to me,” I told her.  “Anything we need to pick up on the way?” 
 
“Just a few things,” she told me. 
 
We had a great time in the kitchen, the three of us.  Karen and I started speaking French, but 

Beth made us switch back to English, complaining it had been too damn long since she studied French. 
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We had a light dinner Wednesday.  The pies were done -- that had been my main job, mince 
and pumpkin.  I cheated -- I used prepackaged pumpkin filling, as well as mince meat.  On Beth’s 
suggestion, I added more brandy to the mince meat. 

 
Karen left about half past nine.  We had the refrigerator pretty much full of preparations.  Beth 

got the guest of honor, the turkey, from a neighbor, where it had been thawing.  Our lovemaking that 
night was joyous.  All seemed right with the world. 

 
Karen came over about ten Thursday morning.  First order of business was setting the table -- 

I’d already stuffed the bird and put him in the oven. 
 
“Set the table for five,” Beth told us.  Karen and I looked at each other.  I raised my eyebrows, 

and she raised hers in answer. Okay, we’ll find out. 
 
“Who are the guests of honor?” I called out. 
 
“Surprise,” Beth answered from the kitchen. 
 
Karen chuckled.  “I’m not surprised.” 
 
A while later, I asked, “White wine?” 
 
Beth said, “Taken care of.” 
 
“Our guests?” asked Karen. 
 
Beth nodded. 
 
Dinner was set for four O’clock.  The doorbell rang about three.  Beth answered it. 
 
And in walked Emily, followed by a man about her age.  We were introduced to Ben, her 

husband.  They brought the wine.  Ben ran a business importing and distributing wines. 
 
It was only a little weird.  We talked about normal things.  They were especially interested in 

Karen and I, and our college plans.  We talked about our upcoming excursion to Westwood.  Ben got 
started on French wines, and different regions, telling us we simply had to visit France, especially to 
learn the language. 

 
I laughed and looked at him.  “Sir, excuse me, but...” 
 
He smiled, swirling his wine glass.  “Andrew, I’ve learned the best thing to do is simply say, 

‘Yes, dear.’  Life is much more pleasant that way.” 
 
I knew better than to laugh.  I raised my glass to superior knowledge.  The ladies smiled. 
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Dinner was wonderful.  We had enough food to feed a small army.  I packaged up leftovers, 
saying I’d promised some to Betty.  We saw Emily and her husband out at around eight.  Karen stayed 
to finish cleanup.  She left a little after nine. 

 
“Walk me out?” she asked. 
 
I walked her out to her car.  “See you in the morning,” she whispered.  We kissed and hugged.  

I watched her drive off. 
 
I flopped on the couch inside, laughing softly. 
 
“What’s so funny?” Beth asked, sitting next to me. 
 
“Seeing Emily, Doctor Carmichael, in a social setting.  Interesting.” 
 
“She is a great person.  I’d mentioned what we were doing, and she asked if they could join us.  

What was I to say?” 
 
I chuckled.  “You say, ‘Yes, dear.’  Isn’t that right?” 
 
She grabbed my stomach, tickling me. 
 
“If someone hadn’t forced me to eat so much, I’d...” she growled. 
 
I looked up at her.  “We can hold each other.  How about that?” 
 
She smiled and helped me up. 
 
“Happy Thanksgiving, Andy,” she said as we walked into the bedroom. 
 
“Happy Thanksgiving, Mistress,” I said.  She laughed and felt my bottom. 
 
We held each other in the morning, finally rolling out of bed when I realized Karen would be 

by for me soon. 
 
We had an incredible time, from the moment she picked me up.  We all talked on the ride up, 

and Karen and I learned our dinner conversation had indeed helped -- we had a more fluid grasp of 
what we called “table French.”  The first film we saw was a romantic farce.  It was very good.  It had 
English subtitles, which were hilarious, often coming nowhere close to what the characters were 
saying. 

 
Lunch was fun.  The restaurant staff got into it as well, pretending to not understand if our 

pronunciation wasn’t spot on. 
 
Toward the end of lunch, we spotted our instructor, hollering into a cell phone, waving his free 

hand.  He came back into the restaurant and told us apologetically that there had been a mix-up, and 
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we wouldn’t be seeing the second film.  We could either bum around Westwood for a while, or head 
back south.  The result of the plebiscite was to return south. 

 
We found ourselves in the City parking lot a little over three hours sooner than we expected. 
 
“My place?” Karen suggested. 
 
“Great.” 
 
Karen closed the door behind us, and eased into my arms without turning on any lights.  We 

kissed in the hallway, then she moved us down the hall to her room.  Soon we were on her bed.  She 
was hungry, encouraging.  I wanted to savor every moment. 

 
Except for the moment when my cell phone went off -- as far as I knew, only a few people had 

the number.  I’d turn it off in the bedroom from now on. 
 
Karen pulled back.  “Better answer that.” 
 
I sighed, but I did, without saying, “Yes, dear.” 
 
It was Beth.  When we got home, she wanted us to swing by the Chan’s house.  I asked if she’d 

taken the leftovers.  She hadn’t.  We’d bring them. 
 
“That was Beth.  We need to go to the Chan’s place.  We might as well pick up the leftovers for 

Betty.” 
 
Karen sighed and pulled me down to her again.  How I looked forward to every new sensation 

with her. 
 
We picked up and left, though.  Even though it was a bit out of the way, we got the goodies for 

Beth, then headed back to the old haunts. 
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Fire and Ashes 
 
There were quite a few cars around the Chan’s house when we pulled up.  “Is that Emily’s 

car?” I asked Karen, feeling uneasy all of a sudden.  She gave me a concerned look, and held my hand 
as we walked to the door. 

 
We knocked on the door.  Doctor Chan answered.  I didn’t like the look on his face.  He 

motioned us in silently. 
 
I really didn’t like the crowd in the living room.  Beth and Emily were there, along with Carl, 

the attorney.  Sherry’s mom was there, and Donna’s dad. 
 
“Andy,” Beth said, “Have a seat.  We’ve got a problem.  Karen, thanks.  This doesn’t concern 

you.” 
 
As I sat down in a chair, Karen stood behind me.  I felt her hands on my shoulders, holding 

tight.  She said in a clear voice, “Yes it does.  I’m staying.” 
 
Beth looked to Emily.  Then she turned to me and handed me a piece of paper. 
 
It was a letter signed by the high school principal.  If I understood it correctly, it said that since 

I wasn’t living in the district anymore, I had to transfer to a different school. 
 
I tossed it on the table. 
 
“This is total bullshit!” I said.  “Pardon my French.  Most of their starting teams live outside the 

district.  Peter, the Student Body President, the center and captain of the basketball team, lives in 
Downey for Christ’s sake!  Can they do this?  From the looks of this group, I guess they can.” 

 
Beth nodded somberly.  “Andy, that arrived in the mail to me today.  I started calling people as 

soon as it did.  It is serious.  But, we intend to keep you in school, where you are now, through the end 
of the year.  For the short term, that involves having you live within the district.  The Chan’s have 
offered to take you in.  This is temporary.” 

 
I was numb again.  What else could be taken away from me?  I felt Karen’s hands, gripping my 

shoulders tightly. 
 
“No!” she said loud and strong.  Then, at a more appropriate volume, she said, “Doctor 

Carmichael, Aunt Beth, I need to speak with you privately.  Please.” 
 
With another squeeze from Karen, the three ladies went into another room.  After some time, 

Beth called out, “Carl, Doctor Hsu?  Join us, please?” 
 
The conversation continued for some time behind a closed door.  Calm and relaxed, calm and 

relaxed.  I’d make it, whatever happened.  I would make it. 
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Carl and Doctor Hsu came out first.  They were smiling slightly.  Then Emily came out.  She 
smiled and sat down as well. 

 
Beth and Karen were last.  They’d both been crying.  They both stood by me. 
 
“We’ve decided,” Beth said. 
 
“What?” I asked. 
 
Karen started speaking.  “Andy, you’re right -- this is total bullshit. I went through it with my 

parents.  You’re going to live with my dad and me for a while.  Carl is going to court, and to the press, 
if they don’t pull back, and fast.  That’s the way to go after these bastards -- show them for the two-
faced, lying, ...”  She paused.  “Sorry about that.” 

 
“No, that’s fine, Karen.” Beth said, “We all agree.  This is the way to go for now.  Karen is 

clearly in the district.  We’ve started a list of other students living outside the district, violating this so-
called policy.  The district will of course say they were unaware of these.  The message we’re going to 
give to them is loud and clear.  Back off, or we go to the press, and to court, in that order, and make 
this very, very noisy.” 

 
Doctor Chan spoke up.  “I have some friends on the school board.  I’ll be making personal 

visits on them starting tomorrow morning to discuss this matter.  I think we all have a number of 
questions, including who instigated this, and why.” 

 
I sighed.  “Where does that leave me?” 
 
“Andy,” Beth said, “This is temporary.  We don’t know for how long.  I’d expect two or three 

weeks.  Worst case, until June.  Right?” 
 
I sighed.  Seven months of school left.  How long had I put up with my parents’ fighting?  

Longer than that. 
 
“I don’t know how I’ll do it, other than one day at a time.  This sucks.” 
 
Karen raised an eyebrow.  I shook my head.  “Sorry, I’m fresh out of quick wit.  I’m tired.  

God, I’m tired.” 
 
Beth leaned forward to me and asked, “Are you?  I don’t think you’re tired.  Andy, it won’t go 

away.  It will still be here.  So will you.  We’ll beat these idiots, one way or the other.  Are you really 
tired?” 

 
I had to smile a little.  Can’t fool these people.  “Okay, I can’t run away from it, as much as part 

of me wants to.  The only way out is through.  It’s not the way I would have chosen to end this day.” 
 
Beth sighed.  “It’s not how I wanted to spend it either.” 
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I hung my head for a moment, then raised it.  “I’m sorry, all of you.  Thank you so much for 
your concern, and your assistance.  I appreciate it, I really do.  What next?” 

 
Beth came closer.  “Let’s go home, Andy.” 
 
I looked up at her.  “Where’s that?” I whispered, barely audibly. 
 
Beth shook her head.  I looked to Karen, standing a ways away.  I walked over to her, and gave 

her a hug.  “Thank you, for everything.”  She sighed. 
 
I turned and went back to Beth.  We walked out to her car. 
 
“Beth, I’m sorry.  Forgive me, please,” I said as we got into her car. 
 
“Oh Andy, I’m not mad at you.  If anything, the way you responded showed everyone you’re 

worth the effort.  You should have heard Emily earlier.  She was mad as hell.  She probably still is.  
I’ve never seen her so upset.  She’s going to be on the phone tomorrow as well.  I don’t think these 
twits know what they’ve taken on.” 

 
I held her hand.  “But I want to be with you.  Yet I know that can only be temporary -- it has to 

end.  I guess I don’t want it to end until we decide it’s time.  Does that make sense?” 
 
“Yes, Andy, it does.  And I wouldn’t do anything differently.  I would not do anything 

differently.” 
 
“What did Karen say?” 
 
Beth nodded her head.  “Karen is sharp.  She’s been through the divorce mill.  She had insights 

we all found useful.  She also made a strong case for you not being with the Chan family.  Emily 
agreed with her, and so did Vivian, once Karen pointed out a few things.  Early in the day, the Jennings 
volunteered to take you in, but we’d ruled that out.  Karen really drove a stake through that one.” 

 
I shook my head in amazement.  Strangely enough, I knew that living under the same roof with 

Sherry wouldn’t work.  But how about living with Karen? 
 
“I don’t know,” I said softly. 
 
“Andy, Emily and I are behind and beside you, both of you.  She’s spending time with Karen 

tomorrow morning, and with us tomorrow afternoon.  We’ll move some things over on Sunday.  
You’ll ride to school Monday with Karen, and back to her place.” 

 
I clutched her hand.  “Can I see you on the weekends?  Christmas break?  You were right -- I 

don’t want to sleep alone.  And who strongarms her dad?  How does that happen?” 
 
Beth sighed a little.  “Andy, one day at a time.  We’ll have time together.  I expect this to be 

over in a week or two.  We may go to Tahoe or Mammoth for Christmas break, the two of us together.  
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As to Karen’s dad, Karen, Emily, and Carl will take care of him.  I don’t think we’ll have any 
problems.” 

 
“This was something my dad’s attorney did, wasn’t it?  Something he set in motion?” 
 
Beth frowned, but nodded.  “That’s our guess.  We hope to smoke out that information.  We’re 

not sure how successful we’ll be.  That’s another aspect of this that we’re going to rub their nose in, 
though -- letting themselves be dragged into an adversarial proceeding without checking things out 
carefully.  They’re going to learn that isn’t a good idea.” 

 
We didn’t make love.  We held each other, tightly. 
 
In the morning, we held each other again.  I latched on to her, holding her, so hungry.  She 

rolled me to my back.  I saw her hand going to my forehead.  I almost said, “No,” but I wanted it so 
bad.  Yes, I wanted to escape, and escape into her.  “Please,” I whispered, almost cried.  Her hand 
touched me; her voice touched me.  She took me to that soft place, I fled to that soft place, and we 
made love once again.  Afterwards we held each other, and floated in that place together. 

 
We woke up and showered together.  We had a light breakfast.  We started pulling things 

together.  I held back -- I wanted to talk to Karen, look things over, figure things out with her.  But I 
realized I wanted to stall, postpone.  The only way out is through. 

 
Emily came by around noon.  She looked at Beth and said, “Beth, please.” 
 
Beth nodded.  “I understand, Doctor.  I’ll be back in a couple of hours.” 
 
What Emily led me through was very hard.  She kept me focused on things, not letting me 

duck, evade, or escape.  Understanding something and embracing it are different things.  I understood 
what needed to happen.  I knew parts of it would be ugly.  I knew Emily and Beth would be there to 
help me.  I was a survivor.  So was Karen.  So was Beth. 

 
Beth came back, and entered looking at us expectantly. 
 
Emily smiled.  “Just in time, dear.  I need to go back to Karen’s house.  Vivian, Carl, and I are 

meeting with her father, Jack.  I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
Emily left, and Beth sat down.  I got up and poured myself a large glass of root beer. 
 
She looked at me.  “Well?” 
 
I sighed and sat down on the couch.  I put a hand on her leg and took another big swig from my 

glass.  “I’ll live,” I told her.  “I know I’ll make it, and I know I’ll grow as a result.  But, there are some 
things I’d rather not learn.  Comments?” 

 
She gave me a half smile.  “Look on the bright side -- she hasn’t given you any more 

assignments.” 
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I nodded.  I put down my glass and held her. 
 
We were puttering, avoiding the inevitable, when there was a knock at the door.  I answered it.  

It was Karen. 
 
“What’s wrong?” I asked.  She looked ....  I’m not sure how she looked.  Confused, I guess. 
 
“I don’t know,” she said as she came in.  “My dad got home, and I started talking to him.  Then 

Emily and Vivian showed up.  After a little bit they asked me to leave.  I told them I was coming over 
here.” 

 
“Any problems?” Beth asked.  We all walked back to the living room and sat down. 
 
Karen looked at us, still looking confused.  “No, I don’t think so.  Dad doesn’t have any 

problems with Andy moving in.  He seemed to think it was a good idea, anyway.  Then things started 
getting thick with Emily and Vivian.  God, I wouldn’t want to be double-teamed by them!” 

 
I shook my head.  “Your dad is in for some intense therapy, whether he likes it or not.” 
 
Karen said, “That’s the funny thing.  When he walked in the door today, he seemed, I don’t 

know, resolved -- as if something had been decided, and a big weight was off him.  He was a lot more 
open and talkative with me than he’d been in a while.  Something is going on, that’s for sure.” 

 
Great.  Just what we needed.  More chaos in our lives. 
 
We started gathering things.  My heart wasn’t in it, which was weird.  Would I have jumped at 

the chance to live with Donna, or Sherry, a couple of months ago?  Bet your ass I would.  So how 
about living with a more adult, more voluptuous, more sensitive, and more intelligent woman, such as 
Karen?  What was wrong with me? 

 
“Andy?”  Karen asked, putting a hand on my back. 
 
I looked at her.  “Maybe I am nuts.  Why aren’t I jumping at the opportunity to move in with 

you?” 
 
She laughed.  It was a good laugh.  That helped. 
 
She said, “Because you are intelligent, mature, sensitive, and very attached to Aunt Beth?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
“Andy, I don’t bite.”  She looked around.  “Unless you want me to,” she whispered. 
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I laughed.  She helped me pack some.  We were very quiet.  Karen and Beth both remarked I 
needed some new clothes.  We took a break for a while, then got back to it.  It was like plowing 
through molasses -- slow and painful. 

 
We had another knock on the door.  Karen had been with us about three hours. 
 
Emily and Carl came in. 
 
“Well?” I asked. 
 
They sat down. 
 
Emily said, “Karen, your father is a very nice man.  Things are going to work out quite well.  

He understands what we’re doing, and supports us totally.  We had a good chat.” 
 
A shiver ran through me.  I knew how intense a “chat” with Emily could be.  We all did -- well, 

maybe not Carl. 
 
He spoke next.  “He signed the statements I drafted.  Andy, our primary goal is to get the 

school, and the district to back off.  We will achieve that goal.  But even if we don’t, with those 
statements, there’s no way they can get you out other than through graduating you.” 

 
I nodded.  “Maginot Line,” I said softly. 
 
Emily said, “Andrew, we’ll know more mid-week, but we are in a very good position.  With 

you living at the Libby’s house, there’s nothing the district can do to get you out.” 
 
I said, “The Maginot Line was the perfect defense.” 
 
Emily frowned, but Carl chuckled.  “Andy,” he said, “I applaud your realism in this whole 

thing.  You’re right, we don’t know what they may try.  But let me tell you what happens if they try 
anything.  I walk down to court and file suit.  We ask the court to enjoin the district and the school 
from taking any action against you until such time as a full hearing can take place.  The court will 
grant that injunction, and the school won’t be able to do anything.  The court will also set a hearing 
date, probably in July or August at the earliest.  If the school provokes a court battle, they lose, and 
they lose big, because we’ll also go to the press.  Better?” 

 
I nodded, smiling a bit.  “Thanks, Carl.  That helps a lot.  One question, though...” 
 
“Okay,” he said. 
 
“If this is such a sure-fired strategy, why the hell am I moving out?” 
 
Both he and Beth sighed. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 167� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“Andy,” Carl said, shaking his head slowly, “You’re moving back into the district because that 
completely undercuts any action to transfer you out.  They can’t even start the process.  It’s safer that 
way.  I’ve talked to Beth, and Doctor Carmichael.  They’ve impressed on me how difficult this is on 
you.  I’m going to impress that on some other people.” 

 
Karen said, “I should go back and talk to daddy.” 
 
Emily shook her head.  “He’s probably already gone, dear.  He’s headed back to Seattle -- he 

needed to pick up some things.  Karen dear, your father is doing quite well.  We had a very productive 
time together.  He’s doing well, but needs to move in his own time, and his own space.  I’m sure you 
understand that.” 

 
Karen sighed and nodded. 
 
Emily said, “He’ll be back next weekend.  He’ll be spending more time.  I’ve recommended a 

colleague in the Seattle area, who he’s agreed to see.  I think this is about the best result we could hope 
for, yes?” 

 
Karen smiled a bit.  “Yes, that is good news.  I wish him well.” 
 
I shook my head, looked at Emily.  I guess I sort of scowled. 
 
“Andrew?” she asked. 
 
“There’s something else -- I can feel it.  What’s going on?” I asked. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  Enigmatic.  “In time, Andrew, in time.” 
 
It was a quarter to six.  “Anyone for leftovers?” I asked. 
 
Emily nodded.  “Thank you, Andrew, but I need to be going.  Andrew, I’ll see you Monday 

afternoon, and Karen I’ll see you Tuesday morning, unless either of you need me earlier.  Andrew, rest 
assured we will be working to insure that quite a few people share your discomfort over this.” 

 
Carl and Emily left.  The three of us had leftovers for dinner. 
 
“Should we take a load over tonight?” Karen asked after we’d cleaned up. 
 
I closed my eyes.  I couldn’t look at Beth, or Karen.  How long had it been, when my parents 

went off on that cruise? 
 
I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I almost pulled away from it.  I opened my eyes to see Beth 

standing beside me, Karen beside her. 
 
“Why is this so hard?” I asked them.  “Why am I not jumping at the chance to move in with an 

intelligent, beautiful woman?” 
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Karen said softly, “Because you already have?” 
 
I looked at her and sighed.  How much did she know?  How much had she guessed? 
 
“Andy...” said Beth. 
 
I stood up.  “I know.  It has to be done.  I understand that.” 
 
We loaded some things into Karen’s car, filling the small back seat. 
 
Driving over in the dark, I told Karen, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.  I’m so screwed 

up.” 
 
Karen put a hand on my shoulder.  “Andy, don’t be so hard on yourself.  You’re being thrown 

around again.  These creeps are attacking you where you live.  Of course you’re upset.  I’d worry if 
you weren’t.  Let it out.” 

 
I sighed.  I didn’t have anything to let out.  I felt numb. 
 
We unloaded things.  The house had three bedrooms, a living room, kitchen, and a family 

room.  Her dad had the big bedroom, which was unused.  We had bedrooms that were smaller, each 
with a standard bed.  Oh how I missed the big bed -- with Beth in it.  It was an older house, with one 
bathroom. 

 
Karen had spent time cleaning up.  There was plenty of room for me.  It was a little larger, and 

better organized, than my room at the old house.  God, that thought didn’t help one damn bit.  We got 
my clothes in the closet, books on the desk and bookshelf, and bathroom stuff more or less organized. 

 
“Another trip tonight?” Karen asked. 
 
I looked down at the floor.  “I’d like to spend the night here, and make another trip tomorrow 

morning.  Okay?” 
 
She said softy, “Okay.  You should call Beth.” 
 
That was hard.  My hand was shaking as I picked up the phone and dialed her, our, house.  She 

answered. 
 
“Beth,” I said, my voice shaky, “I want to spend the night here.  Okay?”  That’s not what I 

meant.  I didn’t want to spend the night here.  I wanted to be in bed with her, clinging to her. 
 
She gasped, but said, “Okay, Andy.  I understand.  I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
“Bye,” I said, and hung up the phone. 
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I sat on the floor.  I was fresh out of tears.  I was out of emotions for now.  I felt Karen kneel by 
me, and felt her hands on my shoulders again. 

 
“Tell me, Andy,” she said. 
 
I shook my head, not looking up.  “Damn them!  Damn them!” 
 
I stood up.  I looked at Karen, and held her hands.  “Karen, thank you so much.  I won’t be a 

pain.  I’m going to bed.” 
 
She nodded.  I cleaned up in the bathroom.  I still had some drugs left over from the first fight -

- or was that fist fight?  I took a sedative before I went to bed. 
 
The bed was small, cold, and empty.  I found some tears as I went to sleep.  I think I heard 

Karen find tears of her own in the bedroom next door. 
 
We got up and had a light breakfast the next morning.  We talked some, but it was hard for both 

of us.  Beth called about nine.  Karen answered the phone.  They spoke softly for a bit, then she handed 
me the phone. 

 
“How did you sleep, Andy?” Beth asked. 
 
I sighed.  “About the same as you, I expect.” 
 
“That bad?” 
 
“Yes.  Oh, Beth....  I didn’t want to be here last night.  I don’t want to be here.” 
 
“I understand, Andy.  I’m here waiting for you.  I’ll be here waiting for you for as long as it 

takes.” 
 
“Thank you, Beth.  We’ll be over in a while.” 
 
We hung up.  I looked over to Karen.  I shook my head and took her hands, going into the 

living room and sitting together on the couch. 
 
“Karen, thank you so much for taking me in.  Under any other circumstances....  I think you 

know.  Damn -- I feel so weird.  I feel like I’ve closed up again, pulled so far away from everything 
and everyone.  Karen, I’m not giving up.  Please don’t give up on me.” 

 
She shook her head.  She looked to be on the verge of tears.  “Andy, I’m not giving up, 

especially on you.  Let’s get going.  Let’s get it over with.” 
 
Beth had packed things up for me.  It was going to take a few trips, trips I didn’t want to make.  

When we had the car loaded up, Karen turned to me and said, “I’ll wait in the car.  Go talk to her.  You 
both need to talk.”  I nodded, and went back in. 
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She was standing in the living room, facing the patio doors, her back to me. 
 
“Beth?” I said softly. 
 
She turned.  She’d been crying.  I wanted to ....  But I walked over, and taking her hands, led 

her to the couch. 
 
“Beth, I don’t want to do this.  I want to be here with you.  Right here.” 
 
“Andy, I want you here too.  I do,” she said, fighting back tears. 
 
“Then why the hell are we doing this?  You want me here, and I want me here.  I don’t 

understand!”  I was almost shouting. 
 
She shook her head.  “I don’t know.  God, I don’t know!  Carl and Emily convinced me it’s 

best.” 
 
I shook my head.  “But it’s hurting you, and me, and Karen too.  It’s hard on all of us.  It’s not 

good for any of us.  I don’t know what the hell to do.” 
 
I held her.  I held her gently, but somehow it felt as if I was far away, or not really there.  It 

wasn’t the same feeling at all as when I’d held her before this had happened. 
 
We sat back.  “We’ll be back in a while.  Beth, are we doing the right thing?” 
 
She looked at me, trying to smile.  “Andy, I don’t know.  I really don’t know.” 
 
Karen and I unloaded stuff at her place, and headed back for another trip.  When we pulled up 

to Beth’s, her Volvo wagon was backed partially into the garage.  We walked in through the garage.  
She was loading things into it. 

 
She saw us and smiled.  She looked better.  “I thought I’d help out.  I’ve got a bike rack, 

anyway.” 
 
“Thanks, Aunt Beth,” Karen said. 
 
Beth smiled a little more.  “Call me Beth, please.” 
 
With the two cars, we got everything else loaded.  Beth followed us over.  Unloading my bike 

in the garage, I thought about the ride to school from here.  It was about four miles, and not too much 
different from the ride I was used to making.  In the spring, when the weather cleared up ....  My 
stomach didn’t like that.  I wanted to be with Beth.  I hoped and prayed I wouldn’t be here in the 
spring.  Why?  Why not Karen? 
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When I walked into the house, Karen and Beth were sitting in the living room.  They looked up 
at me when I walked in. 

 
“Andy, give us a few minutes?” Karen asked. 
 
“Sure.  I’ll stage things into the garage,” I told them.  Good -- at least somebody was talking.  I 

unloaded the cars, stacking things in the small garage.  I put my bike up against a wall where it would 
be out of the way. 

 
Karen and Beth came out, and picked up things, carrying them into the house.  Guess their 

conversation had come to a close.  With things in the house, both of them looked more upbeat. 
 
“Can I buy you lunch?” Beth asked. 
 
I looked at Karen.  “Sure,” she said. 
 
We drove over to a local taco place.  Over lunch, we talked about schedules.  Karen was going 

into finals.  I had finals as well, in calculus and French, but they didn’t worry me.  Karen wasn’t 
worried about French either.  She was worried about a history class, and was getting together Tuesday 
after school with some classmates for a review session.  No problem, I could find a ride back to the 
house.  Emily would give me a ride to the house (I couldn’t say “home”) on the days I saw her.  
Otherwise, I’d go back and forth with Karen.  Things would work. 

 
Outside, as Karen and I were about to get into her car, and Beth into hers, Beth took out her 

wallet, handing me some money.  “Andy, here’s your allowance, and some grocery money.  I’m 
meeting with Perkins mid week -- I’ll fill you in when we know something for certain.  We might have 
some paperwork for you to sign.” 

 
“What’s that about?” I asked.  Karen was smiling. 
 
“College scholarships and financial aid,” Beth told me. 
 
“He’s really good.  I might be able to go somewhere else next year,” Karen added. 
 
We both gave Beth hugs.  She drove off.  We got into Karen’s car and headed back to the 

house. 
 
“Well, some good news,” I said. 
 
Karen nodded.  “Yup.  Grocery store before or after we plan menus for the week?” 
 
We planned as we drove, and stopped at the store.  We’d trade cooking, and stick to simple and 

inexpensive. Karen studied while I put things away and started on dinner. 
 
“We should have conned Beth out of a few bottles of wine,” I told Karen as I started to cook.  

She looked up from her book and smiled.  “Good idea.” 
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It felt better to be cooking, doing things.  I felt better.  We had a good dinner, our first in these 

circumstances.  I insisted on candles for the table. 
 
The kitchen was old, but perfectly adequate.  As we were cleaning up together afterwards, 

Karen said, “Sure would be nice to have a dishwasher.  What’s it like?” 
 
That hit me like a kick in the gut.  My dad -- never wanting me to use the dishwasher.  All 

those memories came flooding back. 
 
“Andy -- what’s the matter?” Karen asked, stepping to my side.  We sat down at the kitchen 

table.  She pulled her chair over near me.  “You’re pale.  What’s wrong?” 
 
I looked at her and held her hand -- I clutched her hand.  “My dad -- memories of my dad.  We 

had a dishwasher, but we never used it.  He insisted everything be done by hand.  God, some of those 
things seem so weird now.  I’m sorry.” 

 
“That’s all right.  Talk it out.  Tell me what you feel, what you need.” 
 
I looked at her.  “Karen, what do you feel?  What do you need?  This is so weird.  I’m lost.  

What do you need?  What can I do for you?” 
 
She smiled and led me to the living room.  How I missed the fireplace.  I’d love to hold her in 

front of a fire.  We sat on the couch together. 
 
“Hold me, Andy.  I need to be held,” she told me.  I held her, letting her curl up and rest her 

head on my shoulder.  I held her gently, letting her nestle and snuggle in.  “I’ve got you, “ I whispered.  
How I loved to hear Beth say that as she held me.  “I’ve got you.”  I rocked back and forth a bit.  I 
heard and felt her sigh.  “I’ve got you.” 

 
After a while she started talking, telling me how much she needed to be held.  We talked about 

a lot of things.  I told her how I felt, as if I’d pulled back, or was encased in a shell or something.  
Holding her helped melt that shell, helped me get closer to the world again. 

 
We’d quieted down.  After nestling into my shoulder for a bit, she moved up, smiled, and 

closed her eyes as she moved her head near mine.  We kissed softly.  I held her, one arm around her, 
one hand behind her head, supporting her, holding her, caressing her.  Oh, how I wanted to be in her 
arms, feeling skin against skin, arms around her waist. 

 
But I didn’t push.  I let her set the pace.  I held gently, softly.  I moved my hand to her back and 

massaged her shoulders and back through her clothes.  I felt the straps on her bra.  I wanted to be lost 
in her arms with a nipple in my mouth. 

 
She felt my arms and shoulders, and moved around a bit.  She moved a hand behind my head, 

cradling me.  I moaned through our still joined lips.  I thought I felt her smile.  She was more or less on 
top of me now, a position I loved.  I moved both hands to her upper back, massaging her shoulders.  
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She put her head down on my shoulder and let me continue.  I started the occasional experimental 
brush down her side, along the sides of her breasts.  The first time surprised her; the second elicited a 
murmur of amusement and pleasure. 

 
She lifted her head and we kissed again.  I felt more relaxed now, more open.  She pulled back 

and started to move.  I pulled her head back gently to my shoulder.  “I need to hold you,” I said softly.  
She nestled in.  I held her and rocked her.  Even through our clothes, her warmth and softness was very 
comforting.  I hope I was as comforting to her. 

 
“We need to get to bed,” she said, sitting up.  She helped me sit as well. 
 
“Okay,” I said, leaving things open. 
 
She smiled.  “Thank you for holding me.  I needed that.” 
 
I nodded.  “I need to be held as well.  I need to hold you.  I’m here to hold you anytime you 

need.” 
 
We stood up, hugged, and kissed once more.  We went to bed -- separately.  On her time, I told 

myself, on her time. 
 
“Did you sleep better?” she asked the next morning as we had some breakfast.  It was cold out, 

and looked as if we were still in for nasty weather. 
 
“I think so,” I told her.  “How about you?” 
 
“I needed to be held this morning,” she said softly. 
 
“Whenever you’re ready,” I answered. 
 
She nodded.  I think she understood. 
 
We parked and walked in to French together.  We usually did.  After class, we walked out 

together.  Thinking about going to school, I started to tense up.  She gave me a hug.  “Andy, we’ll 
make it.  I’ll see you tonight.” 

 
“I know we will,” I told her.  “See you tonight.”  We kissed. 
 
I was quiet on the ride over to the high school with David.  Walking into the place was weird.  

The high school had changed from a place that was somewhere between a safe place and neutral, to a 
place where I no longer felt wanted, or even felt as if I was a part of it.  It felt hostile. 

 
Greg, Sherry, and Peter, the Student Body President, met me on the way in to study hall.  We 

went to one of the small rooms off the library.  I guess they’d heard. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 174� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

Sherry sat next to me, and put an arm around me as she spoke.  “Mom told me.  I called Peter.  
Donna called Greg.  I tried to get you yesterday, but you weren’t there, and your aunt didn’t know how 
to get in touch with you.  She sounded like she was crying.  What’s happening?” 

 
Beth didn’t have the phone number, and I’d left the cell phone off.  I had it turned off during 

school, since we weren’t supposed to have them on campus.  City College didn’t care, although most 
teachers got pissed if one went off during a class. 

 
I sighed.  She squeezed my hand.  Maybe I could get back with her for a while -- even an 

afternoon would help. 
 
“I moved back into the district, with a friend,” I told them.  “Some folks are supposed to be 

talking to the district today.  I don’t know if that means His Highness here, or not.  That’s about all I 
know.” 

 
Peter spoke up.  “Andy, I talked to your attorney, Carl Anderson, yesterday.  I think Greg 

talked to him as well.”  Greg nodded.  Peter continued, “I gave him some other names as well.  This is 
total crap.  I told him the school normally gives waivers to people living outside the district.  I don’t 
know why he just didn’t do that for you.” 

 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know either.” 
 
Greg smiled.  “Andy, we’re behind you on this.  We’ll see what we can do.” 
 
Peter nodded.  “We’ll be talking about it in student council today.  Let us know what happens, 

and what we can do to help.” 
 
“Hey guys, having you tell me this helps a lot,” I told them.  “I feel like I’ve got some friends 

around here.” 
 
Sherry gave me a squeeze, and moved a leg over mine under the table. 
 
Peter gave me an inquisitive look.  “You don’t have a copy of the letter, do you?” 
 
I nodded and opened my pack, pulling out a folder.  “I’ve only got one.”  I handed it to him.  

He stood up.  “I can fix that.  Be back in a bit.” 
 
Greg stood up.  “Hang in there, Andy,” he told me. 
 
When he left, Sherry held me, moving her leg over me more.  “Oh, Andy,” she whispered. 
 
I closed my eyes.  “Sherry, I need to be held.  I want to feel you on top of me.  Oh....”  I opened 

my eyes as the door opened.  Peter came back with a few pages in one hand, and handed me my letter.  
“Thanks,” he said.  “Got enough for this morning.  Knowing that bastard,” he nodded his head towards 
the administrative offices, “he’ll deny any knowledge of the thing, even after I stick a copy under his 
nose.” 
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“Peter,” I said, “Hold off for a while.  Carl is supposed to be meeting with these clowns, and 

some other folks are supposed to be talking to the school board as well.  Let’s see if they can get these 
bastards to move.” 

 
He nodded.  “Okay, I’ll hold off -- for a while.  Let us know, Andy -- or we’ll act on our own.” 
 
“Thanks, Peter.  I appreciate it.” 
 
“Hey, sorry we haven’t talked more.  Enjoy your tutoring,” he said, and left the room. 
 
“Like to help me study this afternoon after school?” Sherry asked with a leer. 
 
I smiled, sitting back a bit.  “I’ve got an appointment -- with Emily -- today.  How about 

tomorrow?” 
 
She ran a hand into my lap.  “That sounds good.  We’ve got a lot to catch up on.” 
 
There was a knocking on the glass window separating the room from the rest of the library.  I 

turned to see Mrs. Conn, one of the librarians, standing there.  She was smiling. 
 
“Oops, busted,” said Sherry. 
 
Mrs. Conn came in the room. 
 
“We were just ...” Sherry started to say. 
 
Mrs. Conn waved a hand.  “That’s okay.  Andrew, I saw the letter.  I ran the copies for Peter.  

Do you know what prompted that ... bastard to do that?” 
 
I had to smile a little.  A few people shared my sentiments, evidently. 
 
“Best we can figure out, the divorce attorney representing my dad is behind it.  But it doesn’t 

make any sense, especially with what Peter said about waivers.” 
 
She shook her head.  She looked toward the administration offices -- I thought she was going to 

spit.  “They only do that for jocks.”  Then she smiled.  It wasn’t a nice smile.  “But I think that’s going 
to change soon.  Put some books out on the table, kids.  I’ll cover for you.” 

 
“Thanks, Mrs. Conn,” I told her.  Sherry nodded.  We spread some math books on the table as 

the door closed. 
 
“Who else did you talk to?” I asked Sherry. 
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“I talked to Donna, of course, and Peter, and then with Michelle, and then Rachel called 
yesterday...”  Sherry got a very interesting look on her face.  “You’ve never gone out with Rachel, 
have you?” 

 
I shook my head.  “Should I?” 
 
She grinned.  “Yes, you should.  I talked to the lawyer guy, and a lady doctor as well.” 
 
“Doctor Carmichael?” I asked.  She shook her head. 
 
“Doctor Hsu, maybe?”  I asked. 
 
Sherry nodded her head.  “Yeah, that’s it.  We talked for a while.  She sounds pretty cool.  Who 

is she?” 
 
“Betty’s mom,” I said.  Sherry’s eyes got big for a moment. 
 
“Wow....  That explains how she knew so much about me in math class.  Andy, I don’t know 

how to thank you for all the help you’ve been -- my grades have really gone up this semester, and I’m 
having a lot more fun too.”  She grinned and gave me a squeeze, letting a hand wander under the table 
again.  “I know exactly how to thank you,” she growled. 

 
I laughed.  As much as I wanted to be naked with her, I decided to go back to the earlier topic.  

“And who did Donna talk with, do you know?” 
 
She shrugged her shoulders.  “She talked to a different lady doctor, I think Doctor Carmichael.  

She talked to Greg, and she spent quite some time with Rachel, too.” 
 
The bell went off.  We automatically started gathering things.  As we stood up, Sherry pushed 

me back against the closed door with her body.  “Andy, I’ll help you, I will,” she said with a smile. 
 
I didn’t know if that was the help I needed, but it wouldn’t hurt. 
 
It was raining at lunch, so the bleachers were pulled out in part of the main gym to give people 

a place to sit and eat.  About halfway through lunch, Betty poked me and said, “Look who’s coming 
over,” 

 
I looked up and saw Peter, and what looked to be most of the Student Body Government 

walking our way.  We were sitting up a few rows in the bleachers.  The kids below us scattered. 
 
“Andy?” Peter called as he approached.  I moved down to them.  Betty came with me. 
 
“What’s up?” I asked. 
 
“Our esteemed Principal wasn’t in this morning -- the word we got was that he was called to 

the district offices for a meeting and wouldn’t be back until late today.  We’ve talked it over, and the 
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Council is prepared to formally request a residence waiver for you.  Tell your attorney friend that.  
We’ll hold off, though, until you tell us.  Have you heard anything?” 

 
I shook my head.  “No.  I should know more by tomorrow.” 
 
He took out a piece of paper and scribbled down a phone number.  “Here’s my number at 

home.  Give me a call tonight if anything new has happened.  Okay?” 
 
I nodded as I folded up the paper.  “Thanks, guys.  I appreciate it.”  I held out my hand, and 

Peter shook it. 
 
I got handshakes from the guys, and hugs from the girls.  Michelle was wearing perfume, and 

that had me spinning a bit. 
 
I sat down again, Betty by my side. 
 
“Tell me, Betty,” I said, looking at her. 
 
She grinned.  “You’ve been spending too much time with psychiatrists,” she told me.  Then she 

frowned.  “I’m sorry you’re not staying with us.  I know I’m prying, but why didn’t you think that 
would work?” 

 
I sighed, taking her hands.  “Betty, I honestly don’t know.  I’ll ask Karen.  Evidently it was 

something she discussed with your mom and Doctor Carmichael.  That’s all I know.” 
 
Betty nodded.  Then she smiled.  “So how is it living with Karen?” 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  “Betty, it’s weird beyond belief.  I mean, if you put up a picture 

of her and asked guys if they’d like to live with her, who wouldn’t?  But....  It’s weird, that’s about the 
best I can say.  You know, you two are a lot alike.” 

 
Betty rolled her eyes and looked up. 
 
I laughed a bit.  “No, I mean it.  I don’t mean physically -- you’re both more mature than a 

whole lot of the people around us.  You feel that, don’t you?” 
 
She nodded, with a tight smile. 
 
“Yeah, I know -- blessing and a curse,” I said.  “She’s more mature, and yet....  I’m learning 

that there are so many conflicting things going on in each of us.  She’s still recovering from her 
parents’ divorce.  I wish we could be doing this in different circumstances, of our own choice.  I think 
she wishes the same.” 

 
Physics was weird.  Donna and Rachel came in together, acting like best buds or something.  

They both gave me lusty looks. 
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The fat fool was lecturing again, which meant he was talking to the whiteboard most of the 
time.  I had little tolerance for him today.  Rachel leaned over and asked how I was doing, whispering 
in my ear.  I looked to her in surprise.  She gave me an enigmatic smile.  I leaned over and told her I 
wasn’t sure, and the fool wasn’t helping today.  She leaned over and whispered quite warmly that 
she’d like to help, punctuating her remark with a tongue in my ear. 

 
That definitely caught my interest!  We whispered back and forth a while.  One of the things 

she told me, whispered to me was, “Andy, they’re socialites -- you need to be with someone from your 
own tribe.” 

 
I was mulling that over, when, “Mister Wilson, have you been listening to anything I’ve said?” 

the fat fool called out from the front of the room. 
 
I looked at him.  “No, I don’t want to get confused,” I shot back.  That got a murmur from the 

rest of the class.  He glowered at me.  I stared back.  He blinked first, turning back to the board and 
continuing. 

 
I felt hot breath in my ear.  “That was great.”  Another warm touch of tongue.  I was holding 

my fists tight. 
 
After class, I bolted.  I didn’t want anything to do with him.  Donna caught up with me 

downstairs, heading out to the parking lot.  It was raining again.  She took my arm and put up her 
umbrella. 

 
“That was, like, so cool, the way you did that!” she chortled. 
 
I shook my head.  “Donna, that wasn’t a very nice thing for me to do.” 
 
“I don’t care about that -- it was right on!” 
 
We drove over to City.  In the parking lot, in the pouring rain, she pinned me to my seat.  Her 

body felt magnificent.  Her body was magnificent. 
 
“Andy,” she said, pulling up for air for a moment, “I know this is hard on you.  Let us help you 

through it.”  She said the last part with a wicked grin, then dived back into a kiss, putting my hands on 
her breasts.  I needed a nipple. 

 
I made it out of the car alive.  I ran to the nearest building, not seeing Karen.  I’d see her back 

at her house. 
 
After math, I headed through buildings as much as possible to get to the spot where I usually 

met Emily.  She was outside the building, wearing a raincoat and holding an umbrella.  We hurried to 
her car. 

 
“How are you doing, Andrew?” she asked as we headed off. 
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I shook my head.  I’d been thinking about how to answer that question for the last fifteen or 
twenty minutes. 

 
“I’m screwed up.  It’s like I’ve pulled back and withdrawn, or inside a shell or something.  

Everything is so distant now, where I was so close and involved before.” 
 
She nodded.  “Some times distance is good -- it lets us make decisions free from emotional 

bias.” 
 
“But it’s not good when it cuts off feelings, leaving me feeling numb.  Being present in the 

world means experiencing things to their fullest, experiencing the rose both petals and thorns.  In an 
instant, a barrier surrounded me.  In the past, I felt it was a protective barrier.  But now I know it 
prevents me from feeling, from living, and from letting those feelings out.  That’s not good.” 

 
She nodded.  Her eyes flicked left and right, looking at traffic.  “We’re going to my office.  

Carl is meeting us there.  We’ll get more of a chance to talk on Wednesday.  You need to strike a 
balance.  Too open and you expose yourself, open yourself up to injury.  Too closed and yes, you’re no 
longer in touch with life.” 

 
“And I was just learning to open up, and experience, to experience things as they is,” I said. 
 
I saw her smile.  “It’s a lifelong task.” 
 
We parked in front of her office and ran in.  Carl was waiting for us. 
 
“How was your day?” I asked him. 
 
He grinned, sitting forward and leaning on the table.  “What do you think of the principal, Mr. 

Jackson?” he asked 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “He’s a pompous asshole.  It’s hard to have compassion for him.  I 

think that sentiment may be shared by many, including some of his staff.” 
 
Carl nodded.  Doctor Chan had worked on school board members over the weekend.  Emily 

had talked to people.  Carl had talked to people, including students.  They had all been surprised to 
learn that the school requested, and the district granted, residence waivers. 

 
“Mostly to jocks,” I interrupted. 
 
Carl nodded.  “Exactly.  This morning I met with district officials, including their legal 

representative, and your illustrious principal.  The meeting was originally set for nine thirty, but was 
pushed back at their request to eleven.” 

 
“And?” I asked. 
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Carl shook his head.  “I told them that their actions were causing you harm, and that I had a 
lawsuit ready to file, including supporting declarations by nationally recognized psychiatrists.  I told 
them that we expected the letter to be withdrawn, a residence waiver granted, and soon.  The district 
people let me know they’re feeling heat from board members, that they were looking into the situation, 
and they would act promptly on any request they received.” 

 
“And does Jackson have a clue?” I asked. 
 
Carl gave us a very dark smile.  “No.  He’s a real piece of work.  From what I gather, the first 

thing he did this morning was deny he’d even sent the letter.” 
 
I nodded.  “That’s what Peter said he’d do -- deny everything from the start.” 
 
“I met with the district’s attorney afterwards.  I let him know we were serious about this, and 

weren’t willing to let things sit around.  He completely agreed with me on their prospects if we go to 
court -- they’ll lose -- in court, and in the press.  He’s told the district people that.” 

 
I sighed and leaned back.  “So what now?” 
 
He nodded.  “We wait.  Anything happen at school?” 
 
I told him of my morning conversation, and the lunchtime offer from Peter and the Student 

Council.  Carl grinned at that. 
 
“Andy, that’s great.  We’ll hold on to that for now.  As hard as it is, we want to give these 

people the opportunity to save face.  I know that sounds hard -- after all, they’re the ones that started 
this mess.  But by doing that, by giving them the opportunity to right things -- at gunpoint -- we just 
might make things a little easier for those who have to deal with them next.  Okay?” 

 
I nodded.  “I don’t agree, but I understand.  What do I do next?” 
 
Carl looked to Emily, then back to me.  “Wait, for now.  Oh -- if anyone from the school, or the 

district, other than your usual teachers wants to talk to you about this, you tell them you are 
represented by an attorney, and the district has said that your attorney must be present at any such 
conversation.  Show them this.”  He handed me a piece of paper.  Your illustrious principal had this 
explained to him.  Hang in there.  This should be over soon.” 

 
“How long is soon?” I asked. 
 
“Andy, a week or two.  I know that seems like a long time, but for legal matters, it’s practically 

instantaneous.” 
 
I shook my head.  “That’s two weeks with a knife twisting in our guts day in and day out.”  Out 

of the corner of my eye, I saw Emily writing that down. 
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She said, “Andrew, this will resolve itself in your favor, and soon.  You can do it.  You will 
win this battle.” 

 
“And have the scars to prove it,” I said softly. 
 
Not much they could say to that.  After some nodding, Carl said, “I’ll drop you at the house.”  

We stood up. 
 
“Andrew, I’ll see you Wednesday afternoon,” Emily told me, holding my hands. 
 
I knew they were trying to help.  “Thank you, Doctor Carmichael,” I told her. 
 
Carl dropped me off.  Karen was already home, and had dinner going. 
 
“That wasn’t Emily,” she said after we hugged. 
 
“No, it was Carl,” I said, pulling out a kitchen chair and sitting down.  I recapped part of the 

day -- skipping the bits about Sherry, Donna, and Rachel and how they acted. 
 
“Damn!  I haven’t turned on the cell phone all day.  I need to call Beth -- she doesn’t have the 

number here.”  I checked voicemail on my cell phone.  Beth had called, twice.  She sounded worried.  I 
called Peter and filled him in on part of what had happened, telling him to hold off for a while.  I left a 
message at Beth’s house, giving her the phone number, and telling her I needed to talk to her. 

 
She called shortly after dinner.  Karen answered the phone, said a few words, handed it to me, 

and started to leave the room, her head down.  I grabbed her hand and pulled her to the sofa next to me. 
 
“Beth, I’m sorry we didn’t give you the number here.” 
 
“That’s okay, Andy.  How are you?  Did you sleep better last night?” 
 
“Yes, I did.  I hope you did as well.  Have you talked to Emily and Carl?” 
 
“Yes.  I talked to Carl after his meeting earlier in the day, and with both of them a little while 

ago.  It sounds as if things are going as well as possible.” 
 
“Not to me,” I told her.  She sighed.  We talked a little more.  I told her to do well on her finals.  

She laughed and told me to do the same.  I told her I’d call Wednesday. 
 
After hanging up the phone, I turned to Karen.  “How are you doing?” I asked. 
 
She smiled a little.  “Better, I think.  Oh, hold me.”  She leaned forward on to me.  I held her, 

whispering again to her, “I’ve got you.”  I pulled the blanket folded on the back of the couch over her.  
The storm was picking up again.  I wondered if she had an extra umbrella I could use tomorrow. 
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She went to sleep in my arms.  I dozed off a while as well.  I woke to her moving.  She sat up 
quickly, as did I.  It was half past ten.  We kissed briefly, then got up.  We stood in the hall together.  
“I can hold you more,” I offered.  She looked in my eyes.  She sighed, her decision made.  “Sleep 
well,” she said, kissing me on the nose.  “You can use the bathroom first.” 

 
The next morning, we did find an extra umbrella.  It was really raining now, and weather 

reports were that the storm was going to get worse -- we were in for a pounding. 
 
We spent French talking about the weather.  It was fun.  As we parted after class, Karen told 

me not to wait dinner -- she’d be home around nine or so after her study session. 
 
Driving over to school with David wasn’t fun -- the wind was picking up, and we ended up 

parking at the far end of the student lot.  Sherry wasn’t in study hall. 
 
About halfway through math the lights flickered a few times and went out.  We were on the 

second floor of the building, with windows along one side.  It was gray and very stormy outside.  Some 
of the girls gasped in surprise.  Ellis was pretty calm about it.  After about fifteen minutes, the door to 
the room opened, and a teacher stuck her head in.  “Power is out all over the area.  School is canceled 
for the day -- everyone is to clear the campus.” 

 
Some kids cheered.  I looked to Betty -- she looked worried.  How the hell was I supposed to 

get anywhere in this downpour? 
 
Ellis said, “Well, I guess that’s it for today.  See you all tomorrow, I hope.  Dismissed.” 
 
I grabbed on to Betty as we walked out the door.  I’d see to it that she got home.  As we walked 

down the hallway, I heard Rachel call out, “Andy!  Andy!” 
 
I turned with Betty, and went over to her. 
 
“You guys need a ride?” she asked. 
 
“Boy, do we ever!” I said.  Betty nodded. 
 
Rachel said, “Okay, let’s go.  I’ve got two others to drop off as well.” 
 
We met two other girls, and headed out to Rachel’s car.  “Betty, you sit up front,” Rachel said.  

That put me in the back, with two other girls.  Michelle was one of them.  She was a little shorter than 
Rachel, and really built.  She gave me a look of pure lust.  “Need some place to stay today?” she asked 
me.  The other gal, Roberta, laughed, as did Rachel.  Rachel said, “I’m taking him home.”  Michelle 
put on a pout.  I laughed a little. 

 
Roberta was dropped off first.  We dropped off Michelle next -- she gave me a very good kiss 

and a feel before she got out and ran shrieking to her house.  Then it was Betty’s turn. 
 
“You can move up here,” Rachel said, looking back at me. 
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“I’ll stay put for a bit,” I said.  Did I see her nostrils flare? 
 
“We’re going to my place for a while.  We need to talk,” she said. 
 
I nodded.  Talking is good.  Did I have any condoms with me, in case our conversation drifted 

in that direction?  I usually had two in my wallet. 
 
Power seemed to be off all over the place.  We went into her house and started a fire in the 

fireplace.  I needed to use the bathroom.  She pointed me to one.  When I got done, and returned to the 
family room and the fireplace, she’d lit candles.  She’d also changed clothes -- she was wearing a 
velvet top and sweat pants -- an interesting combination.  As I got closer to her, I smelled perfume.  It 
was going to be a good talk, I could tell. 

 
She patted the couch next to her.  I sat down, our knees touching. 
 
“Andy, how are you doing?  This is hell on you, isn’t it?” 
 
I sighed.  “Yeah, it is.  I don’t know what’s going on any more.  I hope this gets resolved soon, 

that’s all.” 
 
She leaned back, smiling and extending her arms.  “Let me hold you, Andy.” 
 
I didn’t need two invitations like that.  I moved over to her.  She pulled my head to her chest.  I 

hadn’t been sure if she was still wearing a bra.  Now I was sure -- she wasn’t.  She pulled my head to 
her, wrapping her arms around me.  I was enveloped in softness, warmth, and perfume.  I sighed, then 
moaned as she slipped a hand behind my head.  I started breathing deep, through my nose.  I exhaled, 
and she squeezed me, saying, “Relax Andy, I’ve got you.”  After a few breaths like that, I was floating 
in her arms. 

 
My arms had worked their way around her waist.  Her voice was getting farther and farther 

away, even though I could feel her hand at the back of my head, her voice telling me to let go and go 
deeper for her, let go and go deeper. 

 
She moved some, and I tried to hold on, but I was so relaxed.  Then there was a nipple in my 

mouth.  I moaned as I took it, and she held me again, and her voice told me to go deeper. 
 
I was still floating in that dream when I went down on her in front of the fire.  She’d put 

perfume on her mound.  She held me and cried out as I devoured her. 
 
I was on my back in the dream, and she was on top of me, rocking strongly, moaning and 

playing with herself.  I shifted my hips and she shook, looking down on me with a smile.  She leaned 
forward and gave me a perfumed nipple.  She held my head, holding it up to her.  Her breast was slick 
with sweat. 
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“Andy, come now!” she moaned.  She didn’t have to say that twice.  I pumped into her.  She 
moaned and laughed, holding me to her. 

 
She eased me back to the floor, holding me to her all the time.  She started whispering, “Let go, 

Andy.  Deep asleep for me.  Deep asleep.  Let go.”  I floated off into the void. 
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Part 6 - Phoenix 
 
I was on my back, on the floor.  I could hear the fire crackling in the fireplace, and feel warmth 

radiating from it.  For a moment I dreamed I was back with Beth, wished I was back with Beth, but I 
knew I wasn’t. 

 
I opened my eyes to see Rachel smiling down at me.  She leaned down, holding me to her 

again, holding my head.  “Let go, Andy; let go and relax for me.  Deeper and deeper for me.” 
 
Why not?  I sighed and let myself float. 
 
It was weird.  I knew what she was trying to do -- she was trying to give me some suggestions.  

But her wording wasn’t right, and her cadence and inflection not only didn’t follow what she was 
saying, they conflicted with what she was saying.  And, I could hear Beth’s voice telling me I didn’t 
have to follow anything someone else told me. 

 
Some of her phrases were good -- “Relax, and go into deeeep hypnosis for me,” that was nice.  

But another one, “... the sound of my voice only,” didn’t work at all.  I wasn’t going for that.  She took 
me deeper for a while, which was nice, except when she threw in that “my voice only” crap, which 
jarred me almost totally awake every time she did it.  She also tried to give me a trigger to go into 
trance for her, which I knew I could ignore, thanks to Beth. 

 
She brought me up nicely though, sitting beside me. 
 
I started to get up, and she put her hand on my forehead and said her magic words.  I sat up. 
 
“That’s not how it works,” I told her.  She looked surprised, then furrowed her brow. 
 
“But I hypnotized you,” she said. 
 
I smiled.  “All hypnosis is self-hypnosis.  You tell someone something they don’t accept, or 

don’t want to do, and it doesn’t work.  What have you been studying?” 
 
She pouted.  I moved closer to her. 
 
“Thank you for using a condom,” I told her softly, and kissed her shoulder. 
 
“So why didn’t it work?  Were you just faking the whole time?” she demanded. 
 
I smiled and shook my head.  “I was not faking.  You took me into a wonderful, deep trance.  

That was very nice.  What have you been studying?” 
 
She shook her head, disappointed.  “Some stuff from the net.” 
 
“How many times have you been hypnotized?” I asked her. 
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She paused, then said, “I’ve used these mp3s...” 
 
I nodded.  I took a chance.  “Would you like me to help you?” 
 
She gave me a curious look, moving back a bit. 
 
“I promise I won’t do anything other than what I’ve done with Sherry or Donna.” 
 
“So you did hypnotize them!” 
 
“I helped them relax.  Would you like me help you relax?  I’d love to help you relax, so 

comfortable, floating in that soft place, and eat you again...” 
 
I could see the conflicts in her.  She asked, “Can you do that?” 
 
I nodded, smiling.  “You have to ask me.”  I knew I had to say that, but why? 
 
“Andy, yes, please...  What does it feel like, really?” 
 
I sighed.  “It’s wonderful -- so peaceful, so calm.  You need to ask me.” 
 
“What do I do, Andy?  I’m sorry if I hurt you -- I was so excited -- I wanted to try it, especially 

after talking to Donna.  Sherry wouldn’t tell me a thing, but Donna did.  Oh Andy, can you?” 
 
So that’s what happened.  I’d never had a chance to be with Donna and close up the holes, as 

I’d done with Sherry.  But that was the good news -- what I’d done with Sherry had worked.  “Rachel, 
just lay down and relax.  All you have to do is relax.” 

 
“Do you want me to count or anything?” she asked as she moved to the rug in front of the 

fireplace. 
 
I moved over between her legs.  “No.  All you have to do is relax.  Take a slow, deep breath for 

me, and as you let it out, relax.” 
 
She moaned a little as I put my hands on her thighs.  I started with progressive relaxation, and 

as I went, Beth’s voice started to take over, adding in a confusion induction.  I let Rachel set the pace, 
following her, leading her. 

 
As part of me spoke to her, my hands caressing her thighs, another part of me wondered if she 

was faking it.  I’d drifted in and out as she held me.  Could she be doing the same? 
 
As I thought about that, and what I’d read on testing depth of trance, I also recalled that Beth 

never used any of those tests with me.  As I went into another deepening sequence, I watched her body, 
already relaxed, sag visibly.  Her shoulders, which had been relaxed, dropped a bit more.  Her hips 
seemed to open up, her feet turning out.  I smiled.  Something told me that was very hard to fake.  I 
repeated that, and anchored it. 
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I spoke as I lowered myself to her, amplifying sensations, and allowing them to carry her 

deeper and deeper. 
 
I realized I was in a light trance myself as I went down on her.  After she’d shuddered and 

moaned through I’m not sure how many orgasms, I moved to her head. 
 
Beth’s voice took over again.  Beth and I took her up and down a few times, and then spoke to 

her.  Some of what I told her I remembered from dealing with Donna, and Sherry.  There was another 
part though, that I thanked Beth for as I said it.  It’s why I insisted that Rachel ask me -- I knew if I did 
a good job with Rachel, she wouldn’t hypnotize anyone again without their consent -- just as I 
wouldn’t. 

 
I took her down again and let her rest, floating, something I loved so much. 
 
I brought her up slowly.  She smiled, with a look I knew so well.  We kissed. 
 
It was almost one in the afternoon.  We put more wood on the fire, and got a bit to eat.  Rachel 

told me more about her conversations with Donna, and with Sherry.  She understood better now.  She 
understood how powerful it was.  She had been surprised, but now understood, why I didn’t go 
bragging or talking.  She told me she wouldn’t either.  Then she gave me a sly smile, and told me she 
didn’t want to share me any more than she had to, and she could do things for me those cheerleaders 
couldn’t. 

 
Is that what I wanted to hear?  Not another one....  But looking at her, sitting next to me.  I 

needed to be held.  I was safe when I was being held. 
 
I held her hand and said softly, “Rachel, take me again, please.” 
 
She looked surprised for a moment, but took my hand and led me to her room.  We took in a lit 

candle.  Why does everyone have a nicer room than me?  Hers was spacious, almost as big as Donna’s.  
She had a big, comfortable bed, and soon the two of us were on it.  We sat face to face.  I ran my hands 
up her front, to her shoulders, neck, and head.  She moaned. 

 
“Rachel, take me and use me, please,” I told her. 
 
She pulled me to her, squeezed me.  I let go.  She held me and rocked me, speaking softly. 
 
And after a while she brought me up again.  We looked at each other. 
 
She smiled and sighed.  “I should take you home.” 
 
“I wish I knew where that was,” I told her. 
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She shook her head.  We got dressed again.  I held her briefly as she was trying to put on her 
bra, enjoying a nipple for a moment longer.  She held me.  I thought it was only briefly; it felt that way.  
It was about fifteen minutes later when we got up off the bed though. 

 
“Where do you think I could buy candles?” I asked as we were headed out to the car.  It was 

still raining like hell. 
 
She rummaged in the garage and handed me a box of candles.  “My dad keeps a ton of this 

stuff.  Might as well use ‘em.” 
 
We kissed before we got in the car.  I gave her directions to Karen’s place.  We stopped about a 

block away. 
 
“Andy, I’m sorry if I hurt you,” she told me. 
 
I held her hands.  “Rachel, you didn’t.  It was great.  I hope I helped you.” 
 
“God, Andy -- I didn’t know how good it could be.  Let me know if you’d like....” 
 
I nodded.  “Rachel, it may be sooner than you think, the way things are going.” 
 
We kissed again, and she dropped me in front of the house.  I ran to the door in the pouring, 

blowing rain. 
 
As I ran to the door, as we’d been driving over, I’d wondered how, what I was going to say to 

Karen. 
 
Those thoughts vanished as I entered the door.  It was cold inside, and dark, with one candle lit 

on the table.  The shadows it cast flickered with the drafts as I entered and closed the door behind me.  
It was a little after three in the afternoon, yet with the storm and the lack of power, everything was 
dark.  In the shadows, I saw Karen, huddled up at one end of the couch. 

 
I dropped my bag and shed my wet jacket.  I went over to her.  She was hugging her knees to 

her chest, sitting in one corner of the couch. 
 
“I’m here.  Are you okay?” I said softly.  She didn’t let go of her legs.  I put my arms around 

her anyway.  It took a few minutes before she let go of her legs and let me hold her closer.  I pulled her 
head to my shoulder and wrapped my arms around her. 

 
“How long have you been home?” I asked. 
 
“I don’t know,” was her taut reply. 
 
“It’s okay.  I’m holding you now.  I’ll keep you warm.” 
 
She held me tighter.  I put one hand on her head and held her to me. 
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Eventually I got her to talk.  City College had been a real zoo when power went off.  She’d 

finally made it to Emily’s office, but power was off there as well, and it was deserted.  It took quite a 
long time to get home because of the traffic -- streets were blocked by fallen trees and accidents.  
She’d been sitting here ever since. 

 
I straightened my legs some, and held her.  The house used forced-air heating, so that was out.  

The stove was gas, so we could use that at least.  And, I had more candles. 
 
“Let me fix you some tea in the kitchen?” I asked her. 
 
“The stove doesn’t work,” she told me. 
 
“Let me see,” I said softly.  I kissed her on the head and got up.  I got a candle out of the box 

Rachel had given me, and lit it from the one on the table. 
 
She had a gas stove, but it had electric ignition.  Did the gas come on anyway?  I held the 

candle near the front right burner and turned the knob.  Bingo -- the gas came on anyway.  I swirled the 
teapot -- it was full of water, so I set it on the burner. 

 
I went back in to Karen.  “You can light it with a candle or a match, so I’ve got water heating.  

Where can I find another candleholder?” 
 
I helped her up.  Something told me I should be giving her direct questions and suggestions, not 

those allowing for interpretation or requiring a lot of thought.  Keep her going.  That’s what worked for 
me -- keep going, doing things. 

 
The hall closet yielded more candleholders.  We went back to the kitchen, and I sat her in a 

chair.  I got a teabag and two cups, and rummaged for dinner.  Something filling but simple was called 
for.  “How about soup for dinner?” I asked.  She sat there. 

 
I went over to her and raised her chin with a hand.  “I’m here.  I’ll hold you.  You need to talk 

to me, okay?  Would you like soup for dinner?  We could have pasta and sauce instead?” 
 
She managed a slight smile.  “Pasta, please.  You make a great sauce.” 
 
Progress.  “Okay.  Will you brown the meat for me?” 
 
She nodded.  I helped her stand.  We hugged, softly at first, but then she grabbed me and held 

me tightly.  I held her, and rocked her.  “I’m here, and I’m holding you.” 
 
We had our tea, sitting around the kitchen table.  I tried calling Beth -- the phone rang but 

nobody answered.  Then I thought -- she uses a cordless -- I bet it’s dead when the power goes out.  I 
got my cell phone and tried calling hers.  All I got was a fast busy signal.  Things must really be 
screwed up. 
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I had an old battery operated radio with a speaker in it.  Listening to the news, the storm had 
dropped power over a large chunk of L.A.  Things were crazy and getting worse, with the freeways 
expected to be extremely bad at rush hour, as opposed to every-day bad.  Stay home, stay off the roads, 
stay off the phone was the advice.  No word on the area the outage covered.  I turned off the radio. 

 
“We can try going to Beth’s place for the night if you want,” I told Karen.  She was browning 

the meat for the pasta sauce. 
 
“I’d rather not drive in this mess.” 
 
I nodded and put an arm around her as I stirred the chopped onions browning in the saucepan.  

She seemed to be brightening up. 
 
A good dinner helped.  We were both hungry.  The hot water heater worked fine -- it must be 

gas as well.  We went back to the living room after cleaning up the dishes.  We curled up on the couch 
together and pulled the little comforter over us.  She snuggled into my shoulder and sighed. 

 
After some time, she said, “We might as well go to bed.” 
 
Sitting up, sitting close together, I could see a smile on her face. 
 
“Karen, let’s both put on sweats and get into the big bed.  I’ll hold you.  Okay?” 
 
She nodded, still smiling. 
 
While she was in the bathroom with one candle, I got my flashlight from my room.  I also 

unplugged the computer.  I put the flashlight, a candle in its holder, and matches in the big bedroom 
and turned down the bed.  It was going to get cold tonight.  I grabbed the radio and moved that in as 
well. 

 
I heard the bathroom door, and then another door.  I did my stuff in the bathroom. 
 
We met in the big bedroom.  Karen was sitting on the side of the bed.  I turned on the light 

switch and closed the door. 
 
“Why did you do that?” she asked. 
 
“We’ll know if the power comes on,” I told her.  “Which side of the bed do you want?” 
 
I could see her shrug her shoulders in the candlelight. 
 
“It’s an important decision,” I told her.  She got in on the side she was on.  Fine by me.  I went 

around to the other side and got in.  She was at her side of the bed. 
 
“No,” I said as I pulled her over gently, “Move over and snuggle up.  We’ll be warmer that 

way, and I need to hold you.  Please.” 
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She moved over slowly, but held me and soon burrowed her head into my shoulder. 
 
“I’ve got you,” I told her, “I’ll keep you warm.”  She gave me an appreciative murmur. 
 
It was cold in the room, but holding her helped.  After a while her breathing slowed.  She was 

asleep.  I kissed her on the top of the head.  I guess I went to sleep as well. 
 
I woke up to dim sunlight entering the room.  We were snuggled together like two spoons, with 

me up against her back, my arms around her.  My top arm was around her waist.  My bottom arm went 
over her shoulder; she was holding it in place on a breast. 

 
I kissed her head softly, nuzzling into her hair, and drifting back to sleep again. 
 
I woke to her jiggling some in my embrace.  She was clutching my hand to her breast.  As I 

became more aware of things, I realized she was moving her hips and squeezing her knees together 
quite rhythmically.  I took a chance and felt for a nipple -- it was hard, and she moaned a little, arching 
her head back a bit.  I slid my other hand down her front; she helped it go inside her sweat pants.  She 
was hot and wet, and encouraged my fingers between her legs. 

 
I wondered what she tasted like as my fingers found her nub.  The noises she was making were 

guttural, animal, needy.  I played nipple and nub in harmony, following the lead of her hips, kissing 
her neck through her hair. 

 
I felt her getting close.  Her hair smelled wonderful.  I bit her neck.  She moaned and 

shuddered.  After a moment she held my hand still on her belly.  I slid my other hand beneath her 
breasts and held her close, listening to her rapid breathing, holding her as her breathing slowed. 

 
I sort of dozed again, holding her.  The wind picked up outside, pelting the windows with rain.  

I leaned and reached back, getting my watch.  It was a little before eight in the morning.  I grabbed the 
radio with one hand and turned it on, putting it on the bed.  I put my arm back around her waist, and 
she held it, snuggling in. 

 
The radio announcers sounded so cheery as they described the chaos in the Los Angeles area.  

Power was still off to a sizeable chunk of the city, mostly along the coast and extending a few miles 
inland -- where we were.  They read off a list of school closures.  When City College and the high 
school were mentioned I got my hand loose and turned off the radio.  Karen helped my hand back into 
place. 

 
She rolled to her back; I moved to let her.  “Make love with me?” she asked, running one of her 

hands down the front of my body. 
 
I smiled.  “Let me use the bathroom first.”  I’d learned.  In the bathroom, I also brushed my 

teeth quickly, and took a mouthful of her mouthwash.  When I opened the door, she was standing 
there.  “Good idea,” she told me, brushing me with a hand as she went in. 
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I got some condoms from the box in my room, then headed back to the big bed.  I sat on the 
edge, waiting for her. 

 
When she came in, her top was off -- she tossed it on the bed and then stood in front of me. 
 
“Are you sure?” I asked her, putting my hands on her waist and looking up into her eyes.  Her 

nipples were so close and so inviting. 
 
She nodded.  “Andy, I’m sure.  Are you?” 
 
I moved closer to a nipple.  She held me to it.  We both sighed.  Her arms were around my 

shoulders.  She moved one hand to the back of my head.  She cradled my head, holding me gently.  I 
moaned.  She whispered, “Oh, Andy....” 

 
We moved back on the bed.  She held me to her.  When I tried to get away, she held me a little 

tighter until my strength faded again.  After a while we started kissing, then shedding the remainder of 
our clothes.  I started to go down on her, but she told me, “Not this time, Andy.” 

 
I put on a condom, and we slid together slowly.  That first time is so special.  We fit together so 

well.  I sat up and pulled her legs up, moistening my thumb and teasing her nub gently.  She moaned 
and thrashed, her eyes closed and her head back, moving from side to side. 

 
I felt her getting close.  She grabbed my hand away and said, “Oh God yes!”  I moved into her 

stronger, and felt her legs go around me, holding me between her thighs and calves, moving me to our 
rhythm.  I let go to her.  When I reached the edge and started stiffening up, she said, “Oh yes!” and 
moved me more, taking me over the delicious edge.  I eased myself down on top of her and we kissed 
as our breathing returned to normal. 

 
We rolled apart, but back together again, with me snuggling up to her back and putting my 

arms around her.  She held my arms and pulled the covers over us and we went to sleep again. 
 
We eventually got up.  We had bacon and eggs for a late breakfast, then showered, separately.  

She let me go first.  We had plenty of hot water.  The storm seemed to be easing up. 
 
There wasn’t much I could do as she showered.  The kitchen was pretty much cleaned up.  We 

really didn’t have enough light to do serious reading.  We couldn’t even do laundry. 
 
I was in my room when I heard the bathroom door open.  I looked to the doorway, and she 

appeared, toweling off her hair, wearing only a smile. 
 
“What shall we do now?” she asked. 
 
I took her hand and led her to the big bed again.  I put her on her back, with her legs over the 

edge.  She gave me a questioning look. 
 
“May I adore you?” I asked.  She sighed and let her head back down. 
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She was delicious.  It took her a few minutes to relax into it.  The first time I slipped a finger 

into her she tensed up, so I eased off and brought her to a shuddering orgasm by adoring her nub and 
holding her.  As she got close on the second one, I slipped my finger inside her and hooked it back, 
teasing and pleasing her from the inside and outside.  She tensed up some, but was too far gone, 
coming quickly and intensely. 

 
I let her rest for a while, then started in again gently, teasing and tasting around the edges.  She 

moaned and said, “Oh, in me, please!” 
 
I kept my head where it was as I got another condom, then with it on, rolled her to her stomach.  

I slid in from behind.  Her bottom was a very sensuous cushion for lovemaking.  I held her shoulders, 
pulling myself into her as she pushed back.  I smelled her hair and bit her neck.  She moaned and I 
came, pumping into her.  We curled up in bed again, this time I was on my back and she curled up with 
her head on my shoulder. 

 
We were half asleep in the early afternoon when the bedroom light came on again.  It flickered 

a bit and went out.  A few minutes later it came on and stayed on for at least a minute, then went out.  
After a longer pause, it came on and stayed on. 

 
The forced-air heat came on, warming the house.  We unwrapped from our embrace.  “Might as 

well start putting things back together again,” I said.  We hugged after getting up.  We went around 
resetting clocks in the house.  Turning on a news channel on TV, we learned that power was still off in 
part of the basin, but in isolated areas.  The roads were still a mess. 

 
We decided on baked chicken with garlic, rice, and a salad.  I was cutting up tomatoes at about 

half past five when the phone rang.  Karen answered it. 
 
“Hello?  ...  Oh, hi!  ...  Our power came on about three.  ...  No, it wasn’t too bad.  Andy got 

the stove working, so we were able to eat, and we had some candles.  ...  No, we haven’t heard from 
her.  I went by her office yesterday, but nobody was around.  ...  Okay, here he is.”  She handed me the 
phone, saying, “It’s Beth.” 

 
I took the phone.  “Hi there.  How did you make out?” 
 
She laughed softly into the phone.  “That’s an interesting choice of phrase.  Oh Andy, I was so 

lonely and cold.  I needed you.  I need you.  It was so dark and cold, and nothing worked, not even my 
cell phone.  I finally curled up in my fur coat to keep warm in front of the fire.” 

 
God, that didn’t help me at all.  I wanted to be in her arms, between her legs.  But what about 

Karen? 
 
“You still there?” she asked. 
 
“Yeah, we’re here.  It was cold and stormy, but we did okay.  I guess we’ll be back at school 

tomorrow.” 
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“How are things going at school?” 
 
“I don’t know.  It’s too soon to tell.  We’ve got finals next week at City.  I’m not worried.” 
 
Karen went, “Hrmph,” at that and shook her head. 
 
“Karen has to study a lot though.  Both of us will ace French, and I’m not worried about 

Calculus.” 
 
“That’s good,” Beth told me, “I’ve got one final tomorrow night, and one more next week.  Is 

there anything I can do for you?” 
 
“Yeah, we sure could use some wine.  You’ve spoiled me -- I expect wine with dinner now.” 
 
“Oh Andy, you’ve spoiled me, and in more ways than one.  I hope you need more than wine,” 

she whispered.  That sent shivers down me. 
 
Then she brightened up, “We can get together this weekend.  Maybe you can invite me over for 

dinner one night, depending on your study schedule.  Call me Friday evening, though, okay?  I need to 
hear from you more often.  I don’t want to be a pain, but I am responsible for you, after all.” 

 
I nodded.  “I understand.  I’ll call more often.  It’s good to hear from you.  Bye.” 
 
She hung up, and I hung up on our end. 
 
“Well?” Karen asked. 
 
I put an arm around her waist as she mixed the salad.  “She’s got finals as well, one tomorrow.  

Maybe we can get together over the weekend.  I think she’ll get us some wine.  What’s your dad’s 
schedule?” 

 
She shook her head.  “I don’t know until a few hours before he shows up.  Last I heard, he’ll be 

flying in Saturday morning to the Orange County airport, and leaving Sunday afternoon.  Maybe we 
could have a big dinner Saturday night and invite Beth?” 

 
I nodded, grinding some pepper into the rice.  “She suggested that.  It depends on study 

schedules.  How much time do you need?” 
 
She smiled.  “You’re right -- French doesn’t bother me.  History is easy.  Sociology and 

English Lit are a different story though.  How about you?” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “We’ll do fine in French -- we’ve done fine all semester, and gotten 

better as well.  Calculus will be easy.  I think I’ve got two tests at the high school, and I’ll do well, 
even though I don’t give a rat’s ass.” 
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We had dinner and cleaned up.  We actually spent some time studying.  I could have gone 
another hour, but Karen closed her books with a sigh.  I looked up to see her smiling at me. 

 
“What is it?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “You.  You were so good to me.  I’ve never experienced anything like 

that.  What can I do for you?  Tell me?” 
 
I closed my books.  “Karen, I enjoyed it too.  I love the sounds you make, and the way you 

squeeze me between your legs.” 
 
She sighed and reached for my hand.  “And what do you want?  What do you need?” 
 
“Let’s get ready for bed,” I told her. 
 
We got ready for the morning, then each did our bathroom thing.  I’d gotten used to two sinks 

in the master bath, and having two bathrooms, for that matter. 
 
She was brushing out her hair when I came into the bedroom.  She was sitting on the bed 

naked.  I sat next to her as she put the brush on the nightstand.  She turned and ran her fingers down 
my chest to my cock, and whispered, “What do you need, Andy?” 

 
I had to struggle to keep my eyes open.  “Karen, hold me to you like you did this morning.  The 

way you held my head was so wonderful.  Hold me and squeeze me until you’ve got me dizzy, then 
roll me to my back and ride me slowly and gently.  The most important thing though, is after that, hold 
me again and let me go to sleep in your arms.” 

 
She smiled and picked up a condom from her nightstand, then turned off the light.  She pushed 

me to my back, and ran her hands over me, teasing me, before she put on the condom.  Then she held 
me to a nipple.  She didn’t say a word, she just held me, cradling my head.  She didn’t need to say a 
word.  I was gone, floating in her. 

 
She rolled me to my back, and rode me.  She leaned forward as I got close, and I was barely 

able to get a nipple into my mouth before I came, but then she held me again.  I don’t think we were 
rocking, not as much as I felt we were, but I went to sleep rocking in her arms. 

 
The alarm went off.  I whacked it and we slid together from lips to toes.  Our lovemaking was 

instinctive and unhindered by intellect.  We showered together afterwards, had a bite to eat, and got on 
the road.  The storm had dissipated overnight. 

 
“Shouldn’t we have bright sun, rainbows, and chirping birds?” I asked her, squeezing her leg as 

we pulled out of the driveway. 
 
Karen sighed and chuckled a little.  “Feels like it, doesn’t it?  Sorry -- still the same fucked-up 

world.” 
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I rubbed her leg. “Yeah -- welcome to nirvana.  Still, I’m kind of glad the storm hit.” 
 
She held my hand.  “So am I.” 
 
French was fun -- we spent more time on “table French,” talking about the weather, reviewing 

for the final exam.  Our instructor was pretty low key about it.  In study hall, Sherry could tell I was 
doing better, was more relaxed.  I don’t know if that made her happy or not. 

 
Betty wanted to know how I’d done during the storm.  I told her I did okay.  Evidently her little 

brother freaked out, and got her scared as well. 
 
I felt uneasy going into Physics with the fat fool.  Walking down the hall, I was a little 

surprised when Rachel slid up beside me.  I put an arm around her and gave her a hug, hearing her 
sigh. 

 
Mr. Hall, the fat fool, always went through the same ritual at the beginning of class.  I knew 

what I needed to do.  When he intoned, “Any questions?” I held up my hand. 
 
He gave me a not too charitable look, and said, “Mister Wilson?” 
 
I stood up and looked at him.  “Mister Hall, the remark I made the other day was uncharitable 

and uncalled for.  I’m sorry.”  I sat down.  He looked more dumbfounded than usual.  He made sort of 
a grunt, mumbled something I couldn’t hear, then said, “Page 197,” turned to the board, and started 
talking. 

 
I turned and looked over to Rachel.  Maybe she would understand.  She gave me a half smile 

and shook her head.  Looking past her, I saw Mrs. Nguyen, head counselor for the school, standing in 
the back doorway.  She smiled to me and nodded, then walked away. 

 
Physics ended and we walked out.  Rachel was on one side, and Donna scooted up to the other.  

“You’re sorry?  I like couldn’t believe that!” Donna said. 
 
I shook my head and told them, “I’m sorry he’s a fool.  He can’t help it.”  Both girls laughed.  

It was only drizzling when we got to the parking lot.  After I dumped my books in Donna’s car, I was 
surprised by Rachel holding me and giving me quite a kiss, leaning me up against the car.  Donna was 
laughing as I sat down and closed the car door.  She waved to Rachel -- so did I, and we drove off. 

 
“So you and Rachel had a good time on Tuesday?” she asked. 
 
“She didn’t tell you?” I responded. 
 
Donna shook her head and laughed a little, “Nope, your girls don’t kiss and tell.  All she did 

was smile when I asked her.” 
 
“But you must have told her quite a bit,” I suggested. 
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She sighed.  She looked kind of far away for a moment.  “I’m not sure....”  Then a look of lust 
reappeared on her face.  “I know I told her how dreamy you get when you suck on me and I hold you, 
and how good it feels.” 

 
“And how dreamy you get?” 
 
She smiled, and I could see the lines in her forehead smoothing out.  “Oh, I just want to be in 

bed with you, holding you to me!” 
 
We pulled into the parking lot and she was all over me.  I didn’t mind one damn bit. 
 
I made it out of the car, and started to class.  I saw Karen standing in a doorway, out of the light 

rain.  I walked up to her.  As I got closer, I saw the frown she had on her face. 
 
“What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “I’m not sure what I think of that anymore.” 
 
I sighed and nodded.  “Okay.  I think I understand.  Help me through this?” 
 
She frowned again.  “Andy, that won’t work with me, not now, not anymore.” 
 
“What won’t work?” 
 
“That innocent routine.” 
 
I took her hand and pulled us to a bench. 
 
“Karen, it’s not a routine -- please believe me.”  I sighed and shook my head.  “Karen, I don’t 

know what I’ve gotten into.  A few months ago, I was a nerdy kid in a very, very thick shell.  Now that 
shell has been shattered and I don’t know who the hell I am.  Karen, please -- the last thing I want to 
do is hurt anyone, especially you.  Tell me -- help me, please.” 

 
She looked at me.  “I don’t know, Andy.” 
 
“Karen, this isn’t some ruse, some routine.  I don’t know how to do that.” 
 
She stood up.  “We’re going to be late for class.  I’ll see you later.”  She walked off. 
 
I was on autopilot during Math.  What the hell had happened?  What had I done? 
 
We drove home in silence.  It was my turn to cook.  I started a quick casserole, then pulled 

Karen to the kitchen table with me. 
 
“What is it?  Karen, please tell me.” 
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She shook her head.  “Oh Andy, I don’t know.  Maybe she’s right.” 
 
“Who’s right?  About what?” 
 
She shook her head again.  “Andy, I want to believe you.” 
 
I took one of her hands in mine.  “Karen, don’t believe me.  Don’t believe anybody.  Figure it 

out for yourself.  Okay?  I’d like you to tell me about it.  I’d like you to tell me, especially if you think 
I’m doing something wrong, something that hurts you, or others, or me.” 

 
She nodded.  “Andy, it’s hard.  I’m not sure.  Maybe we moved too fast.” 
 
“Who’s saying that?  Are you?  That doesn’t sound like you.” 
 
She nodded.  “You’re right.”  Suddenly she was filled with determination again.  “It was my 

choice, and I’m glad I made it.” 
 
I nodded.  I didn’t want to say anything -- I didn’t know what to say. 
 
“It’s Emily,” she said after a moment of silence, “She’s casting doubt on things.” 
 
I nodded again.  “Is she casting doubt, or asking you to question and look harder, deeper?” 
 
She smiled and shook her head.  “Oh, she’s casting doubt.  I can see that now.  It’s as though...” 
 
“What?” 
 
She looked lost again.  “I don’t know, Andy.  I guess I’m the same as you -- trying to regain my 

balance after cracking out of a shell, a shell I didn’t even know I was wearing.” 
 
We ate dinner more or less in silence, and cleaned up equally quietly. 
 
We studied for an hour or so.  We looked at each other and sighed, closing our books.  I took 

her hands and moved us to sitting on the couch. 
 
“Karen,” I asked, “Should I talk to Betty tomorrow and see if I can move in with them?” 
 
She frowned.  “So you can go back to those cheerleaders?” 
 
That hit me hard, as hard as a kick from my dad.  I slid off the couch and on to my knees as 

tears filled my eyes.  “No, Karen,” I told her, “because I don’t want to hurt you.  If I’m causing you 
grief, I’ll leave.  Do you want me to leave?” 

 
She sighed.  I could see the tears filling her eyes.  “No, Andy.  Oh, sometimes I wish none of 

this had happened.” 
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I squeezed her hands.  “NO!  Karen, it’s happened, and that’s that.  Karen, some times I wish I 
could go back to the way I was months ago, living inside that tight shell, insulated and protected from 
all of these feelings.  What if I’d put on headphones that night, and not stopped my dad from beating 
the crap out of my mom one more time?  Well I can’t go back -- I can’t change that, as much as I 
might want to.” 

 
I took a breath.  “And you know what?  If I try and pull back into that shell, and believe me 

I’ve tried in the last week or so, it doesn’t work.  I’ve grown too much -- I don’t fit in that shell any 
more.  It doesn’t protect me; it isolates me.  It may keep some of the bad feelings out, but it also keeps 
out the good feelings, and prevents me from expressing what I feel.  Yes, part of me wants to run away 
from all of this -- get as far away as I can.  But another part realizes that’s not possible.  I need to hold 
someone, and I need to be held.  I need to let the feelings out.  Holding in feelings is what gets people 
screwed up.  What do you need?” 

 
She nodded her head, taking a ragged breath.  “You’re right.  I ran from this shit for too long.  

Will you hold me, Andy?  Please?” 
 
I nodded and got back up on the couch with her.  She curled up with me, resting her head on 

my shoulder.  I held her and rocked her gently. 
 
“Oh, Karen,” I said softly, “holding and being held is so important.” 
 
She agreed with a soft murmur, nestling in and putting a hand around my waist. 
 
“And you know what?” I told her, “You’ve brought out so many new things in me.  When I 

hold you like this I want to protect you, comfort you, keep you safe.  I’ve never felt that way before.  
It’s a new feeling, and a strong one.  Oh, Karen -- I want to keep you safe, protect you, but I don’t 
know how to protect you from me.  I don’t want to hurt you.” 

 
She held me tighter.  I could hear and feel her crying.  I held her and rocked her, not saying a 

word.  I envisioned her tears melting the shell that surrounded me, melting it away.  Her tears burned 
as they touched me, exposing so many feelings.  I held her, breathed with her, letting her warmth and 
her tears fill the empty, hungry spaces within me. 

 
As I held her, I thought.  Where now?  I needed to talk to Beth.  Was I avoiding her?  Was she 

avoiding me?  Was Emily wedging in between us, leading us to what she thought was right?  Who 
could I trust?  I could trust Donna and Sherry to use me as a toy.  Rachel?  Not sure any more.  Karen?  
I want to do what’s right for her.  I don’t know what that is.  Does she? 

 
My right arm had gone all pins-and-needles.  I kissed her head once again.  She’d settled down 

-- I think she was asleep.  I held her for a while longer, then snuck a look at my watch. 
 
“Wake up, sleepy head,” I said softly, hugging her and rocking a bit more.  “It’s almost nine 

thirty.  It’s....”  I almost said, “time for bed,” but I didn’t know what that meant tonight. 
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She stirred in my arms.  She looked up at me and smiled, then closed her eyes and burrowed 
back down again.  I held her and rocked her, letting the warm feeling fill me. 

 
She stirred and I let her sit up.  We stood and hugged briefly, then got our school stuff ready for 

the next morning. 
 
I let her use the bathroom first.  When I finished in the bathroom and came out, I expected the 

door to her room to be closed.  Instead, she was standing in the hallway, looking lost, and as if she’d 
been crying.  I touched her cheek. 

 
“What?” I asked. 
 
She took my hand.  “Andy?  Will you hold me?  Just hold me?” 
 
I nodded.  We were both wearing T-shirts and underwear.  We got into the big bed, and she 

snuggled up, a little tentative.  I held her.  After a while, she moved to roll over.  I put a hand on her 
shoulder.  “Thank you for letting me hold you.  I’m here if you need me.” 

 
I rolled over and went to sleep. 
 
“Hold me again, please?”  It was still dark.  I didn’t know what time it was.  We snuggled up 

like two spoons again.  I put a hand around her waist and she held it tight, snuggling into me.  I kissed 
the back of her head.  I felt myself growing hard -- her bottom felt so nice.  I started to pull my hips 
back a bit, but she put a hand on me and said, “That’s okay.  Hold me.”  She snuggled up closer, and 
held my arm around her waist tighter.  That’s how I went to sleep again. 

 
I whacked the alarm when it went off, and she curled up beside me, her head on my shoulder. 
 
“Andy,” she asked, “what do you need?” 
 
I shook my head a little.  “I don’t know.  Being held is nice.  I need to be held.” 
 
“How do you want to be held, Andy?” 
 
I sighed. 
 
“How do they hold you, Andy?” she asked, moving a hand over my chest. 
 
“I’m just a toy to them,” I told her. 
 
“Do you like being their toy?” she asked. 
 
I sighed at that.  “It’s shallow, but very nice,” I admitted. 
 
“What do they do for you?” 
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“Very little, in one sense,” I admitted. 
 
“What do you do for them?” 
 
“Please them.” 
 
“Like you did with me?” 
 
“Oh, Karen -- what we did was so much more -- I hope, I pray.  Karen, you are so much more 

than they are.  We’ve shared so much; we’ve talked about so much.  I hope we’ve helped each other.  I 
think we’ve helped each other.” 

 
“Andy, would you go down on me again, now?” 
 
I started kissing my way down her body.  Just below her breasts, she held my head to her. 
 
“Oh, Andy, you’d do anything I asked, wouldn’t you?” 
 
I wrapped my arms around her waist.  “Of course,” I told her.  Skin against skin feels so good. 
 
“How about with them?” 
 
“No, that’s not the way it works.” 
 
She pulled me back up to her breasts, pulling up her nightshirt.  “I know how to hold you.”  She 

led me to a nipple and held me there, held me so well.  I moaned and let go to her. 
 
We had to rush when we got up, grabbing a quick bite and heading off to school. 
 
“Are you seeing her today?” Karen asked on the way. 
 
“Emily?  Not sure.  Normally I would, but who knows, the last few days.” 
 
We went to our last French class for the period.  Our test was on Tuesday, and class wouldn’t 

start again until early January.  The class ended a little early.  The instructor asked Karen, another 
student, and me to stick around. 

 
The four of us spoke in French for a few minutes.  He wanted to know how I was doing, and 

how I was feeling.  I had to smile -- some of the reading I’d been doing let me express some existential 
concepts with relative ease.  He asked the others questions as well.  Karen told him she was growing, 
but it hurt to grow some times.  He nodded. 

 
He smiled to the three of us, and told us we didn’t have to take the test if we didn’t want to.  If 

we took it, we’d get A’s in the class.  If we didn’t take it, we’d get A’s in the class.  He handed us 
sheets with suggested reading, and wished us happy holidays. 
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We thanked him, and left the classroom.  We hugged in the hallway. 
 
“Merry Christmas!” I told Karen.  She laughed.  “Andy, I couldn’t have done it without you.”  

We had a brief kiss.  We weren’t where we’d been a few days ago, but it was better. 
 
“I’ll see you at the house.  Call me if you get stuck here and need a ride.” 
 
I gave her a hug, and headed off to find David. 
 
What mixed feelings I had, riding to that damn school.  I was off the hook in French -- we both 

were.  But now I was back to the other place.  My stomach didn’t like that one bit. 
 
Heading in to study hall, I’d barely had a chance to sit down, looking at Sherry, and resisting 

the urge to give her a quick kiss, when Mrs. Nguyen walked up. 
 
“Andy, can we talk for a while?” she asked. 
 
I nodded and picked up my books.  “See you later.  Review those last two sections,” I told 

Sherry, and patted her on the back.  She moaned, but smiled to me. 
 
I walked with our head counselor back to the administrative offices. 
 
“You’ve made a big turnaround in that girl’s study habits, grades, and more, from what I hear,” 

she told me as we walked. 
 
“Sherry is bright -- she just needed someone to work with her at her level, to get her started.” 
 
We went into her office.  Another woman was there.  She stood up as Mrs. Nguyen introduced 

her. 
 
“Andy, this is Mrs. Guerrero, a psychologist from the district offices.  We’d like to talk to you 

about how you’re doing.” 
 
I sighed and put my books on the table.  I took out the sheet Carl had given me. 
 
“I won’t do that until I’ve talked to my attorney,” I told them, pushing the page across the table. 
 
“Andrew,” Mrs. Guerrero said, “We’re here in your best interest.” 
 
I smiled and shook my head.  “That’s the same phrase my dad’s attorney used in court -- just 

before my dad attacked me.  May I use the phone to call Carl?” 
 
The two women exchanged glances.  “Don’t you trust us, Andy?” Mrs. Nguyen asked. 
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That was too easy to answer.  “No.  I’ve learned all too painfully what comes from blind trust.  
Don’t get me wrong -- I’d like to trust you, but that trust has to be built.  So which is it?  Do I call Carl, 
or do I go back to helping Sherry in study hall?” 

 
Mrs. Nguyen waved to her phone.  “Please call him, Andy.” 
 
“Thank you.  I appreciate it.”  I called his office, and they got him on the line. 
 
“Carl, this is Andy.  I’m at school with Mrs. Nguyen, and a psychologist from the district 

office, Mrs. Guerrero.  They want to talk.  What do I do?” 
 
He wanted to know what they wanted to talk about -- I didn’t have a clue.  He spoke to Mrs. 

Nguyen for a bit.  From what I could gather, they wanted to see how I was doing, and how I felt about 
things.  She told Carl her phone was also a speakerphone, then handed the phone back to me. 

 
“Andy,” Carl said, “I don’t see any problem right off.  You did the right thing calling me.  I’ll 

listen in on the speakerphone.  When they ask you a question, take a breath or two before you answer 
to give me a chance to object if need be.  Got it?” 

 
“Okay, Carl.  I wanted to check with you first.” 
 
We pulled the phone to the middle of the table.  Mrs. Nguyen pushed some buttons. 
 
“Can you still hear me?” Carl’s voice said from the phone speaker. 
 
“Yup, loud and clear.  How about us?” I asked. 
 
He could hear us fine.  He had people introduce themselves. 
 
The shrink, Mrs. Guerrero, started.  “Andrew, why were you hesitant to speak with us?” 
 
I paused for a moment before answering.  “Those were Carl’s instructions.  I trust him.” 
 
“And you don’t trust us?” 
 
“You haven’t given me any reason to.” 
 
“Do you feel you need a reason to trust people?” 
 
I nodded.  “Recent experience has taught me that I need to be careful about who I trust.” 
 
“Everyone?” 
 
“No, but I’ve had very bad experiences recently involving people who purport to be interested 

in what’s best for me.” 
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She nodded -- I think she knew where I placed her. 
 
“Andrew,” she asked, “How do you feel about things?” 
 
I almost laughed.  “That’s a very open-ended question.” 
 
“Yes,” she added.  Thank you Emily, I recognize the approach now.  But do I trust Emily any 

more? 
 
“How do I feel about what?  Life?  School?  Home?  What?” 
 
She smiled a little, an Emily smile, a professional smile.  “All of those.” 
 
I took a breath.  “Let’s see....  Where to start....  A few months ago, I was living in a place I 

called home.  I knew things were ugly between my parents.  I knew they were heading for a divorce.  
Aunt Beth called the place ‘Beirut’ once.  That fit really well -- going there a lot of the time was like 
going into a war zone.  Definitely not a sanctuary, or even neutral ground, but still a place I called 
home.” 

 
I got Emily nods from both of them. 
 
“Then in one evening, both family and home were destroyed.  My mom and I were very lucky 

we had Aunt Beth nearby.  She took us in.  My mom has left the area, and my dad is in jail.  Aunt Beth 
is my guardian, and cares about me.  She provided a more stable environment than I’d had in years.  
She challenged me, gave me responsibility, gave me freedom, yet set limits. She has helped so much.  
In the midst of it all, I was finding a new balance.” 

 
I slapped my hand down on the table hard and fast, startling both of them, and myself as well. 
 
“Then a fool destroyed that.  And you want to know about school?  Before that happened, this 

place was either a sanctuary or at least neutral ground.  Now it’s Beirut -- hostile ground, and my 
stomach tightens up every time I set foot on it, wondering what else can be taken from me.  My parents 
and home are gone.  I’m not living with Aunt Beth -- an arsonist couldn’t have done more damage, to 
both of us.  And this place is a hostile environment, yet it’s the last vestige of stability for me.” 

 
Carl cleared his voice over the phone.  I sat back.  The shrink nodded.  I think Mrs. Nguyen 

was a little pale. 
 
“Who is hostile to you?” the shrink asked.  “Students?  Teachers?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I’ve found great support from classmates, and their families.  I admire the 

dedication, the commitment, of some of the teachers here.  Mr. Ellis has been a great help -- I’m sorry 
if I caused him grief at the beginning of the year.  So, I guess that leaves the administration.  I thought 
I was at least valued by them as another butt-hour of revenue.” 

 
They cringed at that last phrase.  Thank you, Betty. 
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The shrink nodded again.  “That seems to be somewhat of an exaggeration,” she said. 
 
I couldn’t believe that.  No, she just said it.  “The day after Thanksgiving we get a letter signed 

by our illustrious principal, stating very clearly that since I was no longer residing in the district, I had 
to immediately transfer to another school.  We ....” 

 
The shrink was frowning. 
 
“Have you ever seen the letter?” I asked her, digging in my bag.  I slid a copy over in front of 

her.  She read it over, then glanced at Mrs. Nguyen, and then back at me. 
 
“And what’s especially galling about this,” I continued, “is that residence waivers are evidently 

requested and granted as a matter of course by the district.  Oh, I don’t think I qualify -- I’m not a 
jock.” 

 
The shrink had a more pensive look on her face.  She took a breath.  “Have you requested a 

waiver?” she asked. 
 
Carl spoke up.  “Yes, we did with the district, with Mr. Jackson present, and were told by 

district officials it was up to the individual school to make the request.” 
 
She continued, nodding again, “And has the school made that request?” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen smiled.  “One of our teachers made a request for a waiver -- it’s been in Mr. 

Jackson’s hands since Monday.” 
 
This was a surprise to me.  Must have been Mr. Ellis, although it could have been Mrs. Murray.  

From the way the shrink looked, this was also a surprise to her. 
 
She turned to Mrs. Nguyen and asked, “Are you sure he’s seen it?  He didn’t mention it when I 

spoke with him yesterday afternoon.” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen smiled and reached for a folder on her desk.  “I handed it to him personally, 

Monday afternoon.  I watched him read it.  I also happen to have an extra copy of it.”  She handed the 
shrink a piece of paper, then after looking at me, slid one across the table to me.  It was signed by 
Coach Haskell, our basketball coach.  What a surprise. 

 
The shrink shook her head.  “Andrew, what do you want to happen?” 
 
I nodded.  “I don’t want retribution -- I’m not interested in that.  I want to live with Aunt Beth, 

and complete the school year here without fear of reprisals.  That’s what’s so weird about this whole 
thing.  I’ll be gone in a few months.  The whole thing seems to be an avoidable yet deliberate exercise 
in inflicting pain on people.” 
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Mrs. Nguyen was nodding and smiling.  The shrink was nodding as well, and this time I felt 
she agreed with me. 

 
She asked, “You’re concerned about the possibility of reprisals if you stay?” 
 
I nodded, smiling.  “I will stay.  I will graduate from here.  It’s just a matter of how much 

collateral damage I accumulate during the process.  And given what’s happened, I’d be a fool not to be 
concerned about reprisals, don’t you agree?” 

 
Mrs. Nguyen smiled and said, “I think your concern is quite realistic and reasonable.” 
 
That got quite the raised eyebrows from the shrink.  She looked at the phone sitting on the 

table, then back at Mrs. Nguyen.  Mrs. Nguyen smiled.  Hope you’re taking good notes, Carl; that 
sounded like a good one. 

 
Mrs. Guerrero nodded once more.  “Andrew, how is this affecting you now?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I feel as if someone stuck a knife in me, and is twisting the blade.  The 

combination of uncertainty, forced separation, and hostility is very difficult to deal with, to say the 
least.  And, as you might be aware, we’ve got the end of the semester here, and at City College.” 

 
She nodded again -- just like one of those ceramic animals with the bobbing heads. 
 
I sat back a bit.  “Are you familiar with Maslow’s hierarchy of needs?” I asked.  Both of them 

nodded.  “Well, think of it as a ladder -- climbing up, looking up, different parts of you on different 
rungs.  Well, someone,” I pointed down the hall, “has knocked the ladder flat out from under me.  I’m 
flat on my back, down as low as you can go.” 

 
The shrink had a curious look on her face.  “That’s an interesting way of looking at things.  Did 

you read that somewhere?” 
 
I frowned.  “No, I wrote that somewhere.  If someone else wrote about it, I’d like to see it.” 
 
She smiled a little.  “Do you know Doctor Emily Carmichael?” 
 
I shook my head -- she’d really done her homework on this one, like not at all. 
 
“Yes, I see Doctor Carmichael periodically.  She’s been quite a help.” 
 
“So you wrote the essay on Maslow’s ladder?” 
 
“Yes, with prodding from Emily, and help from Aunt Beth, and Mrs. Murray here at school.  

Where did you see it?” 
 
She smiled.  “Doctor Carmichael hasn’t told you?” 
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I shook my head. 
 
She sighed.  “Well, it has been a rather chaotic week.”  She started gathering up her materials.  

“Andrew, it’s been a pleasure to meet you, and to talk with you.  I’m sorry it wasn’t under more 
positive circumstances.”  She held out her hand to me.  I shook it.  I glanced at the clock -- I had about 
ten minutes left of study hall. 

 
“Carl?” I called out, “I guess that’s about all, then.” 
 
The shrink said, “Counsel, I’d like to speak with you for a few minutes, if you have the time.” 
 
Carl said, “Certainly, especially if we can bring this to a speedy resolution.” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen stood up, shook my hand, and took me to the door.  In the hallway, with the door 

closed behind her, she whispered, “Andy, thanks so much.  We may get the bastard yet.” 
 
I smiled, nodded, and headed back to study hall. 
 
I bent over Sherry and gave her a kiss on the cheek.  She looked up in surprise -- she’d actually 

been studying!  I sat down.  She smiled and grabbed my hands. 
 
“What happened?” she whispered. 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “Talking with folks.  We’ll see.  It might be good news.” 
 
She sighed, looking at me.  “Oh Andy, I hope so.  You need some good news.” 
 
I nodded to that. 
 
At lunch I tracked down Coach Haskell.  He gave me a grim smile as I approached. 
 
I held out my hand.  “Coach, thank you.  That was quite an unexpected surprise.” 
 
He shook my hand, but also shook his head.  “You didn’t hear what happened?” 
 
“No, what?” I asked. 
 
He tilted his head toward the administration building.  “He called me in, tore the request in half 

in front of me, dropped the pieces in his wastebasket, and told me not to make trouble if I wanted to 
stay at the school.” 

 
“Holy shit,” I said.  I gave him a quick outline of the morning’s meeting, including telling him 

about Mrs. Nguyen delivering his request, and that she’d given a copy of it to the district shrink.  He 
smiled at that. 

 
“What happens now, Coach?” I asked him. 
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He smiled.  “Andy, don’t worry.  He’ll have another request on his desk this afternoon.  You’re 

staying here. All he’s doing is digging himself in deeper.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Coach, I don’t want other people getting hurt.  Too damn many people have 

been hurt already.” 
 
“Thanks, Andy, but this isn’t your battle.  Don’t worry about me.  I don’t think either of us will 

be leaving here soon.  I’m staying and so are you.” 
 
I was sort of dazed that afternoon.  In Physics, Rachel wanted to know if I would be available 

over the weekend.  I told her I didn’t know.  Donna gave me some hot looks.  The fat fool was on his 
own planet again. 

 
Walking to the parking lot, both Donna and Rachel asked, “What’s happening?  What 

happened this morning?  What did Coach Haskell have to say?” 
 
My, but word travels fast around here.  “Wheels within wheels,” I told them.  “Things are 

happening, but I’m not sure what.  We’ll know better in a few days.” 
 
They tried a little more, but soon gave up.  When they did, Donna giving a loud sigh, I 

chuckled a little and hugged them both.  As I got into Donna’s car, Rachel pushed herself up against 
me and said, “Andy, I’m here.” 

 
“Thanks, Rachel,” I told her, and got in. 
 
When we pulled into the City parking lot, I held Donna’s hand.  “Donna, what would Greg 

think about us kissing?  Is that fair to him?” 
 
She sighed.  “No, it isn’t.  But still....” 
 
I unbuckled the seat belt and started moving out of the car.  “Think about it, Donna.  Thanks for 

being such a good friend.  I’ll see you Monday.” 
 
I’m not sure how I felt when I saw Karen standing fifteen feet away or so. 
 
“How are you doing?” I asked her. 
 
She managed a half-smile.  “Pretty good.  French was good news.  How about you?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Weird things at school.  Good news, I think, but it’s not going to be fun 

getting there.  See you at the house later?” 
 
She nodded, and gave me a hug.  I looked at her as we moved apart, expectantly, I guess.  What 

was I feeling?  Loss?  She held me again, and we kissed.  “See you later, Andy,” she said, and walked 
off.  Her head went down a little as she walked. 
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Calculus was a review session.  I didn’t have any questions -- I’d pretty much gone through the 

whole book already, including the material we’d cover next semester.  It was fun. 
 
The final was Tuesday.  The class ended early, and the instructor practically told me I could 

bring in crayons and draw pictures on the test and still get an “A” in the class.  I told him I’d do my 
best, and thanked him for his dedication. 

 
That left me walking out to the parking lot.  What now?  I saw Carl waving -- there was my 

answer.  I got into his car and we headed off. 
 
I briefed him on my conversation with Coach Haskell.  He nodded grimly.  He told me he’d 

spoken with Nguyen and Guerrero, letting them know this was dragging on far too long.  He told them 
he had affidavits from both Doctor Carmichael and another well-known psychiatrist talking about the 
damage this action and the continuing uncertainty was causing me. 

 
We drove to Emily’s office.  We spent most of the time rehashing the morning meeting, and 

later conversations.  When I remarked that I’d actually seen Guerrero’s facial expression change at 
something I said, Emily laughed. 

 
As we wound down, I asked her about the essay, and Guerrero’s comments. 
 
Emily smiled and sat back a bit.  “Andrew, I entered your essay in a competition.  What Mrs. 

Guerrero was referring to, that we learned Tuesday, was that you’ve won at the state level, which has a 
$5000 scholarship associated with it.  A number of us also feel you stand a very good chance in the 
national competition.  Some colleagues at Stanford were also very impressed, and are working at their 
end on scholarships.  While nothing is certain just yet, I think things look very good.” 

 
I sat back as well -- finally some light at the end of the tunnel. 
 
Carl nodded and smiled.  “And with any luck, we’ll get this mess resolved by the end of the 

month.” 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  That was so short, and so long.  Oh well, one day at a time. 
 
“Okay, who’s hauling me back to the house?” I asked. 
 
Carl stood up.  “I’ll do the honors.” 
 
“Andrew,” Emily said, “I’m out all next week at a convention, so we won’t be talking until the 

week following.  If you need anything in an emergency, I have another doctor filling in for me.  Here’s 
his number.  He doesn’t know anything about you, or your case, other than that you’re a client, and I 
value you highly.  You might want to call him next week in any event -- he’s a Stanford grad.”  She 
handed me a card.  I nodded, and put it into my pocket. 

 
As we drove, I said, “Carl, the end of the month is so damn long, yet so damn short.” 
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“I know, Andy.  You’re holding up really well under this.  Keep at it, and we’ll prevail.” 
 
“But at what cost, Carl?  At what cost?” I asked softly.  He didn’t answer. 
 
He dropped me off, and I went inside.  I smelled dinner cooking.  I put my stuff down and 

walked into the kitchen.  Karen was stirring stuff at the stove.  I noticed an open wine bottle on the 
counter, a half-full glass, and an empty one. 

 
“Ooh, the wine fairy dropped by?” I said.  I wanted to hug her and squeeze her, but was 

uncertain -- where were we? 
 
She turned and smiled.  “Three whites and three reds were in a bag on the porch when I got 

home.  Let me pour you a glass.  Did you see Emily?  What’s going on?  How are you?” 
 
I got a glass, and waited until we could both sit down.  I filled her in on the meeting at school, 

Coach Haskell, and Carl’s comments.  I told her Emily was going to be gone next week. 
 
“She told me that, and gave me another guy’s card,” Karen said. 
 
I nodded.  “Same with me.  Remember that essay I told you about?” 
 
She nodded. 
 
“Emily entered it into a competition.  I’ve won a $5000 scholarship.” 
 
The look on her face was bittersweet.  I felt it, too.  I held her hand. 
 
“I’m so happy for you,” she said after a moment. 
 
“Then why does it make us both so sad?” I asked her. 
 
She nodded.  We scooted the kitchen chairs closer together and hugged each other. 
 
“Karen, I’m so sorry this is so screwed up.  We deserve better.” 
 
“Andy, it’s all right.  I am glad you’re getting a scholarship.” 
 
“Hear anything from your dad?”  I decided to change the subject. 
 
She held me a little tighter.  “As a matter of fact, yes.  He left me a message.  He isn’t coming 

down this weekend.  He’ll be here next Friday.  Andy, something’s going on, the way he sounded.” 
 
“Sad?  Troubled?” I asked. 
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She laughed a little and sat back, smiling some, wiping an eye at the same time.  “No, really 
happy.  Happier than I’ve heard him in quite a while.  It’s good to hear him happy.” 

 
I held her again.  “So how can we get some happiness and good news to rub off on you?” 
 
She nodded and smiled.  “I’m not sure.”  She sighed again, a big sigh, with her gaze far away.  

“I need to study with some friends this weekend for Lit and Sociology.  Thank God we got out of 
French.” 

 
I nodded.  “Okay, you want to study here?  I can stay out of the way and feed people.” 
 
“Would you like to spend the weekend with Beth?” she asked. 
 
That let the air out of me.  “Karen, not until things are settled.  Going back and forth hurts us all 

too much.” 
 
She nodded.  “Okay.  I talked to her this afternoon and thanked her for the wine.  She’s coming 

to dinner tomorrow.  Can you fix something for us?  We can go to the store tonight.  There was an 
envelope with some cash in with the wine.” 

 
“Sure.  What’s your schedule tomorrow?” 
 
“I’m over at Susan’s house ten to one or so, and then with Bev until five.  We may do the same 

on Sunday.” 
 
“That’s fine.  I have reading to do -- I’ve got some tests as well next week.” 
 
She laughed.  “I know.” 
 
We had a nice dinner.  We talked about menus.  She likes the pasta dishes I do.  I suggested 

lasagna.  We were cleaning up and getting ready to go to the store when the phone rang.  Karen 
answered it, spoke a bit, then said, “It’s for you,” handing me the phone. 

 
“Andy?”  It was Rachel. 
 
“Hi, Rachel.  What’s up?” 
 
“Are you busy tomorrow or Sunday?  I want you.” 
 
I smiled.  “I need to study this weekend.  Is that okay?” 
 
“Oh, you make me feel so good.  I need to study with you too.” 
 
“Maybe one afternoon next week?  How about Monday or Wednesday?” 
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“I don’t know if I’ll live that long.”  She sighed.  “Okay, I’ll see you Monday.  Andy, I’m 
here.” 

 
“Thanks, Rachel.  I appreciate it.  See you Monday.”  I hung up the phone. 
 
Karen smiled and stepped over to me, putting her arms around me. 
 
We got groceries and came home.  She’d done laundry earlier in the day, cleaning the sheets on 

the big bed.  We went to bed wearing T-shirts and underwear, holding each other close. 
 
We woke to the alarm.  I turned it off and moved to hold her.  She was already getting out of 

bed. 
 
“Don’t get up -- I need to shower and get going,” she said. 
 
I waited until I heard the bathroom door close, then got up and fixed a light breakfast for us.  

She smiled when she saw it, and hugged me.  She told me she’d see me about six, gave me one more 
hug and a longer kiss, then took off. 

 
It was a strange day.  I knew all I had to do was pick up the phone, and Donna or Rachel would 

be over for me.  Is that what I wanted?  Whom I wanted?  Beth was coming over.  How did I feel about 
her?  Parts of me wanted her very, very much. 

 
I studied.  I cooked.  I put together a good meal.  I puttered around the place, cleaning.  

Something struck me as I did, but I couldn’t quite place it.  I heard a car pull up a little after four, and 
the doorbell ring. 

 
I opened it, to Beth standing on the porch wearing her fur coat.  I almost broke into tears. 
 
We managed to get the door closed.  She held me and I held her, crying.  We moved to the 

couch and she was partially on top of me, holding me.  She started talking to me, cradling my head, 
and I let go. 

 
We talked for quite a while.  Some parts were hard.  Then she took me deep, and let me rest, 

floating in her embrace, surrounded by her soft warm skin, the coat, her perfume. 
 
When I opened my eyes, she was sitting next to me, adjusting her top.  I guess I’d done more 

than dream I was sucking on her. 
 
“God, I miss you,” I said, sitting up. 
 
She smiled.  “So do I.  Better?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know.  Things are still so confused.” 
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She stood up, picking up the coat.  I moved over and hugged her and the coat, burying my head 
in it.  She held me and rocked me for a bit. 

 
“Oh, Andy, was that a low blow wearing this?” she asked me. 
 
“Not at all.  I need you.” 
 
She smiled.  “And I need you, Andy.  Did Karen tell you about my offer, for you to spend the 

weekend?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes, she did.  And I told her moving back and forth was too painful on all of us.  

Beth, I want this resolved, one way or the other.” 
 
She sighed.  “Andy, so do I.  I’ll be right back -- I’m going to put this in the car.”  Then she 

gave me an interesting smile.  “Unless you’d like me to forget it and leave it for a while?” 
 
I sighed.  “Don’t do that, please.  Beth, I want to be with you so much, be lost in you.” 
 
She smiled, then said, “Good -- I need to hold you as well.  Be right back.” 
 
Beth returned and helped me set the table.  We talked about the week, especially about what 

happened at school.  She agreed our principal was a piece of work, and was probably digging himself 
into a very deep hole.  We both wondered who he’d take with him, though. 

 
She asked me if I’d heard about the essay competition.  I told her I’d heard about the $5000 

part, good chances on nationals, and possibly help from Stanford.  I also told her that was a sore point 
with Karen, and I wished there was some way I could help her.  Beth nodded and said she’d been 
working on that as well, and thought we’d both be able to move on next year. 

 
I told her I needed to do something about learning to drive -- I was feeling quite the burden on 

people.  She laughed and told me Christmas was coming.  I sighed and frowned. 
 
“What’s wrong, Andy?” she asked. 
 
“You know how much we celebrated Christmas -- minimally at best, never having a Christmas 

tree, a few gifts.  Now I have some people I feel special about.  I don’t know what to do, even if I did 
have money.” 

 
She held me again.  I wanted her nipples again, wanted to be lost in her again. 
 
“Andy, don’t worry about that now.  Focus on surviving.” 
 
Karen got back a little before six.  She looked tired.  She brightened up around Beth, though.  

We had a good dinner, with conversation on safe subjects.  We ventured into talking about the storm a 
little, and Karen said she wouldn’t have made it without me holding her. 
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Beth left a little before nine, after helping us clean up. 
 
“Same schedule tomorrow?” I asked Karen. 
 
She nodded.  “Maybe a bit later?  Could I bring people over here for dinner?  Could you feed 

five of us?” 
 
I laughed.  “I’d love to.  No problem.” 
 
We hugged.  “I knew I could count on you.  I need to be held.” 
 
We went to bed and held each other.  That’s all.  She got up in the middle of the night, and 

needed to be held when she got back to bed.  We slept a bit later, holding each other, and I fixed 
breakfast for us as she showered.  We hugged and she went off to study. 

 
I did more cleaning around the house, and laundry.  In the process, I stumbled on the signs that 

she was going through her period.  That’s what had struck me a day or so earlier -- the different odor in 
the bathroom.  I sighed and smiled -- this would be a good test of my supportive, nurturing, and 
protective nature. 

 
I wasn’t sure what to expect as far as appetites went.  It was cold out, but not raining, so I took 

my bike to the local store for more groceries.  It felt good to get back into a warm house. 
 
The gang showed up a little after five, Karen, two other girls, and a guy.  She introduced me as 

her roommate, and gave me a hug.  We didn’t have to worry about leftovers.  We had the kitchen 
cleaned up by around eight thirty.  We sat on the couch and hugged, talking a little.  She felt better 
about her exams -- studying had helped. 

 
We got ready for bed.  She’d take me directly to the high school in the morning, then go study 

at City in the library.  I’d get a ride home from school. 
 
In the bedroom, she was sitting on the edge of the bed.  She was on the edge in more ways than 

one, I could tell.  Beth had been teaching me to massage her.  I moved behind Karen and started gently 
on her back and shoulders.  She sighed, “Oh Andy...”  I told her, “Shhh -- it’s okay.  Relax and enjoy 
it.  You’re wound up.” 

 
I did her shoulders and back, then with her on her back moved down and did her feet.  She 

relaxed, and I tucked her in and held her close. 
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Part 7 - Jade Warrior 
 
She dropped me off at the side of the school, near the library where study hall was held.  I 

usually came in through the student parking lot.  This way, I only walked about thirty feet from the 
street to the library door. 

 
When I walked in, I saw one of the librarians talking to Mr. Benjamin, our vice principal.  They 

saw me and walked over to me quickly. 
 
“Did anyone see you coming in?” Mr. Benjamin asked, putting his hand on my back and 

leading me to the library offices. 
 
“I don’t think so, I came in from the street, rather than the parking lot.  What’s going on?” 
 
“Good,” he said as we went inside one of the offices.  The librarian closed the door. 
 
Both of them looked at me.  Something was going on.  I didn’t like the feel of it.  I took a deep 

breath.  “What’s happening?” 
 
He looked to the librarian.  “See if she’s here yet.  I don’t know how long we can stall.” 
 
She nodded and left.  He turned to me again.  “Andy, Jackson wants you in his office.  He’s 

hopping mad.  We’re stalling until Mrs. Nguyen gets here -- she’s usually in by now.” 
 
“What’s it about?” 
 
He smiled a little.  “You talked to Haskell last Friday?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
“When our principal got into his office this morning, he found another waiver request on his 

desk -- this one signed by all of your teachers, and quite a few other teachers as well.  A copy was also 
faxed to the district offices.” 

 
I took another breath.  “Sounds like this is it, then.  What’s he going to do?” 
 
Benjamin is a big guy.  He put a hand on my shoulder.  “Andy, we don’t know.  But remember, 

we’re behind you.  We’ll be there.  We don’t expect him to behave professionally, or even rationally, 
that’s for sure.” 

 
The librarian stuck her head in the office.  “She’s here.  Let’s go.” 
 
Benjamin led me out of the office and through the library.  Sherry gave me a questioning look. 
 
Calm and relaxed -- calm and relaxed -- that’s what I told myself as we walked into the 

administration office.  It helped a little, but I could feel the tension in the place.  Mrs. Nguyen gave me 
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a tight smile.  As we walked by her to the principal’s office, I saw her hand something to Mr. 
Benjamin. 

 
The door to Jackson’s office was open.  Calm and relaxed -- calm and relaxed. 
 
“Here he is, sir,” Benjamin said as we walked in the office.  Jackson was sitting behind his 

desk, fuming. 
 
“Finally,” he said.  “Get out and close the door,” he told Benjamin. 
 
I noticed that Mr. Benjamin didn’t close the door all the way. 
 
“What the hell is this!” Jackson yelled at me.  I turned to face him.  He was waving a piece of 

paper in the air.  “Well?” he demanded. 
 
“I don’t know, sir,” I told him. 
 
“Listen to me -- I won’t be pressured, and I won’t be threatened.  This is going to stop, and it’s 

going to stop right now.  Do you understand me?” 
 
“No sir, I don’t,” I told him in a clear voice.  Part of me was terrified, but another part, the part 

that held Karen’s head on my shoulder, was strong and determined. 
 
“That’s it!” he yelled, standing up.  “You’re suspended until further notice!”  He grabbed me 

by the arm and took me to the door.  Mr. Benjamin and Mrs. Nguyen were standing outside the door.  
Mr. Benjamin was holding a dictation machine.  About half a dozen staff and students were nearby.  I 
recognized Colleen, one of our geek group, who worked mornings in the office. 

 
“Benjamin,” the principal yelled, “This student is suspended until further notice.  Escort him 

off the campus immediately!”  He was still gripping my arm. 
 
Mrs. Nguyen spoke up.  “Mr. Jackson, what’s the reason for the suspension?” 
 
He yelled, “He’s suspended because I said so!” 
 
She said quite firmly, “District policy requires us to put the reasons for any suspension in 

writing.” 
 
He flung me forward as he yelled.  I hit the corner of a chair and fell down.  “I run this school, 

and I say he’s suspended!  Unless you want to be fired for insubordination like Haskell, do what you’re 
told!”  I heard the door slam behind me. 

 
I saw Mr. Benjamin walking toward me, and something inside me gave up.  I started crying.  

Someone helped me up and to another office, Mrs. Nguyen’s, I think.  My head was on my arms on the 
table, eyes closed as I cried.  I felt a hand on my back.  Mr. Benjamin said, “Andy, your guardian has 
been called -- she’s on her way and should be here in a few minutes.” 
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I couldn’t look like this for Aunt Beth.  I pulled myself up and wiped my face.  Calm and 

relaxed -- calm and relaxed.  I touched my forehead and tried to control my breathing.  It helped a 
little. 

 
Both Mr. Benjamin and Mrs. Nguyen looked grim. 
 
“What now?” I asked them. 
 
They looked at each other.  Mr. Benjamin spoke.  “As far as we are concerned, you are 

definitely not suspended from school.  We’ve called the district, and they’re sending people over.” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen added, “We think it would be best if you went home today, though.” 
 
I nodded.  I started to speak, but nothing came out -- I didn’t know where home was anymore.  

I closed my eyes and tried to breathe slowly and smoothly. 
 
I thought I had it under control, but when Beth came into the office, I broke down again.  She 

put an arm around me.  Mr. Benjamin told her what had happened.  They got Carl on the phone.  They 
started describing things, and Carl asked if I could tell him what had been said, the best I remembered. 

 
I looked up at Beth, then at Mr. Benjamin.  He gave us a grim smile and said, “Why don’t we 

listen to the recording I made of the entire incident.”  He held the dictation machine next to the 
speakerphone and played back the recording. 

 
Beth’s hand on my back helped.  I was listening to something that happened some time before.  

I was a different person now.  What could I learn from this?  I could hear the rage, and yet fear in 
Jackson’s voice.  I was proud at the strength I heard my voice take on. 

 
When the tape ended, they talked a bit more.  Beth was taking me to her place.  Carl was going 

to raise hell, especially when he heard Jackson had grabbed me by the arm and shoved me across the 
room. 

 
After the phone call, they left the room, leaving Beth and I.  She held me, and I clutched her.  

She rocked me.  Whether she said something or not, I don’t know.  I straightened up enough so we 
could walk out of the office and to her car with some sense of decorum. 

 
We rode to her place in silence.  Inside, we went to her bedroom.  We collapsed on the bed, 

holding each other and crying.  She got her blouse and bra undone and held me to her.  She held me 
and rocked me. 

 
It was hard, but we worked through it.  We figured out why I broke down -- Mr. Benjamin 

coming up to me while I was on the floor brought back memories of my dad beating me.  I knew Mr. 
Benjamin wouldn’t hurt me -- I knew he was on my side in this thing, yet still that inner fear took over. 
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I opened my eyes.  I was on my back in her bedroom again, on her bed, where I wanted to be.  I 
expected a rush of feelings, braced myself for a rush of feelings -- nothing.  I wiped my eyes and 
looked over to Beth, sitting up on the bed.  I reached out a hand for her.  “Thank you again,” I said 
softly.  She moved closer, taking a ragged breath.  I could tell this had been hard on her as well. 

 
I lifted my other hand, and reached out and touched a nipple.  That touch was electric, for both 

of us.  She smiled.  I smiled and took a deep breath.  She leaned forward.  I took her nipple in my 
mouth, feeling her hand go around the back of my head.  I moaned and let go. 

 
We were naked, rolling around on the bed together.  Oh, how I’d missed her!  I kissed, felt, and 

touched her from one end to the other.  How good it felt to have her legs squeezing my head again as I 
devoured her!  Then I was on my back, she was on top of me, and I couldn’t stop looking into her eyes 
as she spoke to part of me from far away, and her hands danced over me. 

 
I came just after she did, came with a nipple in my mouth, with her holding me as I held her.  

From there I relaxed into that calm, soothing, healing place with her. 
 
We woke to the phone ringing.  She rolled up to get it. 
 
“What?” she called out.  Then she laughed -- a very cynical laugh.  “Okay Carl, we’ll see you 

at two then.  Bye.” 
 
She turned to me and sighed, with a smile.  “Let’s shower.  I haven’t had a good shower in too 

long.” 
 
I agreed, and let her know as she helped me up.  I adored her again in the shower.  I hadn’t 

realized how much I enjoyed having her wash me -- how comforting that was, as well as stimulating. 
 
We made love again on the bathroom floor, Beth on her back, and me pounding into her, 

teasing her nub with my thumb.  We finally managed to get dressed. 
 
“What now?” I asked as we went back into the living room. 
 
She gave me a hug.  “This,” she said, squeezing me a little more.  “Then we’ll get lunch.  

We’re meeting Carl at his office at two.  I expect the fireworks should be over by then.” 
 
“Fireworks?” I asked. 
 
She gave me that low laugh again.  “Yes.  We’ll find out after lunch.” 
 
I seemed to have an appetite again.  It must have been the lovemaking.  Beth wasn’t talking 

about what she’d heard from Carl.  We had time after lunch, and dropped by her office.  One of the 
doctors looked me over -- A bruise was forming on my right shin where I’d been pushed into the chair. 

 
In the break room, Beth had some papers set out. 
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“Okay, Andy.  You need to sign here, and here, where the tags are,” she told me, pointing to 
little yellow labels which said, “Sign here.”  I looked over the paperwork -- it was for Stanford!  I 
looked up at her. 

 
She nodded.  “You’re accepting at Stanford, if that’s what you want.  Is it?” 
 
I nodded.  “But how?” 
 
She smiled.  “Don’t worry about that.  We’re expecting scholarship confirmation later this 

week, but even without that, your first two years at least are paid for, completely.” 
 
I didn’t know what to say.  I picked up the pen and signed the forms.  I noticed they wanted a 

sizable deposit.  I looked up to Beth. 
 
“Andy, it’s taken care of.” 
 
I smiled.  “What about Karen?” 
 
I thought she was going to cry.  Why?  She laughed softly, then told me, “We should hear this 

week on her as well -- we’re expecting full coverage for her at Cal State.” 
 
I held her hand.  I looked over things in more detail.  Where they wanted me to declare a major, 

I put down psychology and math.  I wanted to understand the animal inside us a lot better. 
 
That completed, Beth folded things up, attaching what looked to be a bank check, and stuffed 

two envelopes.  “Okay, post office with these things, and then Carl’s office,” she told me. 
 
We waited in the post office queue, then went to Carl’s, arriving right about two. 
 
He ushered us into a corner office littered with files and paper. 
 
“The people from the district are a bit delayed -- they won’t be here until about two thirty.  

Seems they have an insurrection on their hands.” 
 
“What happened?” I asked him. 
 
He smiled.  “It seems word got out fairly quickly that Mr. Jackson sent you off, and tried to fire 

Mr. Haskell.  Within an hour, most of the seniors walked.  I guess it took the jocks a bit longer to 
figure it out, but most of them split by lunchtime.  Oh, and the teacher’s union is out to lynch Jackson 
for the way he treated Haskell.” 

 
Beth and I held hands.  “What’s next?” I asked. 
 
He shrugged his shoulders.  “We wait for the district people.  I made a few other calls, such as 

to Doctor Chan, to get our ducks lined up in a row if they don’t deliver.  We’ll know this afternoon.  
Coffee?” 
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I shook my head a bit and laughed.  Beth had coffee and I had a coke.  Someone brought Carl a 

folder.  He looked over a document and nodded, requesting four copies. 
 
Mr. Benjamin, Mrs. Nguyen, and two guys in suits showed up around two thirty.  We moved to 

a conference room.  The suits looked harassed -- that made me feel better.  Benjamin and Nguyen were 
smiling. 

 
Mr. Benjamin spoke first.  “First of all, I think we can resolve things to everyone’s satisfaction 

today.  Mr. Jackson is on administrative leave.  I’m acting principal for the school.  I’m happy to 
inform you that my very first action as acting principal was to forward your residence waiver request 
to the district.  I’ve been told it has been granted, and written confirmation will be faxed to you by the 
end of the day.”  He looked to one of the suits as he said, “Right?”  The suit nodded. 

 
I interrupted.  “How about Coach Haskell?” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen beamed.  Benjamin said, “I’ve spoken with him.  He’s a valuable member of the 

faculty, and I hope he’s with us for many years to come.  Andy?  Counsel?  What else.” 
 
Carl gave them a cold smile as he opened up a folder, handing copies of something to the two 

suits, and to Mr. Benjamin. 
 
“We have the small matter of the assault on my client,” he said.  “In addition to everything else, 

my client was publicly humiliated and assaulted by Mr. Jackson, acting in his capacity as school 
principal.  This action resulted in physical and emotional distress to my client.  We’re ready to file a 
civil suit, and to press criminal charges.  Unless, of course, the district is interested in seriously 
discussing settlement, and keeping this out of the courts, and the press.” 

 
I sat back.  This was big stakes poker.  Would I file a police report?  I nodded.  “I’m ready to 

talk to the police,” I told Carl.  I looked to Mr. Benjamin and Mrs. Nguyen -- I was putting them on the 
spot.  But they just smiled. 

 
Mr. Benjamin said, “I understand, counsel.  That’s why we wanted our colleagues from the 

district office to join us.  Since Mrs. Nguyen and I were witnesses, I don’t think it’s proper we be 
involved in settlement discussions.”  Both the suits had sour looks.  I was feeling better. 

 
Carl nodded.  “I agree.  I think this is something the three of us can discuss.  Shall we adjourn 

for, say, ten minutes, then continue?”  Carl looked at his watch.  “We still have an hour.” 
 
The suit who so far had remained quiet said, “Counsel, can we have your assurance that this 

will be kept confidential?”  He looked to me as he spoke.  The other suit was flipping through the thing 
Carl had given him. 

 
I looked at Carl, and nodded.  “I think you know I don’t say anything without checking with 

Carl first,” I told them.  “If asked, I’ll say Carl is handling things, and refer any and all questions to 
him.  Is that satisfactory?” 
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The suit sighed a bit, and nodded.  “Acceptable.  Please, let’s try to settle this quietly.” 
 
The way he said that bugged me.  “I won’t participate in a whitewash,” I told them.  Everyone 

but the suits smiled. 
 
Carl stood up.  “Okay then, I’ll speak briefly with my client and rejoin you in ten minutes.  Feel 

free to use the phone.  Dial 9 to get an outside line.”  Carl motioned to us.  Beth and I stood up, as did 
Mr. Benjamin, and Mrs. Nguyen.  We walked into the hall, and Carl closed the door behind us.  I 
hugged Beth.  Then I hugged Mrs. Nguyen, and Mr. Benjamin.  Carl got a hug too. 

 
“I’m sorry if I put you two on the spot,” I told Mrs. Nguyen, and Mr. Benjamin. 
 
“Andy, don’t be,” Mrs. Nguyen told me. 
 
Mr. Benjamin looked at her momentarily, then turned to me.  “Andy, you could help us by 

calling your friends tonight and letting them know you’ll be at school tomorrow.” 
 
Carl said, “I want that fax first.” 
 
I looked to Beth, then to Carl.  “Carl, I think that’s a reasonable thing for me to do.  I’d like to 

do it.  I’ll tell people that I’ll be back, I’m not suspended, and everything else is being handled by an 
attorney, so I can’t talk about it.  Okay?” 

 
Carl looked at the group, then nodded.  “Okay, Andy.  Do it.” 
 
Benjamin and Nguyen shook hands with Carl and Beth, and took off to deal with crisis 

recovery. 
 
In Carl’s office, he told me, “Andy, as far as I’m concerned, these bastards are paying for your 

college education.  This whole mess was avoidable.” 
 
Beth said, “I agree.  They’ve hurt a lot of people.” 
 
I sighed.  “Okay, but let’s try and not hurt too many more.” 
 
He nodded.  “Okay.  This is going to be fun.  Let’s see how far we can get in an hour.” 
 
“What’s magic about an hour?” I asked. 
 
Carl gave us his scary smile again.  “That’s when I make the decision to call my associate at the 

courthouse and tell him not to file suit.” 
 
I nodded.  “Okay.  Let me know what happens.” 
 
“Sure, where will you be?” 
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That stunned me.  Where would I be?  I looked at Beth.  I shook my head.  Still looking at 

Beth, I said, “I’ll be at Karen’s house.  I’m not sure how to explain this.  I’m not sure myself.” 
 
Beth nodded.  I didn’t take my eyes off her.  I heard Carl say, “Andy, you’re a good man.  

We’ll see how much of your grad school they’ll cover.” 
 
Beth and I left the office.  Sitting in her car, I held her hands.  “Beth,” I told her, “I want to 

move back with you, oh I do.” 
 
She nodded.  “I know, Andy.  I want you back as well.” 
 
“But I don’t want to hurt Karen,” I whispered. 
 
She nodded again.  I could see tears forming in her eyes, and feel them in mine.  She took a 

breath, and put the key in the car.  “That’s the problem, Andy -- we care about who gets hurt.” 
 
As we drove, I watched the wheels turning in her head.  I still had a large numb spot inside me.  

I was going to call that doctor.  I saw Beth smile.  She’d decided something.  We turned left at the next 
light. 

 
“Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
“Start calling people,” she told me.  “We’re going to get a bottle of champagne so we can 

celebrate, and a good piece of meat for dinner.  Feel like cooking?” 
 
I sighed.  “Sure.  Karen doesn’t have any tests tomorrow.  I’ve got Calculus tomorrow 

afternoon, but it won’t be a problem.” 
 
“If I’m not prying, Andy, are you and Karen lovers?” 
 
I sighed again.  “Yes, or we were.  Beth, this is so weird.  If it had happened under different 

circumstances....  I don’t know.  It feels like something that was meant to not be, if you get what I 
mean, and I’m not sure I do.” 

 
She nodded.  “Andy, I do understand.  Some times that happens.  I know you’ll do your best.  

What have you....” 
 
I anticipated her question.  “I haven’t hypnotized her.  That would have been the kiss of death 

for our relationship.” 
 
Beth smiled.  “I’ll agree with that.  Okay, enough prying for now.  Make some calls.  Want to 

use my phone?” 
 
I dug into my bag for mine, and my list of phone numbers.  “Nope, got mine.  And if the 

bastard had been looking for an excuse to suspend me, we’re not supposed to have phones on campus.” 
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Beth sighed. 
 
I called and left a message on Donna’s answering machine.  I called and left a message on 

Sherry’s machine.  Then I called Peter’s number.  He answered. 
 
“Hey, Peter, this is Andy.” 
 
“Andy!  Hey, Andy is on the phone.  Andy, what the hell is happening?” 
 
“Peter, I just left a meeting with my attorney and some people from the school district.  I’m not 

suspended, and I’ll be back at school tomorrow morning.  Other than that, everything else is being 
handled by the attorney, and I can’t say anything yet.” 

 
“Andy, that’s great.  There are about a dozen of us here.  We heard that Jackson is out, and 

Haskell is staying.” 
 
That put me on uncertain ground.  I decided to play conservative.  “Peter, I can’t say anything, 

but I think everyone is going to be happy.” 
 
I heard him shout out, “Andy says it’s true!”  There were cheers from the crowd in the 

background. 
 
“Peter!  Peter!” I yelled until he answered.  “Peter, I did not tell you that was true.  I did 

nothing of the sort.  I want you to tell people that.  Don’t go spreading rumors -- please.  Enough 
people have been hurt in this mess already.  Do not spread rumors!  I’ll be back at school tomorrow.  
Okay?” 

 
Peter said, “Okay, Andy.  Sorry about that.  I’ll explain it to the gang.  I’ll do my best.  Who 

else have you talked to?” 
 
“You were third on my list.  I left messages for Donna and Sherry.  Rachel is next on the list.” 
 
“Well, they’re all here, so you don’t need to call them.  Great news, dude.  See you tomorrow!” 
 
“Yeah -- bye Peter.”  I hung up the phone. 
 
Beth said, “Damage control already?” 
 
I nodded.  “Peter practically had me saying Jackson was out.  I think he’ll explain it to people.” 
 
I called Betty’s house while Beth was in the store.  I got her mom. 
 
“Doctor Hsu, this is Andy.  Is Betty home?” 
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“No, Andrew, she’s still at music lessons.  How are you?  We heard about the trouble at school 
today.  What can you tell us?” 

 
“Thank you for your concern.  We met with district people a while ago.  I’m not suspended, 

and will be back at school tomorrow.  My attorney is handling the remainder, and I can’t comment.  I 
think you understand.” 

 
“That’s wonderful news, Andrew.  But how are you doing?  Do you have someone to talk to?  I 

understand Doctor Carmichael is out of town this week.  You should talk to someone.” 
 
“Thank you, Doctor Hsu, she gave me the name of someone to call.” 
 
“My husband will be pleased.  Keep us updated -- I’ll inform Betty when she arrives home.” 
 
“Thank you, Doctor -- thank you for all your help, and thank Betty for her help and friendship 

as well.  Bye.”  I called and left a message for David.  I put the phone in my bag as Beth was getting 
back in the car. 

 
“That all?  Nobody else?” Beth asked. 
 
“That’s about it.  It’s a small circle.” 
 
She smiled as she started the car.  “But they’re with you, Andy.  Who do you think started the 

revolt?” 
 
I shook my head as I thought about that.  “Once word got to Peter, he’d be there.  Sherry and 

Donna certainly.  I’ve got more friends than I thought.” 
 
We parked in the driveway.  Karen was studying at the table.  She was surprised to see Beth. 
 
I pulled Karen out of her chair and hugged her.  Beth walked into the kitchen, carrying two 

bags. 
 
“What’s going on?” Karen asked. 
 
I held her hands and looked into her eyes.  “A lot happened today.  It isn’t over yet, either.  

Come on.”  I led her into the kitchen.  She didn’t have proper champagne flutes, so we used regular 
wine glasses.  Beth opened and poured.  She handed us glasses.  She was beaming. 

 
If she was so happy, why did I feel so mixed up?  “Why are these moments so bittersweet?” I 

asked them both.  Beth nodded. 
 
I raised my glass.  “Here’s to life.  A rose wouldn’t be a rose without the thorns.” 
 
We drank.  It was good. 
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Karen asked, “What happened?” 
 
I took her hand and sat her at the kitchen table.  I sat down as well, and nodded to Beth and one 

of the other chairs.  I started to speak. 
 
Beth held up her hand.  “Don’t say anything yet.  I need to make a call.”  She grabbed her 

phone from her bag and pressed buttons.  After a bit she said, “Roger, this is Beth calling.  Give me 
good news or I’m going to burn your house down.  ...  No, Andy is fine -- the rest.  ...  Really!  Oh, 
that’s great!  ...  You’re sure?  ...  Okay, Roger, thanks.  I’ll call in the morning.” 

 
She smiled and sat down.  She raised her glass and took a sip.  “Continue,” she said. 
 
I shook my head.  “Where do I start?  We mailed off my registration stuff to Stanford.  I was 

suspended from school, thrown across a room, and unsuspended.  I’m probably getting the residence 
waiver from the school district.  And if this news is so good, why do I feel the way I do about it?”  I 
held Karen’s hand as things sunk in. 

 
“When are you moving?” Karen asked, her voice soft and full of emotion. 
 
“Not until the weekend, at the very earliest,” I told her.  She nodded. 
 
Beth broke in.  “I’ll add some to what Andy had to say.  Karen, I just confirmed that we’ve 

lined up scholarships for you -- not loans, but scholarships, for up to four years, covering tuition, 
books, and fees.” 

 
I squeezed Karen’s hand.  “That’s great!” I told her.  She smiled and closed her eyes for a 

moment.  When she opened her eyes again, I could see the determination and fire again. 
 
“That’s the look I like,” I whispered, “That’s the Karen with determination and drive.” 
 
She nodded and took a sip from her glass.  “So this does have a silver lining after all.” 
 
Beth said, “It had better.” 
 
We drank another silent toast.  Then Beth said, “Andy, you need to get to work if we’re going 

to eat tonight!” 
 
I groaned and stood up.  Karen gave me a hug, and Beth joined in. 
 
We had a very nice chateaubriand.  I broiled it, and threw together a sort of alfredo sauce with 

lots of garlic for pasta.  Karen put together a salad.  While we were doing that, Beth made more phone 
calls, and then filled us in on Karen’s scholarships.  They were good -- no strings attached.  She was 
excited, and agreed to sit down with Beth later in the week to complete the paperwork and the transfer 
application to Cal State. 
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We’d just about cleaned up after dinner when there was a knock at the door.  I answered it.  
Carl was standing on the step, collar open and tie loose, smiling.  I invited him in, and back to the 
kitchen.  I introduced him to Karen.  He reminded me they’d met -- I remembered -- it had been at the 
Chan’s house, what seemed like an eternity ago. 

 
He sat down, opened the folder he was carrying, and handed me a piece of paper.  He gave one 

to Beth as well. 
 
“Andy, the district has waived the residency requirement for you.  That part is over.” 
 
Beth asked, “And the other part?” 
 
Carl gave us his carnivorous smile.  “We didn’t file suit today.  We might tomorrow, but I 

doubt it.  They’ve agreed on the financial part of the settlement, and gotten approval on that.  We’re 
dancing around ancillary items.  I wanted to check with you, Andy, on some of those.” 

 
“Okay,” I asked, “such as?” 
 
“Does it make any difference to you if he’s fired, or allowed to resign?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t want him doing the same thing somewhere else.  I don’t want him 

hurting others.” 
 
Carl scribbled on his notepad.  He looked up and asked, “But do you have a preference?” 
 
I looked to Beth.  “I know I’m supposed to have compassion.  I’d like to see the bastard 

flogged and ridden out of town on a rail, but I guess that’s out of the question.” 
 
Carl chuckled and said, “Let me get that down....” 
 
He looked at me, smiling, when he finished writing.  “Well?” 
 
I had to smile a little.  “I guess I don’t -- whatever is to our tactical advantage.” 
 
He nodded.  “Good answer.  Publication of the settlement?” 
 
I shook my head.  “No opinion.” 
 
“Confidentiality on what happened?” 
 
I snorted.  “A dozen or more people saw and heard it happen.  I could agree not to tell tales, but 

if someone asks me if something is true or not, I’m not sure.  I guess I could just smile and tell them to 
ask the district.” 
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He nodded again.  “Those are the major ones.  Andy, we’re talking about a good chunk of 
money here.  I’m going to talk to your guardian about handling it, recommending we put it into a trust 
to pay for your education.  Beth?” 

 
She nodded.  “Sounds like the right approach.  I want my financial planner involved.” 
 
Carl said, “Sounds good to me.”  He gathered things and stood up.  “Well, no rest for the 

wicked.  I’m meeting with them again starting at nine tomorrow morning.  I’ll update you tomorrow.  
Oh, Andy -- when you asked about Mr. Haskell this afternoon, that really drove a lot of things home.  
Did you know?  ....”  He sighed and sat down again. 

 
He shook his head.  “I think the district has had it with Jackson.  Evidently the first thing he did 

this morning was accuse you, Andy, of being abusive and threatening.  He went on like that for quite a 
while.  Benjamin and Nguyen finally got the district people off to the side and played the tape for 
them.  But the bastard kept to his story, until they actually played the tape in front of him, and then he 
told them it didn’t catch all that happened!  And the teacher’s union wants his hide as well.  I think the 
district wants to be rid of this guy, and fast.” 

 
“How long do I have to go to the cops?” I asked. 
 
He smiled.  “Andy, that’s one they’ve asked for, and I’ve categorically denied -- they wanted 

assurances you won’t go to the police.  I told them any such agreement was against public policy, and 
against your interests.  You’ve got a year.”  He looked around the room and took a breath.  “That feels 
better.  I think I can go now.” 

 
He stood up, and after shaking hands and getting hugs, we saw him to the door. 
 
Standing there, Beth said, “I should be going as well.  Andy, you have a test tomorrow.  Call 

me tomorrow night.” 
 
“Thank you for everything,” I told her.  We hugged. 
 
Karen stepped up.  “Thank you, Aunt Beth,” she said, and hugged her as well. 
 
That left three of us standing there teary-eyed.  Beth left. 
 
Karen and I moved to the couch.  She started sitting apart from me, but I pulled her closer, and 

put her head on my shoulder.  I held her, and we both sighed. 
 
“You know,” I told her, “this morning I thought about holding you and protecting you, and 

found the strength to stand my ground.  I couldn’t have done that without you.”  I heard a sniffle.  I 
held her. 

 
We got ready for bed.  We crawled in together, and held each other. 
 
“When do you want to move, Andy?” she asked me. 
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I closed my eyes, feeling her warmth next to me.  “Before the end of the year.  Karen, I’m so 

sorry -- this is so screwed up.  Any man in his right mind would be delirious to be living with you.  I 
should be thrilled at being able to move back with Beth.  But I’m not, or part of me isn’t.  I know ‘fair’ 
doesn’t have anything to do with it, but we’ve been given a shitty deal.” 

 
She sighed.  “Andy, I know how you feel.  Part of me wants you to stay, and part of me wants 

you to go.  Part of me wishes this never happened, and part of me wishes it would never end.  I can’t fit 
in that shell anymore, either.  Yet I feel so alone....” 

 
I held her closer.  “I’ll hold you.  You hold me.  I don’t know if that’s the answer, but I don’t 

have a better one right now.” 
 
She sighed and we snuggled up closer. 
 
When the alarm went off in the morning and I whacked it, I was surprised to turn back to her, 

seeing her pulling up her nightshirt.  She smiled and pulled me to a nipple.  I latched on, and she held 
me.  I held her and let go. 

 
“Let’s get up.  You need to get to school.” 
 
Oh, but it was so nice where I was.  I kissed her once more and gave her a squeeze.  We sat up.  

“Thank you -- that’s incredible.” 
 
She smiled.  “I like it too.  Going to shower this morning?” 
 
I shrugged and got up.  I’d been let out of physical education until the end of the semester.  I 

guess I should shower more often since I wasn’t doing it at school. 
 
We had breakfast when I got out.  She dropped me at school, giving me a kiss, and telling me 

to do well on my test. 
 
I went in the same way I’d gone the day before.  I stopped at the school gate, feeling the 

apprehension.  I took a few breaths.  It was over, I hoped -- and I’d won.  I was here.  Victory, but at 
what price? 

 
What was I expecting when I entered the library?  Cheering crowds?  I laughed a little to 

myself.  I nodded to the librarian, who smiled.  I sat down next to Sherry.  She threw her arms around 
me, and gave me a very good kiss, pressing her body against me.  One of the study hall monitors 
cleared her throat; two younger girls at the table giggled.  I sighed and smiled. 

 
“Well?” Sherry whispered to me. 
 
I pulled out the district letter and showed it to her.  She smiled. 
 
“And?  What now?” she asked. 
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I put the letter away and pulled out my math notes.  She groaned and let her head down on the 

table.  I put a hand on the back of her neck and stroked her gently.  Under the table, her hand found my 
legs and slinked up to my groin. 

 
As we walked into math, Mr. Ellis said, “Welcome back, Mr. Wilson.  It’s good to see you 

today.” 
 
I walked over to him and held out my hand.  We shook.  “Thank you, sir.  It’s good to be here.  

Thank you for your support.” 
 
After class, a couple of the jocks clapped me on the back.  I hugged Betty. 
 
Walking down the hall, she said, “My father says that Jackson is history and you’re rich.” 
 
I shook my head.  “Betty, Jackson did it to himself.  Any money I get goes to education.  

Stanford is expensive -- we sent off the registration stuff yesterday -- I’ve accepted.” 
 
She gave me another hug.  “That’s great!” 
 
Mrs. Murray was also happy to see me.  I wasn’t sure how to thank her.  She gave me a warm 

hug. 
 
I sought out Coach Haskell during the period I’d normally have P.E.  I found him in the 

Administration office.  It was strange, walking in there again.  It was like walking on to the set of a bad 
movie.  Something nasty had happened there, but that was a long time ago.  I saw him and walked 
over. 

 
He held out his hand and I shook it.  “How are you doing, Andy?” he asked. 
 
“Okay, Coach, thanks to you.  Thanks so much for sticking your neck out for me.” 
 
He smiled.  “Thanks for supporting me.” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen came out of her office.  We talked for a bit.  Mr. Benjamin was at district 

headquarters that morning.  I nodded.  Some of the other staff thanked me for what I‘d done. 
 
At lunch, I got big hugs from Donna, and a bunch of the other cheerleaders, most of whom I 

didn’t know.  Peter and some of the student government gang came by and filled me in on details. 
 
Colleen had raised the initial alarm, telling Peter, Rachel, Sherry, and Donna.  From there it 

spread like wildfire.  Evidently there had been quite a gathering in the quad, with a call to march on the 
administration building.  Then Donna, Sherry, and Betty told people that wasn’t what I’d do.  
Confrontation wasn’t the answer.  So they left, gathering others as they went. 
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After I’d talked to Peter yesterday afternoon, more calls went out, and people came back to 
school to see what was going to happen. 

 
They were now expecting me to say something. 
 
“This has been a bad deal for so many people -- so may people have been hurt,” I told them.  

“No rumors now, no stories -- give everyone a chance to heal.  I’m here until I graduate, and I can 
move back with my aunt.  That’s what we wanted.  Now, life goes on.” 

 
“What about Jackson?” a girl called out. 
 
I sighed.  “One of the things I’ve read is the rule of threes -- whatever you do comes back to 

you three times.  I know now how true that is.  I want to help people -- I’ve helped Sherry, and Donna.  
Look how many came to help me when I needed it.”  I smiled -- a Carl carnivorous smile.  “Look at 
what Jackson did.  Look what he got.  It comes back to you three times.” 

 
There were a few other “But what about...” questions. 
 
“Listen,” I told them, “if you know me, you know when I say I’m not going to talk, I’m not 

going to talk.  Some of this shit is still settling, so I don’t know the answers.  Other things, I’ve been 
asked not to comment.  I respect those requests.  That shit is over -- let’s move on.  I’ve got a test this 
afternoon.” 

 
I got more hugs as the crowd broke up, including a good one from Colleen.  I held her and 

thanked her for coming to my rescue. 
 
Some things don’t change.  The fat fool was oblivious, fixated on Friday’s test. 
 
Rachel leaned over and whispered something in my ear as she ran a hand up my neck.  The 

world went soft.  I wanted her.  I wanted her nipples, and to feel her weight on top of me.  I blinked 
myself awake and looked over to her.  She smiled. 

 
Rachel tried to get me to talk more as we went to the car.  In the parking lot, standing next to 

the car, I put my books on top and turned to her.  I grabbed her and kissed her.  She held me, pressed 
against me. 

 
“Rachel, that’s all I’m saying on the matter, okay?” I told her when we came up for air. 
 
“Will I keep getting that answer?” she said lustily. 
 
I laughed.  “You won’t even get that answer if you keep it up.”  She pouted for a moment, at 

least until I put my hands on her breasts and caressed them. 
 
In the parking lot at City, I gave Donna a quick kiss.  “Thank you for all your help,” I told her.  

She laughed.  “Andy, I should thank you for last night.  Do well on your test.” 
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I laughed as I got out.  She must be getting Greg well trained.  In adversity we find lust?  Karen 
was nowhere to be seen. 

 
The test was pretty straightforward.  I had to work -- it wasn’t easy.  I had the time to double-

check things, fixing one place where I’d inverted a sign.  I handed it in, about the fourth or fifth person 
to finish, and shook my instructor’s hand. 

 
I sat on the bench waiting.  After a while, I figured I was on my own.  I needed to learn to 

drive; that’s all there was to it.  I needed to talk to Beth about that. 
 
“I’ll bet that was easy for you.” 
 
I turned to see a gal from our math class standing beside me.  I smiled.  “It wasn’t easy, but it 

was okay.  How do you think you did?”  What was her name?  Lori?  She had a pretty smile, long legs, 
straight blonde hair, and a small chest.  I almost laughed -- the way I categorized women. 

 
“Oh, I passed.  I’m hoping for a ‘B’ this semester.” 
 
“I could help you next semester if you’d like,” I volunteered. 
 
She brightened up.  “Really?  That might be fun.  Who are you waiting for?  I usually see 

someone pick you up in the afternoon.” 
 
I nodded.  “Yeah, and it looks like someone’s wires got crossed today.” 
 
“I can give you a lift.  Where do you live?” 
 
“That would be great.  I’m down near Belmont Shore, about three miles from here.  I wasn’t 

looking forward to walking.” 
 
“No way!  I’m in lot ‘E’ -- I’ll take you.” 
 
Her name was Lori, and she was surprised to learn I was a high school student.  She asked me 

how old I was.  I told her. 
 
She laughed and shook her head.  “I thought you were older -- you sure look like you know 

what you’re doing.” 
 
I gave her a puzzled look. 
 
“Oh, I’ve seen you in the parking lot before math, steaming up the windows of that Lexus.  

You two put on a pretty hot show for a while.  You broke up?” 
 
That was an optimistic question.  Was she interested in me?  This was wild.  “Sort of.  She 

went back to her old boyfriend, and I found someone new.” 
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Lori sighed at that.  I didn’t laugh.  “Oh, another high schooler?” she asked. 
 
I chuckled at the way she said that.  “No, I have French at City in the morning.  Karen is in my 

French class.  I prefer older women.” 
 
That got me a very interesting look.  We pulled in front of the house.  I thanked her for the ride, 

and wished her a happy holiday.  She made sure I was taking the same section in math next semester.  I 
told her again I’d be happy to help.  She pulled me over for a brief kiss, and wished me a happy 
holiday.  We both parted with smiles on our faces. 

 
I walked up to the house.  Lights were on inside, and I saw motion, apparently in the kitchen.  

Tuesday, three weeks before Christmas -- I was through at City until next semester, and Friday was the 
last day at the high school.  Karen had finals Wednesday and Thursday morning. 

 
I wiped my feet on the mat and opened the door.  I felt strong, but brittle -- a warrior made of 

jade, the green of my eyes. 
 
Dinner smelled good.  I set my things down and walked into the kitchen.  Karen was cutting up 

broccoli.  “Oh hi.  How was your test?” 
 
I smiled and hugged her.  Is this what domestic life is about?  Little things like hugs? 
 
“It went okay.  One of the people from class gave me a lift home.” 
 
She frowned.  “Oh!  Was I supposed to get you?  I’m sorry!  You should have called.” 
 
I held her.  “That’s okay.  I’ll get rides home the rest of the week.  How was your day?” 
 
She gave me a strange look.  “I got a message from my dad.  He wanted to be sure the sheets on 

the big bed were clean and the room cleaned -- he’s bringing someone with him.  He sounded almost 
giddy.” 

 
I nodded.  “When’s the wedding?” 
 
She frowned a little more.  “Oh Andy, that’s what I thought -- I’m happy for him, but I’m 

worried, too.  I’ve never met this person.  What happens to me?” 
 
I held her.  “We’ll find out on Friday.  Until then, you have two tests to take.  Right?” 
 
She nodded.  “We’re having a big dinner Friday night.  Can you help cook?” 
 
I held her head to my shoulder.  “Of course.  I’m off after physics on Friday, and can do some 

on Thursday as well.  Should we invite Beth, and some champagne flutes?” 
 
She chuckled a little, but didn’t move from where I was holding her.  “I was thinking about 

that.  Dad’s never met her.  I’d like to have her here, if that’s okay with you.” 
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“Sure.  Now, what can I do to help?” 
 
She sighed.  “You’re doing it right now.” 
 
We had visitors a little after seven.  Beth and a guy named Roger, the one who had been 

working on scholarships, arrived first.  I did dishes in the kitchen while they sat with Karen, I guess 
going over her stuff. 

 
Carl arrived a little while later.  Since Beth, Roger, and Karen were still at it in the living room, 

the two of us went into the kitchen and sat at the small table. 
 
Carl smiled.  “Andy, it’s done.  We get your signature, and Beth’s tomorrow morning, and file 

with the court.  Jackson is out.” 
 
“And Haskell?” I asked. 
 
Carl shook his head.  “Andy, Haskell is fine.  If Jackson doesn’t run as fast as he can, the 

teacher’s union will crucify him.  They’ve filed plenty of grievances against Jackson in the last few 
years.” 

 
“Okay, what next?” 
 
“We get together at my office in the morning to sign.  Then we file the lawsuit and the 

settlement with the court -- oh, it’s filed under seal, so it’s confidential.  We’ve worked out the 
financial details.  You...” 

 
I held up my hand.  “Carl, I’m not sure how much I want to know about those.” 
 
He laughed a little.  “Andy, the money is going into what’s called a trust.  Beth holds the purse 

strings.  You’ll essentially be on an allowance until you’re twenty-five.  You should still take full 
advantage of scholarships, though.” 

 
I nodded.  “What about confidentiality?” 
 
He gave me that carnivorous smile.  “We worked out a nice compromise.  The story is that 

Jackson is being allowed to resign to settle litigation.  That’s what the district will tell anyone checking 
on Jackson.  That’s what you can say if asked.” 

 
“And if someone wants more details?” 
 
He shrugged.  “The parties agreed to keep the details confidential.  Jackson, of course, is free to 

waive that so the details can be made available to concerned parties.  What are you going to do when 
people ask you about it?” 
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It was my turn to smile and shrug.  “I tell them that I’ve agreed to keep the details of the 
incident and settlement confidential.  I could tell folks to talk to one of the dozen or so other people 
who saw and heard the whole thing, but I probably won’t.” 

 
He nodded.  “Don’t get cute.  We’re going the route of filing the suit and settlement with the 

court so we can haul Jackson up on contempt when he lies about it -- which everyone expects he will.  
We want to be perfectly clean -- got it?” 

 
I nodded.  “No funny business.  We’ll be watching him?” 
 
He shook his head.  “We won’t, but the teacher’s union will be.  They still want blood.” 
 
Beth came into the room, stretching. 
 
Carl said, “Beth, Andy wants to sign at school tomorrow.  That has a poetic ring to it.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Sure.  What time?” 
 
They looked to me.  “Eleven?  I’ve got that period off.” 
 
Carl and Beth nodded.  Carl said, “I’ll set it up.  Unless you hear otherwise, we’ll meet in the 

admin office at eleven.”  He looked to Beth.  “All done?” 
 
She nodded.  “Should be.  Roger does good work.  Andy, we don’t have things nailed down for 

you just yet, but one way or the other, your education is paid for.” 
 
“Thanks so much,” I told her, “Something else I can’t possibly thank you enough for.” 
 
Karen came into the room and gave Beth a hug.  “You can say that again,” she said. 
 
Roger came in looking for water glasses.  I got one for him.  He reiterated what Beth told me -- 

they were expecting scholarships for me, but things weren’t certain yet.  With one more round of 
thanks, we saw everyone out. 

 
“Oh shit, I didn’t ask Beth about Friday!” I said just after we heard the last car drive off. 
 
Karen said, “Don’t worry -- I did.  She’ll be here, and bring champagne and glasses.  She 

suggested you do the beef burgundy recipe.” 
 
I nodded as I turned to her.  “That’s one of my favorites as well.  How are you?  What can I do 

for you?” 
 
She had a pained expression, and she shook her head slightly as we looked at each other. 
 
“Andy, if we hadn’t met, how much of this wouldn’t have happened?  What a roller coaster!” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 235� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

I nodded.  “Would you like me to do your feet again tonight?” 
 
She sighed and her eyes closed.  “Oh, that would be great.  Let’s get ready for tomorrow first.” 
 
As we packed up, she told me her test was just before lunch, and she was going to spend the 

afternoon in one last cram session with her friends for the test on Thursday, so she wouldn’t be home 
until six.  I told her I could get a ride. 

 
We cleaned up, and I started massaging her feet again.  It would be so easy to tell her to relax, 

to start her down a progressive relaxation path....  After a while, she giggled a little. 
 
“What is it?” I asked her. 
 
“Daddy called me ‘baby bird.’  He hasn’t called me that in a long time.” 
 
I went with it, keeping up the slow action on her feet.  “That’s great.  Does that make you 

happy?” 
 
“Oh yes.” 
 
I went with intuition.  “How old do you feel when he calls you baby bird?” 
 
She sighed a bit.  “Eight or so.” 
 
Her voice sounded a little different -- younger.  This was wild.  “And when you look at your 

daddy, as that eight year old, and he’s calling you his baby bird, how does he look?” 
 
Another sigh, and she said, “Oh he’s so happy!  He’s smiling and laughing.” 
 
“And you can be happy too -- so happy and relaxed, and you can be so relaxed now, and drift 

off to sleep.”  I kept working gently on her feet for a few minutes, then tucked her in and crawled in 
next to her.  She rolled over and put her head on my shoulder.  I held her.  The warm protective feeling 
I had in my center almost overcame the tears trying to get out. 

 
Driving to school the next morning, she squeezed my hand and said, “Last night while you 

were doing my feet, that felt almost like something with Emily, thinking of my daddy.” 
 
“Is that good or bad?” I asked her. 
 
She sighed.  “Last night was good.  I can tell now, he’s really happy.  I’m glad about that.  It’s 

the uncertainty that bugs me.” 
 
I put a hand on her shoulder.  “Concentrate on your tests.  He’s happy.  One thing we should 

have learned from this, things work out for the better.” 
 
She shook her head.  “But do we have to go through such shit to get there?” 
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I didn’t have an answer to that. 
 
Classes were clearly winding down.  Even though the semester extended into the first week and 

a half of the next year, things ended before Christmas.  The only interesting thing was in math, where 
Ellis called us up one by one and pointed to his grade book to show us what we’d be getting.  As usual, 
he called us up in order, Betty and me first.  Sherry was getting an “A-“ in the class.  Even though 
Ellis’ finger was pointing to my grade, I pointed at hers.  He looked at me and smiled, and told me 
quietly he thought it would go up the next semester. 

 
When he called Sherry up, she gave him a big hug.  She walked back past her seat to mine, 

leaned over, and gave me a quick kiss.  Then she returned to her seat. 
 
After English, I walked to the administration office.  People seemed happier there today.  One 

of the secretaries showed me into the principal’s office.  Carl, Beth, Mr. Benjamin, and a suit I’d not 
seen before were there.  Carl showed me where to sign, and I did, on three copies. 

 
The suit asked me if I wanted to read it.  I told him Carl had explained it to me, and there were 

some details I didn’t want to know. 
 
He got huffy and asked if I understood the confidential nature of the settlement.  I told him I 

did. 
 
“And what are you going to tell people who ask you about it?” he asked in a tone I didn’t like. 
 
“I’ll tell them the settlement is confidential.” 
 
“And when they keep asking?” 
 
“My friends know when I say something like that, I’m not going to tell them anything.  They 

quit asking.” 
 
“And what are you going to tell people when they ask about the incident?” 
 
I did not like this guy’s attitude.  I gave Carl a sideways glance.  “I’m required to keep those 

details confidential.  They’ll just have to find one of the dozen other people who were there and ask 
them.” 

 
I looked the guy in the eye.  He looked as if he had a bad taste in his mouth.  Well, if he did, it 

came from inside him, that’s for sure. 
 
“Too many people have been hurt going through this,” I told him.  “I don‘t want anyone else 

hurt.  That’s why I tell people I don’t want rumors and stories -- put an end to that and move on.  And I 
find people respond much better when you treat them as adults.” 
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He opened his mouth, and closed it again.  He gathered up papers, leaving two sets with Carl.  
Without looking at us, he thanked us for our help in resolving this matter, and started to leave the 
room.  I was a bit in front of him.  I stepped solidly in front of him, blocking his path.  He looked up at 
me, giving me a look of -- I’m not sure what.  Fear?  Anger? 

 
I extended my hand to him.  “Thank you.  I appreciate you coming here this morning,” I told 

him.  He smiled a bit and shook my hand.  He left. 
 
I looked back at the group.  We all hoped and agreed it was over.  Benjamin started asking me 

about what I was doing at City, how classes had gone.  I told him I expected an “A” in each class.  He 
asked how many courses I’d taken at City so far.  I told him two per semester last year, three over the 
summer and two this semester.  Were they one, two or three unit classes?  I told him they were all 
three unit classes.  I laughed a bit and told him there was sort of a contest among some of us to see who 
could rack up the most units, and Rachel was leading -- she’d taken four classes during the summer. 

 
We shook hands, and I got a quick hug from Beth.  Carl was off to the courthouse -- he had an 

appointment with a judge.  Beth told me she’d see us Friday afternoon. 
 
I was a bit early for lunch.  I went to the usual spot, and was joined by Betty.  Where were 

Donna and Sherry?  Colleen joined us and told me all the cheerleaders were away for the afternoon.  
She tried prying information from me, but I told her I wasn’t talking.  Betty told me her dad was 
pleased about the way things turned out, but people were still concerned about me. 

 
We only had one teacher giving us a test on Friday, and that was the fat fool.  As he started 

droning on, I asked Rachel if she could give me a ride home.  She smiled and nodded. 
 
As we walked to her car after class, I felt tired.  The day had almost been an anticlimax.  I knew 

I wasn’t feeling tired-depressed, I felt the kind of tired you get after completing an ordeal. 
 
We got to Rachel’s car and she unlocked the doors.  I got in.  She put her stuff in the back seat 

and closed the back door.  She paused, doing something before she opened the front door and got in.  
She swept over to me, kissing me.  I was engulfed in her perfume.  Her hands found my head, holding 
me.  I let her hold me, relaxing in her embrace.  After we kissed, she held me, whispering to me, one 
hand holding the back of my head, the other stroking the back of my neck.  I didn’t have to do 
anything except let her hold me. 

 
We made it to her house, and I was in her arms again on her bed.  She held me and I sucked on 

her, relaxing in her warmth, perfume, and embrace.  Then we were naked, and she was on top of me, 
riding me.  Oh, she felt so good on top of me, and I came when she cried out.  She held me again, and I 
drifted off. 

 
“What is it about you and tits?” she asked me, rolling me to my back from where she’d been 

holding me. 
 
Part of me was bothered at what had happened, but part of me felt fulfilled, and very relaxed. 
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“What is it?” she asked again, moving my head around, looking me in the eye. 
 
“Do you like it?” I asked her. 
 
She gave me a low laugh.  “Andy, it’s great.  You’re so intense, yet gentle.  What is it?” 
 
I smiled.  “You want to know?” 
 
She nodded. 
 
So did I.  “Then hold me again, softly, gently, and after a few minutes ask me again.  Part of me 

must know.” 
 
She smiled and eased closer to me, reaching for me.  “That sounds like fun.” 
 
She held me to her again.  When she cradled my head just right, I moaned -- what a feeling!  

Then she rocked me and spoke softly to me, and I went down, down, down, so very deep.  I remember 
coming up some, and she held me, and I was filled with warmth. 

 
When I woke up, she was sitting up beside me on her bed.  She wiped her eyes. 
 
“Did I tell you?” I asked. 
 
“Don’t you remember?” she asked.  I moved my head back and forth a little.  She held me 

again, and I remembered. 
 
I told her again.  “There are places inside me that are empty, hungry, needing to be filled.  

Sucking, being held, being cradled, takes the edge off those places, and fills them, at least for a while.” 
 
She held me to her again, and as I slipped back into trance, I felt it happen, felt those places, 

and felt them being filled.  Now I could seek them out, bring them out to be filled.  Something changed 
in the way I held her, and she responded, cradling me, holding me softly yet tightly, increasing the 
intensity. 

 
She sat up again, and pulled me to sitting.  She looked at me in wonder, shaking her head 

slowly.  “That is really something,” she whispered. 
 
I took her hands.  “Yes, it is.  Thank you for helping me understand it.”  I sighed as I looked at 

her.  “But you tricked me -- you took me by surprise.” 
 
She smiled a little.  “You certainly seemed to need it.  I hope you enjoyed it -- I certainly did.” 
 
“Rachel, yes, I did -- but part of me is bothered by it.  I’m not sure it’s fair to Karen, or to me, 

or to you.” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 239� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

She almost scowled.  “Andy, can’t we just have fun together?  Holding you a few minutes ago 
was one of the most intense things I’ve ever felt.” 

 
I held her.  Had I started hurting her?  Is that what I did?  Hurt everyone I was near? 
 
“Rachel, it was intense, and very special.  Give me a chance to decide, that’s all.” 
 
“You don’t want me surprising you and carrying you off?  God, Andy, that was so hot.  I came 

so hard and so quickly when I got on top of you.” 
 
I could feel her nipples tightening against me.  “Rachel, you caught me at just the right time.  

I’m glad it was you.” 
 
“You want me to take you home now?” she asked. 
 
I moved back a bit so we could look at each other.  I moved my hands from her shoulders to 

brush her breasts and nipples.  Her eyes closed and her head went back as she sighed and moaned 
softly. 

 
“Rachel, I’d like you to take me again, and use me.” 
 
She laughed softly and ran her hands up my arms.  It was my turn to sigh and fall back.  I 

closed my eyes and let her hands, her voice, and her body take me away.  She rode me again, and after 
she cried out on top of me, she pulled my head to her, and I came, pumping into her, and drifting off in 
her embrace. 

 
We took a quick shower and she took me back to the house.  We kissed in the car.  I went in 

and started dinner. 
 
Karen got back a little after six.  She was happy with how she’d done on the test, and with her 

study session.  The test Thursday was right after lunch.  Then she’d be done until January.  She’d be 
able to pick me up after school. 

 
She let me massage her back and shoulders when we went to bed.  As I tucked her in 

afterwards, she pulled up her nightie and drew me in close.  I let her warmth fill me. 
 
“You are so nice to hold,” she told me in the morning as we were cleaning up after breakfast. 
 
“And you hold me so well,” I answered with a smile. 
 
She gave me a complex look. 
 
“What is it?” I asked. 
 
“It’s like you open up, or something, when I’ve got you.” 
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I held her hand.  “You connect with something very deep in me,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and hugged me.  “With something very deep in both of us.” 
 
I could see indecision in her face as she took me to school.  I gave her a kiss and wished her 

well on the test. 
 
School was boring.  Greg caught me between classes.  He smiled and laughed, and clapped me 

on the back.  Then in a soft voice he told me, “I think she’s cast a spell on me.” 
 
“Oh?” I asked. 
 
He nodded.  “She’s got this way of holding me -- I melt in her arms.  I’m helpless.” 
 
I smiled.  “It’s wonderful, isn’t it?” 
 
He laughed again, nodded, and headed off. 
 
Rachel leaned over in physics and whispered warmly in my ear about how nice the afternoon 

had been with me.  Then she wanted to know how to get in touch with me the next week -- some of 
them were planning parties, and wanted me to be there. 

 
That brought me back to the real world.  Where was I going to be?  To be safe, I gave her the 

numbers for Beth, Karen, and my cell phone.  When she asked me again where I’d be, I looked her in 
the eye and said, “I’m not sure.” 

 
Donna and Rachel walked down to the parking lot with me.  I saw Karen and waved.  She got 

out of her car and walked up to us. 
 
Rachel said, “She’s beautiful, Andy.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
Karen gave me a warm hug.  The barrier between us was down again.  I introduced her, telling 

Rachel and Donna that Jackson made me the luckiest man in the world, forcing me to live with Karen.  
We laughed, but it was a bittersweet laugh all around. 

 
When we got to the house, we started in on dessert for Friday.  Karen’s test had gone well.  

She’d had some options on things to really dig deep into, and had picked well.  She thought my pastry 
crust skills were better than hers.  We did an apple pie with a crisscross top crust, had a light dinner 
ourselves, and did what prep we could for the following dinner.  Tomorrow she’d take me to school, 
then spend most of the day cleaning.  She’d pick me up as well. 

 
We puttered for a bit.  This time Karen pulled me over to the couch by the hands.  She was 

smiling. 
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“Andy, I’ve got so much to thank you for.  I’ll be out of City next year, thanks to you.  I don’t 
know what’s going to happen tomorrow night.  Make love with me tonight, and in the morning?” 

 
I nodded and held her.  Her heart was beating hard and fast.  “Karen, I wish roses didn’t have 

thorns,” I told her as we held each other. 
 
We sat back.  “But that’s the way things is,” she told me.  I laughed with her -- she’d read 

“Crooked Cucumber.”  That was the test of Zen, Suzuki-roshi said, accepting things as they “is.” 
 
“Go get ready for bed,” she told me.  She didn’t have to tell me twice. 
 
But when I went to the big bedroom, she walked out with a smile, and then I thought I heard 

the shower running.  Oh well -- I could wait. 
 
Had it not even been two weeks?  What a crazy world.  Now I knew I was going to Stanford, 

and didn’t have to worry about paying for it.  Did my mom know?  I hadn’t thought about her in a 
week.  How was my dad?  What a price for where we were now. 

 
“What’s wrong, Andy?” 
 
I turned and saw her, naked in the doorway.  I could smell perfume on her as she turned out the 

light and slipped into bed.  “What’s wrong?” she asked again. 
 
“Thinking of my mom and dad, wondering about them,” I told her.  Her skin was cool as we 

slid close.  I could smell the perfume -- very nice.  I moved to kiss her, but she pulled my head to her 
chest.  “Think about them later,” she whispered.  “You don’t need to think now.” 

 
No, I didn’t need to think now.  She held me, inflaming me.  She’d shaved her legs -- they were 

so soft and smooth.  She wouldn’t let me go down on her, but she did let me be on top of her, and I 
teased her with my thumb as I slid in and out.  She held me and came, and came again.  She pulled me 
to a kiss, and with a hand insistent on the small of my back, and the feeling of her body under mine, 
she pulled me over the edge with her.  Afterwards she held me and I went to sleep, filling those places 
deep inside. 

 
She let me go down on her in the morning, after we went to the bathroom to clean up.  After I 

did, she pinned me on my back and rode me.  She held me again, and we had to scramble to shower, 
eat, and get me to school. 

 
I gave Sherry both phone numbers, not knowing where I’d be.  I told her if I was going to a 

party, I might be bringing someone.  She sighed with initial disappointment, but then smiled and gave 
me a hug. 

 
In math, Betty gave me some newspaper clippings.  The paper reported that Jackson had 

resigned as part of settling litigation brought by a student. The article said it was the paper’s position 
not to report the names of minors, and while the lawsuit and settlement had been sealed by the court, it 
was rumored to involve a six figure amount. 
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I had some questions at lunch, and told people that I didn’t know the amount of the settlement -

- I’d told my attorney I did not want to know.  And even if I knew, I wouldn’t tell anyone.  Let’s move 
on.  Sherry gave me a soft hug and kiss at the end of lunch, hoping I had a good holiday, and hoping to 
see me -- I could call her whenever. 

 
The physics test was a joke -- twenty multiple-choice questions.  We all finished early.  Outside 

hugging in the hall, Donna told me, “Even I got an ‘A’ on that one -- thanks to your help, Andy.”  I felt 
myself being pressed between two soft, sexy bodies.  It was grand. 

 
Donna kissed me and told me she hoped to see me during the holidays.  She took off. 
 
Rachel and I leaned against a wall at the bottom of the stairwell, around the corner from the 

stairs and out of the flow of traffic. 
 
“Karen is really cute,” she told me. 
 
I nodded. 
 
“So, are you two, like, ....” 
 
“Lovers?” I asked.  She nodded.  I put an arm around her waist.  “We are, but for how long, 

who knows?” 
 
She sort of frowned.  “Andy, you are so weird some times.” 
 
“What’s weird about that?  It’s the truth.  We don’t know what’s going to happen next.” 
 
She put her arms around my waist and held us hip to hip, swaying seductively.  “What do you 

want to happen next?” 
 
I put my head on her shoulder.  She moved one arm around my chest as I relaxed into her. 
 
“Rachel, I want us all to be happy,” I told her. 
 
We rocked together for a bit, then went our separate ways. 
 
Karen was waiting for me in the student lot.  It was pretty empty.  I got in her car, we kissed, 

and headed off. 
 
“How was the test?” she asked. 
 
“A joke.  Got the meat going?” 
 
“Yes, I did just what you told me to do.” 
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I put a hand on her leg.  “Thanks.  It’s going to be great.  How was your day?” 
 
She sighed.  “I missed you.  They should be here around five.  Beth is coming over at four.  

Dinner is set for six.” 
 
“It will all work out fine,” I told her.  Did I believe that?  I had to. 
 
She sighed.  “I know.  All I see is cloud, though.  I haven’t spotted the silver lining yet.” 
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Part 8 - Another cloud, another silver lining 
 
Beth arrived a little after four.  “That smells delicious!” she said as she swept in the door.  I 

took the bags from her arms as she gave me a peck on the cheek.  “Careful, those are good crystal 
champagne flutes in there,” she cautioned me. 

 
Karen had cleaned up the house, set the dining room table, gotten dinner started, fixed the 

salad.  We were all set. 
 
We were sitting around the kitchen table.  Beth looked at us both.  “How are you two doing?  

How were exams?” 
 
“How were yours?” I asked. 
 
She shrugged.  “Tough, but fair.  I’m hoping for the best.  Karen?” 
 
Karen looked to me.  “Thanks to Andy, I had one fewer than I’d expected.  I think I did well.  

But tonight....” 
 
I squeezed one of her hands; Beth squeezed the other.  “Tell her about ‘baby bird,’” I 

suggested. 
 
Karen smiled and told Beth about her dad calling her “baby bird” on the phone, and then 

described what I’d done, and how that helped her realize how happy her dad was again. 
 
“So why are you both so up-tight?” Beth asked. 
 
I exhaled as I laughed along with Karen.  Yes, I’d been holding myself tight.  “Calm and 

relaxed -- calm and relaxed,” I said out loud.  Beth nodded. 
 
Karen shook her head.  “These last two weeks -- since Thanksgiving -- have been heaven and 

hell.  I don’t know how much more I can take.” 
 
I sighed and chuckled.  Both of them looked at me.  “Want a scary thought?” I asked.  Both 

nodded.  “I’d say the same thing -- how much more can I take?  But after making it through the last 
two weeks, I know now I can make it through one hell of a lot.”  I held their hands.  “Especially when I 
know I’ve got friends who can help.” 

 
Karen was shaking her head.  Beth nodded.  “Unfortunately you’re right, Andy.  Surviving 

means we can handle more.” 
 
Karen’s dad, Jack, and his “guest” arrived about five fifteen. 
 
I think we were all nervous when Karen opened the door.  I know I was. 
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Jack was a surprise -- an inch or so shorter than Karen, which put him three inches or so shorter 
than me.  He hugged Karen, then turned to the woman by his side.  She was a bit shorter than him, and 
well stacked, if on the thin side.  She looked a bit nervous. 

 
“Dina,” he said to her, “this is my baby bird, Karen.” 
 
Dina laughed.  She had a good laugh; hearing her made me feel more at ease.  “Jack, please -- 

she’s hardly a baby bird any more.  She’s a beautiful young woman.”  Dina hugged Karen. 
 
Karen held one of Dina’s hands and said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you.  I don’t mind being 

called that -- it means my daddy is happy again.”  The three of them hugged. 
 
I don’t know many of the practical things in life.  Which finger and hand does an engagement 

ring go on?  Dina had a ring on her right hand that looked as if it had a beaver on it or something.  She 
had what looked to be a diamond ring on her left hand. 

 
Karen introduced Beth and me.  She introduced Beth as my guardian, and a good friend who 

had done a lot to help her.  She introduced me as a good friend as well, one who’d been through a lot 
lately, but had survived.  I shook hands with Jack, and got a hug from Dina. 

 
I helped Jack with suitcases; we carried them into the big bedroom.  It was spotless.  Oh well, 

I’m going to sleep alone again tonight.  And for how many nights?  To a certain extent that was up to 
me. 

 
I heard a “pop” from the other side of the house.  Jack and I went to the kitchen.  Beth had 

opened a bottle of fizzy and was filling five glasses.  I helped hand them out, then looked to Beth. 
 
She raised her glass.  “This was my idea,” she said.  I didn’t laugh.  “Let’s go around the room 

with toasts.  I’ll start.  To Andy, for not only surviving, but for doing so retaining his humanity, and to 
Karen for helping so much.”  We drank a sip.  It was good.  Beth turned to me. 

 
I held up my glass.  “So many things have happened in the last few months.  As much as we 

may wish it, a rose isn’t a rose without the thorns.  Thank you both so much.”  We drank to that.  I 
looked to Karen. 

 
She shook her head and took an emotional breath.  “I’ve seen Andy grow so much, and I’ve 

grown so much as well.  Andy and Beth have helped so much.  And daddy, thanks to their help, I’ve 
got four year scholarships to a real college now.” 

 
That got a small cheer and a hug from her dad.  But then Jack and Dina exchanged glances.  

That surprised them.  There were wheels turning within wheels.  We looked to them. 
 
Jack took one of Dina’s hands in his as he raised his glass.  “Baby bird, you were right when 

you said I’m happy again.  I’m happier than I’ve been in a long time.”  He sighed and looked at Dina 
again.  “Last week I asked Dina to marry me.  She’s agreed.  We haven’t set a date yet.  We needed to 
talk to you.” 
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We drank to that, and congratulated them.  I think we were all a little misty-eyed. 
 
We learned that Dina worked in Seattle for a high-tech company.  Jack met her while making a 

call on them for his current employer.  He’d be joining them as an employee the first of the year.  
They’d known each other for six months.  Jack looked to Karen, and to Beth, and told us that a very 
intense afternoon with two lady psychiatrists had helped him make up his mind, and he was very glad 
he had. 

 
Dina spoke with a strong voice, telling us what an addition to the company Jack was going to 

be, and how lucky she felt.  She told us she’d been married before, many years ago, but that marriage 
had ended after a few years and no children.  The way she said that had me wondering if they’d have 
kids now. 

 
Beth moved us to the dinner table.  Jack and Dina were surprised and delighted with the meal 

we’d prepared.  I told them Karen was a great cook.  She laughed, and Beth told everyone I was the 
cook in the house. 

 
We talked about school.  When I mentioned math and physics, Dina started grilling me with 

questions -- she was an M.I.T. grad.  I told them I was going to Stanford, to study psychology and 
math, thanks to Beth, Karen, and others.  Dina shook her head and told me to at least minor in 
engineering. 

 
As Karen and I cleaned up afterwards, I mentioned how nice and clean the big bedroom looked.  

She looked shocked, and almost dropped the pot she was drying.  I caught it as she raced out of the 
room.  She returned a bit later, laughing softly.  She leaned over to me and whispered, “The nightstand 
drawer was loaded with condoms.”  I laughed with her. 

 
The pie turned out great.  Over pie and coffee, we talked more.  My story unwound; I told the 

shortened and expurgated version, thanking Beth and Karen for being there when I needed support.  
Beth told them that through it all, I’d never given up.  I shook my head, and told her I had, a few times, 
but someone had been there to catch me when I did. 

 
Karen’s perspective was interesting.  As she spoke, I could sense the conflict I’d seen in her, at 

once wanting to protect me, and yet to be protected by me.  She spoke of working with Emily, opening 
up, shedding a shell. 

 
Dina shook her head.  “You have been through some exciting times recently.” 
 
We chuckled; I looked to Beth, then to Karen.  Our eyes met and held. 
 
Beth asked, “What are your plans?  How long are you staying?” 
 
I looked back to Jack and Dina.  They held hands, looking at each other. Then Jack looked at 

Karen. 
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“We’re flying back on Sunday.”  He paused, smiling a little, taking a breath. 
 
Here it comes, I thought.  Calm and relaxed. 
 
“Baby bird, Karen,” he said, “We want you to come stay with us for a while.  We want you to 

stay with us for Christmas.  We’ve got a ticket for you.” 
 
“Yes, please,” said Dina, “we want you to be with us.” 
 
Karen was shocked, and on the edge of tears.  She looked to me, to Beth, then to her dad. 
 
Karen looked to me again, and said softly, “Andy?” 
 
Her dad spoke up.  “Sounds like it would work out well, now that Andy can move back with 

Beth.” 
 
I tried to give Karen strength.  Where is my determined Karen? 
 
She turned a little to her dad, extending a hand to me as she did.  I held her hand.  “Daddy,” she 

said, “this is very sudden.  I have to think about it.” 
 
Dina started to say something, but Jack squeezed her hand.  “Please, baby bird,” he said, “We 

want you to celebrate Christmas with us -- as a family again.”  Dina was holding his hand in both of 
hers. 

 
I closed my eyes and let my head down a little.  What was a family?  I’d listened to Karen talk 

about family Christmas celebrations in this house with her grandparents, what joyous times those had 
been.  I felt a squeeze on my hand.  I took a breath and lifted my head, sitting up straight.  I must build 
my own path.  May we all be free from suffering; may we all be at peace. 

 
Karen suddenly let go of my hand and bolted for the kitchen.  I said, “Excuse me,” and walked 

in after her. 
 
I held her gently, putting her head on my shoulder.  She held me, clutched at me as she cried.  

After a bit she started saying, “This isn’t fair, Andy; it isn’t fair.” 
 
I grabbed a paper napkin from the kitchen table.  “What’s not fair?” I asked her quietly as I 

dried her face. 
 
She shook her head.  “He’s so happy, and I want him to be happy, but ...” 
 
I nodded.  “He’s your father.  You love him.  He’s holding out a hand to you.  So is she.” 
 
She held me again, burrowing her head into my shoulder.  “You’re no help,” she sighed.  I held 

her and rocked her.  It was awful quiet in the other room. 
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“Karen, darling, we’re survivors.  We’ve made it through worse than this.  He wants you to be 
his little girl, his baby bird again, if only for a while.”  I almost said, “You’re so lucky,” but my eyes 
filled with tears, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to get the words out. 

 
She sighed.  I felt her back straightening as she raised her head.  I knew she’d decided. 
 
I smiled and wiped her face.  “That’s the Karen I know -- the one with such determination and 

strength.” 
 
But her look of determination crumbled as she said, “But I think I love you, Andy.” 
 
We crumbled into each other.  I felt her tears, and my own.  I’d been too scared to say that, 

even to myself.  “I don’t know, Karen.  I don’t know.  I know I’ve never felt this way about anybody in 
my life.”  I heard a chair move in the other room.  I didn’t care -- I was holding Karen, and she was 
holding me. 

 
I felt another hand on me, arms around us both -- Beth.  I sighed.  Was it over between Karen 

and me?  Was I pulling back?  Why?  Don’t pull back -- be there, for her if for no other reason. 
 
More chairs moving in the other room -- we both straightened up a bit, Beth gave us a squeeze, 

and stepped back. 
 
I wiped my own eyes this time, as Jack and Dina stepped into the kitchen.  They were holding 

hands.  Karen and I were as well. 
 
Jack looked at his daughter, his baby bird.  I could imagine what was going through him -- 

seeing his baby bird holding hands with me. 
 
He smiled and sighed.  “I didn’t know,” he said. 
 
Karen and I chuckled a bit.  “Neither did we, daddy,” Karen said.  She turned to me and gave 

me a hug.  I felt determination again in her -- and distance?  She stepped back, looked me in the eye as 
she sighed and smiled.  Then she dropped my hands and stepped to her father.  “Daddy,” she said with 
emotion in her voice, “I’ll go with you.” 

 
Dina put a hand on her shoulder.  “You don’t have to decide right now.” 
 
Karen looked to him, and her.  I saw the tears forming in her eyes.  “No,” she said, barely 

above a whisper, “I want to be your baby bird again.”  She hugged her father.  His arms went around 
her, and Dina held them both. 

 
I could tell Beth was near me.  I chose to stand where I was.  I sniffled a bit.  I felt a hand on 

my shoulder, and felt her step closer, her body touching mine slightly.  So this is how it ends?  No, 
don’t close doors. 

 
Well, I had dishes to take care of.  I took a step away from Beth and toward the sink. 
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“Let me help you with those,” Dina said.  She helped.  Karen and her dad, and Beth, were off in 

the living room.  Feeling the hot water on my hands as I washed dishes brought back such memories.  
If I closed my eyes, I could almost be back in the old house.  No -- that’s the past.  I don’t fit into that 
shell anymore. 

 
“Andy, we’re sorry if we’ve caused a problem,” Dina said. 
 
I looked to her.  We held hands.  “No,” I told her, “That’s okay.  We’ve been through hell 

together the last few weeks.  But so many good things have also happened.  She loves her father so 
much, and she’s so glad to see him happy again.” 

 
Dina nodded.  “So am I.  He’s a wonderful man, and I love him too.  Should we bring you up as 

well?” 
 
I took a breath.  “No, that wouldn’t work.  I think this is probably the best.” 
 
She smiled.  “Andy, there’s never a ‘best’ in these things.” 
 
We cleaned up the dishes, and were joined by the other three.  Karen pulled me away from the 

sink for a hug and a kiss.  That was the first time I’d kissed someone in front of Beth. 
 
“Andy,” Beth said, “We have an appointment at ten tomorrow morning.  I’ll be by for you 

about a quarter ‘til. 
 
I gave her an inquisitive look.  She nodded. 
 
“Okay, then you might as well come over for breakfast -- I’m doing eggs Benedict,” I told her. 
 
Dina made an appreciative noise. 
 
Beth nodded.  “What time?” 
 
I looked to Karen.  “Quarter to nine?  That will give us time for a leisurely breakfast.”  I turned 

to Jack and Dina, who were holding hands again.  “That too early for you?  We could do breakfast on 
Sunday instead.” 

 
Dina shook her head.  “Tomorrow is better.  We’ve got a ten o’clock flight Sunday morning.” 
 
I turned to Karen.  “That means we need to be up by seven thirty -- I need your help.” 
 
She smiled.  “Andy, I’m here to help.” 
 
I liked the way she said that.  I sighed again and looked at the group.  It was almost ten.  I was 

beat again.  “Draw straws for bathroom use?” I suggested. 
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That got laughter from the group.  Beth said, “Help me out, Andy?” 
 
I nodded.  I rewrapped her crystal and put it back in the bag.  Jack and Dina headed for the 

bedroom. 
 
It was cool and crisp outside.  We stood by Beth’s car.  I looked up into the sky, searching for 

stars.  You don’t see many in L.A., what with all the lights and smog. 
 
“What’s happening tomorrow?” I asked her. 
 
“A surprise.  Andy, you handled yourself very well tonight.  I’m proud of you.” 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t know.  Is the search for stability a futile one?” 
 
She put the bag in her car.  Then she hugged me.  “No, Andy, it isn’t.  I’ll see you in the 

morning.  Sleep well.” 
 
I sighed.  “Fat chance,” I muttered.  She held me closer, pulling my head to her shoulder.  She 

rocked me and spoke softly for a while.  I let myself drift.  After a bit we hugged again, and I went 
back inside.  I was starting to get cold. 

 
Jack and Dina finished in the bathroom and said goodnight to us.  They retired to the big 

bedroom.  I let Karen use the bathroom first.  We hugged and kissed in the hall.  She turned and went 
into her small room.  I cleared my throat and went into the bathroom so I couldn’t tell if she was crying 
or not. 

 
When my head hit the pillow, I took a breath, and let go. I was exhausted again. 
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Tin Woodsman 
 
“Wake up, sleepy head!” 
 
I sat up.  Someone was knocking on the door.  Damn -- I’d forgotten to set the alarm! 
 
“Thanks!  I’m up.”  I got up and dressed quickly.  The bathroom was open, so I used it.  Karen 

had coffee going, and was setting the table again. 
 
“How did you sleep?” she asked me as we hugged. 
 
I rocked her.  “I need to be held.  I slept like a rock.  I was exhausted -- in more ways than one.  

How about you?” 
 
She made a funny noise.  “Okay.  They were noisy.  Oh, I missed being held as well.  You were 

right, Andy -- sleeping alone is the shits.” 
 
We put on a good breakfast.  My sauce acted as if it was going to be runny, but thickened up 

nicely.  Beth showed up on time, and Jack and Dina joined us, looking cheery. 
 
“What are you two doing today?” Beth asked them. 
 
They looked at each other.  “Not much -- some errands in the area.  We’ll be in and out.” 
 
Dina said, “We still have some cleaning to do in the kitchen.” 
 
Beth added, “And Andy won’t be helping -- we need to get going.” 
 
I wiped my mouth with my napkin.  Everyone thanked me for a nice breakfast.  I cleaned up in 

the bathroom.  Karen gave me a hug, and Beth and I headed to her car. 
 
She put a hand on my leg as we drove off.  “How are you this morning?  How did you sleep?” 
 
I sighed as I adjusted my sunglasses -- the ones she’d bought for me, a few months that seemed 

like a few years ago.  “I slept well, thanks to you, I think.”  I paused.  “I feel like the Tin Woodsman 
from the Wizard of Oz.” 

 
“Oh?” she asked. 
 
“Yeah, I wanted a heart, and now it’s broken.  I don’t know whether I’m being realistic, or 

running away, but I think it’s over between Karen and me, whatever it was we had.” 
 
She patted my leg.  “Andy, I think it’s realistic, but don’t give up yet.” 
 
“I’m not giving up, and I’m not pulling back -- if I can help it.” 
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“Good.  What do you think about Jack and Dina?” 
 
“They’re going to sell the house -- I can feel it -- the way he was looking around this morning -

- he’s decided.” 
 
“You’re sure?” Beth asked me. 
 
I shrugged.  “It’s a wild guess, but that’s what I feel.  It was the way he looked at the place as 

he talked to Dina, telling her about growing up there.  I could feel him pulling away, saying goodbye to 
the place.  So what are we doing this morning?” 

 
Beth smiled.  “You’ve been mumbling about learning to drive.  We’ve got an appointment at 

the DMV to renew your learner’s permit.  I’ve signed you up for driving lessons starting Monday.  
How does that sound?” 

 
“Thank you.  It’s something I need to do, so I’m less dependent on people.” 
 
“Is being dependent on people a bad thing?” she asked. 
 
“That’s weird.  I think culturally, especially for men, we’re supposed to be independent.  But I 

know deep inside how good it is to hold someone, and to be held.  I’m not ashamed to say I need help.  
Or that I need you -- especially now.  Beth, I need you.”  She squeezed my leg again. 

 
I won’t say anything about our visit to the Department of Motor Vehicles except that we both 

survived.  I thought school administrations were bureaucratic -- I was off by many, many orders of 
magnitude.  We left with me having an updated learner’s permit.  The only good news was that I’d had 
Driver Ed at school, and filled out some paperwork just after I was sixteen -- that meant I could get my 
full driver’s license when I turned 18, on January 14th. 

 
“What now?” I asked as we walked back to the car. 
 
Beth looked at me, laughing a little.  “Andy, I can teach you a lot of things, but not how to 

drive.  Get in.” 
 
“No, I meant after that.  What do we do now?” 
 
In the car, she looked at me and sighed.  “I think you move back.  Make sense?” 
 
I nodded.  “Unfortunately, it does.  I don’t know if it’s better to do it today, or tomorrow after 

they’ve gone.” 
 
“We’ll have more help today.  Doing it today will force both of you to confront it.” 
 
I sighed again.  “I agree that’s the hardest way to do it.  But is it the best?  Is rubbing this one 

raw the best way to go?” 
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“Did you tell Karen what you thought about the house, them possibly selling it?” 
 
“No -- I only figured that out when you asked me, and it’s only a hunch.” 
 
“Sounded like a pretty damn good hunch to me.” 
 
We got back to Karen’s place and went in.  Karen was there.  She gave me a hug. 
 
“Where did Jack and Dina go?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “Don’t know.  They said they’d be back in a few hours.  Andy?” 
 
We held hands.  “I know,” I told her.  “Does it make more sense for me to move tomorrow, or 

today?” 
 
She nodded.  “Today.  I want to help.  I need to help.” 
 
I nodded.  “Okay.” 
 
A lot of my stuff was still packed away.  Karen and I touched as we passed going in and out, 

loading the two cars, hers and Beth’s.  I thought I saw Karen and Beth whispering as well. 
 
“That’s about it.  Who do you want to ride with?” Beth asked me.  The three of us were 

standing in the living room.  I put my arms around both of them. 
 
“That’s a hell of a choice,” I told them.  We all managed to smile, at least a little.  “I’ll ride 

over with Karen, and back with Beth.  Okay?” 
 
We headed out the door. 
 
Driving over to Beth’s, Karen said, “Andy, it’s not over between us -- I won’t let it be.” 
 
I put a hand on her leg.  “Karen, I know.  It’s so hard -- I’m not going to let go, but I don’t 

know if I’m holding on.  Does that make sense?” 
 
She sighed.  “Yes, it does.  But remember, I’ll be back in a week and a half.  I’ll need to be 

picked up at the airport.” 
 
“I’ll take care of that.  Oh Karen -- I don’t know what we had, what we have.” 
 
She held my hand to her leg. 
 
We unloaded quickly, and headed back.  I don’t think Beth and I exchanged more than ten 

words during the trip.  The second load went quickly, loading and unloading.  The third load was light 
-- barely enough for both cars.  Driving back to Karen’s place was sad.  I rode with Beth.  Karen had to 
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stop for gas on the way back.  When Beth and I arrived at the house, Jack and Dina were waving to 
someone driving off in a shiny new Lexus. 

 
“I smell real estate agents,” I growled. 
 
Beth chuckled and patted me on the leg.  “Trust your hunches.” 
 
We got out of the car. 
 
“Where’s Karen?” Jack asked. 
 
“She had to stop for gas,” I told him.  “So, was that a real estate agent we saw leaving?” 
 
He took half a step back -- answering my question. 
 
“Why?” he asked. 
 
I looked him in the eye.  “The way you were looking around this morning -- you were saying 

goodbye to the place.” 
 
Dina put a hand on Jack’s back.  She said, “Karen told us you were perceptive.  Does she 

know?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I haven’t told her.  I don’t know how -- it’s going to be tough.” 
 
Jack nodded.  “I know.  Let us do it, okay?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
He asked, “Need any help moving?” 
 
Beth answered.  “We just dropped off the last load.  That’s about it.” 
 
I wasn’t sure why we’d come back.  One last look around, I guess. 
 
Jack smiled again.  “I’d like to take everyone out to dinner tonight.  Andy, sure you wouldn’t 

like to come up with us for a while?” 
 
I managed a smile.  I glanced to Beth, then told him, “No thanks.  I appreciate the offer.” 
 
We went inside.  I had a few things in the kitchen still, not enough to fill a shopping bag. 
 
Karen came in.  She stepped toward me tentatively.  I took the remaining half-step between us 

and hugged her gently.  She was holding herself tight.  “Relax,” I whispered to her, holding her and 
starting to rock a bit.  She clutched me, holding on for life. 
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Jack said, “We have dinner reservations at six, if you’d like to join us.” 
 
That gave us about an hour and a half.  The way he was looking at me, I asked, “Should I 

change clothes?” 
 
Dina said, “That would be a good idea.” 
 
Beth jumped in.  “Why don’t you give us the address, and we’ll meet you there.” 
 
That seemed to be a good idea.  We were going to a Continental-style place near Irvine. 
 
On the way back to Beth’s, I told her, “Karen wants us to pick her up at the airport in a week 

and a half.” 
 
She nodded.  “I’d like to do that.  You could go up with her, you know.” 
 
I shook my head.  “When I held her in the kitchen, when she walked in, she was tight, almost 

armored.  She’s gone.” 
 
“Andy, that’s conclusory -- you don’t know what she’s thinking -- you can’t.  There are other 

possibilities -- a protective reaction, for example.  If you keep looking for signs it’s over, you’ll find 
them, and it will be.” 

 
We went home and changed.  It was home again -- I had a home again, at least until I went to 

Stanford.  I changed in the guest room, where my clothes were.  Beth walked in and out half-dressed.  I 
appreciated the gesture.  She put on a pretty yet simple dress, and perfume. 

 
“Ready?” she asked. 
 
I held her, and she held me.  “Relax, Andy.  You’re tight.  You need to relax as well.” 
 
I got the car door for her.  “I need to be held.  Remind me to tell you about Rachel some time.” 
 
We met them in the restaurant lobby.  The meal was okay.  Both Karen and I were 

uncomfortable -- I could see it in her, and I certainly felt uncomfortable.  Jack picked up the tab, and 
we headed out.  Karen and I held back in the lobby.  Beth looked to us and said, “We’ll wait in the cars 
for you two.  Take your time.”  Dina took Jack by the arm and followed Beth out the door.  I held 
Karen.  Her arms went around me.  She was tight.  How did I feel to her?  “Karen, please come back to 
me,” I whispered in her ear.  Her head went to my shoulder and she sobbed silently.  We held each 
other and rocked together.  She softened into me once more. 

 
“Thank you for all you’ve done for me.  Please call me during the week, okay?” I asked her.  

She nodded on my shoulder.  She straightened, and forcing a smile, whispered, “Let’s go.  They’re 
waiting.” 
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We went outside, holding hands.  She went to turn one direction, and I started to turn another.  I 
held her once more and whispered in her ear, “Karen, I’ve never said this before -- I love you.”  She let 
out a squeaking cry, gave me a squeeze, then stepped away.  I turned and walked to Beth’s car, wiping 
my face as I went. 

 
We drove home in silence.  We cleaned up for bed.  Beth turned to me to unfasten her bra, a 

habit we’d gotten into.  I unfastened it, and rubbed her bare back the way she enjoys. 
 
Getting into bed, she looked at me with a slight smile.  I told her, “Just hold me, please.” 
 
She nodded.  “I understand, Andy.” 
 
She held me close.  She held me gently.  I tried to roll away at one point, but she held me close, 

rocked me, and whispered me to sleep in her arms. 
 
I woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of a car alarm going off.  I got up to pee -- 

three thirty in the morning.  I don’t know how I felt.  I walked around the place, going into the guest 
room, the office with Beth’s computer, and mine sitting in pieces.  I could hook it up again now, if I 
wanted to.  I walked out to the living room, looking at the fireplace.  I’d wanted to make love with 
Karen in front of a crackling fire.  I looked in the refrigerator, more out of habit than hunger.  I felt at 
home in the kitchen.  I enjoyed cooking, especially cooking for others. 

 
I went back to the couch and sat down.  I remembered that first afternoon, three months ago 

was it?  Pulling Beth’s legs over my shoulder and eating her, then making love on the floor.  What 
happened to those people? 

 
“Can’t sleep?” 
 
I looked up.  Beth was standing in the doorway, and moved to sit next to me. 
 
“Sorry if I woke you,” I told her. 
 
She took my hands.  “Don’t be.  I know it’s hard, Andy.” 
 
I half smiled.  “Growing up is the shits some times.” 
 
She chuckled.  “You’ve got that right.  Want to tell me about Rachel, or wait for another time?” 
 
I sighed and leaned back.  She leaned back and pulled me to her.  I told her what had gone on, 

with Rachel taking me once and trying to do things, and my response.  I told her about Rachel catching 
me by surprise, or whatever, and learning about filling those places inside me. 

 
“Do you have places that need to be filled now, Andy?” she asked. 
 
I helped her stand.  “Yes.” 
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Back in bed, she held me, cradled me to her.  She held my head and spoke to me softly.  Oh, 
she filled those hungry places inside me.  Then she rolled me to my back and took me inside her.  I was 
back home again, back with her.  She came with a shudder and a low moan, then carried me over the 
edge in her embrace. 

 
We held each other in the morning, then showered together.  We did a simple breakfast, and 

Beth helped me unpack and organize things.  We were both half-dressed. 
 
When most of my clothes had been put away, she said, “Let’s get dressed.  I’m taking you 

shopping.” 
 
“For what?” 
 
“For new clothes -- you need them.  Everything I’ve seen except your underwear is either worn, 

old, or too small.” 
 
I shrugged.  I couldn’t disagree with that. 
 
I learned more about what a sheltered life I’d had -- I didn’t realize how crowded the shopping 

malls were before Christmas.  We got basics -- pants, shirts, socks, and a pair of shoes.  Beth told me 
we’d get more the week after Christmas, when things were discounted further. 

 
We stopped at the grocery store on the way home. 
 
“Feel like cooking tonight?” she asked. 
 
“Sure.  What would you like?” 
 
“Did I tell you Emily and her husband were coming over?” 
 
“I think you just did,” I answered. 
 
She smiled.  “Sorry, Andy -- it’s been a hectic weekend.” 
 
I chuckled.  “I’ll say.  Does she know?” 
 
Beth wrinkled her brow.  “Don’t see how.  I haven’t spoken to her this week.  She was just 

expecting dinner with me.” 
 
“What did I do last time?  Lamb?” 
 
“I don’t remember.  A casserole would be good.  Beef Burgundy again?” 
 
I nodded -- easy but good. 
 
In the kitchen later as we worked on dinner, I asked, “What’s the schedule this week?” 
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“You have driving lessons Monday through Thursday from nine to eleven.  Tomorrow 

afternoon you have a four o’clock appointment with Doctor Chan -- he wants to do some tests to be 
sure you don’t have any lingering endocrine problems.  That’s about it.  Anything you want to do in 
particular?” 

 
I crushed another clove of garlic with the flat side of the knife.  “I wouldn’t mind spending a 

day lost in you.  I know it’s escape, and my problems won’t go away, but....” 
 
She put a hand on me.  “Andy, there’s nothing wrong with escaping every so often.  We all 

need to do it.  I enjoy escaping with you.” 
 
It took another half hour to get things in the oven.  I started setting the table. 
 
Beth took me by the arm, leading me to the bedroom.  “That can wait.” 
 
She held me again.  As we connected I heard her sigh as well, and felt her body shift to hold me 

gently.  I was happy this was something we shared.  As she whispered to me, I knew I was safe, and 
could relax. 

 
I woke up at her side.  We stretched and kissed.  One of her hands found my cock, and soon I 

was on top of her, pushing into her, with her legs wrapped around mine. 
 
We took a quick shower and got dressed.  I went back to setting the table. 
 
“I’ll do that,” Beth told me, “why don’t you set up your computer?” 
 
I took care of that, setting it up and reorganizing the office the way we’d had it before. 
 
The doorbell rang.  “Andy, can you get it?” Beth called out.  I put down the almost empty box 

I’d been unpacking and went to the door. 
 
When I opened it, Emily said, “Andrew, what a pleasant surprise!”  Her husband, Ben, held out 

his hand.  We shook, and I invited them in.  He handed me a plastic case.  I took it into the kitchen.  It 
held two bottles of wine, one white and one red. 

 
“Andrew, this must mean things have settled.  Please tell me!” Emily said. 
 
As I turned to her, Beth came into the kitchen.  “Emily, welcome back.  How was your flight?” 
 
“Dreadful,” Emily said, but with a smile.  “It’s good to be back -- I can’t leave this alley cat 

alone for too long, who knows what trouble he’d get into.”  She nodded to Ben, and we all chuckled. 
 
Ben indicated the white; I got the opener and four glasses, and started opening the bottle. 
 
“I’m so glad you’re back here, Andrew.  When did you return?” Emily asked. 
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“Yesterday,” I told her.  I opened the bottle, wiped the top, and handed it to Ben.  He smiled 

and poured a little in a glass, and handed it to me.  I picked it up, swirled it, then stuck my nose in the 
glass.  I could smell the fruit, and oak, but not too much.  I took a sip and gargled it a bit.  “Nice,” I 
told him.  He smiled and poured the other glasses, then filling mine.  I handed one to Beth; he handed 
one to Emily. 

 
Emily looked at me and said, “Welcome back, Andrew.” 
 
I looked to her, and Beth, and said, “Thorns give the rose its beauty.”  We sipped our wine. 
 
Emily started in asking questions on how I was doing, what had happened, ad nauseum. 
 
I surprised myself, and the others too.  I told her, “Doctor Carmichael, can we keep this a social 

setting tonight?” 
 
She smiled and said, “Of course, Andrew.  Are you free tomorrow afternoon?” 
 
“I’ve got a four O’clock doctor’s appointment, and I’m home a little after eleven from driving 

lessons.” 
 
“Good.  I’ll pick you up a little before two, then.  Beth, could you pick him up at my office?” 
 
Beth nodded.  “That would work out fine.  Tell us about your trip.” 
 
Emily allowed the conversation to be steered to her visit back East.  It had been a good 

meeting, with a minimum of politics. 
 
Dinner was good, and the red wine Ben brought was very tasty.  We talked a little about what 

I’d be doing during the week.  Monday was occupied, as were the remaining mornings.  To take my 
driving test, I needed to have a certain number of supervised driving hours, including some at night. 

 
Ben said, “You could drive me around Wednesday, and next week if you’d like.”  He was 

constantly visiting locations from as far south as San Diego, and up north to a little past Santa Barbara.  
It sounded interesting to me, and Beth agreed with the idea.  I wasn’t sure what Emily thought of it. 

 
As they were getting ready to go, Emily said, “Well Andrew, if I’d known you would be here, I 

would have brought over your next set of assignments.  They can wait until tomorrow.” 
 
Beth and Ben laughed a little.  I smiled and said, “I reserve the right to take vacation.” 
 
Emily chuckled.  “I understand.  You might want to review your notes before I pick you up 

tomorrow.  Thank you both for a very nice evening.  It is good to be back.” 
 
Beth saw them out and I loaded the dishwasher.  She came in and squeezed my shoulders. 
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“That feels nice,” I told her.  She pressed up against me, pushing me up against the counter and 
kissing the back of my neck.  “I agree,” she said between kisses. 

 
“Help me, and we’ll be done sooner,” I suggested. 
 
In the bathroom getting ready for bed, I could see she was aroused.  I grabbed her washcloth 

and warmed it in the sink, and moved a perfume bottle closer to her. 
 
“You’d like some of this, I take it?” she said in a sexy voice. 
 
I put a finger over my lips.  She nodded.  I wrung out the washcloth and set down on my knees 

before her.  I washed her off gently, eliciting a very nice sigh and moan.  She put on some perfume, 
including a dab at the lower edge of her mound. 

 
I eased her to her back on the bed, her legs over the side.  I didn’t make any pretense -- I dove 

in to her.  She crossed her legs over my back. 
 
She was tasty, warm, sensuous, and more than a little noisy.  Eventually she pulled me up to 

her and we kissed.  She slid me down to a nipple and held me there until I was helpless in her arms.  
She pushed me to my back and rode us slowly to a crashing orgasm.  I didn’t remember getting under 
the covers. 

 
In the morning, she had to leave before I was to be picked up.  While she showered, I made 

coffee and toast.  She told me to have fun -- she’d see me at Emily’s office around a quarter to four. 
 
The driving instructor arrived a bit before nine.  I don’t know if that two hours was short or 

long -- it felt both.  I went through phases of wondering how I could learn to do everything I’d need to 
do, but reminded myself that I knew idiots at school who had been driving for a year or two. 

 
He dropped me off around eleven fifteen.  He told me I’d done well; I’d see him again 

tomorrow. 
 
Beth called around noon, wanting to know how things had gone.  “Oh, they sent a substitute,” I 

told her. 
 
“Who?” she asked. 
 
“Hiro, from ‘Divine Wind’ driver training,” I told her with what I hoped was a deadpan voice.  

She laughed.  I assured her that we were both still alive, nothing had been damaged, and he was 
coming back tomorrow. 

 
I did as Emily suggested, and reviewed my notes from the things I’d written for her so far.  I 

did a bit more reading on the net -- cable modems make things a lot easier and faster. 
 
She arrived a bit before two.  “Ready to go?” she asked.  I nodded. 
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On the drive to her office I gave her an outline of what had happened during the week, leaving 
out most of the intimate details.  I expected we’d continue in that vein when we got to her office, but 
when we walked in the door, she said, “Good!  We’ve got a phone call to make.  Andy, last week I 
spoke with some colleagues from Stanford.  We’ll be talking to them today.  They’re very interested in 
you.” 

 
We went into her office and she dialed the speakerphone.  The main person on the other end 

was named Gregory.  There was another man in the room with him, and a woman.  Emily introduced 
me, threw me to the lions, and sat back. 

 
We talked about the paper I’d done, how it had come about.  We talked about what I’d read.  

They asked questions about different areas.  If I didn’t know something, I told them so -- I didn’t try 
and bluff.  One thing that stuck in my mind was responding to a question on what I was looking for, 
“A path with heart.”  Emily smiled at that one. 

 
The woman on the other end asked if Assagioli’s disidentification was a method of 

withdrawing from the world.  I disagreed very strongly, telling her that from what little I’d read, it 
went back to Buddhist ideas, and from what I’d experienced, it was a way of remaining even more 
present in the moment, with the certainty that “I” was more than what I was experiencing. 

 
We were interrupted by a knock on the door.  Beth had arrived.  I looked at the clock -- it was a 

quarter to four!  Emily told them we needed to wrap up.  I thanked them for their time, and a very 
interesting discussion -- I had a lot to learn, and was looking forward to it. 

 
I closed my eyes and slumped back in the chair as Emily hung up the phone.  I’d been put 

through the wringer. 
 
“I thought that went extremely well,” Emily said.  I raised my head and shook it a little.  Beth 

laughed and helped me to my feet.  Emily handed me a stack of papers and two books.  I groaned. 
 
“Let’s get going.  I’ll drive,” Beth told me. 
 
On the way to Doctor Chan’s office, Beth told me I’d probably been talking to the people who 

decided on scholarships.  I told her it had been intense and nonstop, almost like a long session with 
Emily.  She laughed at that. 

 
We had to wait in Doctor Chan’s office.  We talked a bit more about the day.  Doctor Chan was 

happy to see me.  He gave me a thorough going over, and had one of his people take blood samples.  
Responding to his questions, I didn’t notice any difference in energy levels, sleeping, eating, or weight 
in the last month -- which had been hell, I told him.  He nodded, with a tight smile.  He told me to take 
care of myself.  The test results would be back in a few days. 

 
Beth had me drive home.  Traffic was scary, but we made it. 
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There was a message from Rachel on the phone -- she wanted me to call.  Beth smiled and told 
me to call her from the bedroom -- she’d start dinner.  “Spend an afternoon with her if you’d like, 
Andy,” she told me. 

 
I gave her a call.  She wanted to know if we could get together.  I told her tomorrow afternoon 

would work.  That excited her.  What time should she come get me?  After a moment’s thought, I told 
her I’d either be by her place around eleven fifteen, or call her to come get me around then.  Would 
that work?  It would -- she was stoked.  I told her we could fix dinner for her folks.  She laughed. 

 
I walked back out to the kitchen and put my arms around Beth. 
 
“All set for tomorrow?” she asked. 
 
“Yup.  Figured I’d see if Hiro could drop me at her house.  Otherwise she’ll pick me up.” 
 
“Is your instructor really named Hiro?” 
 
I laughed.  “No, Jeff.  He’s Caucasian, and seems to be a pretty good guy -- nerves of steel.” 
 
She gave me a hug.  “Enjoy yourself while you can, Andy.”  I held her tighter. 
 
As we ate, she gave me a twinkling-eyed look.  “Do you enjoy Rachel taking you by surprise?” 
 
I smiled and sighed, stirring my pasta with my fork.  “Yes and no.  I’d love it anytime you did 

it to me.  With Rachel, now I guess it’s different, with Karen out of the picture.  I didn’t feel good 
about giving myself to Rachel when I was with Karen.  And you -- Beth, I don’t know.  I love you, and 
I know I’ll always love you.  Yet I know part of what we have now is temporary, and will end.”  I put 
down my fork and held her hand. 

 
She sighed.  “That wasn’t quite the answer I expected.  Oh Andy, I love you too, I do.  And 

you’re right -- I’ll always love you, yet what we share now will come to an end.” 
 
We held hands for a while in silence.  She chortled to herself and asked me, “When do you 

expect to get back tomorrow?” 
 
I shrugged.  “I suggested cooking dinner for her folks, but I don’t think that’s what she has in 

mind.” 
 
Beth chuckled.  “If you’re not home by six, I’ll have dinner.  I expect you home by eleven, 

though -- you have to be up in the morning.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” I told her with a smile. 
 
She picked up her wine glass and swirled it.  “I like the way that sounds.”  We both laughed. 
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I started doing dishes after dinner, but she took me by the arm and had me sit in the recliner.  
She pulled the footrest out, leaning me back.  I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.  She touched 
my forehead and spoke softly, taking me really deep.  When I woke up, she was in the kitchen taking 
care of dishes.  I hugged her. 

 
“How was that?” she asked. 
 
“Deep,” I told her.  “I figure I get the rest later?” 
 
She laughed.  “Very perceptive.  Dry the pots.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
Later in the evening I was sitting at the table reading.  I thought I heard something behind me.  

I started to turn and felt a hand on the back of my neck.  She said something, and as I turned I slipped 
into a fog.  She was behind me, wearing that coat, and nothing else, save for some perfume.  She 
pulled me to her. 

 
We were in the bedroom, and I was lost in her.  I gave myself to her, letting my body respond.  

I was on my back, and couldn’t move my arms or legs very much.  She teased me with her mouth, and 
her breasts, and the coat.  I wanted her so much; I needed her so much.  When we finally slid together, 
I thought she’d ride me slowly again.  But she moved strongly, quickly, pulling me to her, and doing 
something that made me come explosively. 

 
After that I was nestled in her arms, healing in her arms, as we drifted off to sleep together. 
 
“Thank you for last night,” I told her as we snuggled in the morning. 
 
“Oh, you’re welcome.  I enjoyed it too,” she told me.  We showered together.  She told me to 

drive safely, and have fun.  She slipped me a twenty dollar bill before she left. 
 
Jeff didn’t mind dropping me at Rachel’s house.  I told him Beth had me drive on the freeway 

during rush hour yesterday.  He asked me how that went.  I told him we lived, and neither of us kissed 
the ground when we got home.  He laughed and told me I was doing well. 

 
I rang Rachel’s doorbell.  She answered, wearing a soft, fluffy robe.  I could smell perfume on 

her. 
 
“I’m so glad you could come over.  Who drove you?” she asked. 
 
I smiled.  “I did.  Driving lessons.” 
 
She laughed and gave me a hug.  Her robe felt nice.  Not as nice as Beth’s coat, but nice. 
 
“Is this new?” I asked her, feeling her under the soft plush of the robe. 
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“Yes, an early Christmas present.  You like it?” 
 
“Very much.  Another one of my weak spots, I’m afraid.” 
 
She led me back to her room.  “Thanks for telling me -- I won’t forget.” 
 
We stood by her bed.  She undid the belt on her robe, smiling at me all the time. 
 
“I need to use the can,” I told her. 
 
She eased herself onto the bed.  “Be my guest.  I’ll be waiting.” 
 
It took me a while to pee.  When I went back to the bedroom, she was half on and half off the 

bed -- a clear invitation.  I sat down between her legs.  I could smell her aroma, and her perfume.  It 
looked as if she’d been playing with herself as well. 

 
I started stroking her thighs, telling her to take a deep breath and relax for me.  She moaned as 

she did.  I eased her deep into trance.  Something told me to reinforce a few things, such as not telling 
wild stories, not hypnotizing people without their permission, and not hurting or embarrassing people.  
Then I brought her up to a twilight level, amplifying sensations, and dove into her.  Her legs are 
different from Beth’s.  It’s not that they’re more muscular -- I don’t think they are.  They’re not as, 
well, developed as Beth’s. 

 
Eventually she had one that left her legs weak around me.  I sat back, half in a trance myself.  I 

moved to the bed and sat next to her.  Some things bubbled up, and after deepening her a bit, I spoke to 
her more, bringing her to a shuddering orgasm with the touch of my hand.  I knew Beth could and 
would do the same to me. 

 
I undressed and woke her after letting her float for a while.  She smiled and stretched on the 

bed.  I moved down to her nipples.  She slid her hands around the back of my head so sensuously that I 
moaned and my eyes closed.  She held me to her, nestling my face in her softness and the softness of 
her robe. 

 
She was on top of me, and the edges of the robe were brushing the insides of my legs.  We 

moved slowly, gently, yet strongly, riding the waves again.  The waves built and built, and crested, 
taking us both over the edge, collapsing into each other’s arms. 

 
We showered after we woke up.  Holding her in the shower, I pressed her against the wall, and 

started whispering in her ear as I touched the back of her neck.  I felt her body posture shift, and heard 
her moan.  I kept up my whispering, Beth’s whispering, as my other hand found its way between her 
legs.  Soon she was shuddering and crying out.  I held her and we kissed. 

 
She was smiling and a little dazed still as I helped her dry off.  I wanted her again, and she 

could definitely tell.  She put her robe back on, and led me to the bed again.  At the edge of the bed, I 
turned her and had her go on to her stomach.  I pulled up the robe in the back, and slipped into her 
from behind.  She moaned and I ground into her, feeling her and the fabric.  It didn’t take me long, and 
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my body started to stiffen, getting near the edge.  “Oh yes!  Please!” she said, rocking into me all the 
more.  I held on and came. 

 
We cleaned up again, and then rolled around on the bed.  She got partially on top of me, with a 

nipple in my mouth.  “I’ve got you, Andy,” she said softly.  I held on as best I could, and let go. 
 
“Mmmm, that is so nice,” she said as we woke up. 
 
I moved around a bit.  My left shoulder was a bit crunched.  “I agree.”  It was after two in the 

afternoon.  “Lunch?  What’s the plan?” 
 
“Oh shit!  I need to meet mom at three to finish shopping!” 
 
We hurried to get dressed.  She had a clasp-in-front bra.  I sat on the edge of the bed and 

offered to do it for her.  She smiled and held me to her again.  After she let me loose, I started to fasten 
it, and she said, “Equal time!” and pulled me to the other side.  After that, we finished getting dressed. 

 
“Andy, I hope you don’t mind me dropping you off?  God, you wore me out.  I didn’t expect to 

sleep so long.” 
 
I held her close.  “That’s the best part -- sleeping together afterwards, and waking up being 

held.” 
 
She sighed.  “You’re right.  You don’t mind?  We can take our time tomorrow, or next week.  

When could we get together again?” 
 
I felt the muscles in her back.  “Not sure.  I’m busy the rest of this week.  Let’s talk Saturday, 

okay?” 
 
We kissed once again, and went to her car. 
 
“You drive,” she said, tossing me the keys. 
 
I tossed them back.  “Not supposed to unless there’s an adult in the car.” 
 
“So?” she said, furrowing her brow. 
 
I smiled.  “You know me, I’m a pain about things like that.” 
 
She nodded her head.  “You’re great.  Let’s get going.  Parking is going to be a mess.” 
 
She dropped me at the house.  We necked some before I could get out of the car.  Inside, I 

started dinner. 
 
Beth got home a little before six.  “What, didn’t work out?” she called to me. 
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I closed the book I’d been reading.  “She had to meet her mom this afternoon to finish some 
shopping.  Got home around three.” 

 
She put her hands on my shoulders and kissed me on the head.  “Oh, so you did have a good 

time then?” 
 
I sighed and held her hands.  “Very.” 
 
“Tell me about it?” 
 
I had an idea.  “After dinner.” 
 
As we ate, we talked about my driving.  Ben was going to pick me up around eleven thirty 

tomorrow.  Beth told me to be careful, and don’t be afraid of telling him I couldn’t handle some 
situations.  I agreed. 

 
Around nine, she held me gently.  “Going to tell me what happened today?” 
 
I held her.  “I’ll show you.  Let’s get ready for bed.” 
 
I put perfume on her and put her on the edge of the bed.  I sat down on the floor, and as I’d 

done earlier in the day, started stroking a soft pair of thighs, and told her to take a deep breath and 
relax for me.  She gave me an appreciative moan.  I felt myself easing into trance as I took her down.  I 
ate her until she went limp around me, then moved up to her head.  I brought her up some more, then 
took her deep -- her voice told me how.  Then I whispered to her, as I’d done to Rachel, and as she’d 
undoubtedly done to me. 

 
I woke her all the way.  She smiled and stretched on the bed.  I leaned down, touched the back 

of her neck, and whispered in her ear again.  She moaned and her eyes drifted half-closed.  I moved my 
other hand between her legs.  Soon she was moaning and shuddering. 

 
I sat back.  After a bit she opened her eyes, took a deep breath, and sighed.  She put a hand on 

my leg. 
 
“That’s what I did to Rachel.  I did that to her in the shower.  And the funny thing is, even 

though I’ve done it to her, and to you, I don’t know what it is I’m whispering.  And I know you’re 
going to do it to me, and it will be incredible and intense each and every time.” 

 
She laughed softly.  “Andy, you’re something.  Come here.” 
 
She held my head between her breasts, rocking me.  Soon I was adrift in her embrace, lost 

again.  She rolled me to my back, and moved between my legs.  I felt her breasts touch me, and felt my 
cock being caressed between them.  She spoke as she moved, and soon I was shuddering and coming 
between her breasts, and onto my stomach. 

 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 267� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

She did it to me again in the shower the next morning, and it was intense.  One moment I was 
helping her wash and rinse, and the next moment, I don’t know what’s going on -- I couldn’t think 
clearly, but everything felt so good, so intense, and then I was coming into her hand as she pumped 
me. 

 
“Wow, that’s amazing,” I told her as we dried off. 
 
“I’ll say -- and I didn’t expect to experience it myself!” she told me. 
 
Jeff pushed me more, taking me into more traffic.  Left turns are scary, especially at 

intersections without left turn arrows. 
 
I barely had time to visit the bathroom at home when Ben arrived.  We were headed up to 

Westwood -- freeways most of the way.  Once I got in the left hand lane, I could stay there. 
 
I was surprised when he started speaking French.  I’d not heard him use it before.  His 

command of the language was much better than mine.  Away from Emily, he was quite talkative.  He 
talked about wines and the importing and distribution business.  He made a number of trips to Europe, 
mostly France, every year.  He’d be going in February, and then again early June.  He told me he’d 
take me with him after I graduated -- then I’d get the chance to really learn French. 

 
I learned more about driving in traffic, and parking, and listening to directions in French.  We 

visited the office of a small chain of upscale wine shops, and then two independent places.  The people 
were happy to see us.  At the two small places, we spoke almost entirely French.  I also learned that I 
was expected to be Ben’s assistant, taking down orders and notes. 

 
We sat around talking business in one place.  While the others drank wine, I had a coke, but 

shared in the bread and cheese. My stomach was starting to grumble from not being fed. 
 
Traffic going home was a mess -- and we had carpool lanes most of the way! 
 
When we got back to the house, I parked the car and handed Ben the keys. 
 
“Good job,” he told me.  “Want to do it again tomorrow?” 
 
I laughed a little.  “Sure, but we need to do something for lunch a little earlier.” 
 
“Okay.  We’ll probably be having dinner, so we might not be back until nine.” 
 
I nodded.  “I’ll check with Beth, but I don’t think it will be a problem.” 
 
“Bring a sports coat, and wear nicer pants.  The shoes are okay.” 
 
I nodded.  “Will do.” 
 
I got out of the car, and so did he.  As we passed each other, he handed me a $20 bill. 
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“What’s this for?” I asked. 
 
He smiled.  “Christmas shopping,” he said with a laugh. 
 
I shook his hand, thanked him, and told him I’d see him tomorrow. 
 
I started some rice for dinner.  I did some stretching -- sitting in the car that long was hard. 
 
Beth got home a little late -- her office had been a madhouse.  I told her of our travels, and the 

plans for tomorrow.  She didn’t have a problem.  She laughed as I told her how outgoing and talkative 
Ben was away from Emily. 

 
We held each other and made love gently.  I held her afterwards, pulling her head to my 

shoulder.  She snuggled in; that felt good. 
 
Just after she left the next morning, I got an idea.  I called Rachel.  The phone rang quite a few 

times, and finally she answered it. 
 
“Hullo?”  She sounded as if I’d woken her. 
 
“Hi sweetie, it’s Andy.  Did I wake you?” 
 
“Shit yes!  What’s up?” 
 
“That robe of yours -- where did you get it, and what’s the brand?” 
 
She put the phone down, then came back and told me -- Nordstrom was the store. 
 
Jeff threw a new one at me -- the traffic circle on Pacific Coast Highway in Long Beach.  It was 

so much fun the first time that he took me back to it three more times, each time from a different 
direction. 

 
When Ben arrived, I’d changed, and had a snack.  He tossed me the keys and I got in the car.  

When I asked him where we were going in English, he snapped at me in French that he didn’t know 
what the hell I was saying.  I smiled and asked again in French.  He started with directions -- San 
Diego Freeway North.  I checked the gas, and told him we needed to fill up -- and I’d never done that 
before.  He grunted.  We found a gas station and he showed me how to use his credit card and how to 
pump gas. 

 
We drove over an hour north, to Thousand Oaks, and spent two hours battling with a man and a 

woman.  They argued price, and they argued in French.  They argued in street French which would 
bring gasps from my high school teacher.  Finally I got to write the order.  With handshakes, hugs, and 
kisses, for me as well, we headed off again. 
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We went over the hill to Oxnard, visiting three places in quick succession.  At the last one, a 
small office, I was told to put on my coat before we went in.  We were greeted as family, even I was.  
We sat around a small table sipping iced tea.  After some small talk, the business discussions started in 
earnest.  Voices were low key, but the keenness and intensity were there.  Where before there had been 
wild waving of arms and comparisons to donkey pee, here a tilt of the head, a pause communicated the 
same.  I wrote up the largest order I’d seen so far. 

 
And after that, our hosts stood up and asked if we were ready for dinner.  Ben smiled and told 

them he thought we could stay. 
 
We went to a small restaurant on the harbor, and the four of us were shown to a private room 

with a spectacular view of the sunset.  The wine arrived, and I was offered some.  I politely declined, 
and stuck to water. 

 
Ben had introduced me as a friend of the family.  When our host asked if he’d taken me to 

France yet to finish my education, Ben laughed and said, “Non.”  Our host’s wife blushed a little at the 
men’s laughter. 

 
The meal was superb.  I had to taste all of the different sauces.  I asked about one in particular, 

identifying the mystery ingredient as cumin.  After I don’t know how many courses, we were done.  I 
decided to have a small cup of coffee.  Ben had a small armagnac -- which smelled divine.  I visited 
the loo before leaving.  We parted as family, with hugs and kisses. 

 
I told Ben how much I’d enjoyed the experience, and how much I’d learned.  We talked about 

bargaining styles a little.  He got quieter, and soon was snoring. 
 
I drove the two of us home in the dark.  Luckily, the route was simple.  I was very glad I’d 

gone to the bathroom before leaving. 
 
We left the restaurant a little after seven thirty.  We rolled into Beth’s place a few minutes after 

nine.  I parked the car and nudged Ben, telling him we’d arrived. 
 
He sat up and said, “Bon.”  We got out of the car; both of us stretched.  When I handed him the 

keys, he handed me two $20s.  We shook hands.  He asked if I’d like to drive on Monday.  I told him I 
would. 

 
Beth was curled up on the couch reading.  “How was your day?” she asked. 
 
“Got to pee,” I said, taking off my coat and going to the nearest bathroom. 
 
I got undressed before returning to her.  I knelt on the carpet, with my head in her lap.  She held 

me and I described the day.  She laughed when I imitated Ben snoring. 
 
She told me I’d reached the end of my driver training with Jeff -- unless I wanted to spend 

more time with him.  I told her I was getting plenty of training with Ben.  Tomorrow, Friday, was 
Christmas Eve.  She’d be working until one or so. 
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When we went to bed, she massaged my back.  I’d have to do better at adjusting the car seat.  I 

went to sleep in her arms. 
 
She tried to sneak out of bed, but I caught her and held her.  I fixed her breakfast while she 

showered.  She took off for work. 
 
I had close to $90 now, thanks to Ben.  I picked up the phone and called Rachel. 
 
“Is this Andy?” she said, sleepily. 
 
“Yes it is, delicious,” I told her.  “Did you dream about me?” 
 
“Oh, God....  Are you busy today?” 
 
“Can you take me to Nordstrom?  I want to buy one of those robes as a Christmas gift.” 
 
She laughed a little.  “Sure.  But it’s going to cost you.  Pick you up in half an hour.” 
 
She arrived about forty-five minutes later.  I’m glad I wasn’t driving -- the roads around the 

mall were madness.  We found a parking place within half mile or so.  Rachel was incensed to find the 
robe had been discounted a little more since she bought hers.  I’d checked sizes on Beth’s other robes -
- I got a larger one than Rachel had.  We waited for the free gift wrapping -- I coughed up a few dollars 
extra for the fancy treatment.  Rachel wanted to look at some other things, but we were soon headed 
back to the car. 

 
As we drove back to the house, I said, “I suppose you want me to eat you until you scream?” 
 
She turned and smiled.  “That’s a good start.” 
 
We laughed.  When we got to the house, we both used the bathroom, I undressed her, and 

washed her off.  She spread out on her back on the bed, and I started in on her thighs again. 
 
I knew I could take her into trance quickly, but somehow, the slow way is more enjoyable -- I 

think so, anyway.  I ate her, and she howled.  Sitting up, I had an idea.  I got Beth’s fur coat from the 
closet, then sat at Rachel’s head and took her deeper into trance again.  I made sure her eyes would 
stay shut.  Then I moved the coat on to the bed.  Whispering in her ear, tantalizing her, I slid the fur 
over her body.  She moaned and moved as much as she could.  I knew what to tell her to intensify 
things, to bring her so close to the edge.  I moved the coat over so I had access to a nipple, and slid a 
hand under the coat to her nub.  I took her nipple in my mouth, and touched her nub.  She moaned and 
shook.  When she quieted down, I sat up and shook my head to clear it -- I was halfway there myself.  I 
took her a little deeper, then got up and put the coat away. 

 
When I woke her, she blinked and looked around.  “Where is it?” she asked. 
 
I smiled.  “Where is what?” 
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She looked at me, and let her head hit the bed again.  “God, that was intense.  You’re going to 

get it now.” 
 
She started moving, and I heard the garage door opening. 
 
“I think not,” I said as I got off the bed quickly.  “Beth is home early.  I think you should get 

dressed.”  I managed to kiss a nipple as I got up the rest of the way.  Luckily, I’d only taken off my 
pants, so I grabbed them as I headed out of the bedroom, closing the door behind me. 

 
I’d zipped my pants and buckled my belt when Beth walked in.  I intercepted her as she headed 

for the bedroom.  She gave me a quizzical look, then smiled and chuckled. 
 
“Occupied,” I told her. 
 
She hugged me, and said, “Help me unload the car.”  Then, much louder, she called out, “Take 

your time!” to the closed bedroom door. 
 
“Was that nice?” I chided her as we walked to the garage.  She laughed and told me, “It’s 

expected.  There should be some trauma associated with getting caught on someone else’s bed -- it 
makes it all the more delicious the next time you do it.”  I laughed and hugged her.  We unloaded 
groceries, and were bringing in the last load when Rachel appeared, looking sheepish. 

 
“Are you going to introduce me, Andy?” Beth asked.  I could tell she was enjoying this. 
 
I took Rachel by the hand.  “Aunt Beth,” I said politely, “This is my friend Rachel.  We’re in 

physics together at school.” 
 
Beth gave her an open-eyed look and asked, “Oh, were you studying physics?  I thought it was 

more like biology.” 
 
Rachel was turning redder by the moment.  Finally, Beth started chuckling and went over to 

hug her.  “Rachel, it’s a pleasure to meet you.  I’m sorry I arrived unexpectedly.  Andy has told me 
about you.” 

 
Now Rachel was really speechless. 
 
“Care to stay for lunch?” Beth asked. 
 
Rachel seemed to find her voice.  “Ah, no, thanks.  It was good to meet you.  See you later, 

Andy.” 
 
“I’ll walk you out,” I suggested. 
 
“Good idea,” chuckled Beth, walking back to the kitchen. 
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The walkway outside was cold on my stocking feet.  Rachel was holding her coat as I hugged 
her and laughed softly. 

 
Rachel said, “So she isn’t, like, furious with you?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I don’t think so.  Know what she told me?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“She told me experiences like that should be somewhat traumatic -- it makes them all the more 

delicious the next time.  What do you think?” 
 
Rachel gave me a low laugh and hugged me.  “You’ve got a very cool aunt, Andy.  And I owe 

you one -- at least.  Have a good Christmas.  Busy next week?” 
 
“Don’t know.  More driving around, I expect.  Still, I’d like to get together with you.  I’d like to 

be in front of a fireplace with you.”  I had a hand on one of her breasts and could feel her nipple 
tighten. 

 
“Mmmm....  Me too.  Take care, Andy.”  She gave me a kiss and got into her car.  I went back 

inside. 
 
“And just what is this ‘Aunt Beth’ routine, young man?” Beth said in a loud voice.  She 

couldn’t keep a straight face, though, and broke up laughing as we hugged.  She kissed me, then said, 
“Got to remember to wash your face afterwards, Andy.”  I laughed and hugged her. 

 
She got a can of Pepsi from the refrigerator, and handed one to me.  “Care to tell me about it?” 

she asked. 
 
I nodded, and took a sip.  “I asked a favor of her, and she demanded payment.” 
 
Beth nodded.  “And you paid your debt well?” 
 
“I think so.  You could ask her.” 
 
Beth laughed.  “I don’t think I’d go that far.  Was she upset when she left?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I told her what you said about making it more delicious the next time.” 
 
She chuckled once again.  “My aunt Catherine told me that, after catching me with a boy I can’t 

quite place right now, except that he had a very short fuse.” 
 
“Thank you for everything, Mistress,” I told her.  We hugged again. 
 
We had a light lunch.  I built a fire in the fireplace afterwards. 
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“Is that optimism, or are you ready to go again so soon?” Beth asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “She still owes me one.” 
 
Beth got a look of shock on her face.  She walked quickly to me, pulling my head to her 

breasts.  “Poor boy!  You must be ready to explode!  We’ll have to do something, and quickly!” 
 
I put my arms around her and said, “I really prefer the long, slow way.” 
 
She hugged me.  “So do I, Andy.  So do I.” 
 
When I’d returned from the small bathroom, she’d dimmed the lights and put a blanket on the 

carpet in front of the fireplace, and tossed the pillows from the couch on to it.  “Be right back,” she 
said with a wink.  “Why don’t you slip into something more comfortable?” 

 
I liked the way her hips moved as she walked.  I sighed and got undressed. 
 
She came back a few minutes later with her old terrycloth robe.  She slipped it off and moved 

down to the floor with me, sliding her body over me.  We kissed and rolled around, feeling, exploring.  
We ended up with her on her back, her legs on my shoulders.  After the softness of a bed, the solidity 
of the floor was a nice change.  I slipped a finger onto her nub to help her along. 

 
As she got close, she sighed, “Oh that’s it, Andy.  Don’t stop that.”  She slid her legs so she 

was holding me between her thighs and calves, rocking me.  She started a low moan, and lifted her 
head.  She lifted her arms, and grasped my head in her hands.  My eyes locked in to hers as she held 
me, and I felt my body stiffening, so close to the edge.  She pulled us both across, our eyes locked 
together. 

 
We fell into a kiss, and eventually I slid to one side, head resting on her chest. 
 
“Oh, that was nice,” she told me. 
 
“Looking in your eyes was amazing.” 
 
Eventually the fire dwindled, and we moved to a more comfortable spot, holding each other in 

bed. 
 
“Merry Christmas, Andy,” Beth said softly, holding me in the morning light. 
 
“Merry Christmas, Beth,” I whispered.  I held her. 
 
“I need to get up.  I’ll be right back,” she said after a while. 
 
I let go of her.  As soon as she’d closed the bathroom door behind her, I was out of bed and into 

the office, getting my package from the closet.  I made it back to sitting on the bed before she returned 
from the bathroom. 
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She smiled.  “And what is this?” 
 
I handed it to her.  “Merry Christmas.  It’s a very selfish gift.” 
 
She shook her head and unwrapped my gift.  She laughed as she took it out of the box.  “Oh 

Andy, this is very nice.  I’ve been looking for a new robe.  Ooh, it feels very nice.  Would you like me 
to put it on?” 

 
“Please,” I told her. 
 
She put it on, running her hands over herself seductively.  Then she tied the belt, and looked at 

me.  “What would you like for breakfast this morning?” 
 
I must have made quite a face; she laughed and crawled on top of me on the bed, pushing me 

back, and not stopping until she was on top of me with a nipple in my mouth.  I put my arms around 
her.  It was a very nice robe.  What she did, I don’t know, but suddenly I was on fire, needing her so 
much.  I sucked hungrily, and she took me inside her, plunging in so deep.  She moved, and moved, 
and I tried to warn her I was close, but she squeezed me and I came.  She held me and rocked, 
“Mmmm....  So nice, so nice when you come like that for me.  Now relax and go to sleep for me, 
Andy.  Sleepy time, sleepy time.” 

 
I woke up to the smell of bacon cooking.  I rolled off the bed and went to the bathroom.  I put 

on a T-shirt and sweats and headed for the kitchen.  She was wearing her old terry robe. 
 
“Don’t you like your new robe?” I asked, rubbing her back. 
 
She turned from the stove and hugged me.  “Oh, I like it very much.  I don’t want to spatter 

bacon grease on it; that’s all.  Here’s your coffee.” 
 
“That was your errand yesterday?” she asked. 
 
After that first miraculous sip of coffee, I said, “Yup, Rachel took me to get it.” 
 
“And how did you find out about that particular item?” 
 
“Rachel introduced me to it.  I may not have mentioned that to you.” 
 
She laughed.  “It must have slipped your mind.  Thank you, Andy.  That’s very special.” 
 
“It made quite an impression on me.” 
 
She laughed and kissed my head. 
 
We had a simple bacon, eggs, and toast breakfast.  Cleaning up afterwards, she told me, 

“We’ve been invited to Christmas dinner at Doctor Thorton’s tonight at five -- he’s in the practice 
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group.  Emily and Ben are having an open house tomorrow, and we’re invited to dinner at four at their 
place.” 

 
“Sounds nice.  That leaves us time to hold each other.” 
 
Around two I got my wallet and picked up the phone.  I took a breath and punched in the 

number.  A man’s voice answered.  “Hello?” 
 
“Hi, this is Andy.  Is my mom there?” 
 
I heard the sound of a hand being put over the phone, and muffled noises. 
 
“She can’t come to the phone right now.  Can I give her a message?” 
 
I sighed.  “Tell her that her son loves her very much, misses her, and wishes her a merry 

Christmas.” 
 
“Okay, I’ll do that.” 
 
“Bye.”  I hung up the phone.  I took the scrap of paper with the number written on it and tossed 

it into the fireplace. 
 
I felt Beth’s arms go around me.  I closed my eyes and turned into her.  We moved to the 

couch, and I buried my face in her chest, crying.  She held me. 
 
I sat up and wiped my face.  “Well, I guess that’s over too.” 
 
“Who answered the phone?” Beth asked. 
 
“Some guy -- didn’t give me his name.” 
 
“What did he say?” 
 
“That she couldn’t come to the phone right now.” 
 
“Well maybe...” 
 
“That’s crap and you know it.  I’m sorry -- please forgive me.  If this is the way she finds 

peace, so be it.  She went through I don’t know how much hell.  It’s my fault for letting it go on so 
long.” 

 
“NO!”  Beth’s voice was sharp as she raised my chin to look me in the face.  “Andy, it’s not 

your fault, and you know it.  You saved her from God knows what -- you gave her the chance to get 
away.” 

 
“And she’s still running,” I said softly. 
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She leaned back and held me again.  She rocked me, and after a bit started whispering again. 
 
“No, just hold me, please.  Let me stay with it,” I told her.  She sighed and held me. 
 
After a while, I sat up.  I started to open her robe.  “Help me fill those hungry, hurt places,” I 

told her. 
 
We went back to the bedroom.  She changed into her new robe, then held me on the bed.  I 

nestled into place, and she held me.  I let the empty places come out to be filled, to be healed.  They 
were large and deep. 

 
Beth let me drive to dinner.  Driving at dusk is tricky.  I was the youngest there.  The two kids 

of one of the other doctors were home from college -- one from Cornell, the other from San Diego 
State.  I talked to them about college life.  One of the docs told me that if I wanted to do psychology, I 
should go pre-med and go for psychiatry -- a medical doctor with a specialization.  Someone else piped 
up that I seemed too stable to be a psychiatrist.  I thought to myself that if being fucked up was a 
prerequisite, I’d have it made. 

 
Somewhere along the way I was handed a frozen daiquiri.  It was very tasty, and I had another.  

When it was time to leave, I told Beth I couldn’t drive.  She hugged me, and told me that was the right 
thing to say.  I needed to be held when we got home.  I searched for more tears, but didn’t have any, so 
I went to sleep. 

 
Sunday afternoon as she gave me directions to Emily’s place, I asked, “Mind if we swing by 

the old house?  I’d like to take a look at it.” 
 
She sighed.  “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Andy.” 
 
Calm and relaxed...  “Why is that?” 
 
She put a hand on my shoulder.  “Because it’s up for sale as part of the divorce.” 
 
I nodded.  I probably sighed as well. 
 
“Is there anything you’d like out of the house?” 
 
“The old wind-up clock from the living room -- that’s it.  What’s happening to the furniture and 

everything?” 
 
I glanced over to see her shaking her head.  “Some will be put into storage, and the rest sold or 

given away.  If there’s any furniture you’d like, we can save it for you, I’m sure.” 
 
“Just the clock,” I told her.  “Since we’re about as deep into it as we can go, any word on my 

dad recently?” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 277� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“No, but they’re to do more medical tests on him in two weeks.  He’s pretty heavily medicated 
from what I understand.” 

 
I realized I had a death-grip on the steering wheel; that and I wasn’t paying attention to my 

driving.  I eased up my grip, and focused more on the road and traffic. 
 
“Okay, what light can you shed on their marriage for me.  I know they were married almost two 

years before I was born, so at least I didn’t have hot feet -- I wasn’t the reason they got married.” 
 
Beth sighed audibly.  “Your mother was pregnant, though, when your folks married.  She 

miscarried shortly afterwards, and got pregnant again six or seven months later.  As soon as her 
pregnancy was confirmed, your dad had a vasectomy.  Is that bad enough?” 

 
I managed a wry smile.  “Yeah, that will do.  I still wish them peace.” 
 
“So do I, Andy.” 
 
Emily and Ben had a very nice older house in a well-to-do neighborhood.  I had the feeling 

Ben’s money built it, but Emily ran it.  I was introduced to some people as the one who’d written the 
essay, and to others as Ben’s assistant.  He was excited when I told him I didn’t have driving classes.  
He told me he’d give me all the driving I could take -- he’d be by at nine thirty. 

 
I spoke to some of the shrink set, asking their opinions about psychology as opposed to 

psychiatry.  I knew I wanted to study psychology, but wasn’t sure about the whole M.D. bit. 
 
We had a buffet meal.  I didn’t drink, and drove us home.  I took the long way, along Pacific 

Coast Highway.  I drove down by the beach Karen and I had walked a few weeks earlier. 
 
We were quiet when we got home, and held each other in bed. 
 
Monday with Ben was a full day.  We spent most of it in Orange County, and the majority of 

the people we dealt with spoke English.  When I remarked that the crowd we were visiting today didn’t 
seem to have the class that the people last week had, Ben rolled his eyes and nodded. 

 
We got back to the house a little after five.  As we stretched, Ben pulled out his wallet again. 
 
“Mr. Carmichael, you don’t have to do that,” I told him. 
 
He peeled off two twenties.  “Andy, we made a lot of money today.  Having you drive for me 

takes an incredible load off my mind.  I focus on the business -- you’re making me money.  See you 
tomorrow?  We’ll be seeing better people.” 

 
I accepted the money and we shook hands.  I went in, washed up, and started dinner. 
 
The phone rang a little after eight.  Beth answered it. 
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“Karen!  How are you, darling!  Did you have a good holiday?  Yes, he’s here.  I’ll get him for 
you.”  She handed me the cordless phone and shooed me to the bedroom.  I went in, and she closed the 
door behind me. 

 
“Hi sweetie.  How are you?  I’m looking forward to seeing you again,” I told her. 
 
“Andy, I’m not coming back.  I’m staying up here.” 
 
I was on the bed already.  My eyes closed.  “What’s happening?  Why?  How are you?” 
 
“Oh, Andy -- it’s so nice up here.  They’ve given me a wonderful room, and we had such a nice 

Christmas, with so many things.  Dina got me in to talk to the local University people today.  I’ll be 
able to transfer up here, right away.  I wanted to talk to Roger about scholarships, but she told me it 
doesn’t matter -- she’ll pay for it all.  Besides that, they’re selling the old house.  So there’s no reason 
for me to come down.  Everything is going to be packed and moved, paid for by the company.  She 
didn’t tell us she’s a vice-president at this place, and a zillionaire -- she hadn’t told daddy how much 
money she had until after he asked her to marry him.” 

 
“Karen, I’m down here.”  It was the only thing I had to say. 
 
“Oh Andy, I know.  But you’re right.  I wish things could have been different.  And I want to 

keep in touch with you; I do.  Andy, you’re like a brother to me.  How was your Christmas?” 
 
I told her about the parties Beth and I went to, and how I was driving Ben around.  She thought 

it was funny, learning how outgoing Ben was when he was away from Emily. 
 
“Oh, Andy, the man my dad talks to, that Emily recommended, gave us the name of a woman 

up here.  I’ve talked to her on the phone, and she sounds real nice.  I’ll be seeing her on Wednesday.  
That’s going to help as well.” 

 
The conversation petered out from there.  She gave me her new address and phone number.  I 

wrote it down. 
 
“Bye, Andy.  I’ll keep in touch.” 
 
“Goodbye, Karen.”  I pushed the off button on the phone, then said softly, ”I love you.” 
 
I got up off the bed and went into the living room.  Beth was sitting on the couch.  She held out 

her arms to me.  I put the phone back and curled up with her. 
 
“She’s not coming back,” I told her.  I told her the story.  I told her I thought I should cry, but I 

didn’t have any tears.  She told me I’d have them when I was ready.  She told me that with a sniffle.  I 
held her tightly in bed that night.  I thought I felt and heard her crying a little for me. 
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Part 9 - Another shoe? 
 
Beth asked me the next morning, “How are you doing?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I’m living downstairs from a centipede.” 
 
She gave me a puzzled look. 
 
I nodded and sipped my coffee.  “Just when I think I’ve reached the end, another shoe drops.” 
 
She smiled and reached over the table to squeeze my shoulder.  “You’ve got the right attitude at 

least.” 
 
“Thanks to you, Beth -- thanks to you.” 
 
I was in Westwood with Ben that day.  It was a better class of people than the day before.  

Except...  After lunch, driving to another stop, I tapped my nose and told him something didn’t smell 
right about the last one.  When pressed, the only thing I could pin down was that they’d seemed too 
eager -- they hadn’t really bargained.  He made some notes on his pad. 

 
My cell phone rang a while later; we were stuck in traffic.  I tossed it to Ben, saying, “People 

who drive and talk on the phone are a menace.” 
 
He answered it, then laughed.  “No, he’s driving -- he doesn’t want to talk and drive.”  Then he 

covered the phone and said with a twinkle in his eye, “Her name is Sherry.  Is she cute?” 
 
I nodded.  “A cheerleader.  I tutor her in math.” 
 
He gave me a knowing Gallic laugh. 
 
“What can we do for you, my dear?” he said into the phone.  “Oh, I think that can be arranged.  

What time shall he expect you?”  He laughed again.  “Very well.  I’ll tell him.  ....  Not at all, my dear.  
It’s been a pleasure.  Bye.” 

 
He laughed and handed the phone back to me.  “She’ll be by for you at nine tomorrow, and 

wants you to get plenty of rest.  Good for you, Andy!  Good for you!”  He clapped me on the shoulder 
and we both laughed. 

 
I was home by four that day.  I took a shower.  While I was loading the dishwasher after dinner, 

the phone rang.  Beth got it, and handed it to me. 
 
“Andy, you’ve got a good nose.”  It was Ben. 
 
“Oh?” 
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“The order they wanted to place is quite a bit larger than anything they’ve booked before.  I 
checked with other people, and they’ve been placing a lot of large orders recently, and not being as 
prompt paying for them.  We’ll be very cautious with this one.” 

 
“It didn’t feel right,” I told him.  “Thanks for the call.  See you in the morning.” 
 
“I should hope not!  You have a hot date tomorrow!  I’ll see you on Thursday morning -- rest 

up, if you can!” 
 
I hung up the phone.  Beth wanted to know what was up.  I told her my hunch, and what Ben 

had learned.  I also told her about the conversation with Sherry. 
 
Beth smiled.  “You should take a day off and enjoy yourself.” 
 
“But I like being with Ben.”  I paused for a moment.  “You know what?  I like him and I trust 

him.  And he trusts me.  I mean, last week leaving Oxnard, he went to sleep while I was driving.  He 
took my hunch today seriously enough to follow up on it.  Remember when I went to pieces when Mr. 
Benjamin walked toward me at school?  I think I’ve turned that around -- I’ve established a solid 
relationship with a man.” 

 
Beth nodded.  “You’re on the right track.”  Then she smiled -- something was up, from the look 

of that smile.  “Andy, how old are you?” 
 
I gave her a strange look.  “Eighteen in a couple of weeks.” 
 
“Then why are you trying so hard to be thirty?” 
 
I looked at her for a moment, then sighed, letting all the air out.  “I don’t know.  What do you 

mean?  What’s happened to me?” 
 
She chuckled.  “Andy, you’ll have plenty of time to work in your life.  You’re young -- you 

should be having fun, enjoying yourself.” 
 
“But I am -- I like being with Ben.  I’m learning.  It’s challenging.  I’m also getting to see the 

area.” 
 
She shook her head.  “That’s the Andy who has been forced to become an adult so quickly, and 

has done so admirably.  But what does the teenager want to do?” 
 
I sighed again.  “Sometimes I feel as if I’ve aged years in these last few months.  In September 

I was a kid, leading a sheltered, narrow, and very weird life.”  I smiled, thinking. 
 
“What, Andy?  Tell me.” 
 
I looked in her eyes -- so pretty.  “The maturity I see in you, I saw in Karen, and I guess that 

shows in me as well.  Is it more than emotional scarring?  I hope so.  I have this vision of metal being 
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heated slowly in the furnace, then suddenly and violently formed on the forge, then quenched, 
changing it forever.”  I was on the edge of tears.  “Why does it have to be such a painful process?” 

 
She smiled and took my hand.  I could see the moisture forming in her eyes.  “I guess it’s 

because we’re the lucky ones.  We have been formed on the forge.  We’ve gotten to experience so 
much, and so fully.  We’ve been prepared for the tasks ahead.” 

 
I laughed as I wiped my eyes.  “Prepared as a fine tool, or a shoe for an ass?” 
 
She smiled.  “The value of service is in its honesty and its sincerity.” 
 
I nodded.  “Thank you.  If I’m to be a shoe for an ass, let me serve well.” 
 
She chuckled and shook her head, “Oh Andy -- you’re destined for exciting things.” 
 
I shook my head in response.  “I could use some dull-and-boring.  Doofus seems to have a 

pretty good life sometimes.”  Doofus was the well-named black Labrador retriever belonging to a 
neighbor -- fat, dumb, and happy. 

 
Beth laughed.  “Oh Andy -- listen to yourself!  You know kids at school who are the equivalent 

of Doofus -- barely awake.  Would you trade that dullness for the breadth and intensity of life you’ve 
learned to experience, and have shared with me?  What is it you say about the rose?” 

 
I nodded.  “Petals and thorns both.  God, it has been intense.  I know I can’t have the highs 

without the lows.  I can’t fit back into that shell anymore.  I don’t want to be like some of those kids -- 
you look in their eyes, and there’s no spark -- they’re empty.” 

 
I sat forward a little, taking both her hands.  “But some of them -- talking to some of them, they 

know what they want to do.  They know what they’re going to study in college, what they want to do 
for a career.  In their minds, their path is clear.” 

 
Beth leaned forward, and with a sneer, said, “Baaaa....  The world is full of sheep, Andy, and 

you’re not one of them.  Yes, many of them will go through their lives, half-asleep, never experiencing 
some of the things you’ve lived so far.  That doesn’t make them better, or you better, or worse -- just 
different.  You have to find your path.  You find it one step at a time.” 

 
I leaned back, holding her hands still.  “A path with heart.  It has to have heart.  That’s one of 

the things about working with Ben -- part of the business is numbers, pretty simple.  You buy at one 
price, sell at a higher price, and you make money.  But we sit down with other people and negotiate 
deals -- and the styles, the personalities are so different.  That give and take, reading the people -- not 
just the words they speak, but their voices, their bodies, everything.  Two we had -- one guy hollered 
and waved; the other would sigh, move a hand slightly, or shift in his chair -- if anything, he was more 
intense -- he communicated so much, with subtlety.” 

 
Beth laughed.  “Andy, I’m proud of you.  You’ve become aware of so much.” 
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I shook my head.  “I’m unaware of so much.  The whole thing with Karen....” 
 
“What about Karen?” she asked. 
 
“I don’t understand what happened, other than I didn’t stand up for things.  I mean, the day 

after Thanksgiving at the Chan’s place, she threw herself into this mess.  Friday night with her dad -- if 
I felt so strongly, why the hell didn’t I say something?”  I was getting upset. 

 
“Andy, I think Karen is a very complex person.  She went through a lot.  I think she’s still 

working through it.  And the two of you weren’t thrown together under optimal circumstances.  You’re 
both working through difficult situations -- hardly conducive to building a relationship.” 

 
I looked at her.  “And I’m not sure how much I trust Emily anymore, either.” 
 
Beth raised an eyebrow.  “Oh?  Why is that?” 
 
I shook my head.  “She said something to Karen, something to raise doubts in her.  And in 

talking with me, she told me that some times distance is good, letting us make decisions free of 
emotions.  I feel like she had her own agenda with us, one we weren’t consulted on.” 

 
Beth sighed.  “It’s a temptation, when you think you know what’s best for someone, to put that 

plan into action unilaterally.”  She smiled and shook her head.  “You never know what the 
consequences might be.” 

 
I reached over for her hand.  “You took the chance.” 
 
She nodded, smiling again.  “Andy, we’ve survived.  You’ve done well.  You’ve amazed a 

number of us.” 
 
I slumped back again, and said softly, “Then why am I so tired?  Sometimes it’s exhilarating, 

and some times I’m so tired.” 
 
“Don’t force things, Andy.  Take your time.  What does the teenager want?  What do you need?  

Part of you wants something, needs it very much, and yet another part of you is saying you need to get 
back to work -- you need to strike a balance.  What do you need, Andy?” 

 
I sighed and looked in her eyes again.  “I need to be held, and be lost in you.  The stuff for 

Emily can wait.” 
 
Beth nodded and stood up, pulling me to her.  “That’s right, Andy.  Listen and choose -- and 

remember, it’s okay to rest.  I’ve got you, Andy.” 
 
I felt her hand go to the back of my head.  She held me and rocked me slowly, and took me 

with her to bed. 
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I was very relaxed when the alarm went off the next morning.  She slid out of bed before I 
could grab her.  She laughed and told me she’d wake me before she left.  I rolled over again and went 
back to sleep. 

 
She woke me with a kiss, and told me to enjoy myself -- I was a teenager, and should act like 

one.  She walked out of the bedroom laughing softly. 
 
I showered and dressed as I did for Ben now -- my good pants, a dress shirt, dress shoes, and 

my sport coat handy. 
 
“No!” I called out.  “I’m not that role.  I play roles, but I am more than the roles I play.”  I 

changed clothes, putting on an older pair of pants and a different shirt, one of my new ones, but the 
kind you’d see at school. 

 
Sherry was a bit early. 
 
“Let me get my coat,” I told her. 
 
She frowned.  “Who’d I talk to yesterday?  Your boss?  You working or something?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I am most definitely not working -- it would be illegal for me to drive 

someone around for money.  He’s supervising me as I practice driving.  He’s a great guy.  He’s 
married to the shrink I talk to.” 

 
She rolled her eyes. 
 
“What is it?” I asked. 
 
She laughed as we got into her car.  “What do you want to fix for dinner tonight?  First stop is 

the grocery store, and then we need to do something to make sure that shirt doesn’t get dirty.  I’ve got 
just the idea.” 

 
I laughed -- I could guess what her idea was.  “This time let’s lock the doors in case someone 

drops by.”  She laughed with me. 
 
I decided on coq au vin -- easy and tasty.  She paid for the groceries.  She wanted to undress me 

right away -- to protect my shirt -- but I objected.  I took off the shirt, and got an apron from a drawer.  
“When things are in the oven, then we’ll protect the rest of my clothes.”  First order of business was a 
pumpkin pie -- with added cinnamon and amaretto. 

 
“Okay, the pie is in the oven, so we can take a break for half an hour or so -- but when the 

chime on the oven goes off, we’ve got to check the pie.  Okay?” 
 
She stuck out her lower lip, then pulled me into a kiss.  She’s a great kisser.  We settled in on 

the couch in the nearby family room.  It didn’t take long before she pulled up her sweater, took off her 
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bra, and I settled in.  She cradled my head, and said softly, “Rachel told me what to do.  I’ve got you, 
Andy.  I’ve got you sweetie.”  I sighed and enjoyed it. 

 
The buzzer went off and we sat up.  My left arm had gone to sleep underneath her.  We 

checked the pie.  It was done, and smelled great.  We set it out to cool.  Sherry took me back to her 
room. 

 
“Just what did Rachel tell you?” I asked as we undressed each other. 
 
“That you’d broken up with Karen, and needed a lot of tender loving care.” 
 
I put my arms around her waist and hugged her.  “She was right.” 
 
“And she told me you needed this.”  She moved me to a nipple and held me close. 
 
She held me, we made love, and she held me again.  I woke up to rain outside.  She was 

sleeping by my side.  I slid down the bed and woke her with my tongue. 
 
She grabbed one of her dad’s robes for me as we put together some lunch.  We got the rest of 

dinner going.  She actually took notes!  Things started getting out of hand, and we ended up with her 
bent over the couch and me sliding in from behind. 

 
We snuggled for a while, half dozing, talking.  She’d changed over the last few months.  She 

was more serious about school, and about college.  She still liked having fun, but even that had 
changed.  She complained to me about boys pawing at her, and only wanting to get off.  She didn’t go 
for that any more.  She thought Donna was so lucky with Greg.  The way she looked at me, I knew she 
was giving me an invitation. 

 
Well, choose between Sherry and Rachel?  How about Lori at City?  How does that make Beth 

feel?  This is so weird.  How about Betty?  How has she been looking at me these past few weeks?  I 
laughed a little and held Sherry’s head to my shoulder, telling her I needed to hold her. 

 
She sighed.  “That’s another thing.  We can just hold each other, and that’s so nice.  I feel safe 

when you hold me.” 
 
“Sherry, that’s a wonderful thing to hear.  I can’t tell you how good it feels when you hold me.” 
 
She kissed my chest.  “Andy, it feels good to me too.” 
 
We rested for a while, but both of us started getting amorous again.  I wanted her to move up -- 

she was teasing my cock and my balls, and I wanted to at least kiss her.  But she slid lower. 
 
“Andy, relax, okay?” 
 
I sighed and she moved down a little more. 
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She took me between her breasts.  “How’s that?” she asked.  I moaned my reply. 
 
When I got to the edge, she took me in her mouth, suddenly.  I didn’t last more than three 

strokes after that.  She sucked me dry.  Then she slid up and held me to a nipple. 
 
We showered when we got up. 
 
“Thank you,” I told her as I washed her back.  “You didn’t have to do that.” 
 
She laughed and turned, kissing me.  “And that’s why I did it -- because you didn’t ask.” 
 
It was getting close to five.  We dressed, then set the table.  We had a good chardonnay chilled.  

She’d put on a soft, fuzzy sweater.  We spent time snuggling on the couch.  I was getting really good at 
letting my lights go out when someone held me. 

 
We got up to the sound of the garage door opener.  She brushed my hair, and I straightened her 

sweater, giving her one last feel in the process. 
 
Her mom came in.  “Smells heavenly!  Hi, Andy, how are you?” 
 
“Fine thanks,” I answered.  We went over the menu.  Sherry showed her mom the notes she’d 

taken, telling her she’d be able to do this. 
 
When her dad got home, he went right to the lower oven.  It was empty.  “What, no pie?” he 

cried in mock anguish. 
 
“In the refrigerator,” I told him.  He came over and shook my hand. 
 
Over dinner we talked a bit about what had happened with school.  I couldn’t give out details -- 

they knew that.  When he said I was financially independent now, I told him the money was tied up in 
a trust, and I deliberately didn’t know how much there was.  Sherry told them I was also learning to 
drive.  Her dad held up his wineglass and told me he was driving me home.  I held up mine and told 
him I agreed -- he didn’t have to worry about me that way.  He gave his daughter an interesting look. 

 
When we had the pie after dinner, he took one bite and said, “Now this is a good pumpkin pie!”  

His wife made a grumbling noise.  I told them the secret ingredients.  I got hugs from Sherry and her 
mom, and her dad took me home.  He told me he was glad my troubles were over.  I told him I hoped 
they were. 

 
“Save any for me?” Beth asked as I closed the door behind me.  I collapsed in her arms.  “I 

need to be held.” 
 
“Poor baby,” she said with a laugh.  But she did hold me, and I held her. 
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Thursday was routine with Ben, jumping around the L.A. basin.  He told me tomorrow would 
be short, and fun.  At home that night, Beth ambushed me after dinner.  I know I went down on her, 
she rode me, the coat was involved, and it was intense. 

 
“Son,” he told me Friday morning, “Today we deliver bottles of champagne to valued clients 

and friends from the last year.  We just do the local area though.  Any you’d like to deliver?” he asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Four, if we could.  One to the Chan family.  Then Sherry’s family, and Donna’s, 

and Beth of course.  I don’t know how I can possibly thank you and Emily for all you’ve done.” 
 
He nodded and smiled.  “We’ll keep one and call it from you.  My wife will like that.  Okay, 

we’re off!” 
 
He had the back seat and trunk of the car filled with coolers.  The bottles were each wrapped in 

colorful foil, with a ribbon around the top and a small card.  He gave me four cards to fill out.  We 
completed our deliveries by about one, leaving me back at the house with the bottle for Beth and me. 

 
I parked the car and started to get out.  He motioned for me to wait. 
 
“Andy, you made me a lot of money, and saved me a lot as well.  I think those characters are 

going to go belly up on us, file bankruptcy, and soon.  I know a lot of suppliers who are greedy for 
orders.  Me, I’m greedy for payment.  Come this summer, I want you to work for me again.  We can 
work out good terms.  I’ll take you to Europe with me.  Would you like that?” 

 
“Very much!” I told him. 
 
“Well son, I go over a few times a year, and you’re more than welcome to come with me.” 
 
“Thank you, sir,” I told him.  “I enjoy this very much.  I’ve learned a great deal, and made a 

friend as well.” 
 
We shook hands.  “That you have, my boy.  That you have.” 
 
When we got out of the car, he handed me a bottle, and an envelope.  “Happy New Year, Andy.  

Listen to yourself -- not my wife.”  With that, we shook hands again and he drove off. 
 
I put the bottle in the refrigerator, and the envelope on the table.  Beth got home about two.  

She saw the bottle.  “Ooh, for us?  Who from?” 
 
“Ben and me.  We did thank-you deliveries today.  He let me do one for the Chans, for Sherry, 

Donna, and of course for you.” 
 
“That’s nice, Andy.  Illegal most likely, but nice.  What’s the envelope?” 
 
“From Ben -- scared to open it.  You do it.” 
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She chuckled and did.  She whistled and waved money in the air -- five one hundred dollar 
bills. 

 
“What should I do with that?” I asked her. 
 
She smiled.  “What do you think?” 
 
“Tell him I can’t accept it, then accept it and put it in the bank.” 
 
She chuckled.  “Very pragmatic.” 
 
We had an early dinner.  Afterwards, we had champagne, a very good bottle, and some 

popcorn.  We made love in front of the fireplace, and went to bed a little after midnight. 
 
Saturday, while watching the Rose Parade with the volume turned down, I asked Beth, “So, 

how do I get home from school now?  Wait in the library at City for you?” 
 
She nodded.  “Until Emily sets up a new schedule, or you can get a lift home, yes.  Who was 

that other girl?  Louise?” 
 
“Lori,” I told her. 
 
“Do you still want to see Emily?” 
 
I shook my head slowly.  “I think so, but I know I’ll be holding things back, or at least not 

being as open as with you.  There’s a lot I haven’t told her.  I’ll be looking to her for advice, and 
weighing that advice against my own conclusions.” 

 
“That’s what you should do with anyone.” 
 
I sighed.  “It’s so nice to operate in that space where you trust unconditionally, acting without 

doubt or hesitation.” 
 
“Or responsibility,” she added. 
 
I nodded.  “Yes, that’s part of it.  And I’m responsible for me.  If I’m responsible for me, then 

I’m responsible for my own happiness.  I’d better work on that.” 
 
She sighed.  “You’ve put in more than enough hours for your license.  Do you feel ready for 

the driving test?” 
 
I thought about it.  “Yeah, in Ben’s car.  I should practice parking yours, I guess.” 
 
“No, you’ll be driving your mom’s car.  We’ll practice today and tomorrow.  I’ll call Monday 

and make an appointment.  It will mean missing class.” 
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“Break my heart,” I said, “As long as they’re not classes at City.” 
 
We practiced in my mom’s car that afternoon.  We also got thank-you calls from folks on the 

champagne.  I also talked to Ben, and told him that I shouldn’t accept the money, but I’d use it well.  
He laughed and told me that was the right thing to do -- only turn it down once, or someone would take 
it back.  He put Emily on the phone, and she said she’d see me Tuesday and Thursday -- I owed her 
some work. 

 
That shot Sunday to hell.  Actually, it was fun working with Beth.  During that work, I told her 

Ben’s suggestion -- listen to myself, and not to Emily.  Beth smiled and told me that was very good 
advice -- and that what Emily said was advice as well, not gospel. 

 
I shook my head.  “There are so many paths.  How do I choose the one for me?” 
 
She smiled.  “You already answered that.  Choose the path with heart.” 
 
The routine started again, with some changes.  I drove us to school in the morning.  Our French 

teacher at City missed Karen -- not as much as I did.  He remarked that I was a lot more fluent now.  I 
told him I’d been riding around with a French speaking wine importer.  That first day at lunch, Sherry 
told me I was going to the school basketball games with her on Tuesday and Friday night, and that was 
that.  That miffed Rachel a little.  Donna would still give me rides over to City.  It looked like I’d get 
rides from Emily some days.  The others, I’d stay in the library and work with Lori until Beth met me, 
and I’d drive us home. 

 
I went to my first basketball game Tuesday night -- Sherry picked me up and I rode with her.  

Well, with her and three other cheerleaders, two gals and a guy.  I sat in front, and Brian sat in back 
with Chrissy and Michelle.  The game was at a local school. 

 
The game was exciting -- I’d never seen a game live before.  The cheerleaders for both schools 

were as impressive as the teams.  I knew Sherry was flexible -- but Michelle was something else. 
 
The game was close -- we lost by seven points.  Sherry was still recovering from the exertion as 

we walked to her car.  She stopped suddenly in the parking lot, turned, and grabbed me for a kiss.  She 
was very enthusiastic!  We finally made it to the car.  Michelle suggested I could sit in the back with 
Brian in front.  Sherry laughed and said, “No way!” 

 
We went to a local burger place for a snack.  There were plenty of other kids there from the 

game.  I bought for Sherry and me.  We wolfed down food as we talked about the game. 
 
There was also a lot of necking going on.  Sherry was all over me.  I was apprehensive for a 

while, but it was going on all around us.  I went with it. 
 
With school the next day, we couldn’t stay that late.  Sherry dropped the others off first, then 

me.  She was all over me in the car.  Finally she pulled back and smiled, running a hand over my legs.  
“See you tomorrow, Andy,” she told me. 

 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 289� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

I made it in the house.  Beth was on the couch, reading.  She laughed when she saw me. 
 
“That’s what a teenager should look like!” she said. 
 
I laughed.  Sherry left me quite horny.  It didn’t take Beth long to figure that out.  But when we 

got in bed, she surprised me.  Something happened, and I was so hot for her.  I was on top of her, and 
inside her, kissing and squeezing, and I came very quickly.  I collapsed on top of her and she held me, 
laughing softly.  “Oh Andy, I’ve got you now.  I’ve got you.” 

 
More shoes dropped the next day.  We received a note from my mom’s attorney.  Mom was in 

a mental hospital -- she’d had a complete breakdown. 
 
When medical tests had finally been run on my dad, they found a slow-growing brain tumor the 

size of a walnut.  Surgery was possible, but they didn’t know what would be left of the person who had 
been my dad afterwards. 

 
Thursday in math, one of the runners for the administration delivered a note to Ellis.  He looked 

it over and nodded.  “Mister Wilson,” he intoned with a smile, “It says here that you’ve been accepted 
to Stanford, with full scholarships.  Congratulations -- you’re wanted in the principal’s office.” 

 
Sherry gave me a hug before I could get out the door.  I had to walk most of the way across the 

campus.  I ran into Rachel on the way. 
 
“Are you going to take it?” she asked. 
 
I gave her a funny look.  “Take what?” 
 
“Man, I’m out of here!  This is the best thing that’s happened to me!”  She let out a whoop. 
 
There were eight students in Mr. Benjamin’s office before he started, all seniors, and all 

carrying heavy loads at City College this year and last. 
 
“I suppose you are wondering why I’ve called you here,” he said with a smile. 
 
I nodded.  Rachel seemed to know, as did David, and maybe some others by the looks on their 

faces. 
 
“We reviewed a lot of things with the departure of our previous principal,” he told us, running a 

hand through his thinning hair.  “When we reviewed your records, we determined that because of the 
course work you’ve completed at City College, you are eligible to graduate at the end of this semester, 
later this month.”  He paused to let it sink in. 

 
Mrs. Nguyen was also in the room.  She continued.  “All of you have accepted at different 

colleges.  We’ve contacted each of those schools, and received written confirmation that you don’t 
need to complete any additional coursework for entry -- either here, or at City.  You have tough 
decisions to make.  You can complete the year here, or you can graduate on January twenty first.  If 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 290� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

you choose to do that, you will of course be able to participate in the end of year and graduation 
ceremonies in June.  We’ve prepared written summaries for you, since they’re each a little different.  
Oh, and congratulations to Peter, Rachel, Andy, Patricia, and David for the scholarships they’ve 
received.  Questions?” 

 
Rachel cried out, “Where do I sign?  I want out!”  That got some laughter. 
 
Mrs. Nguyen handed us large envelopes on our way out.  I sat in the quad with David, Patricia, 

and Peter.  Rachel ran laughing and screaming to the parking lot.  We talked a bit.  David wanted out.  
Peter was involved in student government and sports -- he was going to stay, but might drop the 
classes at City.  Patricia wasn’t sure. 

 
I dug the cell phone out of my bag.  I called Ben’s office.  He was off in his car.  I called his 

cell phone. 
 
“Ben, this is Andy.” 
 
“Good to hear from you.  I like riding more than I like driving.  What can I do for you?” 
 
“You still offering me a job?” 
 
“Yes!” 
 
“When were you planning on going to Europe next?” 
 
“End of January, for six weeks or so.  Why?” 
 
“Ben, I can graduate in three weeks.  I’d like to go with you.” 
 
He laughed, loud and long.  “Son, you’re on!  This is wonderful!” 
 
I told him I’d talk to him later -- it was still tentative.  I put the phone back in my bag. 
 
Folks were looking at me.  “If it’s true, and there aren’t any strings, I’m getting out, and going 

to Europe,” I told them. 
 
Peter looked at me.  “Andy, it’s true.  Colleen told Rachel and me about it two days ago -- she 

saw the paperwork being pulled together.  They waited on David’s info before telling us all at once.” 
 
The bell rang and kids started milling about.  Betty and Sherry found me.  Betty asked, “Is it 

true?  Is it true?” 
 
“Is what true?” I asked her. 
 
“Sherry says you can get out early!  Are you going to do it?” 
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I looked at Sherry.  I held one of her hands.  “Sherry?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head, smiling.  “You’d have to be fucking nuts to stay.” 
 
I leaned over to her and whispered hotly in her ear, “If I stay, I’ll be fucking you.”  She gave 

me a hell of a kiss.  But then she said, “Andy, I’ll do fine.  I’m going to get an ‘A’ in math this 
semester, and in most of my other classes as well.” 

 
“Not unless you get to class,” I told her.  She gave me another squeeze.  “See you at lunch!”  

She took off. 
 
I walked with Betty to the trailers.  “Going to do it, Andy?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “I think so.  If I do, I’ll be able to go to Europe for a month or two.” 
 
She hugged me.  “That’s great!” 
 
“But it means leaving a lot of good friends,” I told her. 
 
She laughed.  “I’ll catch up.  I’ll be pre-med at Stanford in two years, maybe sooner.” 
 
The rest of the day passed in a blur.  Rachel was nowhere to be seen.  Donna was very happy 

for me.  I mentioned I might be dropping the class to my math teacher at City.  When I told him why, 
he congratulated me, shook my hand, and offered to let me take the final exam early.  Lori looked sad. 

 
And I didn’t tell Emily a damn thing about it.  She didn’t ask, focusing instead on my 

assignment.  Fine -- Ben was right. 
 
I hadn’t started dinner when Beth got home.  I’d been reviewing the papers I’d been given.  It 

looked pretty damn real to me. 
 
“What’s wrong, Andy?  What happened this time?” she asked, seeing me sitting at the kitchen 

table. 
 
“Sit down, please.” I told her.  She did.  I explained things to her, what we’d been told at 

school, and my initial conversation with Ben.  I wanted to do it -- no, I was going to do it. 
 
She frowned, then smiled.  “Remember you were going to go on a cruise to Mexico a year and 

a half ago, and it never happened?” 
 
I frowned and nodded.  Dad pulled the plug on that one at the last minute.  Beth nodded and 

said, “I think the safety deposit box at the bank has a passport for you in it.  I’ve got the key, and can 
check tomorrow.” 

 
“So you’re not going to try and talk me out of it?” 
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She shook her head, smiling.  “Oh no, Andy.  You should go.” 
 
I looked around the place.  What a trip.  I looked back to Beth.  She smiled -- but tears were 

forming in her eyes.  “What is it?” I asked. 
 
“Oh Andy, you’re already gone, the way you looked around.” 
 
I hugged her. 
 
We went out to dinner.  When we got back, Ben’s car was parked in front.  Ben and Emily 

were waiting for us.  We went inside.  Beth started coffee. 
 
“Andrew, you didn’t tell me,” Emily started out. 
 
“You didn’t ask.  We spent the time on my assignment,” I told her plainly.  Ben chuckled. 
 
Ben would take me.  He’d start changing things right away.  I was going to do a lot of driving 

for him, and learn the wine business.  We’d talk about pay later, but my expenses would be covered.  
He’d drop by some things for me to start reading -- I had a lot of reading to do.  That remark made 
Emily frown, which pleased him all the more. 

 
Just before they left, Ben grunted and told me, “Guess who filed for bankruptcy yesterday?” 
 
I laughed.  “They did?” 
 
He nodded.  “You know how much they owe us?” 
 
I shook my head.  He made a circle with both hands, and looking at me through it, said with a 

smile, “Nothing, thanks to you.”  I went to shake his hand, but he gave me a hug and clapped me on 
the back.  They left. 

 
Friday was weird.  I was shaken, yet determined.  What did I want to do? 
 
At lunch, Sherry told me, “Tonight is going to be so cool -- there’s a party at Don’s place after 

the game.” 
 
What did I want to do?  I wanted to think.  I’d heard about parties at Don’s house -- his parents 

provided plenty of beer and no supervision.  Not for me -- not tonight at least. 
 
“Sherry, I’m not going to go tonight.  Too much is happening.” 
 
She was obviously disappointed.  She slid up closer, pressing against me.  “Just for a little 

while?” 
 
“Not tonight, okay?”  Who was saying that?  Was I trying to be too old again?  Should I go for 

it?  No -- it didn’t feel right. 
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She managed a smile.  “Okay.  Call me if you change your mind, though.  I’d like you to be 

with me.” 
 
Damn, that was tempting.  “Thanks, Sherry.  I hope we win tonight.” 
 
“Oh, it’s going to be an easy game,” she told me. 
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Yin and Yang 
 
I tried to call Karen after dinner that night.  Dina, her step-mother, answered.  When I asked for 

Karen, I heard her ask Jack if he knew where she was.  I heard Jack’s voice in the background, saying 
“With Mark, where else would she be?” 

 
That turned me cold.  I guess she’d gotten over me. 
 
“Can I give her a message?” Dina said. 
 
Compassion?  Glad she’d found someone?  “This is Andy.  Tell her I love her, and I’m very 

sorry I didn’t tell her that more often.”  I hung up the phone, hard. 
 
Beth gave me a strange look. 
 
I shook my head.  “I’m not going to screw up like that again!” I said loudly. 
 
Beth took my hand and led me to the couch.  I was upset. 
 
“Screw up like what?” she asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Letting someone go without a struggle.  Shit!  When I asked for her, I heard 

Dina asking Jack.  He told her, ‘With Mark, where else?’  She’s gotten over me pretty quickly, I 
guess.” 

 
Beth shook her head.  “Don’t be so sure of that, Andy.” 
 
I looked at her.  “She stood up for me -- remember that night at the Chan’s?  And I let her walk 

away without a fight!” 
 
“Should you have fought?” 
 
I sat back.  “I know the Buddhists say all suffering stems from attachment -- and I felt her -- I 

felt her as I held her in my arms, felt her resolve, felt her reach her decision before she stepped away 
and to her father.  I don’t understand.” 

 
“What don’t you understand?” 
 
“So many things.  Her -- she was so complex.” 
 
“How was she complex, Andy?” 
 
I smiled.  This was turning into a Doctor Emily session.  “At times she was so independent, yet 

she flew back to her father -- baby bird again.  She stood up for me, yet she needed me to hold her, 
protect her.  She so needed to be held, protected during the storm -- she was a basket case when I got to 
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the house.  And it felt as if she didn’t really let go when we were making love -- there was something 
held back, held in reserve.” 

 
“She sounds quite complex.  Andy, were you easy to relate to?” 
 
I laughed.  “Hell no!  I was a basket case!” 
 
She nodded.  “So, dealing with you wasn’t easy.  You’re pretty complex as well.” 
 
I nodded.  “Yup, but am I screwed up enough to be a psychiatrist?” 
 
She chuckled.  “That’s a debate for another time.  Would you say that Karen’s being with you 

accentuated the conflicts within her?” 
 
“Oh yeah -- in spades.  She had to drive me around -- I was pretty damn dependent.  Yet she 

needed me to hold her, comfort her, and protect her.  One moment I’m helpless, the next moment I 
need to be her protector.  That’s hard to reconcile.” 

 
She nodded.  “How about her independence?  Was that something that she developed on her 

own?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Not from what I understand -- it was forced on her -- sink or swim.  And 

she swam, and well.” 
 
“It looked that way, certainly.  Does she love her father?” 
 
“Oh yeah.  The way she looked at him.  She was so pleased when she learned he was happy 

again.” 
 
“So, being around you accentuated conflicts.” 
 
I nodded.  “I think I’m catching on.  So many dimensions -- let’s pick a few.  She was forced 

into a position of independence, forced to take on all that responsibility.  Going back to her dad, she 
lets go of all that.  That’s pretty attractive.  She goes back to her earlier protector -- her dad, and in a 
sense, I guess, she goes back to an earlier, happier, simpler time as well.  Back to the nest, back to a 
simpler way of life.  She escapes from so much.” 

 
I caught my breath, looking at her.  She nodded. 
 
“How did I do?” I asked. 
 
She shook her head.  “It’s not that easy.  That’s about where I come out on it, though.  I think 

there are other areas as well -- but I think your relationship forced her to confront an awful lot, just as it 
forced you to confront an awful lot.” 

 
“So, she could confront a bag full of demons, or run back to an earlier, simpler life?” 
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“That may be an oversimplification, but it seems to fit.” 
 
I frowned as I nodded.  “Especially if she’s gotten nudges from Emily to pull back from me.” 
 
Beth raised an eyebrow.  “Now that’s really speculating.  What evidence do we have to suggest 

such a thing?” 
 
“Karen telling me that Emily was casting doubt on us.  When I told Emily there was a distance 

between Karen and me, Emily telling me that distance was good.  Thought I told you that before,” I 
snapped back. 

 
Beth nodded.  “Okay, you may be right.  What have you learned, then?” 
 
I shook my head.  “To speak up?  The attractiveness of escape?  How we have such conflicting 

drives?  To love without regret?  Not to give up!” 
 
She nodded.  “You’re upset.” 
 
“Damn right I am.  I’ll never know what we could have had.” 
 
She smiled.  “No, you never will.  But, why are you upset?” 
 
I looked at my hands.  I’d been holding them clenched.  I exhaled, and started to consciously 

relax. 
 
“No!” she said, “Stay with it -- don’t run from the feeling!” 
 
I frowned at her.  “Okay, now I’m upset and confused.  Why?” 
 
She leaned forward.  “Andy, I’ve wondered why I’ve very seldom seen you angry.  Yet there 

have been times when I’d expect you to be.  Are you burying that, holding it in?” 
 
I exhaled loudly and sat back.  I closed my eyes for a moment.  “In one sense, I catch the 

moment, and decide not to be angry.  Yet....” 
 
“Stay with it, Andy -- stay with it.  What else?” 
 
I felt the answer, an answer.  I opened my eyes, shaking my head.  “I don’t know whether to 

laugh or to scream.  Is he going to haunt me the rest of my life?” 
 
“Who?” 
 
“My dad!  The only person who could ever be upset at our house was dad!  If mom or I showed 

any strong emotion, that really set him off, especially the last few years!  Dammit, is he going to haunt 
me?” 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 297� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
Beth nodded her head.  “He won’t, once you see what he’s doing to you.  It’s okay to be angry, 

Andy.  It’s okay to be upset.” 
 
“But the things he did when he was angry -- that scares me.” 
 
She nodded again.  “But you can choose, Andy -- you can choose not to act on that anger.  

Express it in different ways, but don’t submerge it, don’t hold it in.” 
 
“Wow, it whacks me from both sides -- I’m scared to show strong emotions because I’m afraid 

of his reaction, and I’m scared to show strong emotions because I don’t want to turn into someone like 
him.” 

 
Beth nodded.  “How does understanding that make you feel?” 
 
“God, I feel like I’ve taken a tight metal band from around my chest.” 
 
She smiled.  “Explored souls enough for one night?” 
 
I shook my head as I stood.  “For more than one night, but somehow I think I’ll be facing those 

demons again.” 
 
She held me.  “They’re not demons, Andy -- they’re parts of us all.” 
 
She gave me space Saturday.  We did grocery shopping and random errands.  Ben had taught 

me to swear at other drivers in French, and I did so, with gusto now.  Beth laughed the first time I did 
it, and told me she didn’t understand what I’d said, and didn’t want to. 

 
My switch flipped the other direction Saturday night.  I’d been reading something for Emily 

when I concluded I was taking things way too seriously.  I closed my books and went into the living 
room. 

 
Beth, as usual, was reading on the couch.  I gently took her book from her.  She smiled as I did.  

That encouraged me.  I knelt down and kissed her, and started running my hands over her, seeing her 
with my hands.  She did the same.  Soon, we moved into the bedroom.  I was so hungry for her, but in 
a different way.  We undressed hurriedly, and I dived between her legs. 

 
She was tangy, musky, warm, and delicious.  She laughed and moaned as she held me.  After 

taking her over the edge once, I kissed my way up her body.  I was hungry for her breasts, holding on 
and devouring her.  I felt driven, needing to feel her, taste her.  I slid into her; she pulled her legs up.  I 
felt a hunger for her in my legs, in my chest, in my arms.  She squeezed me between her legs as we 
rocked together.  She reached up and slid her hands along the sides of my head.  She held me, and I 
held her legs as we rocked, and I came. 

 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 298� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

I was still dizzy as I lowered myself back to her.  She held me, rocking me.  “Oh, I don’t know 
what got into you, but I sure like it.”  I latched on to a nipple again, and she rolled over so she was 
partially on top of me.  Her weight was so satisfying. 

 
Beth picked me up at school Tuesday after lunch and we went to the DMV for my driving test.  

After we wasted over an hour past our supposed appointment, someone finally told us that if I waited 
until my birthday, I’d get a real license, and it would issue in five days, as opposed to the three weeks 
it took for the provisional ones.  We made an appointment for 8AM on my birthday.  Then we went 
home and Beth ambushed me. 

 
She did that to me frequently.  Of course, I grabbed her as well, and took her to the bed, or the 

couch, or the floor.  I was becoming more assertive, and we both loved it.  I spent a Saturday lost with 
Rachel.  Sherry and I made love in front of the fireplace on top of Beth’s coat. 

 
I turned eighteen -- whoop dee doo.  We went to the DMV.  I took and passed the driving test 

and the written test.  I left with a piece of paper; my real license would arrive in a few days.  I drove us 
back to school in time for lunch.  At least it was Friday. 

 
That night, Beth cooked dinner and Ben provided the wine.  Dinner was good.  Ben started 

talking about the trip.  He and Beth kept my wine glass full.  After dinner, we had a cake with candles, 
and Ben brought out a bottle of very old cognac.  It was a very good evening.  I was feeling pretty wild 
when Beth and I went to bed -- and our lovemaking was wild as well. 

 
I woke up with a splitting headache.  Being held didn’t help -- it made things worse, and Beth 

wasn’t very sympathetic.  My teeth hurt.  My knees hurt.  Bright lights hurt.  And my stomach wasn’t 
doing too good, either.  I had about two sips of coffee, and that was it.  Beth told me to take two aspirin 
and lots of water.  I had about a glass, and went to crash on the couch, my arm over my eyes.  I could 
feel my heart pounding in my head. 

 
The phone rang and I thought it was someone pounding nails into my head.  I would have 

jumped, but I hurt too much.  Beth walked into the other room with the phone, chatting with someone 
and laughing. 

 
She came back in the room chuckling.  “How are you doing, Andy?” she asked, kissing the arm 

I had covering my eyes. 
 
I groaned.  “I feel like shit.  I must have food poisoning or the flu or something.” 
 
She chuckled and told me to finish my water. 
 
Some time later, she came over and kissed me again.  I could hear her keys rattling -- they 

sounded like a chain saw. 
 
“Andy, I’ll be back around four.  Drink plenty of water -- get up and move around -- it will do 

you good.” 
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I moaned, and twitched at the crash of her closing the door to the house behind her. 
 
I got up to pee, drank more water, and crashed on the couch again. 
 
I napped for a while, had more water, and napped some more.  The doorbell woke me.  It 

wasn’t as loud now -- I must have been getting better. 
 
“Just...” I hollered out, which made my head pound.  “A minute,” I said, much quieter.  I got 

up, took another sip of water, and went to the door. 
 
“Happy birthday, sweetie,” Rachel hugged me and pushed me back inside when I opened the 

door.  She gave me a kiss.  We made it back to the couch. 
 
“What’s the matter, sweetie?” she asked. 
 
I told her how I felt -- shitty, but a little better than when I woke up.  I thought I had the flu or 

something. 
 
She laughed, and said, “I know just how to make it better.” 
 
She did something, then started pulling my arm away from my eyes.  I started to protest, but 

then felt her nipple touch my mouth.  “I’ve got you, sweetie.  I’ve got you.  I’ll take care of you.”  My 
head hurt as she moved her hand to cradle me.  “Deep breath and relax sweetie -- that’s right.  Deep 
breath and relax for me.  I’ve got you.” 

 
She helped me unwind.  On the floor, she set me on fire, and rode me.  When I came, it felt like 

I was being whacked in the head. 
 
“Happy birthday, sweetie,” she told me, tracing doodles on my forehead.  “Feeling better?” 
 
“My head doesn’t pound when I move it.  Must have been a 24 hour bug.” 
 
She laughed. 
 
“What’s so funny?” 
 
She shook her head, then leaned down and kissed me.  “You are.  You’re hung over, silly.  You 

drank too much.  Don’t tell me...  No, it was probably the first time for you, wasn’t it?” 
 
I started to laugh, even though it hurt.  “What a birthday present.  God, I’ll never do that again.” 
 
She shook her head and sat back, reaching for her bra.  “I doubt that.  You didn’t even get 

sick.” 
 
“What?” 
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“Oh God, Andy, you’ve lead a sheltered life.  You’ve got a lot to learn.”  Then she grinned - 
leered, really.  “And I know just who can teach you.” 

 
“Yeah, about puking so hard with your head out the car window you lose a contact lens while 

going down the freeway?” 
 
She leaned forward and wiggled her shoulders so she’d fill her bra better.  “I only did that once, 

and I wasn’t driving.” 
 
I chuckled a little.  It hurt.  “I’ll try to avoid the experience for as long as I can.” 
 
“That’s probably a good idea.” 
 
“So what’s the best way to get over a hangover?” 
 
She reached past me to grab her top.  I reached behind her and unsnapped her bra.  She looked 

at me in surprise.  “You’re pretty good at that!  Where did you get the practice?” 
 
I laughed and pulled her closer.  “You didn’t answer my question.” 
 
“You want the cure again?  I’ll give you a call when I need it.”  She held me again.  This time, 

though, I rolled her to her back, and as we slid together, I encouraged her nub with my thumb.  As she 
came, she pushed my hand away, and started tickling the side of my balls and cock.  That was all I 
needed. 

 
We kissed and hugged.  I helped her get dressed this time, and I got back into my sweats.  I had 

another glass of water, and she had one as well. 
 
I tried to read after she left, but my head hurt.  I took another two aspirin and a lot more water -

- I figured I needed to flush the crap out of my system. 
 
“Feeling better?” Beth leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.  She tried to stand up but I 

held her. 
 
“Thanks for the birthday present.  I won’t forget it, believe me.” 
 
She sat on the couch next to me.  “Oh?  What was that?”  She was grinning. 
 
“The education.  The hangover.” 
 
“Would we do something like that?” 
 
I held her hands.  “With love, yes.  Your idea?” 
 
She shrugged her shoulders.  “Ben and I.  I’m surprised you didn’t get sick.” 
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“Sorry to disappoint you.  Was Emily in on it as well?” 
 
Beth looked up a moment.  “She didn’t object.” 
 
I sat up a bit.  “What is it between them?  He is such a character when I’m with him.” 
 
She nodded.  “An interesting couple, to be sure....  Ben supports Emily in her work, and I think 

Emily cuts him a lot of slack.  On some things, I think they agree to disagree.” 
 
“Like me?” 
 
She sighed a little.  “Speculation -- they’re both concerned about you.  I think it’s evident Ben 

doesn’t agree with some of his wife’s approaches to things.” 
 
“And what do you think?” 
 
She sighed a little more, then nodded with a firm look on her face.  “I think Emily has an 

agenda, but she hasn’t shared it with me.  She does what she thinks best.” 
 
“Whether we agree or not?” I suggested. 
 
She smiled.  “Had anything to eat today?” 
 
“Nope -- just water and aspirin, but lots of water.” 
 
“Did Rachel drop by?” 
 
I chuckled.  “She was quite consoling.” 
 
Beth laughed.  “I’ll bet.” 
 
“Was that who you talked to on the phone before you left?” 
 
“You need to get something to eat.  What do you feel like?” 
 
I shook my head.  “You’re evading the question.” 
 
She kissed me again.  “You’re right.” 
 
We had soup and bread for dinner.  I felt good enough to have some cake afterwards.  Beth 

suggested a hot bath.  I think it helped.  I slept well. 
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Protector 
 
Monday morning I started driving myself to and from school.  Parking was a bitch, and I 

didn’t get to neck with Donna -- more yin and yang. 
 
Tuesday of that last week, I was walking over to our usual lunch spot when I saw what looked 

like a scuffle going on.  I heard a cry -- it sounded like Betty! 
 
I ran over.  Betty was in the middle of four or five girls.  I yelled, “Stop!” at the top of my 

voice, and pulled two of them away.  I didn’t recognize any of them.  Betty was sort of bent over.  Her 
glasses were on the ground, broken.  I pulled her up and to me, and pushed another girl back. 

 
Someone punched me in the side.  I forcefully backhanded the person nearest me.  “I said stop!  

Leave her alone!”  They backed off a little.  I held Betty, trying to shield her.  I was filled with rage. 
 
One of the girls, I think she was a junior, sneered, “You want to play too?” 
 
Unfortunately for her, she hadn’t seen Sherry racing up.  Sherry grabbed the girl’s ponytail and 

pulled, almost jerking her off her feet.  “Maybe I want to, bitch!” Sherry growled. 
 
We were drawing a crowd.  Donna and Greg joined the fray.  Sherry called out to the group, 

“Get lost, the bunch of you -- and leave her alone.”  She still had hold of a ponytail, which she jerked 
around.  “And if I hear of anyone -- anyone -- bothering her, you are going to get it.  Hear me, bitch?”  
The girl wasn’t saying anything, so Sherry gave her another jerk.  “Well?”  The girl finally said, 
“Okay!  Okay!  We were just having fun!” 

 
Sherry pushed the girl away. 
 
“No you weren’t!” Donna added as she kicked the girl in the rear to speed her along. 
 
I sat on the table and held Betty, holding her head to my chest and rocking her.  “It’s okay, 

Betty -- I’ve got you now.  I’ve got you,” I told her as she cried.  Greg picked up the remains of her 
glasses and handed them to me. 

 
One of the teachers trotted up.  Sherry had been right behind me, and explained what had 

happened.  We headed over to the office.  Betty was holding on to me.  I was shaking.  I’d actually 
struck someone.  We went into Mrs. Nguyen’s office.  It took a while, but Betty explained as best she 
could.  She’d had what she thought was an interesting discussion in class with her history teacher.  The 
girls who jumped her were in the same class, and had been taunting her for a while.  Mrs. Nguyen 
asked if she knew their names.  Betty was having a hard time talking, but Sherry and Donna knew 
them all.  One girl had knocked off Betty’s glasses, and another jumped on them.  Betty called her 
mom, and spoke to her in Chinese, sobbing as she did.  I held her hand -- actually she was clutching 
mine. 

 
I heard my name mentioned, and I think Sherry’s.  Betty handed me the phone. 
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“Doctor Hsu?” I said. 
 
“Andy, thank you so much,” Doctor Hsu said, “I’m glad you were there to help.” 
 
My hands were still shaking.  “What else can I do?  I can take her home, or to your office.” 
 
“Andy, if you could bring her to my office, that would be a tremendous help.  Could you do 

that?” 
 
“Of course.  Let me get something to write with.  Where are you?” 
 
She was in a medical complex off Los Coyotes Diagonal.  “Okay,” I told her, “I think we’ll be 

leaving in a few minutes.”  Mrs. Nguyen was waving her hand.  “Hold on, I think Mrs. Nguyen would 
like to speak with you.”  I handed her the phone. 

 
Mrs. Nguyen spoke for a bit, said goodbye, and hung up the phone.  She sighed and looked at 

us. 
 
“Okay, Andy, you take Betty to her mother’s office.  Sherry, Donna, could you stay for a few 

minutes?”  They nodded. 
 
“Where are Betty’s things?” I asked.  “Shit -- what did I do with my stuff?”  I didn’t even 

remember putting things down. 
 
Greg put my book bag on the desk.  Donna had Betty’s things. 
 
“Thanks, guys,” I said.  I turned to Betty.  “Do you need to get anything from your locker?” I 

asked her.  She shook her head.  “Ready to go?” I asked.  Give her something to say, “yes,” to.  She 
nodded her head and I helped her stand. 

 
The teacher who had been with us, I think he teaches social studies, said, “I’ll walk out with 

you.” 
 
Mrs. Nguyen put a hand on Betty’s back, and on mine.  I tried to gather our stuff, but Betty was 

holding on to me again.  The teacher said, “I’ll get those.” 
 
We walked out to the student parking lot.  “It’s okay, Betty.  I’ve got you,” I told her softly.  It 

seemed to help. 
 
We got her loaded in the car, our books in the back. 
 
As I started the car, I took a deep breath.  My hands were shaking, still.  I was almost shaking 

all over -- I could feel it in my legs.  I’d struck someone.  In anger?  No, coming to Betty’s aid.  The 
anger came later. 
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I started the “calm and relaxed,” litany, but stopped it.  Stick with the feelings -- don’t run from 
them.  Ride them out.  Learn from them.  I reached over and squeezed one of Betty’s hands. 

 
I drove to her mom’s office.  Betty’s broken glasses were in my pocket.  As we walked in the 

door of her mom’s office, the receptionist immediately took us back to Doctor Hsu. 
 
She was on the phone, speaking to someone in Chinese.  Betty’s dad?  She quickly ended the 

call, and came around her desk to hold Betty.  Betty cried, her sobs intermixed with Chinese. 
 
I sat in a nearby chair.  My eyes started to fill with tears, but then stopped.  I didn’t know what 

I felt.  Part of the reason I’d gone to classes at City in the first place was to get away from a few 
tormentors at high school.  Looking back on it, having Chuck, the football team center, as a lab partner 
last year had made a big difference.  Nobody wanted to get him upset.  I hadn’t known how protected I 
was.  Then this year, nobody paid any attention to me. 

 
I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I looked up.  Doctor Hsu said, “Andy, will you wait next door, 

please?  I’ll be in to talk with you in a few minutes.” 
 
I nodded and was led to the next office.  It had three chairs and colorful hangings on the walls.  

I could imagine heavy karmic surgery taking place in the room.  I sat down and sighed. 
 
Why had I done that?  I’d come to her aid without hesitation.  What was that phrase?  Without 

hesitation, without doubt -- I’d acted -- just as I’d done with my mom.  Only this time, I’d been more 
forceful.  I’d been struck, and struck back.  I was calmer now.  I’d been full of rage for a while, but I 
didn’t let the rage decide things for me.  Is this how my dad had started?  It had been so easy to use the 
rage, that terrible energy, to reach out and strike that girl.  No, it hadn’t been in rage.  The energy was 
there when I struck her -- the rage came later.  It had all been so fast. 

 
A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door.  “Yes?” I said.  Doctor Hsu came in and sat 

down across from me.  She’d been crying, but had put her professional face back on, to a certain 
extent. 

 
“Andy, thank you so much.  This situation has been growing for some time.” 
 
“How is she?” I asked. 
 
She sighed, folding her hands in her lap.  “Still quite shaken, which is to be expected.  How are 

you?” 
 
I sighed.  “I struck someone.  Is that how my dad started?” 
 
She sat back, smiling slightly.  “What did you feel when you did that?” 
 
I shook my head slowly.  “I didn’t have any feeling.  When I recognized Betty’s cry, I moved 

to help her -- without hesitation and without doubt.  I pulled a couple of girls away from her, protected 
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her, and slapped someone after they hit me.  I was filled with energy then.  The rage didn’t come until 
later.” 

 
She nodded.  “And what did you do with the rage?” 
 
“I acknowledged it.  I could have run from it, but I stayed with it.  I chose to accept it, and 

protect Betty.” 
 
She nodded again.  “And?” 
 
I sighed.  “And that’s about it.  I’m not shaking as much anymore.  I would not have done 

anything different -- today, or the night my dad was hitting my mom.” 
 
She nodded, sitting there for a bit, waiting.  After a while, I smiled.  I’d been through this with 

Emily -- waiting patiently for more.  How easily I’d slipped into that relationship with Doctor Hsu. 
 
“What else can I do to help?” I asked. 
 
She sighed and sat back a bit, shaking her head. 
 
“Andy, you did what was needed.  I feel I should tell you, though, my daughter has quite a 

crush on you.” 
 
That was a surprise, yet it wasn’t.  “Wow.  Some help this was.” 
 
She chuckled a bit.  I liked her -- Emily was always so damned reserved in our sessions. 
 
“Yes, you actually were her protector today.  Her father and I will talk with her about it, but 

you’ll need to as well.” 
 
I sighed and shook my head.  “I don’t want anyone hurt.” 
 
She smiled.  “Any more than need be -- there’s no easy way in some of these things.” 
 
I nodded.  “I know, all too well.  The only way out is through.  Still, I wish I didn’t lead such a 

full, exciting life.” 
 
She laughed.  “Andy, thank you.  Of all the people for her to have her eyes on, I’m glad it is 

you.” 
 
I told her quickly about my plans -- graduating early, going to Europe.  She told me that 

sounded exciting.  She asked what I had left to do at school. 
 
That brought me back to Earth fast.  I looked at my watch.  “I’m taking my Calculus final at 

City in a little over an hour.  I think I should be going!” 
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We stood up and she held my hands.  “Thank you again.  Do you have time to say goodbye to 
her?” 

 
“Of course.” 
 
We went back to her office.  Betty was sitting in a chair.  She sniffled as we walked in, but tried 

to smile.  I approached her, and as I did, she stood up.  I held her gently.  “I have to go take a math test.  
I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?” 

 
She nodded, her head on my chest.  I kissed her head.  “Don’t make my mistake and hold the 

feelings inside,” I told her softly.  With one more squeeze, I left. 
 
I managed to find a reasonable parking space, and had time to review my notes.  My math 

teacher had convinced me not to drop the class, as I’d done with French.  We’d agreed that when he 
gave the first quiz, I’d take the final.  If I got an “A” or “B” on it, he’d turn in the grade, and I’d get 
credit for the class.  Otherwise he’d turn in my drop request. 

 
He handed out the quiz, and handed me a different set of papers.  I glanced at it and groaned -- 

eight problems, and none of them easy.  On second glance though, none looked really hard.  As I 
looked at the last one, I wondered -- were we supposed to cover that in this class?  It looked familiar.  I 
dug in. 

 
When I looked up again, there were only a few minutes left in the class.  I flipped back to the 

first problem and started checking things.  The last problem had been right out of the other book I’d 
been using to study for the class. 

 
“Time’s up,” he called out.  I flopped my paper face down on the desk.  We passed things to 

the front, and people started to leave.  Lori hung around, as did I. 
 
He found my paper in the stack.  “Good -- this shouldn’t take long.”  He went through it, 

checking things off.  At one point he looked up at me and shook his head.  He pointed to the page.  
“Cosine,” I said.  I’d screwed up.  He docked me five points.  He put a big check mark on the last 
problem.  “You’ve been reading the Buck book -- it shows,” he told me. 

 
I nodded.  “Mister Eldridge gave it to me last year,” I told him. 
 
He flipped back to the first page, wrote “95” on it and extended his hand.  “Good luck, Mister 

Wilson.  Sooner or later though, you’re going to have to study hard.” 
 
“Thank you, sir.  I appreciate it.” 
 
Lori followed me out.  We sat down on a bench, the bench Karen and I sat on a number of 

times.  I looked at her.  “Sorry I’m ducking out on you,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and sighed.  “That’s okay.  I wish we could have spent more time together.” 
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“I’m not sure about that -- things seem to get complicated when I’m around.” 
 
I could tell, looking at her face.  I moved my head slightly toward her, closing my eyes a little.  

With a sigh, she closed her eyes and pursed her lips as she leaned forward, tilting her head a little.  We 
kissed, probably the fifth or sixth time we’d kissed, and most likely the last. 

 
After we kissed, I stood up.  We hugged.  “Bye, Lori,” I said.  “Study hard and do well.” 
 
She smiled.  “You too, Andy.  I expect to read about you some day.” 
 
I chuckled.  “I hope not!” 
 
We hugged and kissed once more, and I headed home. 
 
“You must have had an interesting day,” Beth said when she walked in the door.  “How was 

your test?” 
 
“How did you know?” I asked her from the kitchen.  “I got a 95 -- I made a stupid error on one 

problem.” 
 
She hugged me.  “You cook really spicy things when you’ve had an interesting day.  Tell me 

about it?” 
 
I laughed.  “I didn’t realize that.  Like a glass of wine?  I need one.” 
 
She chuckled.  “Thanks for waiting.  Yes -- last day at City emotional for you?” 
 
As I poured, I told her about my goodbye with Lori.  We drank a silent toast, then sat down at 

the kitchen table. 
 
“But that wasn’t it,” she said. 
 
I shook my head.  “Some people are too damn perceptive.  I rescued a damsel in distress.” 
 
She raised her eyebrows as she sipped.  I went through the whole thing again, including telling 

her of my conversations with Doctor Hsu. 
 
“Andy, you’re not like your father.  You make choices.  You said yourself that the rage came 

later -- and you recognized it, and stayed with it.  That’s very good.  But now, what are you going to do 
about Betty?” 

 
I shook my head.  “Anything I do will hurt her, the way I see it.” 
 
Beth nodded.  “Yup.” 
 
I frowned.  “Big help.” 
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She sighed and extended a hand.  Mine met hers.  “Andy, when I started high school, I had a 

crush on the captain of the track team.  I don’t think he even knew I was alive.  When he graduated at 
the end of the year, I cried myself to sleep for days.” 

 
“Real big help,” I told her. 
 
She chuckled.  “Andy, I’m sure you will do the right thing.  Follow your heart.  She’s going to 

hurt -- you hurt when Karen left.  Learn and grow, and don’t close doors needlessly.” 
 
Dinner was good -- lamb curry.  The phone rang after dinner.  I let Beth get it. 
 
“Oh, hello Doctor.  ...  Oh, good.  ...  Yes, that would be very nice.  ...  Yes, I’ll get him.”  She 

handed me the phone.  “Doctor Chan for you.” 
 
“Yes sir, good evening,” I said. 
 
“Andy, I wanted to thank you for coming to Betty’s aid today.  We appreciate it very much.” 
 
“I’m sorry I needed to, sir, but glad I was there.  She’s very special.  How is she doing?” 
 
“She’s doing as well as can be expected.  We’ve talked to the school, and they are taking 

appropriate actions.  We’d like you and your aunt to join us for dinner Saturday, if you would.” 
 
“It would be a pleasure, sir,” I told him. 
 
“Good.  Take care then, Andy, and we’ll see you Saturday.” 
 
“Thank you for calling, sir.”  I hung up the phone. 
 
Beth was in the kitchen, starting on dishes.  I put my arms around her from behind. 
 
“That’s nice.  How did it feel to be a protector?” 
 
“It was very natural -- without hesitation or doubt.  I’m glad I was there to help, but sad I was 

needed.  Thank you Karen, for bringing that out in me.  Any pain I went through was worth it to be 
there for Betty.” 

 
Beth turned and looked me in the eye.  “What?  Something good came out of that?” 
 
I smiled and nodded, our hips pushing together as our shoulders were apart.  “Yes, another step 

on the path.  Karen made it possible, and you made Karen possible.  You’ve made so many things 
possible for me.” 

 
“Andy, you’re the one with the courage to take those steps.” 
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We held each other in bed.  I was restless but tired. 
 
After a while, Beth asked softly, “Andy?” 
 
I rolled back closer to her.  “Rock me to sleep, please,” I asked. 
 
She pulled me to her.  “My pleasure, my pleasure.” 
 
In study hall, Sherry told me that three of the girls who had been involved were suspended for 

the rest of the week, and the other two just for one day.  She also told me all the cheerleaders would be 
looking out for Betty.  I thanked her, and told her that made me feel a lot better.  Betty was tentative, 
hesitant, when I saw her in math the next day.  She was wearing a different pair of glasses.  She was 
quiet and clingy as we walked to our next class together. 

 
She sat right next to me at lunch.  When Sherry arrived, she thanked us both for our help.  

Sherry told her that if she had any trouble, to let her know -- she didn’t have to take shit from anybody.  
Betty smiled and thanked her. 

 
Sherry left us a little early, giving us time and space to talk.  Betty sighed and thanked me 

again.  I held her hand, and told her a little about Karen, about how Karen had brought out those 
feelings in me, and how much I’d hurt when she left.  I told her it had all been worthwhile to prepare 
me to protect her.  She looked in my eyes and nodded.  I think we both understood. 

 
Friday, my last day at school, was hell.  I knew from the way I looked at the place, the way I 

walked around, that I’d withdrawn from it.  I’d already said my farewells at City.  I thanked all my 
high school teachers, including the fat fool.  I had special thanks for Mr. Benjamin and Mrs. Nguyen.  I 
told them I’d be back for graduation in June. 

 
That night after dinner, holding each other on the couch, Beth asked, “Want to be ambushed 

again?” 
 
I sighed.  “Thank you for asking.  I think I want to stew in it tonight.  I’ll need to be held, 

though.” 
 
“I certainly hope so,” she told me. 
 
She ambushed me Saturday morning, and it was glorious.  We did shopping afterwards, then 

cleaned up and changed clothes for dinner.  We headed over to the Chan’s house.  Once again, there 
were quite a few cars parked nearby. 

 
“I don’t like this -- brings back ugly memories,” I said. 
 
Beth was driving.  She put a hand on my leg.  “Go with it -- work it through.” 
 
I took a breath.  “It’s just like last time,” I said, but with a smile, “They’re here for me.” 
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Beth nodded. 
 
I smiled a little more.  “That last time, the day after Thanksgiving, all of you gathered here to 

support me.  It was a very positive event.  It shows the strength of the support I have.  Is that 
reframing?” 

 
Beth chuckled.  “Yes, that’s one way of reframing things.  Still want to go with a math major?” 
 
I sighed as we got out of the car.  “If you’re asking about pre-med, I don’t have a clue.  Maybe 

I’ll study business, and work with Ben.” 
 
Beth raised her eyebrows.  “Andy, don’t say that too loud -- he’s practically adopted you 

already.” 
 
I sighed and nodded.  “I know.  It’s weird -- married to a shrink for kids and they don’t have 

any.” 
 
She chuckled.  “Oh, she has Ben.” 
 
We went in.  Sherry and her parents were there as well.  A big sign saying, “Congratulations 

Andy,” was hung in the living room.  We had a mix of dishes, Chinese and American.  It was 
interesting, being with Sherry and Betty at the same time.  Both wanted to sit close.  Sherry was 
restrained somewhat by the other people around -- I’m sure she wanted to grab me, and she did look 
and smell delicious.  Betty was emboldened by Sherry, and talked with me in French, and soon started 
making sly remarks about Sherry. 

 
I told folks about what I’d be doing -- going to Europe with Ben, destinations unknown, 

returning for graduation. 
 
“And the prom?” Sherry asked.  There were a few chuckles, and Betty asked in French, “Both 

of them?”  I looked up at the ceiling and said, “Yes.”  That brought more chuckles. 
 
Sherry, Betty, and I actually found a few minutes alone, once little Gary was sent off to get 

ready for bed.  Sherry told me, “Betty is going to help me with math.”  Betty nodded, “And Sherry and 
Donna are going to watch my back.  We’ll make it, but we’ll miss you.” 

 
“I’m not leaving for a couple of weeks,” I told them.  We hugged.  It was kind of comical as we 

were getting ready to go -- both of them wanted that last hug.  I finally grabbed both of them at once, 
and kissed each on the cheek. 

 
Beth sighed and put an arm around my shoulder as we walked to her car.  “Such good friends,” 

she said. 
 
“Yes, such friends.”  I laughed a little. 
 
“What?” asked Beth. 
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“Betty and I are connected at the head and heart, and Sherry and I are connected everywhere 

else.” 
 
She chuckled, and moved her arm to my waist.  “I noticed that.  So did Betty, if I understood 

some of her remarks.” 
 
“Oh, she noticed.  I think Sherry wanted to throw me on the nearest horizontal surface.” 
 
“Mind if I do that instead?” she asked as we got in the car. 
 
I looked in her eyes.  “Not at all.”  We spent the remainder of the weekend making passionate 

love. 
 
Monday I started with Ben.  I was his “administrative assistant,” to keep things quasi-legal.  I 

wasn’t being paid to drive -- I liked to drive and he didn’t.  That worked for me.  I drove him all over 
the area, speaking French, learning from him. 

 
We talked about what I was going to do in the fall. I was set for Stanford.  I was assured on-

campus housing.  I had scholarships and grants that would cover me.  The trust would provide 
spending money, and Beth said she was going to be really tight with it.  Ben thought that was a good 
idea, and I agreed. 

 
My essay took second place in the national competition.  Beth, Emily, Ben, and I flew to 

Chicago on Friday for the award ceremony.  That was the first time I’d flown on an airplane.  I relied a 
lot on “Calm and Relaxed.”  At one point during the flight, though, Beth leaned over to me and said, 
“Stop pretending -- enjoy it!  Look around and explore!”  I laughed and got up to walk around the 
plane, brushing her breasts as I did. 

 
Chicago was cold and stormy.  The cold wind cut through my clothes.  We could only see the 

bottom parts of some of the really tall buildings. 
 
Third place got $5000, second place won $25,000, and first received $60,000.  We were to read 

our essays to the assembled luminaries Saturday.  After listening to the third place winner, which was 
good, it was my turn, and I decided on a different path -- I’d seen the first-place essay.  I reminded 
them of the editing and revising that goes on with such essays.  I read them an earlier version of mine, 
one I really liked.  It was shorter, and had more feeling.  I think it was well received.  Someone asked 
me later what I thought of the first-place essay.  I told them it was very technical but lacked heart.  
That seemed to polarize people -- getting scowls from some, and smiles and nods from others. 

 
The first-place gal and I got to spend some time talking.  She’d heard my remark, and agreed 

with it completely.  I told her that her paper gave me a number of ideas to explore.  She liked the way I 
bared my soul in mine.  We talked about school -- she was going to be pre-med at Johns Hopkins.  I 
told her I was going to Stanford, but hadn’t decided, other than a psych major.  I didn’t know whether 
or not medical school was for me.  She made me promise to keep in touch, telling me we could do our 
residency together. 
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We flew home Sunday.  Beth and I slept apart Friday and Saturday.  When I’d mentioned 

Friday afternoon that I had a problem with sleepwalking, she whispered back, “Don’t you dare!”  I 
could tell she was serious. 

 
Her skin against mine felt so good, back in her bed Sunday night.  It’s so good to be back 

home, even if it is often only a state of mind. 
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Part 10 - California Yankee 
 
Beth helped me pack the night before departing. 
 
“You’re leaving me again,” she said, putting a hand on my shoulder. 
 
I turned to her, putting my arms around her, touching hip to hip. 
 
“But this time it’s my decision.  I‘m doing it as an act of will.”  I sighed.  “That doesn’t make it 

any easier, though.” 
 
She smiled, pulling me to her.  “But you’ll be back.” 
 
I reached around her, undoing the clasp on her bra.  “Someone will be back,” I whispered.  We 

made love without pretense -- I gave myself to her, body and soul.  She took me, body and soul. 
 
One of Ben’s people picked us up for the trip to the airport.  Beth and I hugged and kissed one 

last time before I left the house.  In the car, Ben presented me with business cards, with some 
laminated as luggage tags.  They didn’t have a title under my name, but then again, neither did Ben’s.  
I ran back to give some cards to Beth, and for another kiss and hug. 

 
My second trip on an airplane was the very long flight to Paris.  I was very appreciative of 

Business Class, especially after looking back at Coach.  The Air France staff also treated us better 
when we spoke with them in French.  When I told them we were buying wines, each had a favorite 
label, a favorite region, to tell us about. 

 
One young stewardess flirted with me.  She corrected my pronunciation as we talked.  I loved 

the way she said some words, I told her.  She was such a tease, having me purse my lips, coming closer 
and pursing hers, then backing away. 

 
Air France did me an immense favor -- they lost my single checked suitcase, containing all my 

clothes other than what I was wearing.  When I turned to Ben, he shrugged and asked me what I was 
going to do.  After quite a delay, I finally registered my complaint.  The idiot behind the counter 
started talking in demeaning English, telling us there was nothing they could do.  I lit into him in 
French, and not polite French, either.  Ben joined in, with volume and enthusiasm.  Soon we had an 
apologetic supervisor assisting us -- assisting, but not finding my damn bag. 

 
We were met by one of Ben’s associates, Monsieur Broussard.  By the way I was introduced, 

some discussions about me had already taken place.  We went to his Mercedes, and he drove us to 
Paris.  I sat in back, trying to look every direction at once, to take it all in and not let anything get 
away. 

 
M. Broussard had a very nice residence on a tree-lined street in Paris.  I carried in Ben’s bags, 

but was instructed to leave them by the carport door.  M. Broussard showed me to my suite, almost a 
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detached part of the residence.  This is where I would stay.  Ben looked around with me, nodding 
appreciatively.  We were told to wash up, and come to the salon. 

 
When I asked Ben what was up, he laughed.  We washed up.  I stretched a little.  Ben laughed, 

clapped me on the back, and said it was time.  We walked through the house to the salon. 
 
Standing a little to the side of M. Broussard was Mlle. Bridget, a stunning 27 year old.  We 

were introduced.  I took her hand and kissed it, murmuring a greeting in what I hoped was my best 
French.  She looked amused at my antics. 

 
Then I was told that she would be “completing my education.”  The overtones of M. 

Broussard’s statement, and Ben’s laugh sent interesting sensations through me.  I nodded to Bridget.  
Our first step, I was told, was to replace my wardrobe, at Air France’s expense.  They’d have me 
looking like Ben’s protégé, and a Parisian college student in no time. 

 
Ben laughed again, gave me a hug, and handed an envelope to me, and one to M. Broussard.  

Broussard handed him a set of car keys.  Ben told me he’d see me in a week and a half.  He turned to 
Bridget, gave her a brief hug, and with a Gallic laugh, told her to teach me well.  He left. 

 
Ben had given me an envelope full of francs.  I did the mental arithmetic, and put the 

equivalent of about $150 in my wallet.  My wallet was still pretty thin, and went in my front pocket.  I 
had some folded travel brochures in my back pocket -- Ben’s suggestion. 

 
Bridget and I set out for clothes.  Before we went out the door, she asked if this was my first 

time in Paris.  Yes, I told her, and my first trip outside the States.  How long had I studied French?  A 
few years in school, and a few weeks working with Ben.  Did I drive?  Yes, some, but not today, 
please!  Her laugh suggested she was relaxed around me. 

 
Our first stop was the Metro station.  I got a pass -- I had my City College ID, so I got a student 

rate.  We spent a few minutes at a wall map.  I’d studied some guidebooks, so I had an idea where the 
major tourist attractions were.  She had friends, she told me, so we could get into the Louvre and some 
major sites before the public was allowed in. 

 
Then we were off to Galleries Lafayette, and some smaller shops for my clothes.  Things were 

expensive.  I ended up with some casual clothes, and a good looking sports coat for business.  I’d been 
wearing my dress shoes, so I got a pair of running/casual ones.  I also got socks and underwear.  My 
electric shaver, toothbrush, and bath stuff I’d had in my carry-on bag. 

 
When Bridget asked me what I slept in, I smiled and asked what she preferred.  She laughed.  

When we were picking out underwear for me, she asked in passing if I was a virgin.  “Would you like 
me to be?” I replied.  She gave me a low laugh and a curious look. 

 
We paused to consolidate packages.  As we did, someone sneaked up and let all the air out of 

me.  I was exhausted, jet lag catching up.  It must have shown  -- she asked if I was okay.  I told her I 
was tired from the trip.  We made our way back to the house. 
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We arrived a little after five, which for me was something like two in the morning.  We 
wouldn’t eat dinner until eight at the earliest -- what would I like to do?  I liked the way she smiled 
when she asked. 

 
I wanted to shower.  She nodded, and told me I should try and stay awake until after dinner.  I 

smiled and told her I might need some help. 
 
I’d run out of my favorite bath soap after about two weeks, I thought as I showered.  It felt 

good to wash off the miles -- I should start thinking in terms of kilometers -- either way, I was far from 
home. 

 
I’d tossed a towel over the top of the shower enclosure -- my usual routine.  I pulled it in and 

dried off most of the way, then stepped out of the shower. 
 
Bridget was standing there, wearing a light robe, leaning against the counter with arms folded 

and a wry smile.  I dried the rest of the way as she watched.  She smiled and nodded in approval.  
When I started to wrap the towel around my waist, she took it from me and put it on the counter.  She 
took my hand and led me to the bed. 

 
Standing by the side of the bed, she ran her hands along my chest.  I enjoyed her touch, sighing.  

I put my hands on her waist gently, running them up her back.  We kissed.  Her lips were thinner than 
Beth’s, and her tongue was more active. 

 
We separated from that first kiss, and she had quite the smirk on her face.  She slipped off her 

robe, placing it on the bed.  I knelt down and started kissing my way up her body. 
 
Her thatch smelled divine.  I moved her to the bed, sitting her down.  As I caressed her legs, she 

relaxed on to her back.  I spread her legs and adored her, first with gentle strokes on her thighs, and 
then with my mouth, starting by kissing her thighs, and moving gradually to heaven. 

 
The next time, I’d have to put some perfume on her.  She squeezed me, moaning and digging 

fingers into my hair. 
 
After a good loud shuddering one, she pulled me up on the bed with her.  She kissed me 

without hesitation, sliding a hand to my cock. 
 
“What do you need?” she whispered hotly in my ear. 
 
I rolled to my back and urged her on top of me.  She straddled me eagerly.  We slid together as 

we kissed.  She rocked on top of me, and as she leaned back, I played with her nipples.  She sighed and 
moaned appreciatively.  I helped move her, holding her waist.  We set a good rhythm. 

 
She looked down at me, put her hands on my shoulders, and did something with her hips.  My 

eyes closed and I let go to the sensation.  She rocked me through my orgasm, and leaned down to kiss 
again. 
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She tried to get up, but I held her, snuggling up.  She moved closer with a contented sigh. 
 
We got up and dressed a while later, actually a little after seven -- I’d slept longer than I’d 

expected, and far less than I’d needed. 
 
I helped with her bra, and with dressing her. 
 
“Who was she?” she whispered in my ear. 
 
“Who?” I asked with a smile. 
 
“You were not a virgin,” she said with a wicked and satisfied grin, poking me in the chest. 
 
“I am whoever you want me to be,” I told her, kissing her hands, and then kissing her belly, 

working my way up to her breasts.  I put my arms around her waist and held her. 
 
We arrived in the salon about a quarter to eight.  M. Broussard was there, with a woman who 

looked to be in her mid-thirties.  She seemed to know who I was when I was introduced. 
 
M. Broussard asked how our shopping had gone.  I told him it had gone well, but the long flight 

had caught up with me.  He handed me a glass of wine; I gave it to Bridget, and he handed me another, 
with a smile. 

 
His companion remarked somewhat humorously that I looked rested.  I nodded, said that I 

needed much more rest, and sipped my wine.  I felt Bridget’s fingernails on my shoulder. 
 
We were served a very nice meal.  We talked about what I wanted to see in Paris and the 

surrounding area.  I wanted to take it easy for a few days.  When asked what I’d studied, I told them I 
was an ignorant savage, here to be educated.  M. Broussard said I seemed to know a few things.  
Bridget growled in agreement, which brought laughter.  I raised my glass and looking at her, said I’d 
been well taught, but still had much to learn. 

 
I faded quickly after dinner.  M. Broussard and his companion were going out, and we were 

welcome to come with them.  Bridget put her hand on mine and told them I needed the rest.  M. 
Broussard’s companion laughed. 

 
My head was buzzing as I got ready for bed.  I’d had quite a bit of water with dinner -- Ben had 

cautioned me to drink plenty of water the first few days. 
 
Bridget joined me in the bathroom, wearing her robe again.  “Would you like to sleep alone?” 

she asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “Sleeping alone is bad for you,” I told her. 
 
When we walked into the bedroom, I asked her, “Which side of the bed do you want?” 
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She looked to me with a smile. 
 
“It’s an important decision,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and jumped on the bed, rolling to the other side, giving me a little-girl smile. 
 
I turned off the lights and got into bed, wearing a T-shirt.  I snuggled up. 
 
“Do you like to make love in the evening, or the morning?” she asked. 
 
“Oui,” I responded, holding her a bit closer.  I went to sleep pretty quickly.  I got up once in the 

middle of the night, unsure what time it was, to pee.  When I crawled back into bed, she snuggled up, 
and I held her. 

 
When we woke in the morning, I made a quick trip to the bathroom.  She got up as I returned.  

We snuggled more, and made love with me on top of her.  I pulled my legs up, sitting, and paid 
appropriate attention to her button before she pulled me to a kiss, locking her legs around mine. 

 
After we dressed, we went to a corner cafe for coffee and a croissant.  She led me on a rapid 

trip through the Metro, some side streets, and in a side door of a place in an area I thought I should 
recognize.  Soon we were both wearing triangular orange badges.  We went through another door, into 
one of the side galleries of the Louvre. 

 
We walked around, at times with a guide, and I started to learn an appreciation of art.  I also 

asked them to help me with my French.  At one point, I apologized for my pronunciation by saying, 
“Je suis Canadien” -- our French teacher at City had told us Canadians would be treated as distant 
cousins, and cut more slack.  Maybe not in Paris, but they laughed all the same. 

 
Eventually, we started seeing more people.  I looked at my watch -- it was after noon.  Bridget 

made a face at the entering throngs, and we wound our way back to the side door we’d entered.  A 
uniformed guard opened it for us with a smile and a nod.  We returned our passes, and as we left, 
Bridget told them we’d be back in the morning. 

 
“May I buy you lunch?” I asked as we left.  She smiled, and nodded.  I took her arm in mine.  

“You’ll have to pick the place,” I told her. 
 
We went to a brasserie in the Latin Quarter.  Over lunch, she told me we’d visit the Louvre in 

the morning, and leave when the crowds started to get thick.  We had other places to visit, but we 
could always go back for a rest.  As I took another piece of our baguette, I told her a rest before dinner 
was nice.  She picked up her wine glass and agreed with a smile. 

 
After lunch, we saw Dem Bones.  Napoleon is still dead, but they guard him anyway, for fear 

of the trouble he’d cause if he got up again, I guess.  When we left, it was drizzling and cold.  We 
ducked down to the Metro, and popped up in another section of Paris.  We had coffee, and looked over 
a map, going over the areas we needed to visit. 

 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 318� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

She quizzed me on what we’d seen earlier, and also drilled me on pronunciation, repeating 
some words and phrases over and over.  I realized I should be carrying a notebook. 

 
When a guy (c’ mec) at a table near us made a wise-ass remark, I snarled back with one of the 

phrases I’d learned from Ben.  Ben had drilled me on pronunciation on those.  He looked at me in 
surprise, and his companion, a cutie with reddish black hair and a ring in her nose, chortled.  Bridget 
smiled, patted me on the hand, and said, “Très bon!” 

 
We did more window shopping, ducking into the occasional shop for Bridget to look closer. 
 
We returned to the house, walking the last few blocks from the Metro station, arriving with 

cold noses and hands.  We undressed quickly, and sought warmth where we could find it.  Bridget 
pulled away from my cold hands -- and I was expected to provide warmth.  We made love, and 
snuggled close again, napping briefly. 

 
It was quite clear after dinner, clear and cold.  We took the Metro, and walked a bit.  The lights 

were pretty.  We returned home to have a small cognac and warm up.  In our bedroom, Bridget let me 
undress her slowly. 

 
She was about my height in bare feet.  She was well proportioned, but not as full as Beth or 

Karen.  The aspect that took me a while to place, though, was her physical condition.  Beth and I ran 
and cycled together.  Karen was in good shape, as was Rachel.  Sherry and Donna were active 
cheerleaders, and did splits.  There were things Sherry did with her body that Bridget couldn’t 
approximate.  But oh, there were things Bridget did....  She had a way of rocking her hips that shuts off 
all conscious thought. 

 
That night in bed, she asked what I needed, and I showed her how to hold me.  It didn’t take her 

long to figure out what worked.  I heard her sigh appreciatively. 
 
After three days, I hypnotized her during our afternoon lovemaking.  I caressed her thighs 

slowly, lovingly, as I spoke to her, easing her into trance.  I eased her up and down, taking her deeper 
each time, finally plunging her down and fingering her to orgasm.  When I brought her up, she took me 
on my back and rode me with abandon. 

 
The following afternoon, I started by massaging her feet, and took her the long, slow, delicious 

way into trance, finishing up sitting by her head.  I moved between her legs, and stroked her as I 
brought her up.  She woke to a crashing orgasm as I slid into her. 

 
In three more days, I could relax her with a touch, and bring her to orgasm with a word and a 

caress.  I also taught her how to melt me in her arms.  We evolved a mutual dependence and respect. 
 
Together we explored Paris, and passion.  They are one and the same.  I learned so much -- 

about art, language, culture, history, the curve of her hip and waist as she sleeps on her side, the soft 
spot on the inside of her thigh that elicits such wonderful sounds from her.  She taught me -- de 
l'amour, de la vérité, de lumière -- of love, of truth, of light. 
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She was showing me Notre Dame, explaining the symbolism in the stained glass.  She turned to 
me with a wry smile, and challenged me to make her come, there and then.  When I raised an eyebrow 
questioning her request, she at first chided me that I couldn’t.  I smiled.  Then she took one of my 
hands, placed it on her coat over her breasts, and threatened that this would be as close as I’d get to her 
nipples.  I laughed softly.  She turned, and I held her hand and pressed the front of her body against a 
column, as I pressed my body against her back.  I whispered in her ear as I caressed her neck. 

 
Soon her cry rang out through the great cathedral.  I took her hand and quickly walked to 

another stained glass window.  When some officials came by shortly afterwards, I stopped one of 
them, and notebook in hand, asked about the symbolism in the stained glass.  They looked confused, 
and hurried off.  We continued our leisurely tour of the cathedral.  When we exited, she gave me a very 
appreciative kiss once we were on the street again. 

 
We took her little Ford to visit sites on the outskirts.  Once we were outside the Perpherique, 

she had me drive.  My first attempts at a stick-shift were quite comical. 
 
We skipped our usual morning at the Louvre to visit Versailles.  We were expected, and given 

quite the tour.  Even on a slightly overcast day, the quality of the light was amazing. 
 
Friday morning, Bridget told me to pack for the night.  I had no suitcase.  She left the room, 

and reappeared with a small, well-used one in a short time.  She drove us to the Louvre, where she 
sweet-talked our way into a staff parking area.  We only spent about two hours there, leaving early to 
get out of town.  We stopped for bread, flowers, and a bottle of champagne.  She gave me the keys, and 
led us out of the city. 

 
We drove about an hour outside Paris to a chateau owned by a college friend.  They were 

restoring the chateau, after some decades of disuse.  The woman’s husband was a very wealthy Swiss-
born financier.  The restoration was expensive, but an act of love.  We spent hours being shown 
around. 

 
We had quite an old but nice bedroom for the night.  The nearest bathroom was a little ways 

down the hall.  We had a fireplace which worked, and we were told to use, if we wanted to stay warm.  
Bridget put an arm around me and said I was better than any fireplace. 

 
We ended up in the kitchen, or the modern kitchen, and our hostess told us she didn’t have 

much prepared in the way of dinner.  She was a better architect and historian than cook. 
 
I smiled and offered my services.  The two ladies glanced at me curiously.  I surveyed the 

kitchen and the ingredients I had to work with.  How many would I be cooking for this evening?  Four.  
Where could we get vegetables and such?  Our hostess smiled and said she’d drive.  Bridget said she’d 
unpack. 

 
While it was late in the day, we were able to get fresh herbs and some vegetables.  We had 

plenty of eggs, if I got adventurous.  Are we vegetarian, I asked.  I received the reply, “Non!” with a 
look of horror.  Do we like garlic?  Naturellement!  Of course!  Luckily, the butcher hadn’t closed yet. 
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I barely had time to do a good Beef Burgundy, but I got it underway.  I soon had Bridget and 
our host pounding on balls of pasta for noodles.  I set a copper bowl in the refrigerator for later. 

 
Our host wouldn’t be arriving until after eight, so we’d eat a little before nine.  That gave me 

more time, and time for the pasta to rest.  I was lucky the knives were sharp -- I don’t know how to 
sharpen knives.  I tested the oven with the casserole.  It felt even -- I’d go for broke for dessert. 

 
Our host, Monsieur Dumont, arrived a little after eight.  He was surprised when I was 

introduced as a guest, and the cook. 
 
Dinner turned out damn good, if I do say so myself.  I told them I was here with M. Carmichael 

and his wine importing business.  When asked where Ben was, I raised my glass and said, “Picking 
flowers?”  Telling them I would be going to Stanford, studying psychology and possibly pre-med 
brought interesting looks and comments.  M. Dumont rattled off some names to Bridget, people I 
should talk to in Paris.  She nodded.  We talked about what I’d seen so far, and what was to come. 

 
As our meal ended, I felt brave once more.  My glance at Bridget was misinterpreted, though, 

as our host said he’d go tend to the fire in our room.  Without taking my eyes off Bridget, I thanked 
him, and said I’d be in the kitchen starting our dessert; he should join us there. 

 
A soufflé consists of sugar, eggs, flavoring, and skill.  When done in front of others, it also 

requires bravado.  I’d planned a lemon soufflé for dessert.  I’d done it many times, for my parents, who 
had put up with most of the failures, then for my mom and me, and more recently for Beth, and Sherry 
and her folks.  I hadn’t had a failure in quite a while, which either meant I was getting good, or was 
overdue for a flop.  I’d found the wire whip, and the copper bowl was sufficiently chilled.  I preheated 
the oven as I first prepared the soufflé dish, which looked to be older than all of us put together. 

 
Our host returned, glanced at me and then to the ladies with an eyebrow-raised look of 

curiosity.  As I was about to pour into the prepared dish, I asked, “Now I need your largest, sharpest 
knife.” 

 
Our host rummaged, and came up with a formidable weapon.  I poured the soufflé into the dish 

and placed it in the oven.  I started the timer on my watch, hoping to hell I’d made the conversion from 
Fahrenheit to Celsius correctly.  I picked up the knife, and menacing it at the others, said quietly, “No 
loud noises!”  They smiled and nodded. 

 
The moment of truth was near.  I got four spoons.  Our host sprinted off, returning with a small 

bottle and four wine glasses.  He poured the syrupy-looking well-chilled wine.  I took a breath, and 
crossed myself, standing in front of the oven.  Oven mitts on both hands, I opened the door.  The 
Goddess of the Hearth had been kind to me.  My soufflé was tall, golden on top, and smelled delicious.  
I put it in the middle of the table on some hot pads.  “Bon appetit!” 

 
The complex fruit of the dessert wine went very nicely with the light citrus of the soufflé.  Both 

were consumed quickly.  When the last spoon hit the table, M. Dumont stood and applauded.  His wife 
and Bridget joined in.  I stood and bowed.  I received hugs and not too ceremonial congratulatory 
kisses. 
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Then M. Dumont asked, “And what is for breakfast?” 
 
I gave Bridget a steamy look and wiggled my eyebrows. 
 
“Lunch, then?” he said, laughter in his voice. 
 
“We have eggs, and cheese.  I’ll do my best,” I told them. 
 
“That will have to do.  Sleep well.  Get up when you want -- there is no hurry tomorrow.” 
 
Bridget was overflowing with compliments on my cooking.  I shut her up by putting my tongue 

into her mouth. 
 
A short while later, my tongue in another spot, her cries echoed through the chateau.  There 

was something very special about that old bed, and those very, very old rock walls.  Many of the walls 
in the chateau were older than anything white men had built in California. 

 
I stoked the fire early in the morning, and visited the bathroom.  I took her for a while at the 

edge of the bed, standing with my legs spread at the edge of the bed, her legs over my shoulders, and 
her bottom hanging over the edge slightly.  We ended up with her on top of me, holding me to a nipple, 
and shutting off my mind again with the rocking of her hips. 

 
Hot coffee and a fresh baguette, along with our host and hostess, were waiting in the kitchen.  

We were asked politely how we’d slept.  Very well, I replied, running a hand over Bridget’s back as I 
sipped the hot, strong coffee. 

 
I started to get things together for breakfast when our host asked me to wait a bit.  A few 

minutes later, an old woman arrived.  She was introduced as Grand-mère, Grandmother.  She produced 
a small cloth-wrapped object from her coat pocket.  She handed it to me with a smile. 

 
It was a black truffle a little larger than a walnut.  I held it with reverence, raised it to my nose, 

and inhaled deeply.  Oh, it was complex, so complex. 
 
“Grand-mère,” I told her softly, “I need help so I don’t squander this treasure.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  She asked what I proposed.  I proposed a simple egg dish, using the 

yolks left over from last night, some mild cheese, and cream.  She rooted in the vegetables, and pulled 
out some scallions, instructing me to dice them.  I did, then got out a pan, and started butter melting in 
it.  She watched me carefully.  I chopped the cheese into small cubes, then whipped the eggs and 
cream.  As the eggs were cooking and the cheese added, she had me chop the truffle, dicing one part 
finely, and slicing the other into thin strips.  We tasted it, raw, unwashed, uncooked. 

 
The result was heavenly.  I dished out five plates.  M. Dumont told Grand-mère of the previous 

night’s dinner.  Bridget told her of making the noodles, how I’d done the soufflé, and threatened them 
all with a knife as I’d put it in the oven.  We all laughed. 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 322� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
Grand-mère departed, returning the remaining truffle to its cloth wrap.  I thanked her, and 

kissed her old, leathered hands.  She looked to M. Dumont and asked if I was going to be his new 
cook.  He nodded and said he’d try. 

 
We cleaned up the kitchen.  He asked how long I was in the area.  I told him I expected Ben 

back the following day, and from then my schedule was unknown.  He sighed.  Would I like to cook 
during the summer?  I laughed and told him I just might.  He handed me one of his cards, and shook 
my hand.  His offer was serious.  I told him I took it as such, and I’d need training. 

 
We went up to pack.  We left the door open -- our host’s room was almost in another wing of 

the chateau.  A fur rug of some kind had appeared in front of the fire, on top of some padding.  The fire 
was going very nicely.  It was quite an invitation, and one Bridget and I took eagerly. 

 
Our room was above one of the larger restored rooms, accessed by a private staircase closed off 

by a heavy red cord.  I was busy eating Bridget for dessert when I thought I heard sounds from 
downstairs.  I ignored them and returned to my task.  Bridget has quite the exhibitionist streak -- she 
was quite loud.  She put me on my back, and rode me.  The fur was partially soft and partially prickly, 
especially as it rode up between my legs.  She called on me to moan, coaxing me as she started rocking 
her hips.  When she does that with her hips, I’ll do anything she says.  She muffled me with a nipple as 
I got close, and finished me off with a delicious slow grinding. 

 
We finally did get packed.  As I started taking our cases down the hall, I looked out a window 

and saw a tour bus parked nearby.  “O merde!” I called out.  Bridget laughed and rubbed my back.  We 
went down the other staircase into the private part of the house.  I put our bags in the car.  There was 
indeed a tour in progress.  We met M. Dumont in the kitchen. 

 
He looked quite amused, and when Bridget and I blushed, he laughed.  Our cries had been 

noticed, but in response to a guest’s question, his wife had seriously intoned that portions of the 
chateau were haunted.  And, he added, we were welcome to haunt it whenever we wished. 

 
We caught up with Mme. Dumont in the garden, as the tour was departing.  She hugged us 

both, and asked where we were headed now.  “To haunt Paris,” I told her in my lowest tones.  She 
laughed, and told us to return whenever we wished; the chateau needed more such spirits. 

 
When we returned to the house, Ben had also returned.  He looked quite, well, relaxed.  He 

glanced at the two of us curiously, and asked where we’d been.  I told him we’d been haunting a 
chateau.  Bridget blushed charmingly, which seemed to surprise and amuse Ben. 

 
Bridget and I played tourist during the afternoon.  That evening, we all went to dinner.  Bridget 

told the tale of my cooking.  I tried my best to describe the wonder of that truffle, and the honor I’d felt 
handling it.  With my eyes closed, I tried to describe the smell, the taste, the texture, the wonder of it.  
When I ran out of words and opened my eyes, a woman at the table next to us applauded softly, and 
raised her wineglass to me.  Others joined her.  I thanked them. 
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As dinner ended, Ben announced we were off for two weeks, at least.  Bridget cried, and 
begged me to hurry back.  Ben and M. Broussard looked astounded.  I tried to go down on Bridget that 
night, but she wouldn’t have it, instead doing everything she could to please me.  The next morning 
was just as delicious.  She cried again as we departed after a late breakfast. 

 
Ben shook his head as we drove off.  He laughed and told me that he’d expected to return to 

Paris to find me quite domesticated.  I laughed and told him I was, but in my own way. 
 
I drove us around Western Europe, in foul weather and fair.  We ate well.  We drank.  I learned 

so many different things.  In Amsterdam I learned the taste of hashish, and the skill of a woman who 
did incredible things to and with me -- the next day Ben confessed he’d challenged her to make me 
come as often as possible in our night together.  I had no idea what the number was.  He had to drive 
that day -- I was tired, and sore. 

 
I learned the taste of terror on the Autobahn, driving what I thought was very fast, only to have 

people speed past us as if we were standing still, my heart going faster than the wiper blades of our 
rented Mercedes, sweeping away the cold, pelting rain. 

 
I will always remember, tired and cold at the end of a long day, driving through the mist, and 

seeing the twin towers of Chartres in the distance.  Can anyone see that and not feel the touch of the 
Divine?  We stayed in a small place in town, took our supper at a restaurant across from the cathedral, 
and attended services the next morning, sitting alongside locals who had been part of the same ritual 
for hundreds of years. 

 
And I will always remember the taste of my own blood, after being thrown out of a bar in 

Marseilles.  And I will always remember the young woman who took me in, and learned that while my 
face was bruised, my tongue worked quite well. 

 
I learned from Ben.  I helped him immensely.  He challenged me in so many ways.  And he 

relied on me.  He went with my hunches, or at least gave them consideration.  He also let me know 
when I was too young, or too eager -- he did put me in my place on occasion. 

 
We met wonderful chefs.  We met ladies of the evening, some times early in the day.  Most 

places we visited, we were treated with admirable hospitality.  I learned from Ben to always treat 
people with respect, and with courtesy, even when we didn’t receive the same.  May Belgium be 
overrun by rats -- I hope they will find it to their liking. 

 
We were returning to France, waiting for a car ferry.  I’d talked with Beth on the phone that 

morning -- we talked every week.  She told me she missed me, and her nipples missed me.  Then she 
told me about my dad.  His surgery had been long, difficult, and his prognosis was uncertain. 

 
It was gray, cold, and damp out.  I was feeling lonely, homesick, and unsure of myself.  We’d 

been stopped by police earlier -- I’d been speeding.  It took quite a bit of smooth talking by Ben to get 
us out of that.  He drove the rest of the day, telling me those people tended to seize cars and let you 
explain later. 
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Standing there in the cold, waiting for the ferry, and with a smile and a sigh, I closed my eyes 
and tapped my heels together three times.  When I opened my eyes, I was still in the same place.  I 
laughed out loud. 

 
Ben gave me a quizzical look.  I explained it to him -- from the Wizard of Oz movie, not the 

book -- click your heels together three times, and say, “There’s no place like home.”  With a shrug, I 
told him it hadn’t worked.  He grunted and said I had the wrong shoes.  He gave me a hug, laughing 
softly.  We passed the ferry ride in silence.  I spent quite a bit of it peering into the gray, trying to see 
what was before me. 

 
Once back in France, he had me drive, and got me horribly drunk that night.  He had to listen to 

me throwing up until almost early morning.  He checked on me during the night, giving me some 
water, and patting me on the back.  The next day he drove, feeding me bottled water and retelling tales 
of the times he’d been drunk.  As I had onion soup and bread for dinner that night, I thanked him for 
his sympathy.  He laughed. 

 
I learned to identify wines, and cheeses.  I learned more of the magic of truffles.  Ben 

occasionally tested me, putting small amounts of a number of wines or cheeses in front of me.  One 
evening when he did this, we were with two other men in a small establishment near Chambord, sitting 
at a table off to the side of a roaring fire.  I tried one of the cheeses.  I smiled and crumbled a bit of it 
between my fingers, inhaling.  I mentioned a town we’d visited a few days before.  Ben gave me a 
puzzled look and started to shake his head.  I held my fingers under his nose.  He took a sniff, and 
started laughing out loud -- I thought he was going to fall out of his chair.  When I said questioningly 
“Marie?” our compatriots caught on, and told Ben he’d picked a good protégé. 

 
When we returned for our final weeks based in Paris, Bridget whisked me off to the Dumont’s 

chateau for four days, probably the most intense days of my life.  We made passionate love in many 
rooms of the chateau.  On more than one occasion, our cries were echoed by others from the other side 
of the chateau.  In the mornings, someone would often mutter that the ghosts had been active again.... 

 
I cooked, many of the meals under Grand-mère’s keen and demanding eye.  She occasionally 

slapped my hands, taking implements from me, showing me the technique she expected.  I learned the 
proper ways to chop and to dice.  I always thanked her, even when she pulled my ear and berated me, 
telling me the vegetables I’d picked out weren’t fit for pigs.  She took me to a different market, and 
spent an hour with me, teaching me what to look for. 

 
The chateau is open for private tours.  Mrs. Dumont was leading a private tour of Japanese.  I 

caught Bridget upstairs, took her quickly into trance, and brought her to a moaning, howling, 
shuddering, collapsing orgasm.  Later, Mrs. Dumont congratulated us on our timing -- the group had 
been suitably startled and impressed.  Bridget dug nails into my leg and told her we’d be happy to do it 
any time. 

 
Bridget and I returned to Paris for a dinner party.  I entered the room with her on my arm.  She 

looked stunning.  I was feeling well worn and rested.  She was quite subdued, even a bit light-headed.  
It must have been the mind-blowing orgasm I’d given her on the taxi ride over.  Ben congratulated me 
quietly.  Bridget kept me up almost all night, and I slept through most of the next day. 
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I was with Ben and one of our exporters, dealing with a petty French bureaucrat.  Is “petty 

French bureaucrat” redundant?  It must be.  It was quite a study in maintaining my composure.  At one 
point, when the bureaucrat stepped away to check something, probably to look for more fine print, I 
saw Ben close his eyes and tap his heels together three times.  He opened his eyes and looked around, 
giving me a slight smile.  I laughed and gave him a hug.  He laughed as well. 

 
It was time for us to return.  Bridget and M. Broussard invited me to stay an additional two 

weeks.  We spoke with Beth long-distance.  They assured her I would be well taken care of, and my 
education continued.  She laughed, and agreed.  Over the phone, she growled to me that she expected 
me to show her everything I’d learned. 

 
M. Broussard put me to work, mostly translating things for him.  I didn’t translate blindly.  I 

asked questions.  We had an argument almost at once, but when I was able to make my point clear, he 
agreed, and gave me a bear hug.  I also accompanied him on a three-day trip to London.  British food is 
ghastly, but we did have great Indian food one evening. 

 
Bridget did all she could to keep me.  She introduced me to people at the Sorbonne -- I could 

study there a year.  I spent an afternoon with three people, drinking strong coffee and discussing 
psychology, particularly Assagioli.  They helped me as I struggled for words, and gave me two books 
to read.  Perhaps in a year or two, I told them, I’d return to study. 

 
We were in the Virgin Records megastore one evening.  She was looking for new music.  

Music is another area I need to study.  She smiled, standing before one kiosk, and put a pair of 
headphones on me. 

 
The sounds of a Beach Boys song filled my head.  I broke into tears.  “California Girls” -- I felt 

so far away from home.  I felt her start to take off the headphones, but I kept them on.  I stayed with 
the feelings, breathing into them.  When the song ended, I opened my eyes, took off the headphones, 
and kissed her.  Someone making grumbling noises interrupted us.  We moved out of the way, and I 
wiped my eyes as we walked.  She gave me a most curious look at the top of the large staircase.  I 
smiled, kissed her hand, and thanked her. 

 
Back at the house, I held her in bed.  I felt those hungry places again, and breathed into them, 

letting them come out to be filled.  She held me, filling them. 
 
She presented me with prints of pictures we’d taken.  There was one of us kissing in the 

Louvre, taken by one of her friends.  Another showed us standing together.  One of my favorites was 
from the chateau -- I was standing in the middle, wearing a white apron and holding a platter laden 
with food I’d prepared, with Grand-mère on one side of me, and Bridget on the other.  Another was of 
our room, a fire in the fireplace, and the fur rug on the floor. 

 
How could I be so heartless, Bridget asked, sending her back to those old men.  Those old, rich 

men? I asked.  I told her they could be trained, just as I was.  She looked at me, pouting with her lower 
lip sticking out, as one of her hands found its way into my pants.  And even with that stirring sensation, 
I felt those hungry places returning, and I begged her to take me, hold me, and fill them.  She held me 
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until I was lost, then rolled me to my back and rode us to ecstasy.  Afterward, she whispered to me of 
how she would miss being held, especially in the morning. 

 
We finally parted.  I was welcome whenever I was in Paris, I was told.  I thanked my hosts -- I 

might be back for a shorter stay mid-June when Ben returned.  Bridget’s nostrils flared and she 
whispered to me in low tones of barges on the Loire, making love under the stars, and even of me 
teaching her to cook, as we haunted the chateau. 

 
As a final gift, I’d been upgraded to First Class for the return flight.  Dressed as I was, and 

speaking as I did, they served me as they would anyone else.  The wines were not up to what I’d been 
having. 

 
I’d been gone nine and a half weeks.  Was that a short time, or a long time?  How had I 

changed?  I’d learned, and grown, but I still had so much to learn.  I laughed to myself as I swirled a 
dry white wine.  I stuck my nose in the glass.  I was so full of conflicts.  The trick, I knew, was to 
move from seeing things as either/or to both-and.  I wanted to be independent, but at the same time I 
knew I needed protecting.  Holding someone in bed, I wanted to be protector and protected at the same 
time.  I needed both.  I should figure out how to do both. 

 
I had learned so much, in such a short time.  Everyone had been so helpful.  We’d been shown 

such hospitality. 
 
Of course, Customs at Los Angeles International Airport was a cold slap in the face.  Where 

was I born?  Long Beach, California.  Where had I been?  Western Europe, mostly France.  Doing 
what?  Sightseeing, studying.  Had I visited farms?  Oui, there are farms in France.  Had I brought back 
produce?  Non, of course not.  Only one suitcase?  Yes, I’m a student, and don’t have a lot of money.  
Open it.  Of course.  I’d been coached, and the top layer was days-old dirty socks and underwear.  The 
inspector managed to find a pair of Bridget’s panties tucked into a corner of the suitcase, with a small, 
folded note.  He glared at me; I smiled.  To the wrapped things, it was, “What’s all this?”  Gifts for my 
French teachers, maps and magazines, perfumes for girlfriends. 

 
He opened one large cardboard envelope -- it had been given to me closed, just before I left.  It 

contained a sepia-toned print of the three of us at the chateau.  I looked so alive, and so happy.  So did 
the others.  He looked at me, and I told him I’d studied in a chateau, and these were my teachers. 

 
The Customs inspector waved me off in disgust.  I put the picture back with a sigh, closed my 

bags, and walked to the large, opaque doors separating Customs from the arrival area. 
 
I stopped, setting down my small suitcase, the carry-on still hanging from my shoulder.  What 

was on the other side of that door?  The lady, or the tiger?  What did I want?  What was important?  
What happens now?  I had the prom to look forward to, or was that two proms?  I could take Betty to 
the junior prom.  How about the senior prom?  Sherry?  Rachel? 

 
I looked behind me.  I was ready to go back to France.  I could turn around and get back on 

another plane.  I’d been so alive on that trip -- so many challenges, so many things to experience, to 
live, to learn.  In that world I’d been Ben’s protégé -- his assistant.  I’d been a student and a cook in a 
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chateau.  And in the world beyond the door, who was I?  Who did I want to be?  Who did I want to 
become? 

 
I turned to the doors again.  Other people walked by me.  The lady or the tiger?  There was a 

bench seat nearby.  I sat down. 
 
I could go back and cook, learning French, and really learning to cook.  Was that escaping?  

Was that a desire to do something, or to avoid something else?  I shook my head, smiling a little.  What 
did I have to avoid anymore?  Not a whole damn lot that I could figure.  I had the festivities for 
graduation, which were optional, really, and then show up at Stanford in the fall.  The past was a 
closed book, the future an open one. 

 
“Need some help, hon?” 
 
A Customs woman put her hand on my shoulder, smiling, looking concerned. 
 
I stood and picked up my bag.  “No thanks,” I told her with a smile.  She stepped away. 
 
The lady, or the tiger?  I laughed -- why not both?  I seem destined for both anyway. 
 
I stepped through the door, from one world to another. 
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Part 11 -- No place like where? 
 
Beth met me outside Customs.  I fell into her arms, holding her, feeling her, breathing her.  She 

took me home.  I insisted on showering when we arrived -- I’d been up for so long.  When I got out of 
the shower, as I was drying off, she said, “Andy, you’ve grown, and you’ve changed.” 

 
“But I still love you,” I told her, stepping closer.  She was wearing the robe I’d given her, 

perfume, and nothing else.  We made gentle love.  I went to sleep on her breast, home once more. 
 
We held each other in the morning.  “How many women did you make love with?” she asked, 

as we nestled together. 
 
I held her head to my shoulder.  “Beth, I’ve only made love with two women.” 
 
She sighed and looked up at me with a very interesting smile.  She shook her head slightly, 

sighed again, and pulled my head to her chest, holding me so gently, so wonderfully. 
 
I held her closer.  I told her about Bridget, about her training me, and me training her.  I told 

her of rending the silence in Notre Dame with a cry of ecstasy, something we repeated at the top of the 
Tour d'Eiffel, and even in a crowded car on the Metro.  That had been a wild one -- she’d dared me, 
then threatened again to not let me near her nipples.  I’d laughed at that -- I knew how much she 
enjoyed turning me into putty in her embrace.  Then as we were jostled along in the throng, I gave her 
what she wanted.  Many eyes followed us when we got off that subway car.  I told her of haunting the 
chateau, startling the Japanese. 

 
Beth touched my cock, and rolled to straddle me.  We plunged together, and as I was reveling 

in the sensation, her hands slid up my shoulders and to the back of my neck.  She took me slowly, 
deliriously, intensely. 

 
Drying off after showering, she hugged me and asked, “Andy, will you do to me what you did 

with her?  Please?” 
 
“Would you like that?”  I asked.  The thought was making me hard again. 
 
“Mmmm....  Yes, I would -- and so would you, it seems.”  We made joyful love on a pile of 

towels on the bathroom floor. 
 
After that, I mentioned I hadn’t had to ask Bridget’s permission before hypnotizing her.  Beth 

smiled and told me she’d changed that so I’d be able to do whatever I needed. 
 
My first full day back was interesting.  After driving in Europe, L.A. was easy.  I dropped in on 

the high school, but I wasn’t a part of that any more -- I could feel it -- I was a visitor, an outsider.  I 
saw Sherry, Donna, and Betty at lunch.  They admired my clothes, and hugged me.  Sherry whispered 
in my ear that she needed help -- when could I come over.  Thursday afternoon for a while?  Later, 
Betty thanked me for all the postcards I’d sent during my trip. 
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I delivered things to my high school French teacher.  She was happy to see me.  She 
complimented me on my accent -- I laughed and told her I felt more comfortable speaking French, and 
was even dreaming in French.  She asked if I’d return and speak to her classes.  Of course. 

 
Mid-afternoon, jet lag caught up with me.  I knew what I wanted -- I called Rachel’s number.  I 

got her answering machine, and left a message.  Sherry had a cheerleader practice.  Oh well, I’m on 
my own.  I laughed to myself -- what had I told Greg, some months ago?  You wouldn’t die if you 
didn’t get off? 

 
God, how I’d changed -- Beth and I had made love last night, twice again this morning, and 

undoubtedly would this evening as well.  When was the last time I’d jerked off?  I shook my head -- 
that one evening with Beth’s coat.  What a change from a year ago.  Maybe celibacy would be good for 
me to practice -- I couldn’t expect things to be so easy when I got to college.  I could go home, wrap 
myself up in that coat....  Nah -- the world won’t end. 

 
I called Ben’s office.  When I asked for him, his secretary said, “What?”  I remembered I was 

back in the U.S.  I repeated my request in English.  “Oh, Andy -- I thought I recognized your voice.  
Welcome back!  I’ll get him.” 

 
We spoke in French.  I told him the flight was good, but I was still getting over jet lag.  The 

biggest problem I had was driving.  Why is that, he asked?  I was grabbing for the gearshift, and 
stabbing for the clutch.  He told me he could fix that.  He also told me I had a lot of work to do next 
week, and a lot of visits to make.  I told him I was looking forward to it. 

 
Beth had asked me to give Carl a call.  I did, and he suggested I stop by.  I drove over to his 

office.  After driving the Peripherique with Bridget in a little car with a funky clutch, and maneuvering 
on a scooter through the Latin Quarter, L.A. traffic is tame -- dangerous, but tame. 

 
Carl and I spoke about my trip.  I kept lapsing into French.  I kept asking him questions about 

contracts -- I’d been translating a lot of contracts in the last few weeks.  After a bit he pulled two books 
off his shelf and handed them to me.  When I’d finished those, if I had more questions, he’d put me in 
touch with someone who practiced in that area.  He asked me with a twinkle in his eye if I was 
contemplating a different career.  I laughed. 

 
Then he got somber. 
 
“What is it, Carl?” I asked. 
 
Beth had told me of my dad’s surgery -- it had been long, and his recovery was rough.  Carl 

told me the rest.  Two weeks after surgery, dad went into seizures and died.  He’d been cremated and 
the ashes scattered at sea.  His estate had settled.  I was the sole beneficiary on his life insurance.  Carl 
was proposing to roll that money into the trust.  I told him I might want to get a car.  He nodded, and 
told me to be sure to check insurance prices and factor those into the cost of ownership. 

 
I asked about my mom.  He sighed and shook his head.  “Andy, our only contact is with an 

attorney in San Diego.  She’s taken herself off the face of the earth.  Evidently she’s recovering from 
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her breakdown, but doesn’t want anything to do with us.  Beth and I specifically asked to see her, to 
speak to her.  She doesn’t want to.  She’s made her decision, and walled us off.” 

 
I nodded and sighed.  May she be at peace.  I knew I couldn’t be at peace by ignoring 

problems.  Maybe her answer was different.  I hoped so, for her.  I thought about Karen -- I wished her 
peace as well. 

 
Leaving his office, I headed back to the house again.  Maybe I should take a few days and visit 

Stanford.  Going up there with Beth would be nice. 
 
I laughed to myself.  What had the sage said?  Before enlightenment, cut wood and carry water.  

After enlightenment, cut wood and carry water! 
 
I drove to Ben’s office.  He invited me in.  I told him I needed to talk.  With a smile, he asked if 

I’d called Emily.  I shook my head.  I told him about dad, and mom.  I wanted the name of the 
restaurant in Oxnard -- I wanted to take Beth there for dinner, unless he knew of some place better in 
the area.  He smiled and said he’d look into things for me. 

 
Standing up to leave, I told him that he and Beth were my family now.  We hugged. 
 
American money is so funny -- all the same size and color.  How can you tell quickly what 

you’ve got?  I was looking for particular cuts of meat at a butcher shop, and lapsed into French.  The 
guy behind the counter told me, “This is America, Mac.  We speak English.”  I laughed and got what I 
could. 

 
Cooking is good therapy.  I made a complete mess in the kitchen, and just about had it cleaned 

up when Beth got home.  She stepped over to me quickly and hugged me. 
 
“Oh, it’s so good to have you back!  I missed you!” 
 
I held her and let her rock me.  “I saw Carl this afternoon,” I told her softly.  She put a hand on 

the back of my head.  “I’d like to drive down to the beach tonight after dinner,” I said.  She rocked me 
and answered softly, “Okay.” 

 
We talked about the difference in driving styles, money, dress, a lot of things.  I showed her my 

pictures.  She liked the large one, and told me she’d get it framed for me.  She looked at Bridget in the 
pictures, and told me she looked quite special.  I took her hand and kissed it.  “She can’t compare to 
you, Mistress,” I told her.  She gave me a wonderfully lusty smile. 

 
We went to the beach after dinner.  It was more crowded than when Karen and I walked along 

it.  There hadn’t been a service for my dad.  Beth and I stood on the shore and said goodbye to him.  
We hugged and cried.  I told Beth of talking with Ben, and that I saw him as my father now.  Beth 
thought he was a good choice.  I told Beth of sending cards to her, and to Betty along the way.  I’d 
thought of Karen at first, but hadn’t thought of her for weeks now.  I hoped she was happy. 
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Beth ambushed me when we got home, and took me to the edge time after time before releasing 
me.  We both needed that. 

 
Ben called me the next morning.  He told me about a French place in Redondo Beach I should 

check out.  I told him that sounded good.  What was the number?  He asked when I’d like to go.  
Hmmm -- I could grab Sherry tonight, she was free.  That would be fun.  “How about tonight, for 
two?”  He said he’d get back to me.  He called half an hour later and said we were on for six thirty, and 
gave me the address. 

 
I met Sherry for lunch at school.  When I told her I was taking her to dinner, she beamed, and 

told me to meet at her house at three. 
 
I met her at three, and we came for the first time about ten minutes later.  Eventually I helped 

her dress, and we got on the road. 
 
We arrived a few minutes early.  The Maitre’d gave us the hairy eyeball.  I went immediately to 

abusive Parisian French, pointing to our reservation in his book, telling who had made the reservation 
for us, and that Ben would be quite disappointed when I spoke with him.  I wasn’t shouting, but I was 
forceful.  I didn’t know if he understood a word I said, but he clearly caught my meaning. 

 
Another man appeared and spoke to us in classic Burgundian tones.  Yes, we were expected.  

The chef had selected a menu for us.  Would that be acceptable?  I apologized for my language and 
thanked him very much -- it would.  Would we like to see the kitchen?  Perhaps afterwards.  We were 
shown to our table. 

 
“What the hell was that all about?” Sherry asked me quietly as we were seated. 
 
I smiled.  “Oh, just the Parisian style of introduction.  Our menu has been selected.  We’ll most 

likely have a number of small courses in different styles.  Relax and enjoy -- you’re beautiful.” 
 
We started with a fizzy fruit juice drink with a sprig of mint on top.  “Sherry, it’s good to be 

back.  I missed you.”  She sighed, smiling with the rosy glow of our afternoon together.  The drink was 
good. 

 
The guy came back serving us the different courses, describing them in French.  I translated for 

Sherry.  He seemed happy with us.  When I asked questions about one of the sauces, he beamed. 
 
The place filled up.  We had a nice table in a corner, and were the youngest in the place by far.  

Sherry was out of her element, but the most attractive, and handled things well -- I reminded her to 
slow down, take her time, and savor every bite, every sip. 

 
With the soup, a very nice leek soup, our host stuck around to chat.  He asked when I’d been to 

France last with Mr. Carmichael.  I told him.  He asked where we’d eaten, and I described some of the 
memorable places and meals, and the lessons I’d had with Grand-mère.  At one point, seeing that 
Sherry was tuning out from not understanding what we were saying, I described a sauce in French, “as 
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smooth and soft and creamy as the inside of her thighs,” nodding her way.  A nearby guest turned his 
head wide-eyed at that one -- Sherry caught the tone of our laughter, and blushed very nicely. 

 
“Yes, I was talking about you,” I whispered to her as our host walked away, chuckling.  I held 

her hand and she growled at me.  I thought the male guest was going to drop his fork. 
 
As we sipped coffee at the end of our leisurely meal, our host asked how we’d enjoyed it.  I 

told him it had been superb, and asked the chances of making a reservation for two on Mother’s day in 
a few weeks.  I told him I realized they were probably quite busy, and would understand if they 
couldn’t take us.  He walked away and returned a few minutes later, with a card showing reservations 
at five.  I thanked him profusely. 

 
We met the chef.  I greeted him with a Parisian hug.  I asked about preparation and some of the 

sauces.  We were invited back to the kitchen.  “Would you like to see the kitchen?” I asked Sherry.  
She nodded.  I helped her from her chair.  As I did, I whispered, “After we see the kitchen, you should 
give the chef a hug, okay?”  She smiled. 

 
I asked more questions about sauces and preparation.  Everyone was most helpful.  They even 

gave me the name of a market that had fresh herbs.  Leaving the kitchen, I thanked the chef once again.  
Sherry hugged him quite nicely and gave him a peck on the cheek, saying, “Thank you, that was 
delicious.”  He beamed. 

 
I pulled out my wallet as we walked with our host to the front.  He told me in French that it was 

taken care of.  I pulled out a hundred dollar bill and handed it to him, telling him that may be good 
hospitality, but it was poor business -- was this enough?  He smiled, took it, and thanked us again.  He 
looked forward to seeing me on Mother’s day. 

 
We got in my mom’s old car again.  I wanted something nicer.  But, this one ran, was paid for, 

and I’d be leaving in a month or two again. 
 
“What did you think of that?” I asked Sherry, after I gave her a kiss. 
 
“Andy, that was great.  I’ve never had a meal like that before.  Is it really that expensive?” 
 
I nodded as we headed out of the parking lot.  “Yes -- and once we got past the door, we were 

treated superbly.” 
 
She ran her hands over me.  “Oh, how am I going to thank you for that....” 
 
She put on quite the show describing the event to her parents when we got to her place.  She’d 

eaten things she didn’t even know were edible, used more silverware in one meal than she did in a 
week, we were the center of attention, on and on. 

 
“So, would you like to do that again some time?” I asked her when she paused for a moment. 
 
She grabbed me and kissed me, in front of her parents. 
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“I’ll take that as yes,” I said, to their laughter. 
 
“How was dinner?” Beth asked when I got home. 
 
“Wonderful,” I said, holding her.  “You’re going to love it.  We’ve reservations.” 
 
“Oh?  When?” 
 
“Five in the afternoon on Mother’s day.” 
 
The expression on her face was complex, but happy.  We hugged again, and kissed. 
 
In bed that night, she started holding me, but I wiggled out of her grasp and pulled her legs to 

the side of the bed.  She sighed.  I spoke softly, and stroked softly, taking her deep.  I got the coat and 
did to her what I’d done to Rachel, and to Bridget.  She came quivering and moaning, time and again.  
I took her deep again, put the coat away, and went back to bed.  I took her up and into normal sleep, 
and curled up at her breast.  She sighed as my mouth made contact, and moved a hand to hold me. 

 
She got up in the middle of the night.  When she returned to bed, I held her.  “Okay?” I asked.  

She snuggled in.  “The good news is I’m not pregnant,” she told me.  “I understand,” I whispered.  She 
had her period again. 

 
In the morning when the alarm went off, she held me to a nipple.  She took me down into 

trance gently, then rolled me to my back.  She took me between her breasts, controlling my body with 
her voice, her hands, and her breasts, and when I came, I saw stars.  She got up from the bed laughing 
softly. 

 
I went in to Ben’s office around ten.  “What do I do, Boss?” I asked him.  After he grilled me 

on the meal I’d had with Sherry, including a detailed description of how she’d been dressed, he gave 
me a stack of orders to go through.  I worked with Kelly in the office, getting them done.  Ben had a 
lunch appointment.  Kelly and I went to In-N-Out Burger -- I hadn’t had a burger fix in months! 

 
Kelly is a kick.  She’s in her early thirties, short red hair and freckles.  She’s a Canadian 

transplant, from Montreal, and bilingual from birth.  She told me how happy Ben had been when he 
got back, telling people how this had been his best trip in years.  He also talked about me as if I was his 
son, and a son he was proud of.  I told her we were lucky to work with him. 

 
I got home about five thirty on that Friday night.  Beth got home about fifteen minutes later.  

We hugged and kissed.  “I need Mexican food,” I said.  She laughed.  “And, I need to be held,” I told 
her.  “That’s better,” she said. 

 
We had to wait to get into our favorite place, but it was worth it.  I’d gotten quite used to 

drinking wine or beer with meals, and missed it.  We went to a mall afterwards.  I had grown on the 
trip, and the pants I’d gotten in September didn’t fit any more -- they were too short.  Beth was glad to 
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see I’d stayed in shape on the trip.  I told her that Ben and I had practiced an ugly American habit -- 
running in the morning.  She laughed and rolled her eyes. 

 
Saturday morning the phone rang, and Beth answered it.  After a moment, she handed it to me 

and said with a puzzled look, “This has to be for you.” 
 
The guy on the other end barraged me with rapid-fire French.  He’d spoken to the people I’d 

spent the afternoon with at the Sorbonne, had reviewed my application, and my choice of major was 
unacceptable.  After a bit of give-and-take, he told me he was part of psychiatry department at 
Stanford, and why the hell wasn’t I going pre-med? 

 
I tried to explain to him that I hadn’t decided, I’d never set foot on the campus, but I would like 

to talk to people about it.  When would I like to come up?  Week after next?  He’d be happy to host me 
for three or four days, to help me make the “right” decision. 

 
I laughed at that.  We spoke some more.  He wanted to know what I’d read.  I told him of what 

I’d done with Emily, and then of the two books I’d been given, and going through those.  I was 
interested in reading more.  He harrumphed and told me I could write better.  We talked about Paris, 
and how I’d liked it -- fine, except for the dog shit and the smoke.  We argued about which area had 
the best brasseries.  I was partial to the Latin Quarter.  We talked about wines and cheeses. 

 
Our conversation wound down.  So, he’d talk to me mid-week, and send me some material 

right away.  He gave me his name and phone numbers, which I wrote down.  He looked forward to 
meeting me. 

 
I hung up, and laughed.  Beth laughed as well, and hugged me. 
 
“Andy, what was that?  I’ve never seen you so animated!” 
 
I leaned against the counter.  “I think I’m visiting Stanford week after next, and being arm-

twisted into pre-med.  God, that was intense!” 
 
She gave me another hug.  “I’ll say!  You think he could see your gestures over the phone?” 
 
I laughed.  “It’s part of the language.  What’s up for today?” 
 
“Fun stuff -- groceries and laundry.  And some of us have to study -- classes, you know.” 
 
“Oof...  Okay, let’s do the shopping, and you study while I do laundry.  I’d like to cook 

tonight.” 
 
“It’s a deal.  Pre-med will be a lot of work.  Sure you want to do that?” 
 
“My math teacher at City told me I’d have to start studying hard sooner or later.” 
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We did our shopping.  I wanted to try the place the folks at the restaurant suggested.  It was out 
of the way, but Beth and I loved it.  I even got to haggle some in French, thanking Grand-mère once 
more. 

 
While Beth studied, I did laundry, made pasta, and pesto with fresh basil.  It smelled glorious.  

“God, Andy -- is there enough garlic in that?” she asked at one point.  “Impossible!” I replied, with an 
overemphasized Gallic laugh. 

 
I massaged her shoulders, and her feet after dinner.  I eased her into trance and fingered her to a 

delicious orgasm, talking to her all the time.  We snuggled together in bed, like two cloves of garlic. 
 
There is something special about the morning, about being held in the morning.  After 

breakfast, I went to a local nursery, and spent quite a while working in her small yard.  I planted basil, 
rosemary, and thyme.  Afterwards, I went for a run.  I was really getting into running. 

 
I felt really good when I got out of the shower.  I dried off and stepped back into the bedroom. 
 
She was waiting for me.  I felt the tingle of her hands running up my body, and then she did 

something, said something, and I fell onto the bed.  Everything was so sensuous, thick -- her taste, her 
perfume, her body pressed against mine.  I came with a shudder and a moan, and she held me again, 
carrying me off to sleep. 

 
I woke up, naked on the bed with the comforter over me.  I’d slept an hour or so.  I smelled 

sausage cooking.  I dressed and went into the kitchen. 
 
“Was that fair?” I asked, sliding up to her. 
 
She laughed.  “Not at all, and it was a lot of fun.  You seemed to enjoy it.” 
 
I hugged her. 
 
Dinner was simple and good.  We talked about what she was studying this semester. 
 
We both read after dinner.  She smiled as we got into bed.  Her period wouldn’t be over for a 

few days yet.  I tossed the covers back, and straddled her.  I caressed the sides of her breasts and 
started speaking softly, relaxing her.  She sighed and closed her eyes, smiling.  She moaned and 
shuddered a few minutes later as I continued stroking her sensuous, soft skin.  We curled up and went 
to sleep. 

 
Monday morning, I thought I’d go to Ben’s office, and we’d take off from there.  He surprised 

me.  For one, he showed up at the house about twenty to nine.  And, he showed up in a Mazda Miata, 
with the top down. 

 
“Let’s go,” he said, tossing me the keys.  “Seal Beach and South today.” 
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I asked him about the new wheels.  It was rented -- he wanted to try something new.  We had a 
lot of fun in that car.  I’d driven a stick shift in France with Bridget, and it was good to do it again.  We 
drove back at the end of the day along Pacific Coast Highway.  I practically danced Beth around the 
kitchen when I got home.  Even though I’d spent most of the day driving, it had been a gas. 

 
The next morning, he showed up with a BMW roadster.  When he tossed me the keys, he said I 

wouldn’t be driving all day.  We went inland, and the roads weren’t as much fun.  But the car was -- a 
lot more zip than the Miata.  I told him we really needed to take this one up to Santa Monica, and come 
back around Portuguese Bend and San Pedro.  He laughed and agreed. 

 
When I got home that night, just as exhilarated as on Monday, there was a Federal Express 

package waiting for me.  Beth hadn’t opened it.  When we did, it had some psychology books, in both 
French and English, more information on Stanford, including the pre-med program and the medical 
school, and a plane ticket for next Monday morning.  I waved it and rolled my eyes at Beth.  She 
smiled. 

 
The professor called at about eight.  Yes, I’d received the package.  Yes, I’d seen the ticket.  

Okay, I’d be met at the airport.  Okay, I’ll see you next Monday. 
 
I looked at Beth.  “I’ll be picked up at the airport, and delivered back there Thursday morning.  

I think I’m set.  What words of wisdom can you give me?” 
 
She smiled.  “Be yourself, but be careful.  You’re still a babe in the woods.” 
 
I nodded.  “Undergrad, med school, residency, specialization -- what is that, ten or twelve 

years?” 
 
She nodded. 
 
“Shit, that’s as much time as I’ve spent in school so far.” 
 
“I think you’re getting the idea,” she told me. 
 
We had the BMW again the next day, and headed to Santa Monica.  I told Ben I’d be out the 

next week, up at Stanford.  We talked about school.  He made a strong push for working with him, 
telling me I had a good nose for the business.  I told him I was torn -- spend the summer working with 
him, or be with him in Europe and spend the rest of the time at the chateau.  He nodded and told me 
we’d be hitting different parts of Europe starting mid June.  I told him I had to be around for both the 
Junior and Senior Prom, and graduation. 

 
Beth called me during the afternoon, letting me know she was going right to school from work, 

and wouldn’t be home until late.  When Ben dropped me off, I went out for a run, jumping into the 
swimming pool at the end, not even bothering to take off my shoes. 

 
When Beth got home, I was on the couch reading.  I had my French-English dictionary, my 

note pad, and one of the books I’d been sent. 
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“How was your day?” she asked. 
 
I stood up and stretched.  We hugged.  I rubbed her back.  She sighed and I laughed a little. 
 
“What?” she asked. 
 
“After dinner, I talked to Emily -- thought I’d find out something about Henri, my Stanford 

host.” 
 
“And?” 
 
I chuckled.  “When I mentioned his name, I could practically hear her bristling over the 

phone.” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
“It was weird.  Her words and her voice told two wildly different stories.  He’s well known and 

well respected, and having him interested in me is a very good sign.  But....” 
 
She nodded.  “Could you put a finger on it?” 
 
“Not sure, but I’d take a guess at male chauvinist pig for a start -- I think that’s something that 

gets her hacked off.” 
 
“Yes, it does.  Tread carefully, Andy.” 
 
Thursday Ben showed up with a Honda roadster.  It didn’t have the zip of the BMW, but was 

more refined than the Miata.  We went up to Thousand Oaks, and I learned that stick shifts are not 
always fun -- especially in stop-and-go driving. 

 
I got home late.  Beth had dinner going.  I tried reading after dinner, but my heart wasn’t in it.  

She smiled said it was time for bed. 
 
She ambushed me as we entered the bedroom.  I remember her crying out, her weight on top of 

me, her moaning as I pumped into her, and her soft cooing as she held me and we drifted off to sleep. 
 
Rolling out of bed and to the shower the next morning, she said, “My period is over.” 
 
I hugged her in the water.  “I guessed.  Thank you.” 
 
We drove the Honda to Westwood on Friday.  It was a more leisurely day.  On the way back 

Ben asked which had been my favorite.  I told him the BMW, but it was totally impractical. 
 
He laughed and asked why.  I told him I’d checked insurance costs -- and they were staggering 

for the BMW.  A turbocharged Volvo was just as fast, carried more, cost less, and was far less 
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expensive to insure.  He clapped me on the back and told me I should stick to business.  So, did I want 
to drive around in Europe this summer in a Volvo?  Hell no!  A BMW, or a convertible Mercedes!  We 
both laughed. 

 
Beth and I went out to dinner Friday night.  We walked on the beach afterwards. 
 
“Beth, what’s my biggest weakness?  What should I worry about?  How can I fuck up this 

trip?” 
 
She sighed and held me closer, her arm around my waist as we walked on the packed sand. 
 
“Don’t be overconfident.  Beware of arrogance.  Be strong, be yourself, be careful.  You’re 

stepping into another world.” 
 
“Am I getting arrogant?” I asked. 
 
“You will, if you’re not careful.  You’ve had a lot of successes recently.  But, you’re not 

infallible.  You’re not Superman, or Casanova.  You’re Andy, who has just turned 18, and has a lot of 
possibilities open to him.” 

 
I sighed.  “Thank you.  Keep me on my toes.  I do have so much to learn.” 
 
She smiled.  “Anything else?” 
 
I sighed again, hands around her waist, touching hip to hip as we did so often. 
 
“Some times I know you so well, and other times not at all.” 
 
She sighed, and held me close, putting her head on my shoulder.  “Oh, Andy....  This has been 

such a wild, wild ride.”  What did I feel in her?  Holding back? 
 
When we got home, we made gentle love.  I held her head to my shoulder afterwards, and 

though of Karen as I went to sleep. 
 
Sunday night was another packing night.  We talked softly.  We made love softly.  She dropped 

me at the Orange County airport the next morning. 
 
I met Beth back in the Orange County airport Thursday night.  I hugged her fiercely. 
 
“That must have been some trip,” she said as she took my bag, and we kissed again. 
 
I shook my head.  “There’s quite a difference between First Class on Air France, and Southwest 

Airlines.” 
 
She laughed.  “I believe the proper response to that is ‘No shit.’  But how was your visit?  Tell 

me about your host.” 
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“Beth, the campus and the school are fantastic.  But that man -- I’ve never met a more 

pompous, self-centered, egotistical, arrogant, know-it-all -- male chauvinist pig doesn’t even start...” 
 
“Sounds like a psychiatrist to me,” she interrupted, hugging my waist. 
 
I shook my head as we walked along to her car.  “That’s what worries me.  I need to talk to 

Emily, and to Vivian Hsu and her husband -- maybe to some of the docs you work with.  I met a few 
others just like him.  Yet others seemed to be almost normal people.  Which group predominates?  I 
don’t understand.” 

 
“Andy,” she asked, “Do you know what M.D. stands for?” 
 
“Yeah, it’s Latin for doctor of medicine.” 
 
She shook her head and smiled.  “No, it stands for Minor Deity.  Andy, medical school teaches 

you to play God with people’s lives.  Psychiatry teaches you to play God with their minds and souls as 
well.” 

 
I shook my head.  “That explains a lot.  Beth, at one point, I was ready to get on the next plane 

back here, tell Ben I was his, and go to Cal State and study business -- that or go back to the chateau 
and be a chef.” 

 
“So what changed your mind?” 
 
I sighed.  “He took me around at first.  The way he introduced me to a woman psychiatrist, a 

faculty member no less, was so offensive to me that I sought her out afterwards to apologize.  We 
talked quite a bit.  Her husband teaches internal medicine -- I got to meet him as well.  And, they’re the 
reason I’m late getting home.” 

 
“Oh, another long chat?” 
 
“A long chat, but not with them.  They introduced me to a local therapist, a psychologist.  He 

actually studied with Assagioli.  We spent almost three hours together today.  God, it was wild.  He 
lives in an older residential part of Palo Alto -- two or three blocks from a main drag, a short bike ride 
from campus.  But you go in this side gate to his place, and he has a bungalow around back -- that’s his 
office.  I told him I’d want to see him regularly.  Can I afford it?” 

 
She sighed and rubbed my shoulders.  “Yes, you can.  You’ve decided on pre-med?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Not completely.  I want to talk to Emily, Vivian, at least.  The program is 

actually pretty well rounded.  And since I’ve had two years of math and a year and a half of French, 
plus the other courses, I’ve got some leeway.  The psychology people will let me challenge some 
classes -- I talked to one of the people who participated in the phone call from Emily’s office a while 
back.  God, that seems like years ago.” 
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“And did the teenager have some fun?” 
 
I laughed.  “Yes, he did.  I ran every day.  They’re going to put me in a Francophile dorm.  I 

talked to a lot of students -- first year pre-meds, med school students, and random kids.  I spent 
Tuesday evening talking and drinking wine with a group of them -- I was walking across campus, 
looking around, and a couple of them walked up to me, speaking French.  Guess it was the clothes I 
was wearing.  They really liked the bawdy songs I picked up in Marseilles.  Oh, and I didn’t have a 
hangover the next day -- thank you so much for that birthday present, and thanks to Ben for what he 
did to me.  My interview with some of the psych school folks was early Wednesday morning, and if 
I’d been hung over, it would have been very bad.” 

 
“What else did the teenager do?” 
 
“Ate pizza, drank beer, talked to pretty girls.  Oh, I cooked some as well.  That was fun.” 
 
“Looking forward to it, then?” 
 
I nodded.  “I am.  It’s going to be a lot of work.  I won’t be able to cook as much as I’d like.”  I 

put a hand on her leg.  “And I won’t be able to hold you.” 
 
“Yes, I’ll miss that as well.  What now?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Talk to people.  God, that man -- you know, for all his arrogance and ego, 

I’m positive he’s scared of the dark?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Yeah.  He’s got these nightlights all over his house -- little plug-in things with batteries -- they 

light up if the power fails, two in a room, most places.  There were two of them in the room I was in.  I 
unplugged them so I could sleep better, and I thought he was going to come unglued when he noticed it 
the next day. Talk about feet of clay!  Makes me wonder what my blind spots are.” 

 
“What do you think they are?” 
 
“I’m not sure, but I’m watching for arrogance.  I know I’m as ignorant as a brick, but that’s 

why I’m going to school.  I need to be confident, but not over-confident.  I need to take the chance to 
be me, to take the path with heart.” 

 
My voice and my eyes clouded up a bit.  “Tuesday night, one of the girls asked about 

memorable moments from my trip, and I started describing that drive, that afternoon, being cold and 
tired driving along, and seeing the spires of Chartres in the mist ahead of us, of attending services with 
the locals the next morning...”  I paused to wipe my eyes, laughing a little.  “I couldn’t talk about it 
then without breaking up, either.  God, Beth -- I can imagine what it must have felt like to travelers 
hundreds of years ago, going along that same road, seeing it in the distance.”  I had to stop talking.  I 
felt her hand on my shoulder. 
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We made it home.  I dumped my dirty clothes into the washing machine.  Beth chided me for 
not separating the whites and colors.  I stuck out my tongue.  She laughed, and held me. 

 
Our laughing embrace turned more needy.  We were both needy in bed. 
 
The alarm went off in the morning.  Beth whacked it.  I groaned, “Do I have to go to work?” 
 
She laughed and pulled me close.  “No, silly -- it’s your choice.  Tell Ben you need time off.  

Take time off.” 
 
I started to answer, but when I opened my mouth, she filled it.  She used me, and I loved it. 
 
Ben showed up driving a Volvo wagon -- a turbocharged all-wheel-drive Volvo wagon, a dark 

metallic blue.  He tossed me the keys, and said, “Thousand Oaks, then Oxnard.” 
 
I adjusted the seat before setting off, and set the mirrors.  It was a very nice car, and I told him 

so. 
 
“Andy, you were right again.” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
“I’ve been driving this thing all week -- it’s great.  And you were definitely right on the 

insurance -- even for me, this is much cheaper.  The fools actually think this car is safe!” 
 
It was a gas to drive.  There’s a long hill on 101 North going to Camarillo.  Ben’s car had done 

okay on it, but this thing -- I stomped my foot to the floor, and when the turbo kicked in, we flew up 
the hill. 

 
In Oxnard at the end of the day, we spent half an hour or more talking about our trip.  Our hosts 

were interested in my opinions.  I remained soft spoken.  We reviewed orders, booked a new order, and 
went to dinner. 

 
On the way home, I was about to play lead-foot again, going up the hill near Camarillo, when 

Ben, who was still awake, muttered, “un flic,” and nodded to a California Highway Patrol car....  I 
stuck to pretty much the speed limit.  We got better mileage that way. 

 
On that drive home, I talked with Ben about the Stanford trip, and the people I’d met.  He 

agreed with Beth on what “M.D.” meant.  The psychiatrists he’d met had been bright people, and 
devoted to their work -- you had to be, to survive the training.  But it was wrong to assume, he told me, 
that brash character traits and competence were incompatible -- Emily had great respect for some 
people he couldn’t stand, and evidently she couldn’t either, for other than short periods.  Henri fell into 
that category.  But there were good ones as well.  After all, he’d married one. 

 
The way he looked at it, Emily had a great need to help people, and to understand people.  

Some times, though, she had her own agenda, insisting the client was too screwed up to see that she 
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was correct.  Not that she talked about her work with him -- they’d agreed long ago on that.  But some 
of her work did leak over into their lives.  He looked to me and smiled.  “Andy, she’s more involved 
with you than with anyone I can remember.  She’s interested in your whole family.” 

 
“Why?” 
 
He sighed and shook his head.  “Why?  She has a drive to understand and to help.  That much I 

know.  Why is a question I can’t answer -- I don’t know if anyone can.” 
 
I nodded, and we drove on in darkness.  When we got home, we started out shaking hands, but 

soon hugged.  He told me he’d see me Monday.  “Driving what?” I asked.  He laughed and waved. 
 
Inside, Beth was sitting at the dining room table studying.  I walked up behind her, and started 

rubbing her shoulders.  She sighed and put her head down on the paper she’d been writing on.  I 
worked on her shoulders and neck for a while, then leaned over and started whispering in her ear, 
whispering for her to relax.  She sighed, smiled, and I continued. 

 
I eased her into trance, and then brought her to what I hoped was a memorable orgasm.  She 

sounded as if she enjoyed it, at least. 
 
When she raised her head later on, looking at me with a dreamy smile, I couldn’t help but 

laugh.  When she asked, I helped her up, and took her into the bathroom.  Ink from the notes she’d 
taken had transferred to the side of her face.  We got ready for bed, and curled up together.  Her hand 
found the back of my head, holding me close.  I tried pulling away at one point, and she held me tight, 
did something, and I fell into trance, fell into her.  She rode me slowly and sensuously, and then 
whispered me to sleep, floating in her arms. 

 
We made unhurried love the next morning.  We went out for a short run, then showered, and 

had some breakfast.  Beth gave me a shopping list, some money, and told me she needed to study -- 
she’d been interrupted the night before. 

 
“You didn’t seem to mind,” I told her. 
 
She laughed.  “I didn’t -- not one bit.” 
 
I was ready to go shopping after lunch when I had an idea.  I picked up the phone, and called 

Betty’s place.  I talked to her for a bit -- she was glad to hear from me.  Then I asked if her parents 
were home.  Her mother was home, and I asked to speak with her.  As best I could, I told her I’d 
visited Stanford, and would like to talk to her, and her husband, if possible, trying to decide if pre-med 
was for me.  Would she have a time that was convenient? 

 
She sounded delighted -- that afternoon would be fine, if I could make it.  Her husband would 

be home in an hour or so.  I told her I’d be over. 
 
Beth looked up and raised an eyebrow as I hung up the phone.  I kissed her on the head.  “I love 

you.  I’m going to do talking before I do shopping, okay?” 
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She smiled and gave me a squeeze.  “Sounds good.  Take your time -- you don’t have to decide 

right away.” 
 
I drove over to the Chan’s house.  While Betty participated in the conversation at the start, 

things began to get quite a bit thicker.  She excused herself just about the time I think one of us was 
ready to ask her to leave. 

 
Doctor Hsu knew Henri, my host -- and respected what he’d done, but not necessarily who he 

was.  Our conversations were so open -- more so than I’d been with Emily in a while.  Her husband, 
Doctor Chan, got home and joined in.  We talked more about pre-med, and med school.  They were 
both remarkably frank with me -- admitting to the tendencies to play God. 

 
We’d been hearing the violin in the background -- Betty was evidently practicing.  Little Gary 

came in, and with a pouting lower lip, asked in English what was for dinner.  I looked at the clock -- it 
was almost five!  We’d been talking for over three hours! 

 
I apologized, and told them I should be going -- I still had grocery shopping to do, and I was 

supposed to fix dinner. 
 
Doctor Chan suggested I stay -- he was going to barbecue, had plenty, and suggested I invite 

Beth.  I agreed, after a little arm-twisting, if I could fix dessert.  I called Beth on the phone -- she 
agreed to come over in about an hour. 

 
I asked if anyone was allergic to milk or coconut -- nope.  Then I asked Gary if he’d like to 

help me make a coconut pie.  Yes, he would.  Okay, first I needed to go to the store with Betty. 
 
In the car we talked about school.  She was doing well.  When I pointedly asked if anyone was 

giving her trouble, she smiled, and told me she’d had a problem once, but the girl who had bothered 
her apologized the next day -- looking roughed up.  Sherry had turned into a very good student. 

 
We held hands through the store.  On the way back I asked if she had a date for the Junior 

Prom.  She sighed, looked at me, and said she did.  I could see the questioning in her eyes.  At the 
stoplight, I had the time to kiss her hand.  She sighed again.  She told me one of her orchestra friends 
had asked her, and she couldn’t turn him down.  I told her she did the right thing. 

 
Back at the house, I had Gary crush graham crackers for the crust.  He really enjoyed that.  The 

pie I made was simple -- Grand-mère would have been horrified.  Well, maybe not -- it was 
appropriate for the meal. 

 
We were all drinking either pink lemonade or iced tea.  Betty’s dad cooked pork ribs.  I helped 

with salad.  Betty and Gary set the table. 
 
Beth arrived, coming in with something large, thin, and rectangular, wrapped in brown paper.  I 

got her some iced tea, and we sat down together outside.  She picked up the package and handed it to 
me.  I gave her a questioning eyebrow and she nodded slightly. 
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I unwrapped it.  She’d framed the large sepia print, and framed it very nicely.  Was that really 

me in that picture?  I doubted it, but at the same time, I could close my eyes and feel the weight of the 
platter in my hands, the sweat on my forehead, Bridget’s hand on my back, smell the onions and the 
sauce on the meat. 

 
I showed it to everyone, and talked about the meal I’d prepared, with help from Bridget and 

Grand-mère.  That had been a big event for me -- preparing and serving a dinner for six, our hosts and 
four guests.  Bridget had helped me serve.  Grand-mère had been there as support, coaching me, 
making sure I kept things simple.  It had been a success, and at the same time, an ordeal. 

 
Gary wanted to know who the two ladies were.  I told them they were my teachers.  Grand-

mère taught me to cook.  Bridget taught me art, history, and language. 
 
Betty looked at me and asked, “What else did she teach you?” 
 
I smiled and looked in her eyes.  “De l'amour, de la vérité, de lumière,” I whispered.  She gave 

me a wistful look, and a sigh. 
 
Doctor Chan broke the spell by asking Gary if he wanted to help start the barbeque.  Gary 

jumped up.  I went back to the kitchen with Beth, Betty, and Doctor Hsu.  I finished up on the salad, 
showing them some of the preparation skills I’d been taught. 

 
We had a good meal.  Beth helped rehash the conversation I’d had with the two doctors.  I 

brought Betty into it as well, asking what she thought, for herself, and for me.  The pie was a good 
choice, fitting the meal well.  Both doctors told me they’d arrange conversations with colleagues for 
me.  We left a little after eight.  I followed Beth home. 

 
“I’m sorry -- I never got the things we needed,” I told her as we walked into the house. 
 
She hugged me.  “That’s okay.  What you did was more important.  Any closer to a decision?” 
 
I sighed.  “Other than wanting to be in bed with you?  A little closer.  I need to call Sherry.  

Betty has a date for her prom.” 
 
“And how do you feel about that?” 
 
I held her closer, relaxing into her, yet staying with the feelings.  “I could see the mix of 

feelings in her face when she told me.  I’m happy for her.  I made the decision to remove myself from 
that world.  I can’t expect them to put their lives on hold for me.”  Another thought crossed my mind.  
“Any more than I can expect you to put your life on hold for me.  We all need to move on, to live and 
grow.” 

 
I was surprised by the intensity with which she held me. 
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“Oh Andy, but when you’re with me...” she whispered.  She gave me another squeeze.  “Will 
you let me study for about an hour?” 

 
I held her and kissed her neck.  “Sure.  I should do some reading as well.” 
 
“Any desire to see Emily, professionally?” she asked. 
 
I sighed.  “Not sure.  I need to let things percolate for a while.” 
 
We kissed and I let her get to her reading.  I walked outside, walking over by the pool.  It was 

nice out, with a cool breeze.  I opened my phone and called Sherry’s house.  Her dad answered. 
 
“Hi, this is Andy.  I don’t suppose Sherry is home on a Saturday night?” 
 
He chuckled.  “No, she isn’t.  She went out with a few kids earlier.  How are you doing?” 
 
“Oh, pretty well.  Could you have her call me tomorrow?  I want to talk to her about the Prom.” 
 
I heard him sigh over the phone.  “She still hasn’t told you, then?” 
 
I looked up to the stars.  A few were visible. I took a breath, slow and deep, exhaling and 

savoring the sensations.  “Nope.  I understand, though.  Don’t mention to her that I called.” 
 
“Andy, I’m sorry to break it to you.  Is there anything we can do?” 
 
“No, thanks.  Please -- don’t mention I called.  I’ll figure something out.” 
 
“Okay, Andy.  Take care of yourself.” 
 
“Thanks, sir.  Good night.” 
 
I turned off the phone and clipped it back on my belt.  I sat down by the edge of the pool.  That 

phase of my life was over.  I needed to move on.  What now?  I thought about France, about Ben, 
about Stanford, and about Beth.  So many chapters in my life had ended -- my parents, Karen, high 
school.  How would the other chapters end?  Beth?  Ben? 

 
Closure -- what did it mean?  Beth and I had achieved closure with my dad during that walk on 

the beach.  We’d said goodbye.  I’d said goodbye to Karen.  I needed to say goodbye to the high 
school.  What about Beth?  Do I take affirmative steps, or do I let things unwind on their own, fizzle 
out on their own? 

 
Looking up into the night, I saw the flashing lights of an aircraft high in the sky.  I stood up, 

sighing.  What I needed to do now was pee.  That was something I could do.  I walked back to the 
house. 
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I pushed my nose into a book, but my eyes were going over the words, and nothing was 
sticking.  I started to close the book.  I chuckled softly, and flipped back to the start of the chapter.  I’d 
better develop good study habits -- Stanford wasn’t going to wait for my emotional roller coaster rides.  
I took another deep breath and focused. 

 
We went to bed, made love gently and wordlessly, and went to sleep holding each other. 
 
After breakfast Sunday, I went to the store and did the shopping I should have done the day 

before.  Beth was coming up on exams again, so we spent most of the afternoon studying.  I fixed 
dinner. 

 
A while after dinner, Beth closed her books and announced, “I’m taking a hot bath.” 
 
After about half an hour, I poured a small glass of cognac to take in to her.  The lights were off 

in the bathroom, the only illumination provided by a candle at the foot of the tub.  Her eyes were at 
about half mast as she turned her head a little and smiled. 

 
I sat by the side of the tub, putting down the glass.  I touched her forehead and spoke softly, 

taking her into trance.  Her sigh was wonderful as her eyes drifted closed.  I spoke her to orgasm, 
holding the back of her head so she didn’t slip into the water.  After letting her float and relax, I 
brought her up slowly.  I drank her cognac.  I helped her out of the tub, and helped her dry off.  Soon 
we were in bed, and as she started to reach for me, I took her into trance once again, relaxing her, and 
having her hold me and rock me to sleep. 

 
I forgot to set the damn alarm, which made Monday morning a bit frantic as I showered, we 

had a bite to eat, and hustled out the door.  On the front step, Beth hugged me and gave me a kiss.  
“Thank you so much for last night -- I’ll get you for that!” 

 
I was getting into my (my mom’s) car when Ben drove up in the blue Volvo. 
 
It was good to talk to him as we drove around.  I wasn’t sure what I was going to do.  I had 

Mother’s Day the next Sunday, but after that, the next thing I needed to do was start at Stanford in 
September.  When Ben asked about the prom, graduation, and the like, I told him I was done there.  
Sherry and Betty both had prom dates.  Focusing on that was looking back, and I needed to look 
forward.  He nodded and grunted. 

 
That night after dinner I spent about an hour on the phone with an M.D., a colleague of Doctor 

Hsu, talking about things.  I hung up the phone, and my hand barely left it when Beth ambushed me. 
 
By the end of the week, I’d talked to more doctors.  I also spend a morning talking to the City 

College French class.  That was a lot of fun.  I got into it at one point, looking into the eyes of a pretty 
girl in the class, talking about the sensuality and passion in truffles and cooking.  As I spoke, I saw her 
nipples respond, her skin tone shift.  I was definitely seducing her with my voice, from ten feet away. 

 
Ben and I arranged things Thursday so we could meet a psychiatrist in Santa Monica for 

dinner.  He and his wife hosted us (we brought wine, of course, and I didn’t drink any).  He’d gone to 
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Stanford, and knew Henri very well.  It was a wild conversation.  Part of it was inquiry and exploration 
-- was this the path for me?  Part of it was therapy, with him leading me to explore.  Everyone, except 
for one person, was telling me I had to decide for myself. 

 
I was quiet on the drive home.  I thanked Ben for putting up with me.  He grunted and smiled.  

Beth wasn’t due home for half an hour or so.  I fired up the computer and sent a flurry of electronic 
mail to France.  Could I come over early?  In two weeks or so?  Could I stay until late August?  I’d 
have an answer in a few days, hopefully. 

 
Beth got home late, looking tired.  We cleaned up, went to bed, and I held her. 
 
I checked e-mail Friday morning -- Beth had to leave a little early for work.  I printed them out 

and read with a long sigh.  I was welcome whenever I arrived, with M. Broussard in Paris, and at the 
Chateau.  The sooner I arrived, the better.  That quieted me down with Ben.  After our second stop, he 
asked, “Well?” 

 
I gave him a questioning look. 
 
“What are you going to do?” 
 
I nodded, took a breath, and told him.  I wanted to go back to France, to the Chateau, for the 

summer, except for the time he was there, of course.  I’d leave in a week or two, if things worked out.  
I had to pry an opinion out of him, but he finally told me I had the freedom and the flexibility.  What 
things did I need to work out?  Was I attending graduation?  No, I wasn’t attending graduation.  I had 
to figure out how to tell Beth.  Ben sighed and nodded, then smiled.  He told me I picked interesting 
problems.  I chuckled, and he put a hand on my shoulder. 

 
He asked if I was still taking Beth out on Sunday, Mother’s day.  I nodded.  He told me to drop 

him at his house, and take the Volvo.  I raised an eyebrow.  He nodded, and I thanked him. 
 
That got me home after Beth had arrived.  I’d no sooner walked in the door, and the phone 

rang.  It was Henri from Stanford.  Had I come to my senses yet?  Did that mean pre-med?  Yes -- was 
I going to go pre-med, or was I going to throw my life away?  I laughed at him.  I told him I was going 
to change to pre-med, psychology.  He told me he’d take care of that for me. 

 
And what was I going to do during the summer?  There were classes I could take.  I looked 

around -- we were speaking rapid-fire street French.  Beth was in the office, or bedroom.  I took the 
cordless phone out onto the small patio. 

 
I told him I was going to France in a week or two, and staying until late August.  And what the 

hell was I going to do there?  I was going to be a cook at a private chateau.  He was disgusted with me 
again -- throwing away all that time.  I told him that was his problem, not mine -- his attitude was 
bugging me again.  He backpedaled, and asked for details on where I’d be staying. 

 
I expected to spend a few days in Paris, then go to the chateau.  I’d spend probably two weeks 

in mid-June driving around Europe with Ben, then back to the chateau.  Where was the chateau?  I 
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went back to the house, and gave him the address.  He harumphed and told me he’d work out 
something to make my time over there worthwhile.  I thanked him for his concern.  We talked about 
trivia for a while, and the conversation ended.  I hung up the phone with a headache. 

 
Beth was looking wistful, standing in the hallway. 
 
“Mexican?” I asked her. 
 
She nodded. 
 
“Let me pee, and we’ll go.  I’ll drive.” 
 
Beth liked the Volvo.  We had to wait a bit to get a seat at the restaurant.  While waiting, I told 

her of my talk with Henri, at least part of it, and my decision to go pre-med.  We had a good meal, and 
afterwards I drove us to the beach.  We got out of the car, and I led Beth by the hand to a bench. 

 
“Beth, I want to go back to France for the summer.  I want to leave in a week or two, and stay 

through August, a few weeks before school starts.  Does that make sense?” 
 
She sighed and held me.  After a bit, she said, “Oh, Andy -- if that’s what you want to do.  But 

who’s making these decisions?” 
 
I leaned back a bit, pressing hip to hip.  “It’s my decision.  It’s how I want to spend the 

summer.” 
 
She looked in my eyes, smiling slightly.  “What you want to do, or an escape from something 

else?” 
 
I sighed.  “It’s definitely a change, from what I’m doing now, and what I’ll be doing when I get 

back.  It’s a chance to learn, to explore, and to do.  Beth, there’s something about cooking, preparing 
things with my own hands....” 

 
She smiled, turning a bit, and holding my hands in hers.  “How about graduation?” 
 
I frowned.  “I graduated in January.” 
 
She nodded.  “Have you looked for someone else to take to the prom?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Nope.  Beth, I’m not part of that world any more.  I won’t be here for the 

summer.  Why should I intrude momentarily on someone’s life?” 
 
“I want to see you reach closure with that part of your life.  Graduation, the prom, those events 

give you the opportunity to celebrate, to mark completion, to take your victory lap.” 
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I nodded again.  “I marked my victory when I signed that settlement agreement.  Beth, if I 
went, I’d be there as an observer, and an outsider.  I left that world in January, voluntarily.  I said my 
goodbyes then.” 

 
She nodded, smiling slightly.  “Did you?  It’s also your opportunity to show people how you’ve 

grown -- you not only faced adversity, but have become stronger as a result of it.  Remember the 
teachers, and the students who supported you?  They staged an open rebellion -- for you.  You’d be 
showing them that their efforts weren’t in vain, and are appreciated.  You’d have one more 
opportunity, a last opportunity, to thank them.” 

 
I smiled and sighed, then chuckled a bit.  “I thought you wanted me to make my own 

decisions.” 
 
She chuckled with me.  “I want you to make the right decisions.” 
 
“Oh?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
She laughed openly, then looked at me again, smiling.  “Andy, I want you to consider things 

carefully -- choose actively.” 
 
“Okay.  I’ll see what comes up.  Things are open.” 
 
We sat looking at each other for a while, without words. 
 
I raised a hand and brushed her face.  “Oh Beth, “ I said softly, “It would be so easy to stay 

with you, have Ben lead me around, spend the summer in your arms.” 
 
She held my hand and kissed it.  “And what’s wrong with that?” 
 
“Nothing.  But that’s not what I want to do.  There’s a world out there.” 
 
She nodded, still holding my hand. 
 
After a bit, I smiled and asked her, “Tell me -- what’s the other shoe?” 
 
She sighed.  “Taking a page from Emily’s book?” 
 
I nodded.  “And yours, and Vivian Hsu’s.  What is it?” 
 
Her expression became more intense.  “Who decided on pre-med?” 
 
I sighed and shook my head, almost an exasperated sigh.  “Beth, I did.  Really.  I’ll show you 

the course stuff and my work sheets.  With the college credits I’ve got already, it’s a flexible program.  
I can do pre-med and psychology, and still take math.  It’s pretty well rounded.  From all the docs I’ve 
talked to, pre-med doesn’t steal your soul, med school does.  So, I’ve got four years to decide, and in 
the process, I get a well-rounded education.  I can even spend my Junior year studying in Paris.” 
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“In four years, I can graduate pre-med and psychology.  Then I decide which road to travel -- 

psychology, medical school, or something else entirely.  I know Henri wants me to go pre-med, med 
school, psych specialization, the whole nine yards.  I have not caved in to him.  I have not decided on 
med school.  I have a lot of exploring to do, internally and externally.  I expect to set up a weekly 
schedule with John, the psychologist I mentioned.  I expect to have fun.” 

 
She nodded, holding my hands.  “Okay.  Remember, you’re eighteen, not thirty.  You have the 

time to do wild things.” 
 
I looked at her intensely.  “That’s why I want to go back to France!  Go back to the tiny, hot 

kitchen of an old chateau, with Grand-mère pulling on my ear and berating my choice of vegetables.” 
 
She nodded, smiling again.  “And Bridget pulling somewhere else?” 
 
I sighed.  “Beth, she’s a courtesan, and very skilled.  I don’t expect her to be there.  I’ll survive 

without her.” 
 
She laughed and hugged me.  “Yes, you will.  And you’ll grow.  Oh, Andy -- I’ll miss you so 

much though.  You’re so warm in the mornings, and I need to be held so much.” 
 
“Beth, I need to hold you, and I need to be held as well.  I love you, and I always will.” 
 
She sighed and sat back a bit.  I could see the moisture in her eyes.  “I love you, Andy.  Let’s 

go home.” 
 
We walked back to the car.  We kissed standing next to it. 
 
“Thank you for talking to me, Andy,” Beth said, holding me. 
 
“Thank you for teaching me.  I needed to tell you.” 
 
I opened the car door for her. 
 
As she got in, she said, “Especially as you left printouts of your e-mails on the counter.” 
 
I sighed and closed the door for her. 
 
I got in and buckled up.  As I started the car, I told her, “You could visit for a week or so.  We 

could do Paris, stay in the countryside, or whatever you’d like.”  I slid a hand over to appreciate her 
left thigh.  “I can almost hear you haunting the chateau -- that would be glorious.” 

 
Her hand held mine.  “Now that’s something to consider,” her words said, but I knew by the 

tone of her voice that wouldn’t happen. 
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Back at the house, I held her gently after I closed the door behind us.  She gave me a hug, and a 
mighty sigh. 

 
“What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
She held me and rocked me gently. 
 
“Nothing, other than I’ve got to write a paper this weekend, and turn it in Tuesday night.” 
 
I rubbed her back as I held her.  “Can it wait until the morning?” 
 
She sighed, a much more pleasant sigh this time.  “Oh yes; it can wait until then.” 
 
We got ready for bed.  We were in the bathroom together, finishing up.  She put on perfume.  

That gave me an idea -- but as I turned to her quietly, turned to surprise her and take her into trance, 
she turned to me just as quietly, also raising a hand.  We both laughed, then hugged and kissed. 

 
That’s when I let my guard down, and she got me.  I felt one of her hands steal up my neck as 

the other sought my cock, and felt her warm voice in my ear as she collapsed me into her.  She used 
me so well, so intensely.  After we came, she held me, nurturing and gentle, and whispered me to sleep 
holding her. 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 352� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

Part 12 -- Opening Doors 
 
When I woke in the morning, I nestled into the warm embrace of a wonderful, loving woman.  

We made gentle love.  I started to nestle in again, and she squeezed me with a sigh. 
 
“Andy, we’ve got to get up.  I’ve got a lot of writing to do.” 
 
I sighed and held her for a moment, and with a kiss we got up.  We showered quickly, and as 

she was taking care of her hair, I started coffee and breakfast for us. 
 
“What’s your schedule for the day?” she asked as I handed her a cup of coffee. 
 
“Oh, thought I’d go to Borders and look for stuff to read.  What would you like for dinner?” 
 
She smiled as we sat down at the table for breakfast.  “Curried something?” 
 
I thought for a moment.  “Okay.  Sounds like fun.  I’ll stay out of your way.” 
 
She nodded.  “Until tonight, and I’ll need a few hours tomorrow morning.  But right now I 

want you to show me your plans for Stanford.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow, but I showed her what I’d worked out.  I needed 180 units to graduate, 

with 55 units in psychology for that degree.  I was transferring in 30 units, and the psych people were 
going to let me challenge some classes.  I could meet the requirements for a psych degree, and med 
school entrance, and still have room to explore -- I had my Junior year earmarked for study abroad. 

 
“Has Henri seen this?” Beth asked. 
 
I shook my head.  “I’ll send him a copy.  I want to think about some things a little more before 

sending it up to folks.  What do you think?” 
 
She nodded.  “You’ve done your homework.”  Then she grinned.  “Want to bet on how close 

you come to this?” 
 
I sat back and laughed.  “Not a chance!  It’s a start.  What did you tell me?  You plan and plan 

and plan, and then life happens?  I know I want to spend a year studying abroad.  This is what I’d like 
to do.  Am I willing to write it in blood?  Hell no!” 

 
She stood and smiled.  I stood and we hugged.  “Good for you, Andy.  Now get out of here, or 

I’m going to drag you off to bed again.” 
 
I ran my hands across her back.  “We could be quick....” 
 
She chuckled.  “That’s no fun.  I want to take my time, and I will -- tonight, if you let me get to 

work!” 
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I stepped back, took one of her hands, and kissed it.  “Yes, Mistress,” I told her.  Then I 
couldn’t help it -- I leaned over and held her, pressing my mouth over a breast, through her soft, 
sensuous robe.  I was ready for her to take me again. 

 
She gave me a squeeze, and with a sigh stepped back. 
 
I smiled and waved a little.  “See you later.” 
 
She growled, “Get out while you have the chance!” 
 
Ah well, it was mid-morning.  I needed to get gas, and do shopping.  Nuts -- let’s look for 

something entertaining to read. 
 
I wandered around the Borders books/music/coffee store for a while, not finding anything that 

tickled my fancy.  Was I willing to spend a summer of celibacy?  Well, I didn’t think I’d be celibate 
while traveling with Ben.  What the hell -- school would be different. 

 
I was about to leave when I thought I recognized someone.  She was sitting at a table, back 

more or less to me, half-empty coffee cup in front of her and her nose in a book.  I felt a smile form, 
and stirrings in me.  I looked from another angle -- it was Rachel.  I recognized her mannerisms as she 
turned the page and sipped her coffee.  She was obviously sitting alone. 

 
I snuck up behind her.  Leaning over, I reached for her shoulders and her neck with both hands 

as I lowered my mouth next to her left ear.  As I touched her shoulders and drew my hands up her 
neck, I whispered, “Deep trance for me -- deep trance.” 

 
She took in a breath at first, startled, but then sighed as her head dropped forward.  I pulled up a 

chair and sat down as I continued whispering to her, one hand under her long hair, stroking the back of 
her neck.  I glanced around us quickly -- we didn’t seem to be drawing attention from others. 

 
I deepened her trance, and then responding to rumblings inside me, whispered her to an intense 

yet relatively silent orgasm.  I eased her deeper in trance afterwards, and after letting her rest for a bit, 
brought her up again. 

 
She raised her head and opened her eyes slowly, giving me the most amazing, satisfied smile 

and sighing breath. 
 
“Hi there,” I said, “Nice to see you again.” 
 
She took another slow breath, reached for me, and pulled me into a kiss.  She still went for 

flavored coffees. 
 
“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” she whispered hotly in my ear. 
 
I stood up, and helped her to her feet.  “Good idea.  What would you like to do?” 
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She picked up her things, gave me a low laugh, and pulled me to the door. 
 
We kissed again, standing outside.  She felt hungry for me.  I was certainly interested. 
 
“God, Andy!  That was so intense!  How did you get here?” 
 
I held her, feeling her back.  “I drove.  Where to?” 
 
She moaned as I held her to me.  “My place.  Follow me.” 
 
“I’d love to,” I told her. 
 
I followed her home.  She pulled into her driveway quickly, almost taking out a hedge.  I took 

my time. 
 
We grabbed each other inside the door; she started leading us to her bedroom. 
 
“Your parents?” I asked between hot kisses. 
 
“Gone for the weekend -- Atlanta,” she told me breathlessly as we undressed each other.  Her 

panties were damp, and I knew why; she smelled delicious.  I pushed her on to her back, and jumped 
in.  Her thighs clamped around my head, and soon she was moaning and thrashing on the bed as I 
devoured her. 

 
She pulled me on to her bed, pushing me to my back.  She reached to her nightstand and pulled 

out a condom.  She was still breathing a little heavily, with a lusty grin from ear to ear, and a very 
attractive blush from neck to navel. 

 
“Oh God, you’re going to get it now,” she said as she put the condom on me. 
 
“It’s good to see you,” I told her.  She laughed, and I started laughing as well.  Then she ran her 

hands over me, and I moaned, letting my eyes close.  “Yes, please, please!” I cried to her. 
 
She slid on top of me, sliding her hands up my body as she said, “Deep trance, Andy....” 
 
She led me, and I dove down.  We made love in a cloud, then snuggled close together. 
 
I held her when we woke up.  We held each other and talked.  I told her some of the things I’d 

done in France.  She started talking, and the words poured out of her, so many things, some times 
conflicting -- but I sensed that what she needed was to be held, validated, listened to.  She’d gotten lost 
after leaving high school, and aside from visiting Cornell with her mom, hadn’t done much. 

 
I held her, being as supportive as I could.  I was snuggled up to her back, holding her, kissing 

her on the back of the neck as the words poured out of her.  She talked about breaking up with Peter.  I 
told her more of breaking up with Karen.  She wanted to know more about Bridget, and France.  I told 
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her about the chateau, making love in our room and holding each other afterwards, just as I was 
holding her. 

 
And as I told her, I blended my description into an induction, relaxing her into trance, stroking 

her softly, bringing her to a loud, crashing orgasm, and then letting her rest in my arms.  I held her, 
rocked her, and told her she was safe in my arms, all she had to do was rest. 

 
I dozed a bit more, waking up to enthusiastic hands on me.  Soon we were making love again, 

with me on top of her.  I had my hands under her shoulders, all the better to pull deeper into her.  I 
moved my hands a little so I could stroke her neck.  I leaned down to whisper in her ear as I did, 
whispering, “Come for me, Rachel -- come for me.” 

 
After a bit, she started moving more underneath me, moaning and holding me.  One of her 

hands found the back of my head.  My eyes closed as she held me to her hair.  As I whispered, “Come 
for me -- come for me,” I could feel myself drifting there as well, and getting close.  Somehow, the 
voice I heard in my head started sounding more and more like Beth’s, and I was at the edge, then over 
it.  That took Rachel over the edge as well. 

 
We hugged a lot as we cleaned up in the bathroom, and then got dressed. 
 
“Lunch?” I asked her. 
 
She gave me a lusty smile.  “God, I’ve worked up an appetite.” 
 
I pulled her closer, feeling her breasts.  “Good -- I’ll drive.” 
 
When we got in the car, she said, “Wow -- nice wheels.  Graduation present?” 
 
I laughed as I thought about it.  “Not yet, but could be.” 
 
She demanded an explanation, and I gave her the best one I had, talking about driving Ben 

around, trying different cars. 
 
We went to the same burger place Karen and I had frequented.  We ordered and sat in a booth.  

Rachel agreed the food was pretty good -- she’d been on her own since Thursday morning, and her 
parents weren’t due back until late Sunday night. 

 
I had a thought.  “Like to join us for dinner tonight?” 
 
“Who’s that?” she asked. 
 
“Beth and I.  Love to have you.  I can give her a call to check.” 
 
“Sounds great,” Rachel said between bites of cheeseburger. 
 
I grabbed my phone and called the house. 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 356� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
“Hello?” Beth said. 
 
“How’s your writing going?” 
 
“Oh, okay.  I know what the prof wants to see; it’s just that I don’t agree with him.” 
 
“Is that what I have to look forward to in college?” 
 
“Oh yeah, sweetie.  How are you doing?” 
 
“I wanted to bring someone by for dinner.  That okay?” 
 
“Sure.  Who?” 
 
“Rachel.  Ran into her at Borders.” 
 
Beth laughed.  “A few minutes ago?” 
 
“Not quite.  We’re having lunch.” 
 
She laughed again.  “Can I be proud of you, Andy?” 
 
I laughed a little as well.  “I think so.” 
 
“I’d love to see her.  I’m going to have to work late on this thing, though, but I’ll definitely 

need a break for dinner.” 
 
“Okay then, see you around three or so, and we’ll start cooking.” 
 
“You haven’t been already?” she asked with another laugh. 
 
“See you later.  Have fun writing.” 
 
“You too -- save some for me.” 
 
I laughed as I folded up the phone.  “All set.  You can help with dinner,” I told Rachel. 
 
“I like that,” she said with a smile, moving on to fries.  “What else do we need to do this 

afternoon, I mean besides...” 
 
I felt one of her legs under the table.  I remembered what Beth had told me.  I wiped my hands, 

and took one of Rachel’s in both of mine.  She stopped eating, giving me an apprehensive look.  
“What?” she asked. 
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I looked into her eyes as I spoke.  “The only way to see if a door will open is to try it.  And all 
we have to do to find doors is open our eyes and look.” 

 
She looked at me crossly.  “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 
 
I chuckled, and said, “Something dangerous -- we could look for a prom dress for you.” 
 
Oh, what a mix of feelings swept over her face!  After a very long few seconds she said, 

“Really?  You’d like to go?” 
 
I nodded.  “I’d like to take you.  Will you go with me?  Graduation, too?” 
 
She sighed and smiled, nodding.  “Yeah, I’ll do it -- with you.  My parents want me to go, but I 

was going to blow it off -- I left that place in January -- they’re not my tribe any more.” 
 
I nodded, and told her some of the things Beth had told me, about bringing closure to an 

important part of our lives, recognition, thanks, and so much more.  Telling Rachel helped me 
understand it better, understand how important it was for me to do it. 

 
Rachel nodded.  “Yeah, I guess so.  Besides, I’ll be there with someone from my own tribe.”  

She held my hand. 
 
All the things we needed to do in the rest of the afternoon raced through my mind.  “Okay, let’s 

get going.  Clothes, then food.” 
 
I’d dreamed of picking out a dress for Sherry -- I got to do it with Rachel.  I silently thanked 

Bridget for all the time we spent in shops in Paris, for all the time she spent trying on clothes and 
showing them off to me, for all her catty comments about what others were wearing. 

 
I told Rachel I knew just the shop -- two blocks from Galleries Lafayette in Paris -- but we 

wouldn’t get there today.  We eventually arrived at a more upscale shop at one end of the mall.  I’d 
lapsed almost totally into French; Rachel was keeping up quite well.  We ended up with a classic 
slinky black dress which showed off her figure very well.  Yes, there’d be more daring dresses at the 
prom, and more conservative, but this one Rachel would be able to wear more than once.  I plunked 
down $50 in cash for the store to put it on hold; Rachel would talk to her folks about the rest. 

 
We were walking back to the car.  Rachel was grinning ear to ear.  “Andy, this is going to be so 

cool...  What are you going to wear?  A tux?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I’m going to wear the suit Bridget picked out for me for a dinner we 

attended.  Would you like to hear about it?  We had an interesting taxi ride over.” 
 
As we got in the car, she said, “Yeah, tell me about it.” 
 
I waited until she’d buckled herself in.  “Well, the first thing I did when the taxi started off, was 

to touch her like this, and say, ‘Deep trance for me -- deep trance.’”  I caressed her gently, taking her 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 358� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

into trance.  She smiled, moaned, and gave herself to it.  I deepened her trance as we drove to the 
market, bringing her to orgasm as we pulled into the parking lot. 

 
She was a little wobbly as I helped her from the car.  “Wasn’t that a nice story?” I asked, taking 

her arm in mine. 
 
“Uh, yeah...  Wow....” 
 
We made more stops to get things, arriving back at the house at around three thirty.  We’d just 

set down our groceries in the kitchen when Beth came in from the office, rolling her shoulders.  She 
walked over to Rachel and gave her a hug. 

 
“It’s so nice to see you again,” Beth said. 
 
“It’s good to be here,” Rachel said with a little hesitation. 
 
“Did you take good care of Andy this morning?” 
 
Rachel blushed a little. 
 
“Yes, she did,” I said, giving Rachel a squeeze.  “And what’s even better, we’re going to the 

prom, and graduation together.” 
 
“That’s wonderful!” Beth exclaimed, hugging us both.  I filled Beth in on picking out Rachel’s 

dress, and what I planned to wear.  Beth smiled from ear to ear. 
 
“Oh, I’m so happy both of you are going!  But I need to get back to work, so I can enjoy a 

marvelous meal later on.”  She gave Rachel a little hug, and me a kiss on the cheek, then went back to 
the office, closing the door after her. 

 
I started unloading things. 
 
“Cool aunt,” Rachel said. 
 
I chuckled. “The best.  Saved my life.” 
 
We started preparing dinner.  Rachel needed some help with kitchen French.  As we talked, she 

told me how much she enjoyed being in the kitchen with me, helping me.  As I worked with her, I 
occasionally lapsed into Grand-mère’s voice, correcting and suggesting, demonstrating the traditional 
way. 

 
We had things under control -- things in the oven, things in the refrigerator.  We set the table, 

and I pulled Rachel over to the couch with me, pulling her into a kiss. 
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We necked for a while, and when things got quite heated, I paused and pulled her head to my 
shoulder, holding her.  She protested a bit, but then settled in.  I held her, caressed her, rocked her, 
without a word. 

 
I opened my eyes a while later to the sound of a door opening.  Rachel stirred and tried to sit 

up, but I held her where she was. 
 
Beth smiled to us.  “Don’t mind me -- I’m taking a potty break.”  She turned and walked to our 

bedroom. 
 
“Uh, good idea,” Rachel said, moving at my side.  I pulled her to a kiss, then directed her to the 

small bathroom.  I went to the kitchen to check on dinner.  Curried lamb over rice, veggies, and a salad 
-- a simple meal, but satisfying.  Grand-mère would approve.  I eyed a cold bottle of Pinot Blanc -- I 
couldn’t have any, as I was responsible for driving Rachel home. 

 
I heard someone approaching behind me, and felt a hand on my shoulder.  I turned into an 

embrace and a kiss -- Rachel. 
 
“When’s dinner?” Beth called out from a safe distance.  Rachel flinched and tried to pull away, 

but I held her for a moment, then relaxed away a bit. 
 
“I’ll start the rice steaming -- half an hour?” I called out. 
 
“Getting pretty steamy in there already!  That sounds fine.  Knock when dinner is ready!” 
 
We heard the door close again.  Rachel gave me a strange look.  I closed my eyes and kissed 

her again. 
 
We sat down to a nice dinner.  When Beth saw the two wine glasses, she looked at me smiling, 

then looked at the clock on the mantle -- the old Seth Thomas from my parent’s house, the only thing 
I’d wanted.  It was about five thirty. 

 
“Andy, you can have one glass of wine,” she told me. 
 
I nodded.  “Thank you.”  I got myself a glass and poured for myself, after I poured for the 

ladies.  “To good friends,” I raised my glass.  We toasted, and dug in. 
 
Rachel gave an expurgated version of what she’d done in the last few months, and I gave some 

equally expurgated descriptions of what I’d done.  At one point, when I tripped omitting some of the 
racy bits, Beth chuckled.  Rachel gave me quite a questioning look. 

 
As we enjoyed some cheese and then coffee after dinner, conversation moved to the summer, 

and what we’d be doing.  Things started at Cornell for Rachel at the end of August -- weeks before 
Stanford got underway.  Rachel wasn’t sure what she was going to do -- maybe take some classes at 
City.  Rachel turned to me. 
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I knew what I was doing.  After graduation, I would get on a plane to Paris, and spend most of 
my summer in an old chateau, learning under the keen eye and quick wit of Grand-mère. 

 
Rachel shook her head slowly and sighed.  She looked at the clock.  We’d had a very leisurely 

time of things -- it was almost eight.  She looked at me again, and gave out an almighty sigh. 
 
Beth chuckled -- Rachel and I looked to her.  Beth put a hand on Rachel’s arm and said, “Let’s 

talk, dear.”  The two ladies walked to the office together.  I finished clearing the table and loaded the 
dishwasher.  I’d washed all the dishes by hand and just about finished the pots when Beth called out, 
“Andy, where are your car keys?” 

 
“In the basket by the door, with yours,” I called out as I scrubbed a pot.  I should take some 

scouring pads with me when I went to France.  I heard the front door open, and felt a hand on my 
shoulder. 

 
I dried my hands and turned to Rachel.  She swept me into a kiss. 
 
After we kissed, she asked breathlessly, “Want to drive me home?” 
 
I sighed and held her to me.  I could feel hot, tight nipples pressing against my chest.  “Okay.” 
 
Then she whispered in my ear, “Like to spend the night?” 
 
It was my turn to be surprised.  I pulled back and looked at her, then toward the door, then back 

to her. 
 
“I’d like you to, Andy,” Rachel whispered.  Her hips softened into mine, moving in that special 

seductive way.  I heard the front door close again. 
 
“What would your parents think?” I asked softly. 
 
She moved her hips a little more.  “Before they left, my dad asked if I’d seen you recently.” 
 
I heard Beth approaching; I turned a bit, standing more or less by Rachel’s side. 
 
Beth stood in front of us, smiling. 
 
Rachel said, “Andy is going to take me home.  Thanks so much for everything.” 
 
“You’re welcome, dear.  It’s a pleasure to see you again.  When should I expect you back 

Andy?” she asked, turning to me. 
 
I could feel the heat rising in my neck and face.  I was on the spot. 
 
Beth and Rachel both chuckled.  Of course -- I’d been set up. 
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Might as well go for it.  “Uh, tomorrow morning?” 
 
“Why so early?” Beth asked with furrowed eyebrows and a wicked grin. 
 
I shook my head.  “Well, you do have a lot of writing to do.” 
 
Beth chuckled.  “Yes, I do.” 
 
We stood there for a moment, until Beth added, “Andy, don’t you think you should get some 

things together?” 
 
“Uh, yeah,” I managed to say, and stepped off to the bedroom.  But who slapped me in the ass 

as I walked by?  Rachel, or Beth?  Both were laughing. 
 
I tossed a few things into my small carry-on bag. 
 
“Oh my!  We don’t have anything for you to sleep in!” Beth said softly. 
 
I turned to see her closing the bedroom door.  She walked over to me and took me in her arms, 

kissing me passionately. 
 
“Make me proud of you, Andy,” she whispered, running her hands over my back. 
 
I didn’t know what to do -- I sighed and sat on the edge of the bed.  She stepped forward, and 

my arms automatically went around her waist.  She held and rocked me.  I started to let go. 
 
“No you don’t, Andy.  Awake and alert for me.  She’s quite a girl, Andy.  Make the most of 

your opportunity.” 
 
I stood up and kissed Beth once more.  “Thank you, Mistress,” I said softly.  She helped me get 

things from the bathroom. 
 
Rachel was waiting by the door, smiling, her hands together in front of her. 
 
“Have fun, kids -- don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Beth told us. 
 
I laughed, and gave her a quick hug.  “See you tomorrow afternoon,” I told her. 
 
“That sounds fine, Andrew.” 
 
Andrew?  I chuckled, and led Rachel out the door and to the car. 
 
I was about to start the engine when I had a thought.  I turned to Rachel. 
 
“Wait here for me.  I’ll be three or four minutes.”  I leaned over for a quick kiss and gentle feel. 
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I went back in the house.  As I walked into the office, Beth looked up in surprise, hands on the 
keyboard and a pencil between her teeth.  I smiled, holding one finger up to my lips.  “Shhh....” 

 
I led her to our bed, putting her on her back, with her head at the foot of the bed.  I touched her 

temples lightly.  She sighed. 
 
“Deep trance for me, Mistress,” I whispered in response. 
 
I eased her into trance, and told her how much she meant to me.  Then I stroked her to orgasm, 

and left her to rest for five minutes, waking up refreshed, loved, and cherished.  I kissed her on the 
forehead and walked out. 

 
I buckled my seat belt and started the engine.  “Ready?” I asked with a smile. 
 
Rachel gave me a complex look, then shook her head.  “Very cool aunt.” 
 
I nodded.  “Like I said -- she’s the best.” 
 
We drove to her place; I parked in the driveway.  I got my bag from the back seat, and as I was 

about to lock the doors, Rachel said, “Unlock the back for me.” 
 
I looked to her, and hit the button on the remote to open the back.  She stepped to it, opening it 

as I closed the back door.  She reached in and pulled out a large garment bag.  She smiled and walked 
to the front door. 

 
I sighed and locked the car.  Was it?  It had to be.  Thank you, Beth. 
 
Rachel locked the door behind me, and gave me a peck on the cheek.  She pointed to the 

bathroom off the family room.  “Why don’t you go clean up.  I’ll call you when I’m ready.”  She 
walked off with quite the sway in her hips. 

 
I cleaned up, even brushing my teeth and running my electric shaver over my face again. 
 
I looked over the kitchen, checking out what I had to work with for breakfast.  Some eggs, half 

a package of sliced bacon, cheese -- we’d do fine. 
 
“Oh Andy....” a sweet sexy voice called out. 
 
I sighed, picked up my bag, and walked down the hall to her room. 
 
The lights were dim as I walked in, looking for her.  The perfume hit me next, thick and 

luscious.  I sighed and took a deep breath.  That must have been her cue to step out from her bathroom. 
 
She was wearing the coat, a look of lust, and not much else.  She ran her hands along the sides 

of the coat, stepping over to me and taking me in her arms. 
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I touched her delicately, feeling the softness of the coat, and her underneath it.  She helped me 
undress, caressing me with the coat whenever she could. 

 
Oh, I wanted to lose myself in her!  But as we kissed, backing up to her bed, I eased her to her 

back, kissing my way down her body.  The perfume was fresh on her breasts.  The scent was seductive 
and powerful, but it didn’t taste very good.  I’d let that fade a bit -- I kissed my way down. 

 
She’d perfumed her trimmed thatch as well, and the perfume mixed with her own aroma as I 

slid her bottom closer to the edge of the bed, teasing her with my tongue. 
 
She was more delicious than she’d been in the morning, and more relaxed.  She was just as 

loud, though, or maybe a bit louder, less restrained. 
 
“Oh!  Enough!  Up here, please!” she called to me later.  I was halfway to that dream world, at 

least, as I moved on to the bed.  She pulled me to a nipple surrounded in fur, said, “I’ve got you, Andy.  
Relax, Andy,” and I was all the way there. 

 
So soft, so gentle, yet so intense -- I came to fireworks, then relaxed into softness. 
 
I woke up in the dark, needing to pee.  Quarter to two -- that’s what the clock said as I found 

my way to the bathroom.  Sitting on the can, I realized I hadn’t used a condom.  I sighed and shook my 
head. 

 
“Something the matter?” 
 
I looked up to see Rachel standing in the doorway, illuminated by the nightlight.  I stood up, 

flushing, and stepped to her.  She stepped around me, and sat on the toilet.  I went back to the bed, 
sitting on the edge, waiting. 

 
She came back and stood between my legs, holding me to her.  She sighed as she held me. 
 
“We didn’t use a condom,” I whispered. 
 
She stopped her rocking, and went down on her knees in front of me. 
 
“Andy, Beth and I talked about it.  It’s safe.  She grilled me like I’ve never been grilled before.  

She told me we didn’t have to.  Okay?” 
 
I sighed again, and pulled her closer.  “I’m sorry.  God, that was incredible.  Thank you.” 
 
She moved up on the bed, pulling me to her again.  “I’ll say -- you are so good!” 
 
We were rolling around, touching, feeling, kissing.  We slid together and made love gently.  

Afterwards, I pulled her head to my shoulder, an arm around her.  She snuggled in and we went back 
to sleep. 
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We held each other quietly in the morning.  That’s one of my favorites, holding and being held 
in the morning, not quite awake and not quite asleep.  We finally got up to use the bathroom, 
showering together.  At one point, I had her pressed against the back of the shower, kissing her and 
running my hands over her.  She repositioned me with a hand, and I slid into her.  She pulled her legs 
up, and suddenly I found myself supporting both of us, as she held my shoulders and rocked her hips.  
Somehow I managed to get us sitting, our lips pressed together as we rocked under the cascading 
water. 

 
I move a hand between us to get to her button.  She tilted back to give me access.  That slight 

movement made an incredible difference, repositioning both of us.  I was suddenly pushing up against 
her inner gate.  From the way she moaned and moved, I could tell she was close.  I felt myself getting 
close as well.  I managed to get a wet nipple in my mouth, bending over a bit.  She held the back of my 
head and rocked more, pulling both of us over the edge. 

 
We gasped, holding on to each other, water cascading over us. 
 
After a while, I said, “We should get up.” 
 
“Why?  I like where I am.” 
 
“We’re running out of hot water.” 
 
Rachel laughed and kissed me, sliding her body around on mine.  We managed to get up and 

rinse again.  I helped her, and she helped me.  We also helped each other dry off. 
 
As she started in on her hair, I kissed her side and said, “I’ll start coffee and breakfast.” 
 
She said, “Mmmm....” 
 
I put on a T-shirt and sweat pants.  On the way out of her bedroom, I picked Beth’s coat off the 

floor at the foot of the bed.  I was going to put it on the bed, but held it to me first.  I buried my face in 
the lush fullness of the collar, letting the perfume and softness fill me.  I held it, rocking slightly, 
starting to drift.... 

 
Had that been the way this started, months ago?  I sighed and set it down on the bed. 
 
When Rachel joined me in the kitchen, she was wearing her soft robe. 
 
“Coffee will be ready in a minute,” I told her, reaching to turn the bacon. 
 
She pulled me over for a kiss.  She’d put on more perfume.  I enjoyed her softness. 
 
But I needed to pull away.  “I need to tend to breakfast,” I whispered, running my hands over 

her. 
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She sighed and sat in a chair by the kitchen table.  As I did breakfast, more words poured out of 
her -- what dicks most men were, only interested in getting off, getting her clothes off.  She knew she 
needed to go to college, but wasn’t sure what she was going to do. 

 
She gave me one of those looks, and said that I’d probably had my entire schedule figured out.  

I laughed and told her that while I had an initial plan, I also knew it would change, and probably 
change a lot. 

 
I looked at the eggs.  They needed to cook for a bit.  I put down my wooden spoon and went to 

her side.  I got down on my knees and put my head in her lap, my arms around her waist.  We both 
sighed.  She put a hand on my back. 

 
We had a nice breakfast.  Rachel thought it was special, so I guess it was.  I cleaned up the 

kitchen afterwards; she dried things. 
 
“What shall we do now?” she asked, pressing her hips into mine gently, her hands around the 

back of my neck. 
 
“I’d like to show you something,” I told her softly. 
 
“Mmmm, what might that be?” she said with a sensuous wiggle. 
 
I led her back to the bedroom and on to the bed.  I moved to sitting between her legs. 
 
“Going to get undressed?” she asked as I opened her robe. 
 
“Eventually.  Close your eyes and relax for me; just relax.” 
 
She gave me a delicious moaning sigh as she closed her eyes. 
 
I stroked her gently, taking her into trance.  I slipped off my T-shirt and shorts, and got the 

coat.  I paused for a moment, holding it to me, breathing deeply. 
 
Then I started talking to her about the waves, how they came and went, in and out, so relaxing.  

I parted her legs, moving her knees up, and slid into her -- she was so warm and tight.  And as she rode 
the waves, in and out, in and out, so relaxing, they built up, carrying her higher and higher, yet more 
and more relaxed, in and out, higher and higher, more and more relaxed. 

 
I put the fur side of the coat on her skin as I slid in and out of her slowly.  “The waves are so 

sensuous,” I said, “In and out, higher and higher, more and more relaxed,” letting her enjoy every 
sensation more and more.  As I slid in and out, I moved the fur on her gently.  I closed my eyes and let 
Beth’s voice take over.  I knew she had done this to me, riding me gently, slowly. 

 
“The waves are carrying you higher than you’ve ever been before, so intense, so good, but 

when you come, riding the waves, you come so intensely, but so gently, becoming those relaxing 
waves, drifting, floating, relaxing so much more than you ever have before.” 
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My eyes were closed, and I felt the edge of the coat brushing up against me.  Part of me was 

talking, guiding both of us, and part of me was riding those waves, becoming one with those waves 
once again.  I let that part of me take us higher and yet more relaxed, one with the waves, finally 
coming, coming, coming, and drifting into relaxation once again. 

 
When I woke, I was initially concerned we’d spooged the coat, but it seemed to be out of the 

way.  I was on Rachel’s side; she was on her back.  One sleeve of the coat was nearby.  I took it and 
drifted it over Rachel’s breasts. 

 
She stirred, moving her head at first, then pressing the plush fabric to her with a hand.  She 

opened her eyes and rolled to me a bit. 
 
“Hi there,” I said softly.  “Nice trip?” 
 
“Wow.  That’s my kind of body surfing.” 
 
I chuckled with her.  We sat up and kissed.  We hadn’t stained the coat, but we had left a very 

nice wet spot on the bedclothes.  We got up, and after some feeling and kissing, I helped her strip the 
bed and load things into the wash. 

 
Somehow we got started picking up the house.  I’d done a pretty good job in the kitchen earlier, 

and that extended itself.  In the process we spent some time on the sofa in the family room, and in the 
living room, the small bed in the guest room, ending up in her parent’s bedroom, on their king-sized 
bed.  We rolled around for a bit, but she got up. 

 
“Wait right here,” she said with a leer, and took off down the hall.  She returned wearing the 

coat, and holding a perfume bottle in one hand.  She gave the bottle a shake. 
 
“Wait.  Come here, please,” I asked as I sat up.  I held out my hand for the bottle.  She handed 

it to me.  I took out the glass stopper, and smelled the perfume.  It was grand. 
 
“It’s my mom’s.  I like it,” she said. 
 
“So do I,” I told her, looking up.  I handed her the stopper.  “Taste it,” I suggested. 
 
She touched the stopper to her tongue, and made a face.  I smiled, holding out my hand.  She 

handed the stopper back to me.  I pulled her closer, so she was standing by the side of the bed. 
 
“That’s why,” I told her as I got more perfume on the glass stopper and spread it over the tops 

of her breasts, and the side of her neck, “you put it where you want my nose.” 
 
She took the stopper from me with a smile.  I was surprised she didn’t put a dab on her nicely 

trimmed bush, but she put the stopper back in the bottle, and put it on the nightstand.  She leaned over 
me, pushing me on to my back on the bed, sliding the fur over my body. 
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“Now you’re going to get it,” she whispered lustily. 
 
“Promises, promises....” 
 
She slid on top of me, teasing and enticing.  We rolled around on the bed; I tried to get her on 

her back, but she wouldn’t let me.  I tried once again, but she held me to a breast, wrapping a fur-
covered arm around my head and holding me to her. 

 
She didn’t take me into trance -- I think we were both halfway there on our own.  She rode me, 

slowly, gently, and kissed me as we came. 
 
“Oh, shit!” she said, pulling me back to reality quickly. 
 
“What?” 
 
“I didn’t get a towel.  This spread is dry-clean only.” 
 
I reached with a toe and managed to snag my T-shirt, getting it to her.  We got up and hugged, 

kissing as we stood by the side of the bed. 
 
It was my turn to look at the clock and sigh -- a little after one in the afternoon.  “I need to get 

going.  I have to make a stop, and change clothes before dinner.” 
 
Rachel pulled me closer, running the soft fabric of the coat over me.  “Oh, I like what you’re 

wearing now.  Like what I’ve got on?” 
 
I chuckled -- parts of me definitely did.  “Yes, but I still need to go.” 
 
She held me close, pulling my head to the collar.  “I could keep you here.  I know how,” she 

said as she slid a hand to the back of my head. 
 
I sighed again.  “I’ve got dinner reservations.  Another time, I promise.”  Oh, it would be so 

nice to let go again. 
 
“Meanie.  What do you need to get?” 
 
“Flowers.” 
 
She pulled my head up and we had a brief kiss. 
 
“There’s a good shop at the mall.  I’ll drive over with you.  I need to get a new bra to go with 

the dress, and shoes.” 
 
“Oh, but it would be so nice to let go to you again,” I whispered in her ear.  I let my face sink 

into the collar of the coat again. 
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She held me.  “You are so good when I get you like that.”  With a squeeze and a sigh, she let 
me go.  “But now I want to go shopping.  Let’s get dressed.” 

 
We went back to her room after we straightened out the bedding. 
 
I was sitting on the edge of the bed, putting on my socks when she stepped over to me, holding 

her bra in her hands. 
 
“Kiss them goodbye for a while?  They really like you.” 
 
I put my arms around her waist, pulling her closer.  “It’s mutual.”  I closed in on a nipple for 

more than a kiss.  She held and rocked me.  I drifted in her embrace. 
 
We packed the coat back in its bag -- it was surprisingly unstained.  I followed her to the mall. 
 
“Who are the flowers for?” she asked as we stepped into the florist. 
 
“For Aunt Beth.  She saved my life.  I’m taking her to dinner tonight.” 
 
Rachel gave me a slight smile and a very complex look, or series of looks, resolving into her 

shaking her head a little, smiling a little more.  How much had Beth told her?  How much had Rachel 
guessed?  I sighed and smiled, and pulled her into a hug. 

 
We parted with another hug and kiss a few minutes later, as I left with a dozen roses. 
 
“See you tomorrow?” she asked. 
 
“I’m working, but I could drop by tomorrow night -- and talk.” 
 
She put out her lower lip in a pout, but then smiled and hugged me.  “Okay!  Have fun.”  Then 

she gave me a look of lust.  “God, I want to keep you in bed with me for a week!” 
 
A couple standing nearby gave us strange looks.  We laughed, kissed once more, and I headed 

off. 
 
I left the coat and my bag in the car when I got to the house.  I went in with the roses.  Beth 

wasn’t in the office.  As I walked down the hall, I heard the shower running.  I set the roses on the 
bathroom counter, and went to bring in the bags. 

 
I hung her coat back in the closet, and took my bag to the laundry, dumping things into the 

washing machine, adding more stuff from the laundry basket to make a full load. 
 
As I did, I had another dangerous idea.  I laughed out loud, and after starting the laundry, went 

to the office and turned on my computer.  I sent off two e-mail messages before Beth walked in.  She 
was wearing the robe I’d given her, and a smile. 
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“Andy, thank you so much for the flowers.” 
 
I stood up and hugged her.  Her hair was still wet.  “Thank you, Mistress.  Thank you for so 

much.”  I held her and squeezed her.  She started moving her hips seductively. 
 
“Want to thank me some more?” she asked, with a bit of tongue in my ear. 
 
I sighed and held her.  “After dinner?  We need to get ready and get going.” 
 
She kissed me.  “You’re right.” 
 
As she stepped away, I held her arms and confessed, “And I need a chance to recover.” 
 
She laughed and held me.  “Oh, did that girl wear you out?” 
 
“I think it was mutual.  God, Beth -- what a trip.” 
 
“You’ll have to tell me all about it.  Did you enjoy my gift?” 
 
“I’ll do more than tell you -- we both enjoyed it very much, and returned it unscathed.” 
 
“I need to do my hair.  Do you need a shower first?” 
 
“It wouldn’t hurt.” 
 
I showered.  We both got dressed, and out the door, arriving at the restaurant about ten minutes 

early.  They had quite a crowd, not surprising for Mother’s Day. 
 
I wore my suit, the one I’d wear to the prom.  Beth was dressed simply and beautifully.  I was 

recognized and greeted in French; we were pulled through the crowd and shown to a table, a corner 
table.  Our host walked away, reappearing with an envelope addressed to me.  I opened it.  It had a 
note from Ben, telling me dinner was on him.  That filled me with very mixed feelings.  They must 
have showed. 

 
“What is it?” Beth asked. 
 
I smiled as I showed her the note.  Our host stood by, smiling. 
 
“Oh Andy, that’s very nice of him.” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes it is, but I wanted to do it myself.” 
 
She nodded and squeezed my hand. 
 
Our host told us a menu had been selected, and the meal paid for, compliments of Mister 

Carmichael. 
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Beth was brought a glass of Kir -- Champagne and Chambord.  I had a fizzy fruit thing.  I 

raised my glass to her and said, “I don’t know how to thank you enough.”  Her eyes were misty; mine 
were as well. 

 
Our meal was superb.  I mentioned I did my shopping at the farmer’s market they’d suggested, 

and loved the quality.  I don’t recall how it got mentioned, but they found out I was going back to the 
chateau for the summer.  I was surprised to see Beth had a small copy of the sepia-toned picture of me 
in her bag.  Our host looked at it, and took it to show the chef.  They’d put together a list of places I 
simply had to visit. 

 
We were practically dragged back to the kitchen after we finished our meal.  We stayed as 

briefly as possible, knowing it was a madhouse.  We thanked them profusely.  I spoke to our host, and 
arranged a reservation for 2 for prom night in two weeks. 

 
“Oh, Andy, that was delicious -- almost as good as one of your meals,” Beth told me as we 

drove off. 
 
I held her hand.  “Thank you, Mistress.  And thank you, Ben.” 
 
“What were you going on about at the end?” 
 
I’d been speaking French, doing planning for the Prom.  “Oh, making reservations for two for 

prom night.” 
 
“Isn’t it a bit out of the way?” 
 
“Not for good food, it isn’t.” 
 
When we got home, Beth spent a while getting her things organized for the week.  I spent some 

time doing the same.  Ben would be by in the morning. 
 
“I think I want to go to four days a week,” I said out loud. 
 
Beth looked up, stuffing things in her bag.  “Working or not working?” 
 
I laughed.  “Good point.  I’ll talk to Ben.” 
 
“Have you set limits on your schedule in France?  Are you going to be chained to the kitchen 

all the time?” 
 
Hmmm....  “Another good point.  Negotiation is in order.” 
 
She raised an eyebrow.  “I’d think so.” 
 
We were in the bathroom, getting ready for bed. 
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Beth asked, “Ah, just what are you, ah, thinking about, Andy?” 
 
I chuckled; I was standing next to her, both of us naked.  I had quite the erection. 
 
I turned to her, putting a hand on her back.  “I was thinking about the surprise you sent with us.  

Would you like to know what we did?” 
 
She turned and smiled. 
 
I said, “I’d like to show you.” 
 
She nodded.  I led her to our bed. 
 
“Relax, Mistress.  Relax and let me cherish and adore you,” I said, caressing her.  She smiled 

and closed her eyes.  I eased her into trance, then went to get the coat.  I repeated with her what I’d 
done with Rachel, repeating what she’d done with me, riding those waves together, going to sleep 
holding her afterwards. 

 
Monday morning, I remembered I had the Volvo -- I drove over to Ben and Emily’s place to 

pick him up.  I watched as he and Emily embraced and kissed on the porch.  She waved to me, smiling. 
 
“Where to, boss?” I asked. 
 
He smiled as he buckled himself in.  “Oh, to those cheap bastards in Westwood again.” 
 
I nodded, and started off. 
 
I thanked him for picking up dinner.  We talked about the meal a bit.  Then I told him I’d be 

going to the prom, and to graduation.  Ben thought that was grand.  Then I told him I’d be going with 
Rachel. 

 
“Not the cheerleader?” he asked with furrowed eyebrows. 
 
I laughed.  “No, she’s a brainy type -- but very good looking.” 
 
He nodded his approval.  Then I told him about more dangerous visions -- inviting her to come 

to France with me for the summer.  I’d already heard from M. Dumont -- he and his wife were excited 
by idea. 

 
Ben liked the audacity of my plan.  Who did I need to talk to?  Oh, just a few people, I told him 

-- Rachel, her parents, Beth.  He laughed and shook his head. 
 
Oh, and I want to cut back on work through the next two weeks.  I had a lot of loose ends to 

clean up. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 372� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

Ben didn’t have a problem with that.  Kelly was telling him he needed to spend more time in 
the office anyway.  I could work in the office, maybe drive him two or three days a week. 

 
We dealt with the folks in Westwood.  They weren’t too bad, really -- more bark than bite.  

They did want our products.  We got to head home early, beating the traffic somewhat. 
 
When I asked Ben if he wanted to drive so he could drop me off, he told me I could use the car 

until Wednesday.  He’d need it Thursday and Friday, and I could have those days off.  Sounded good 
to me. 

 
I swung by Rachel’s place, arriving a little before six.  I parked on the street and walked up to 

the door.  I rang the bell, and her dad answered it. 
 
“Andy!  Great to see you!  Please come in.” 
 
We shook hands and I went inside.  “Is Rachel here?” 
 
He shook his head.  “No -- she and her mom went to check out this dress the two of you picked 

out.  I’m meeting them for dinner.  Would you like to join us?” 
 
Okay, he didn’t seem upset -- that’s good news.  “Uh, I’ll need to make a phone call first, but 

that sounds good.” 
 
I grabbed my phone and called Beth.  Rachel’s dad picked up a phone and gave his wife a call, 

letting her know I was coming along.  I guess she liked the idea.  I got the answering machine, so I left 
a message, telling her I’d been invited out to dinner by Rachel’s parents.  I folded up the phone and 
looked at Rachel’s dad again.  I wasn’t sure how to start. 

 
He looked at me and laughed.  Then he shook his head and took me into the kitchen.  We sat 

down on wooden chairs around the kitchen table. 
 
“Andy, we’re very happy you ran into Rachel.  She was so happy when we got home -- she 

couldn’t talk fast enough!  You’re just what she needs right now.  What are your plans for the 
summer?” 

 
I smiled a little.  This just might work!  I told him I’d be going back to France, working in the 

Chateau, and studying.  I told him about the chateau, the people I worked with, what a wonderful 
environment it was, and how much I’d learned there in a short time.  I also mentioned how much the 
Dumonts were looking forward to me coming back, how much they needed the help. 

 
He seemed let down, sighing.  They were worried about Rachel this summer, worried she’d get 

into trouble, not knowing what to do until school started in late August.  Then he looked at his watch. 
 
“We need to get going.”  Then he looked at me and said, “Why don’t you drive?  I can ride 

back with them.” 
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I stood up.  “Sure.  Sounds good to me.” 
 
We walked out and got into the car. 
 
“This is nice.  Graduation present?” he asked. 
 
I chuckled a little.  “Might be, I’m not sure.”  I told him about working for Ben. 
 
Then, stuck in evening commute traffic as we were, I went for it. 
 
“Sir, I want to take Rachel to France this summer, to work with me in the chateau.  I’ve already 

spoken to the Dumonts, and they’re all for it.  It’s a wonderful, safe environment, out in the French 
countryside.” 

 
After a bit of silence, which I took no steps to fill, he asked, “How much would this cost?” 
 
I’d thought about that.  “Nothing, sir.  We’ll be paid a little for working at the chateau, but her 

air fare is taken care of, if she can go.” 
 
“And how long would this be for?” 
 
My heart was beating a little faster.  “As long as she can stay.  I’ll be there for the summer.  For 

her, probably until early August.” 
 
“And there are other people there all the time?” 
 
Aha -- looking for adult supervision.  “Yes.  Madame Dumont is there all the time, and her 

husband on the weekends.  She spoke of having another couple working there as well.  And Grand- 
mère is teaching me to cook.” 

 
He chuckled.  “We’ve heard about your cooking.  I’ll talk to Pat about it.  How would I contact 

these people?” 
 
Damn -- I hadn’t written that out.  “I can get you phone numbers and email addresses.  I think 

the Dumonts speak English fairly well -- we speak French exclusively while there.  I can also put you 
in touch with my advisor at Stanford -- he’s arranging a study program for me.” 

 
I glanced over to see him nod his head.  “Okay, that would be good.” 
 
We lapsed into silence for a few minutes.  As we pulled into the parking lot of a restaurant at 

one end of the shopping mall, he asked, “What does Rachel think of this?” 
 
I sighed.  “She doesn’t know yet.  I wanted to talk to you first.  I didn’t want to get her hopes 

up.” 
 
“When were you going to tell her, ask her, as if she’d say no?” 
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I smiled.  “How about we fix dinner Thursday or Friday night, and I ask her then?  Would that 

give you and your wife time enough to decide?” 
 
He chuckled.  “I think it would.  Thursday night would work.  We’re going to a party Friday 

night.  Okay, I’ll talk to Pat later, and not a word to Rachel.” 
 
We got out of the car.  I locked it and held out my hand.  We shook again.  “Thank you, sir.  I 

think it would be a tremendous experience.” 
 
He laughed.  “I’m sure it will be, Andy.” 
 
We walked into the restaurant.  Rachel and her mom were waiting in the lobby.  Rachel 

bounced up and almost ran over to me, skidding to a stop a couple of feet away.  Her mom and dad 
laughed.  I gave her a hug as her parents hugged. 

 
“Hi sweetie,” I whispered in her ear, “Calm and relaxed -- calm and relaxed.”  She sighed as I 

stepped away from her. 
 
Her mom held out her hand.  “Andy, I’m Pat.  It’s so good to meet you at last!  We’ve heard a 

lot about you, especially in the last day.” 
 
We were seated fairly quickly.  I got to sit next to Rachel.  She looked far more relaxed. 
 
The “adults” ordered drinks, and we got iced tea.  What a pisser. 
 
Rachel’s dad looked to his wife and asked, “Want to tell me about this dress?” 
 
Pat took a sip of her drink and gave him a wistful look.  “Joe, it’s beautiful.  Our little girl has 

grown up.” 
 
I squeezed Rachel’s hand under the table.  She blushed a little. 
 
“It’s not too...” her dad said. 
 
Pat shook her head.  “No, I was worried at first, but it’s a very elegant dress.”  She looked to 

me and raised her glass. 
 
We had a nice meal.  I could tell some of the dishes had been sitting under warming lights for a 

while, and there wasn’t anything you could call presentation in how it was served, but things were 
tasty.  We talked about what I’d done in Europe -- I provided the expurgated version.  We talked about 
what I was going to do during the summer.  Rachel sighed when I mentioned I already had my plane 
tickets. 

 
Her dad handed me one of his business cards.  “Email me the information,” he said.  Also on 

the back of the card he’d written “Thursday dinner?” 
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I put the card in my pocket and turned to Rachel.  “Like to help me cook dinner on Thursday?  

I’ve got the day off.” 
 
She nodded.  “Cool.  What are we going to fix?” 
 
The four of us talked about it for a bit.  Her mom remarked about pie crusts -- she must have 

talked with Sherry’s parents, or Donna’s.  Rachel’s dad picked up the bill for dinner.  We stood up to 
leave.  I got Rachel’s chair for her. 

 
As we walked to the door, I thanked them again for dinner. 
 
Rachel’s dad turned to his wife and said, “I’ll ride home with you.  Andy can drop Rachel off.”  

He looked at Rachel and I.  “Okay?” he asked. 
 
Rachel looked surprised.  “Sure, thanks,” she said. 
 
Her parents exited the restaurant arm in arm, walking back to the shopping mall. 
 
When they’d walked more or less out of sight, Rachel turned to me, grabbed me, and gave me a 

big kiss. 
 
“I want you.  Thank you for ‘calm and relaxed,’ that was a big help.” 
 
I held her.  “Thank Beth -- she taught me that one.” 
 
Rachel sighed and hugged me.  “Oh, it’s so pretty -- even mom thinks so.” 
 
I started walking us back to the car.  “What did you tell them when they got home?” 
 
She laughed and shook her head. 
 
“What?” I asked as we buckled up. 
 
“This morning mom wanted to know who I’d had over -- the house was cleaner than when 

they’d left.” 
 
“And you told her?” 
 
She squeezed my hand as we started out of the parking lot.  “I told her you’d been over and 

helped me clean up.  I’d already told them about running into you at the book store, and wanting me to 
go to graduation and the Prom with you, and picking out the dress, and so much more.” 

 
“Like making love on their bed?” 
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She laughed and ran a hand over my right thigh.  “That may have slipped my mind.  What are 
you doing tomorrow?” 

 
I sighed and held her hand.  “I’m working tomorrow and Wednesday.  Slave-driver Ben has 

graciously given me Thursday and Friday off, but he’s taking the car, so I’ll be back to the old bagnole.  
Next week will be light as well -- we’ve got the honors assembly at school on Thursday morning, the 
Prom Friday, and graduation Saturday.  We’ve already got reservations for dinner before the Prom.” 

 
Rachel giggled a little.  “Oh, this is going to be fun!  I’m actually looking forward to it!  I can’t 

believe it!” 
 
“Do your parents know I spent the night?” I asked. 
 
Rachel sighed a little.  “I think mom’s pretty sure, but she didn’t come out and ask, and I didn’t 

say.  God, I’m going to miss you this summer.” 
 
I smiled, at least to my self.  I hope things work out, sweetie, I thought. 
 
I stopped about two blocks away from her house. 
 
“Why are we stopping here,” she started to ask. 
 
I quieted her and explained by unbuckling my seatbelt and hers, and pulling her over into a 

kiss.  She accepted my explanation eagerly. 
 
“Oh God, I don’t know how I’m going to last until Thursday morning.  I need you in me,” she 

panted. 
 
I thought about putting her in trance, but decided not to.  I buckled my seatbelt again, and 

giving a breast a gentle fondle, said, “Buckle up.  We’ll live.  Something to look forward to.” 
 
She sighed a mighty sigh.  “Meanie.” 
 
I laughed and took her home.  The front porch light was on.  I pulled into the driveway.  We 

had a brief (for us) kiss, and I walked her to the door.  Her mom opened it. 
 
“Back so soon?” she asked. 
 
Rachel turned to me and sighed.  I laughed.  “See you later, sweetie,” I said, and gave her a 

peek on the cheek.  Rachel gave me a hug and went inside. 
 
The place was mostly dark when I got home.  The light over the stove was on, and a note on the 

fridge from Beth told me she’d be home later.  There were dishes in the sink -- she’d had something to 
eat. 
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I went to the office and sent e-mail to France, copying Rachel’s dad, giving names, phone 
numbers, addresses.  I included Beth’s name and her phone numbers as well.  I told the Dumonts (in 
English and French) that Rachel’s parents would be contacting them, as they had some questions.  I 
looked forward to seeing them again. 

 
That sent off, I went back to the kitchen and cleaned up, thinking about what I’d want to bring 

to cook on Thursday. 
 
“Hi there -- have a good dinner?” Beth asked, giving me a hug and a kiss.  I’d just finished 

cleaning the kitchen. 
 
I hugged her -- she felt so good.  I wanted to melt into her, or have her on top of me. 
 
“Mmmm, you must have,” she murmured.  “Want to tell me about it, or do you want to wait 

and tell me in the morning?” 
 
I sighed and took her over to the couch. 
 
“Beth, I want to take Rachel to France with me for the summer.”  I didn’t quite blurt it out, but 

it came out quicker than I’d planned. 
 
She nodded -- an Emily nod that made me chuckle a bit. 
 
“What does she think about that?” Beth asked. 
 
I shook my head, sighing a little.  “Don’t know.  I talked to her dad about it tonight.  He’s 

going to talk to her mom.  I’ve already asked the Dumonts, and they’re all for it.  If her parents say yes, 
I’ll ask Rachel the end of the week when we fix dinner for her folks.” 

 
“You are busy Friday night!” Beth told me emphatically. 
 
I nodded, “We’re doing dinner for her folks on Thursday.  They’re busy Friday.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Okay, sorry about that.  We have a dinner on Friday.  How did her 

dad feel about you wanting to take their little girl away for the summer?” 
 
I chuckled.  “I didn’t quite put it in those terms -- I posed it as an educational opportunity.” 
 
Beth laughed, holding my hands.  “I’ll bet you did.  Well, what did he say?” 
 
I nodded again.  “I’ve learned so much from you, and from Emily.  Actually, I think they’re 

both concerned about having Rachel bouncing around for a couple of months with nothing to do.  She 
got pretty lost the last few months.  Hopefully, I’m presenting them with an attractive alternative.” 

 
Beth gave me a low laugh. 
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“I also want to pay her air fare,” I added. 
 
Beth sat up a little more, raising an eyebrow.  “Oh, you do?”  She nodded a bit.  “Andy, are you 

sure about this?” 
 
I sighed.  “Yes.  I talked about it with Ben.  I exchanged e-mail with the Dumonts.  From what 

Rachel has told me the last few days, I think it would be great for her.  I’d really like it as well.  It 
would be nicer if you could be there with me....” 

 
She nodded slowly and sighed.  “But that’s not realistic.” 
 
“So?  How I’d love to show you the chateau, and the countryside.  How I’d love to hear your 

cries echoing off those old, old stone walls.” 
 
“Would you settle for hearing them echoing off drywall?” she asked, looking into my eyes. 
 
“Oh yes, Mistress.  Use me, please,” I whispered. 
 
She led me into our bedroom.  We got ready for bed. 
 
“Look into my eyes,” she told me, as we stood naked by the side of the bed. 
 
I looked into her eyes.  Her hands moved up my body, making me sigh and quiver, coming to 

rest holding my head.  She started to speak, and I fell into her eyes.  I went down on her, and after that, 
she rode me deliciously, her weight so comforting on top of me. 

 
We held each other and went to sleep. 
 
While she showered the next morning, I checked e-mail.  I had a reply, in English and French, 

from the Dumonts, actually sent to Rachel’s folks with a copy to me.  I printed it out, along with my 
earlier e-mails to them on this crazy scheme, and left them on the kitchen counter. 

 
I helped Beth dry off.  We both got a little carried away, and soon I was pushing her back to the 

bed, or maybe she was pulling me.  She is so tasty when she gets out of the shower -- I had to dive 
between her legs and eat her. 

 
I wanted to keep on eating her, but she pulled me up, and I slid into her.  Her legs wound 

around me as we rocked on the edge of the bed.  Her eyes were closed and her head was rolling back 
and forth.  It was wonderful. 

 
Then her eyes snapped open and she grabbed my head.  With a feral grin she started talking, 

softly.  I only heard the first few words -- the world started spinning.  The sensations which had been 
incredible got more intense, and I was soon pumping into her. 

 
With a laugh she hauled me dizzily back to the bathroom and into the shower.  Under the 

running water we kissed.  She rinsed briefly and got out, leaving me there. 
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I shook my head and reached for the shampoo. 
 
After I’d dried and dressed, I made my way to the kitchen.  Toast and coffee were waiting for 

me.  Beth was looking through the pages of e-mail. 
 
“I’d say you prepped your accomplices pretty well,” she told me after taking a sip of her coffee. 
 
I sat down and kissed her hand.  “Thank you Mistress.  Thank you for last night, and this 

morning.  Thank you for holding me.” 
 
She laughed softly.  “Andy, thank you.  You are so nice to hold, and you hold me so well.  I 

envy Rachel.  You’re going to spoil that girl.” 
 
I sighed.  “I hope I get the chance.” 
 
She stood up.  “I think you will.  I’ve got class tonight, so I won’t be home until half past nine 

at the earliest.  Should I call as I leave school?” 
 
I looked up to her as I spread jam on my toast.  “I don’t think that’s necessary.  You don’t mind 

me ... with Rachel?” 
 
She sighed, her weight shifting on to one hip.  “Andy....  Part of me minds -- I’m jealous, and 

want to keep you for myself.  Another part of me is very happy, for both of you.”  Then her nostrils 
flared.  “And another part of me would like to be there, and take you both into trance, and take you on 
a ride you’d never forget.” 

 
I didn’t know what to say.  “Your wish is my command, Mistress,” I whispered.  God, what a 

trip that would be. 
 
She laughed, letting her head go back.  Then she looked at me.  “Don’t you dare, Andy -- not 

yet at least.  Bed her well.  I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
She started to walk out.  I stood up and hugged her.  She held me, running a hand to the bulge 

in the front of my pants.  She laughed soft and low once more.  We kissed, and she headed out the 
door. 

 
I sighed, then laughed, then cleaned up the kitchen.  I brushed my teeth again, and headed out 

the door. 
 
We hit Laguna Beach and Newport that day.  I told Ben of my discussions with Beth, and with 

Rachel’s dad.  Some times he laughed, some times he nodded, some times he gave me his “hrmpf” of 
contemplation.  We had fish tacos sitting out on a sun-drenched patio in Newport Beach. 

 
Driving home through the traffic, I broke into laughter -- I’d been thinking about what Beth had 

said, taking the two of us into trance -- when I realized she’d done that already.  Making love with 
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Rachel, I could hear Beth’s voice as I took the two of us deeper.  Some of the time, I didn’t know what 
I was saying -- it was Beth saying it, through me.  And yes, it was intense. 

 
Ben wanted to know what the outburst was.  I shook my head and smiled.  He made a face, 

then smiled. 
 
We went to the office and I put in a couple of hours helping with paperwork.  I got home a little 

before six.  I called Rachel, but she wasn’t home.  With a sigh, I made myself a light supper.  I cleaned 
up the Volvo to make it presentable to Ben.  I went back to the living room, picked up a book, and 
actually read for a while. 

 
The phone rang.  I put down the book and answered it -- a quarter to nine. 
 
“Hi,” Rachel said softly. 
 
“Hi sweetie.  Where were you earlier?  I called.” 
 
“Oh, wandering around.  I miss you.” 
 
“I miss you too.  We could probably do some grocery shopping tomorrow night, get a start on 

Thursday.” 
 
She seemed to brighten up at that.  “Ooh, that sounds like fun.  My folks have a meeting 

tomorrow, and won’t be home until late.  What time?” 
 
I sighed.  “Let me talk to the boss.  Maybe you can come pick me up tomorrow afternoon, then 

drop me at home later.” 
 
“I might not let you get away.” 
 
“Don’t worry sweetie.  We’ll have time.” 
 
“When?” 
 
I could practically see her pouting.  “Tomorrow and Thursday for starters.  Calm and relaxed, 

sweetie.  I should give you some books to read.” 
 
She sighed into the phone.  “I know.  But it was so nice to wake in the morning, and pounce on 

you.  I could get used to that.” 
 
It was my turn to sigh.  “So could I, sweetie.  Want me to talk you to sleep?” 
 
“No.  I’m going to take a hot bath, shave my legs, and think of what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
“Okay.  I’ll give you a call tomorrow afternoon then.” 
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“Bye, Andy.” 
 
“Sweet dreams, Rachel.” 
 
I put down the phone.  I hope her parents go for it. 
 
I walked outside and went over to the pool.  I sat on the edge, dangling my feet in the water.  

Beth, Sherry, Donna, Rachel, Karen, Bridget....  How long ago was it I’d told Beth I’d only made love 
with two women?  I was getting close to making that three.  Rachel was right when she said we were 
from the same tribe. 

 
I heard a jet overhead and looked up, looking for flashing wingtip lights.  A week and a half, 

and I’d be on a plane.  Who would be sitting next to me?  I hope Karen was well.  I wish her happiness 
-- I wish her peace.  Sherry?  Her too -- I wish her the best.  How about Betty?  She’ll catch up with me 
at Stanford in another year.  Some times I don’t feel like a knight in shining armor.  Is life nothing 
more than the process of accumulating scar tissue? 

 
I laughed and looked into the night sky again.  The First Noble Truth -- life is a bitch.  Yup, life 

is a bitch, and then you die.  I stood up, laughing a little more.  Now I knew what I was going to do in 
life.  The rest is details. 

 
I walked back to the house.  Shit -- I’d locked myself out.  I didn’t even have my watch on.  

What the hell -- I rang the doorbell.  Nothing. 
 
I shook my head and sighed, then sat down on the mat to wait.  At least it was warm out. 
 
Car lights pulling into the driveway, the garage door opening -- I stood up.  Beth was home.  

She stopped her car in the driveway and rolled down the window. 
 
“Andy?  What are you doing?” 
 
“A fool locked me out.” 
 
She laughed.  “Would you like to come in?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress, please.” 
 
She laughed, shaking her head, and pulled into the garage.  I followed her in.  I opened the car 

door for her and helped her out.  We hugged and kissed. 
 
“Oh, I missed you today,” she whispered, holding me.  “You’re going to leave me again.” 
 
My throat and eyes clogged up suddenly.  I clutched her. 
 
She held me and rocked me.  I closed my eyes and relaxed. 
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“Let’s go inside,” she whispered. 
 
I carried her bag and her books and followed her into the house. 
 
She poured herself a glass of orange juice.  I got one as well. 
 
“Want to tell me about it?” she said, sitting down on the couch and slipping off her shoes. 
 
I sat next to her, thigh against thigh, my bare toes touching her stocking feet.  “Don’t know 

what there is to tell.  Some times the world looks so big, so exciting, so inviting, and other times, being 
held is all the world I need.  I guess I’m lucky -- right now I can experience both.  Thank you, 
Mistress.  Thank you for so much.” 

 
She looked at me, smiling, shaking her head slowly.  She put her glass down on the table, and I 

did the same with mine.  She reached for me, but I pulled her head gently to my shoulder and held her.  
“And some times I need to hold someone like this.  That’s part of me now as well.” 

 
“Mmmm...” she said, nestling into me. 
 
“Karen, I wish you peace.  Thank you for all you taught me,” I said softly.  I turned my head a 

bit and kissed Beth’s hair.  “Beth, I will always love you.” 
 
She held me tighter.  I felt her breath catch.  I held her and rocked her. 
 
“I’ve got you, Beth.  You’re safe in my arms.  You know I’d do anything to protect you, to 

please you.  You can relax for a while; relax in my arms.  Relax and let me hold you.” 
 
I rocked her gently and held her.  For a while, I was calm -- at peace.  The world was very 

small, the space enclosed by my arms.  It was a world of peace, love, warmth, and softness. 
 
“Let’s go to bed,” I whispered, kissing her head again.  She stirred in my arms.  She raised her 

head, smiling, but with the remnants of tears in her eyes.  I kissed her face, kissing away the tears.  She 
leaned back on the couch and pulled me over with her.  We kissed, running our hands along each other. 

 
I moved up on my arms, looking down at her.  “Here, or in the other room?” I asked, wiggling 

a bit. 
 
She sighed and wiggled back.  “Let’s go to bed.” 
 
I helped her up slowly. 
 
Standing in the darkness by the side of the bed after we’d finished in the bathroom, I asked her, 

“What is your pleasure, Mistress?” 
 
She sighed.  “Let me hold you and rock you to sleep.” 
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We got into bed.  I slid down a little, and she slid up.  I moved closer. 
 
Oh, that first touch!  Lips and nipple meet, and her hand slides around from the side of my head 

to the back, and holds me gently.  My mind stops.  Peace. 
 
I woke up before six, and went to the bathroom.  I crawled back into bed and snuggled up.  

Beth stirred, and after a bit, she got up and visited the bathroom.  There was enough light now that I 
could see the smile on her face as she got back into bed and pressed her bottom against me. 

 
“Hold me,” she said as she snuggled in. 
 
As I held her closer, I kissed the back of her neck.  I took a deep breath through my nose -- 

she’d put perfume there.  That stirred my interest, and I snuggled closer, kissing her neck and shoulder.  
She rumbled and wiggled her appreciation. 

 
“You know,” I told her softly, “Yesterday you talked about taking Rachel and I into trance....  

You’ve already done that.  A few times now when I’ve hypnotized her while making love, your voice 
has taken over, taking us both into a sensual, deep, relaxing trance.  Relaxing us into trance, so softly, 
so gently, so sensuously....” 

 
I stroked her gently as I spoke, carrying her deeper.  I moved her to her back, and we rode the 

waves together, letting them carry us higher and higher as we slid apart and together, in and out.  The 
expressions on her face were so intense, so beautiful, as we rode the waves to a crest, collapsing 
together. 

 
I was lost in her heartbeat again as she pulled me to her and held me.  Did she speak, or was it 

the memory of her voice I was hearing?  The result was the same. 
 
We got up to the alarm and showered together. 
 
While I was fixing toast for us, she said, “You’re on your own for dinner tonight as well -- I’ve 

got a meeting.” 
 
I sighed and put an arm around her waist, pulling her closer.  “When do we get to have an 

evening together?”  Then I started laughing -- I sounded just like Rachel. 
 
“What’s so funny?” Beth asked. 
 
“I am,” I told her.  “Okay.  This weekend, early next week...  Monday, Wednesday, and 

Saturday together?  I leave a week from Sunday.  I’m sorry if I’m being selfish.” 
 
She held me.  “You’re not, Andy.  I’ll keep those nights open.  Do you really hear my voice 

some times?” 
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I rested my head on her shoulder, kissing her neck.  “Yes, I do.  And even though I know it’s 
my voice, some times I hear you, but don’t hear the words, even though I can feel them taking me to 
such amazing places.” 

 
She held me and chuckled.  “Keep that up, and we’re both going to be late.” 
 
“Will the world end?” I asked her. 
 
She sighed.  “The toast is getting cold.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
She turned and swatted my bottom. 
 
We kissed again as we left the house.  She headed to work, and I headed to pick up Ben. 
 
“Where to?” I asked as he got in. 
 
“Office today.  Nothing but piles of paper to be tamed.” 
 
I nodded.  I drove to the office.  I worked with Ben and the office folks, taking a break for a 

burger at lunch time. 
 
“How long do you need me?” I asked Ben about three. 
 
Kelly called out, “About another hour.” 
 
Ben repeated, “About another hour.” 
 
I laughed and picked up the phone to call Rachel. 
 
“Hi sweetie, come and get me about four fifteen?” 
 
“Oh, I’ll be there.  But where are you?” 
 
I gave her directions, then went back to work. 
 
When Rachel arrived, I introduced her to everyone.  Ben was a real charmer, eyeing her, 

kissing her hand, sweet talking her in French.  I glanced over to Kelly during part of this, and she 
rolled her eyes and shook her head. 

 
When we were ready to leave, I asked Ben, “Same schedule next week?” 
 
He nodded, still turning on the charm for Rachel.  “Monday and Tuesday at least.  You’ll need 

the time.” 
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I walked over and gave him a hug.  He clapped me on the back and chuckled. 
 
“He’s quite a character,” Rachel said as we got into her car. 
 
“He’s amazing.  I think we’ve adopted each other.  Where to first?” 
 
She ran a hand over my leg and laughed.  “I thought we’d go to the house and ... plan.” 
 
“Planning is good,” I said as I caressed a breast, feeling a hard nipple. 
 
She laughed and held my hand in place for a moment, then moved it down to her waist and 

started the car. 
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Part 13 -- Parting Shots 
 
I didn’t expect we’d stay clothed for very long when we got to Rachel’s house.  I wasn’t 

disappointed.  We did manage to make it to her bed. 
 
We slid together and she arched her back and neck, moaning and pulling me in tighter and 

deeper.  I slid my hands up the back of her neck and she moaned and shuddered.  After a short time, 
she cried out, nearly screaming, coming quickly and intensely.  I followed soon afterwards, and 
collapsed on to her. 

 
“Oh, I needed that!” she sighed, squeezing me. 
 
I snuggled in, still panting.  “So did I.” 
 
“Oh, what am I going to do this summer?” she moaned, wrapping her arms around me. 
 
I told her, “Well, you could see me off at the airport at least.” 
 
“Oh Andy....  I can’t even do that!  We’re flying to New York that Sunday.  Daddy has 

business, so Mom and I are going up to Cornell to scope out housing and visit her family.” 
 
“How long will you be in New York?” 
 
“Most of the week, I think.” 
 
I snuggled in more, feeling her heart beat.  “Things will work out, sweetie.” 
 
I’d fly her from New York, I guess -- if her parents agreed.  If they did, it would be wonderful.  

If they didn’t -- we’d live.  Letting their daughter run off to France for the summer with a wild 18-
year-old kid was a big step.  If Rachel didn’t know, she couldn’t be disappointed. 

 
She must have heard something, as she jumped up off the bed.  “In the bathroom, quick!  I 

think that was the garage door!” 
 
I gathered my clothes and headed for the bathroom, closing the door behind me and dressing 

quickly.  My, how quickly my heart started pounding! 
 
The bathroom door opened and Rachel said, “False alarm -- sorry.” 
 
I sighed and leaned back on the sink. 
 
She laughed, and hugged me.  She’d put on her pants and a top, but no bra.  I slid my hands on 

the bare skin of her back. 
 
“So, are we going to ... plan?” I asked her. 
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She laughed softly, wrapping her arms around me, holding me to her chest. 
 
“Yeah,” she said a while later.  “I’ll get dressed and we’ll plan some.” 
 
We kissed, and I headed to the kitchen, pouring two glasses of lemonade. 
 
We were sitting at the kitchen table about fifteen minutes later, when without warning, the front 

door opened and Rachel’s dad came in. 
 
“Hi kids,” he said, walking to his office.  “Forgot some things.” 
 
Rachel looked shocked.  I hadn’t had time to.  I touched the back of her neck and said softly, 

“Calm and relaxed...” 
 
Her dad smiled at us as he walked out, holding a few sheets of paper.  “Be back around nine or 

so,” he said as he walked out. 
 
When the door closed again, we looked at each other for a moment, then started laughing. 
 
“Great timing,” I said, holding her hands. 
 
“I’ll say,” she said, shaking her head.  “I don’t know what’s going on.  They were both up at 

the crack of dawn.  It was like they were on the phone or something, really early.  Must have been 
good news, though, ‘cause they were pretty happy about things at breakfast.” 

 
I took that as a good omen.  Fly her from New York -- merde -- did she have a passport? 
 
“Ever been to London?” I asked. 
 
She gave me a very strange look.  “Yeah, Christmas two years ago.  Why?” 
 
She had to have a passport for that.  “The curried lamb dish is like one I had in London.” 
 
She still gave me a strange look, but smiled.  “Okay, so what do we need to get?” 
 
We put together the list.  Wine we had, although I might give Ben a call.  Meat and veggies, 

most of the ingredients, I wanted to get from places that closed around five. 
 
“Well, we can do the pie crust tonight, but that’s about it,” I told Rachel. 
 
She smiled and put her hands on my shoulders.  “Good.  That means we can have some fun.” 
 
“Dinner?” I asked. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 388� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

She raised an eyebrow.  “I know what you need in your mouth...”  She slid over to me, holding 
me down in the chair as she moved to sit on my lap.  She pulled my head to her chest and as she held 
me, she said softly, “I’ve got you, Andy.” 

 
I sighed and closed my eyes, wrapping my arms around her waist.  I turned a little to hold her 

better.... 
 
Crack!  Rachel and I were on the floor -- the chair we’d been in was in pieces, one of the legs 

broken.  My right hip hurt -- I’d caught our combined weight on the way down. 
 
Rachel laughed, and helped me to my feet.  I rubbed my right hip, looking at the chair. 
 
“Don’t worry about that thing -- mom’s been on dad’s case to fix it for months.  Let’s toss it in 

the garage.” 
 
As we carried it out, I noticed some of the other chairs had wire holding the legs together. 
 
Back in the house, I rubbed my hip.  That had been unsettling, bringing back flashes of my dad 

hitting me, the principal tossing me across the office, but not Marseilles -- weird. 
 
“You okay, Andy?” Rachel asked, standing in front of me. 
 
“Uh, my hip hurts, that’s all.  That was quite a surprise.” 
 
“Want me to kiss it and make it better?” she whispered warmly in my ear. 
 
I held her.  “Dinner and shopping?” 
 
She sighed and gave me another squeeze. 
 
We had an inexpensive dinner at a local place -- I had good, solid American food -- country 

fried steak, mashed potatoes, and gravy.  Rachel had a mushroom burger and fries. 
 
We did part of our shopping, getting what we could at the big stores, then went back to her 

place to start preparing.  We did the pie crust, cleaned up, and organized for tomorrow. 
 
I looked at the clock.  It was about a quarter to nine. 
 
Rachel looked at me.  “What’s wrong?” 
 
I held her, closing my eyes as I wrapped my arms around her.  “Nothing.  My hip hurts still.  

Why don’t you give me a lift home.  I think a hot bath would do me good.” 
 
She sighed.  “I suppose so.  I don’t think I could settle for a quickie -- not tonight, anyway.” 
 
We kissed in the kitchen.  She drove me home, and we kissed again. 
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“What time tomorrow?” she asked. 
 
“Oh, by nine, so we can get the veggies and meat.” 
 
“Okay.  Sleep well, Andy.” 
 
“Sleep well, sweetie.”  I kissed her on the tip of the nose. 
 
I went inside.  I stripped in the bathroom, and stretched, moving gingerly.  I prodded my hip -- 

I was sore.  I’d probably have pretty colors in a few days.  I started the bathtub filling, and rummaged 
my drawer.  I found the muscle relaxants, and the anti-inflammatories.  I selected one of each, and 
washed them down with a big glass of cold water. 

 
I lit the candle Beth always lights when she takes a bath, and dimmed the lights down low.  

When there was enough water in the tub, I got in. 
 
Oh, that felt good.  The water was hot, but not too hot.  I settled in, relaxing and sighing. 
 
I opened my eyes, looking at the candle at the foot of the tub.  Even though we’d never done 

anything hypnotic with candles, I felt myself drifting.  Something about the little bubbles from the 
water drifting up my skin, especially up my neck, intensified that. 

 
Beth came in some time later.  She sat on the side of the tub.  The water was getting cool. 
 
“I love you, Mistress,” I told her. 
 
She smiled, and reached over, touching my forehead.  I sighed and closed my eyes.  Her finger 

started making circles on my forehead, and she started speaking softly. 
 
I awoke to the alarm going off.  We rolled together, holding each other, and were soon making 

love in that instinctive, half-awake, half-asleep morning twilight. 
 
We washed each other in the shower afterwards.  I remembered my hip, wiggling, testing. 
 
“How is your hip this morning?” she asked. 
 
“Okay, I think,” I told her.  When had I mentioned that to her?  I smiled -- last night, 

undoubtedly.  “How was your meeting?  When did you get home?” 
 
She turned so I could soap her back.  “Oh, not till almost eleven, but it was good.” 
 
I could feel myself pouting.  We’d have had time.  Oh well, no way we could have known that. 
 
“Get plenty done last night?” she asked. 
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“Yes, well under control.  I could have gotten more at the supermarket, but those little hard red 
things they sell are not tomatoes.” 

 
We dried and dressed, then had some breakfast.  Beth wished me well.  I held her and we 

kissed before she took off for work. 
 
Rachel picked me up a little before nine.  What with me insisting on going all over the L.A. 

basin, and getting lunch, we didn’t get to her house until almost noon.  We got dinner started, and 
made it to her bed by a quarter to one.  I could feel something deep and strong in her as we made love. 

 
I’d set her alarm for two, but we got up about one thirty.  We were back in bed, or on it at least, 

ten minutes later, letting our bodies lead us, quickly and intensely. 
 
We made it out to the kitchen a little before two.  The pie went together first, and into the oven.  

Salads and veggies then, with Rachel doing most of that while I got the lamb underway. 
 
The pie came out of the top oven, and went into the bottom one to cool.  Salads went into the 

refrigerator, as Rachel set the table. 
 
“What now?” she asked, as I was cleaning up. 
 
“Clean up, and then wait until five thirty or so,” I told her. 
 
She smiled and helped with the counters. 
 
We set the alarm again, this time for a quarter to five.  I flopped on the bed.  We’d been going 

for quite a while. 
 
“I’ll be right back,” she told me. 
 
I relaxed on my back.  My hip felt pretty good.  I’d taken another Naprelan this morning to help 

with inflammation. 
 
When Rachel came back into the room, I could smell the perfume. 
 
“Oh, Andy -- I’m going to miss you so much this summer,” she whispered as she crawled on to 

the bed with me. 
 
She teased me, held me, rode me, and then held me again as we went to sleep.  When the alarm 

went off, we got up and showered.  I like kissing in the shower.  I like kissing anytime. 
 
We had the house, and ourselves more or less presentable with some time to spare.  We sat on 

the couch and Rachel held me.  I drifted in her embrace. 
 
She got up.  I heard the garage door opener.  I stood up and ran fingers through my hair.  Her 

parents came in, her mom hugging me, and her dad nosing around the kitchen. 
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“Daddy!” Rachel called out, chastising. 
 
Her dad turned and said, “Just checking.” 
 
I poured glasses of wine, handing one to Pat, and one to her dad.  Rachel took one, and I took 

the other.  She and her mom went off to another part of the house. 
 
Joe, Rachel’s dad, “invited” me out on to the patio.  I took the hint. 
 
“Andy,” he said and took a sip of the wine I’d given him.  “Hey, this is good!  Andy, Pat and I 

met with Beth last night.  We’ve talked about it -- we’ve talked to your hosts in France -- and we agree 
it’s a wonderful opportunity.” 

 
I sighed and smiled.  So that’s what her “meeting” had been about. 
 
He smiled.  “Did Rachel tell you about our trip to New York?” 
 
I nodded.  “Yes she did.  I thought she could fly to Paris from New York.” 
 
He nodded, still smiling.  “That’s what we thought.  If she’s interested, I’ll give you our flight 

schedule and your folks can take it from there.” 
 
“Thank you.”  I sighed again.  “This is going to be great.” 
 
He gave me a more serious look.  “You’ll take good care of my baby girl?” 
 
I nodded.  “I won’t let her out of my sight.  I can’t thank you enough.” 
 
The patio door opened; Rachel and her mom joined us. 
 
“Dinner looks and smells marvelous,” Pat said, sitting next to Joe.  Rachel sat next to me. 
 
I took another sip of wine.  “Well, I’d better tend to things if we’re going to eat tonight.”  I 

stood up.  Rachel did as well, saying, “I’ll give you a hand.” 
 
The lamb did look and smell delicious.  I checked the presentation on the salads -- they looked 

fine.  I started taking them out of the fridge.  “Invite our guests in -- dinner is served.”  Rachel gave me 
a kiss, and headed out to the patio. 

 
Dinner went well.  After the salad, I prepared the dinner plates, arranging things to my liking.  

Pat and Joe were impressed.  I thought things were tasty.  I didn’t think I’d have to worry about 
leftovers -- I put the rice, veggies, and lamb in dishes on the table for seconds (and thirds).  Ben’s wine 
suggestion went very well with the meal. 
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We’d finished dinner and were sitting around the table polishing off the cheese.  You just can’t 
get the variety of cheese in the U.S.  After a particularly long sigh from Rachel, Joe chuckled and gave 
me a nod.  I looked to Pat -- she nodded slightly as well.  I held one of Rachel’s hands, and took a 
breath -- here goes. 

 
“You know,” I said to Rachel, “since you can’t go to the airport with me next Sunday, I thought 

maybe I could meet you instead.” 
 
Rachel looked at me, giving me a confused look.  “What?” 
 
I nodded, looking into her eyes.  “I thought rather than fly back here from New York, you 

could fly to Paris and I’d meet you there.” 
 
Shock and confusion spread over her face. 
 
“Of course, you’d need to spend the summer, only if you want to, of course.” 
 
She finally took in a gasping breath.  I smiled.  She looked to her parents, who smiled and 

nodded.  She exhaled with a gasp and threw her arms around me, holding me tight. 
 
Finally she whispered, “Oh God, Andy...” 
 
She squeezed me once more and leaned back a little, looking to her parents again.  Her mom 

had a tear visible. 
 
“Mom, dad, can I?  Is this for real?” 
 
Pat leaned over and took her daughter’s hand.  “Yes, it’s real.  We’ve talked about it.  Would 

you like to go?” 
 
It was one of the few times I’ve seen Rachel speechless.  She did the fish thing -- mouth 

opening and closing, eyes wide open, no sound coming out.  I put a hand on her back, sliding it up to 
her neck, squeezing gently and easing her back in her chair.  She relaxed a little, and I helped that 
along by stroking the back of her neck. 

 
I told Rachel, “I asked the Dumonts if it would be okay, and they thought it would be a great 

idea.  Your folks have talked with them as well, and talked to Aunt Beth.  We need to work out dates, 
but I thought you could stay through the beginning of August.  You’ll need to pack up for Cornell.  I’m 
planning on staying until Labor Day.  How does that sound, sweetie?” 

 
Her chin started to tremble and her eyes started filling up.  I held her close.  She dug her fingers 

into my back.  She sniffled, at the edge of sobbing. 
 
Her dad said, “I need to stretch.”  I heard chairs moving.  I held on to Rachel.  Her parents 

walked past us and out of the dining room.  I heard the patio door slide open and then closed. 
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“I’ve got you, sweetie.  Calm and relaxed; calm and relaxed.”  I held her and rocked her. 
 
After a minute or so her posture shifted, and she held me with more energy. 
 
“I want you on your back,” she whispered in my ear hotly, feeling my shoulders. 
 
“We’ll have time,” I told her.  “If you want to go, that is.” 
 
She slid her hands down and poked me in the ribs.  “Right -- as if I wouldn’t.” 
 
She grabbed my head and kissed me.  I put my arms around her and held her gently. 
 
When she pulled back, she said, “Andy, this is fantastic.  I didn’t know what I was going to do 

this summer, how I was going to get through it.” 
 
I smiled.  “You’re going to be working in a very small, very cramped kitchen in an old chateau, 

many kilometers away from any big cities.” 
 
She put her hands on my shoulders.  “Next to you, day and night -- oh God -- you don’t think 

they’ll make us sleep alone, do you?” 
 
I chuckled.  “I don’t think so.  I already told your dad I wouldn’t let you out of my sight.” 
 
She chuckled as well.  “You did, huh?  What did he say to that?” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders.  “You and your mom came out on to the patio.  He didn’t have a 

chance.”  I stood up and pulled her up and into my arms.  “Help me with dessert and coffee?” 
 
“Oh, Andy....” 
 
I heard the door again, and turned to pick up plates.  Rachel’s mom came in and helped us clear 

dishes. 
 
“That was delicious, Andy!  Did you take good notes, princess?” 
 
Rachel laughed.  “I’m sure I’ll be able to do that, and more, by the end of the summer.” 
 
I served our pie with some French Vanilla ice cream, and decaf coffee. 
 
As we sat around the table, Rachel’s mom poked at the crust, sighed, and shook her head. 
 
“Something wrong?” I asked. 
 
She smiled.  “You made the crust from scratch?” 
 
“Oh yeah,” Rachel said, “last night.” 
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Her mom shook her head again.  “My grandmother made wonderful pie crusts, but neither my 

mom nor I learned how.” 
 
“I’ll take notes,” Rachel said between sips of coffee. 
 
We talked about travel dates and details.  Rachel did indeed have a passport.  I wrote down the 

number and the issue data and location for the travel agent. 
 
We cleaned up in the kitchen.  It was a little after ten. 
 
“Think you’d better take me home,” I told Rachel. 
 
She nodded.  I thanked her parents once more.  The way they looked at each other, some 

lengthy conversations must have taken place. 
 
We sat in the car necking for a few minutes, parked in front of my place. 
 
“Sleep well, sweetie.  See you in the morning.” 
 
“Oh Andy -- I don’t know how I’m going to sleep at all!  This is going to be so hot!” 
 
“I know, sweetie.  I’m glad your folks agreed to it.  That’s why I didn’t tell you earlier.  I didn’t 

want you to be disappointed if they’d said no.” 
 
She grunted.  “I wouldn’t have been disappointed -- I’d have been ripshit!” 
 
I chuckled and held her.  “I know.  I think they did as well!  Sleep well.” 
 
I got out of the car and walked to the house, knowing I was grinning from ear to ear. 
 
Beth was sitting on the couch, legs curled under her, reading.  She put her book down, stood, 

and walked over to me. 
 
“Oh, thank you, Mistress,” I said, hugging her. 
 
She held me.  “I take it things went well?” 
 
“Yes.  She’s going to meet me in Paris.  I’ll do her tickets tomorrow.  Thank you so much.” 
 
“For what?” 
 
I raised my head from her shoulder and looked into her eyes. 
 
“For caring, for talking to her parents, for so much.” 
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She pulled my head back to her shoulder.  “You look tired.  Long day?” 
 
I snuggled in.  “Yes.  A good day.  A successful day.” 
 
“Like me to rock you to sleep?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress, please.” 
 
When we got into bed, we curled up together and she held me close.  She started rocking me 

gently.  Oh, I’m so safe in her arms!  She started whispering, and I floated away. 
 
The alarm went off Friday morning.  I got up and visited the bathroom.  As I crawled back into 

bed, Beth got out.  She returned soon, and we snuggled up again. 
 
“Oh, you’re so warm in the morning!” she told me. 
 
I snuggled up to her back, holding her closer.  Soon she was on her back, and I slipped into her 

from the side.  I moistened my thumb and helped her along.  I love the sounds she makes as she comes, 
the way her entire body responds. 

 
She pushed my hand out of the way and rolled to her side, then on to her stomach.  I slid in 

closer, and she moved her hips to help.  Soon I was riding her, holding on and burying my head in her 
hair, biting at the back of her neck.  Her motion encouraged me on, and I pulled on her shoulders as I 
came, drawing myself deeper into her. 

 
We rolled to the side once more, and I held on to her, kissing her back and shoulder. 
 
I awoke again to her moving. 
 
“I’ve got to shower and get going!” she said. 
 
“Oh, but I love to go to sleep holding you, especially after making love,” I whispered, kissing 

her shoulder. 
 
“So do I, Andy...  Wash my back?” 
 
“Of course, Mistress.” 
 
I washed her back, and her front, and would have washed more, but she complained. 
 
“I need to get going!  You are insatiable some times!” 
 
“Is that a problem?” I asked, holding her gently. 
 
She smiled, and pulled me into a kiss. 
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“It won’t be tonight,” she told me. 
 
We got out of the shower.  “I’ll dry myself off, thank you,” she said. 
 
I stuck out my lower lip in a pout.  She laughed.  I wrapped a towel around me and went to the 

kitchen to start coffee. 
 
I had toast ready, and poured her coffee as I heard her shoes on the wood floor in the hall. 
 
“Nice outfit,” I told her, handing her a cup of coffee. 
 
After her first sip, she said, “I like yours, too...” 
 
I laughed and got the jam out of the fridge. 
 
“What’s the schedule today?” I asked. 
 
“I’ll pick you up about five thirty.  Dress casual, but not that casual.” 
 
“Okay.  I get the idea.” 
 
“What are you up to today?  Meeting Rachel?” 
 
“Don’t know.  First thing is her plane ticket.  I may need your help.  What’s the limit on my 

credit card?”  I had a credit card in my name, but she held the purse strings. 
 
“What’s her ticket going to cost?”  Beth asked. 
 
“I’m glad you’re sitting down.  I want to fly her Business Class.  New York to Paris and back 

to L.A. on Air France will be around $6500.  My ticket, L.A. round trip is $6800.” 
 
Beth raised an eyebrow.  “That’s quite a graduation present.  You sure?” 
 
I nodded, spreading grape jam on my toast.  “Yes.  The L.A. leg is eleven hours; JFK is eight.  

She’s worth it.” 
 
“What expenses do you expect in France?” 
 
“Henri told me I’ll be paying some registration fees with the University there, but that’s about 

all.  The Dumonts will keep us in pocket money.  I don’t expect to do much traveling, other than with 
Ben.” 

 
She nodded.  “I’m worried about you developing expensive tastes.  You have a college 

education to pay for.” 
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“I know.  And I’ve got scholarships for at least the first year covering everything but books, 
and that’s without touching the award from the paper, or dad’s money, or the settlement.  We can take 
it out of the dad pile.  I figure I’ll use mom’s car -- it has a few years left on it.” 

 
“So you don’t want to rush out and buy something new to drive?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Why?  From what I saw of the campus, I won’t need a car day-to-day.  If 

the weather is good, I can make it to John’s place, he’s the therapist I told you about, on my bike.  
Don’t see the sense in paying a lot of money for a new car just so birds can shit on it.  I’d rather use the 
money for special things.” 

 
“Couldn’t you get her a cheaper ticket?” 
 
“The really cheap fares are 14 day advance purchase, and we don’t have that.  Besides, I want 

this to be special for her.  She’ll fly coach from here to New York -- that’s bad enough.  I looked at 
cattle class -- as Ben says, life is too short to travel like that.  A three or four hour flight, maybe, but 
not to Europe and back.” 

 
Beth smiled.  “Okay, Andy.  I’ll trust you on this.  But you need to be very frugal.” 
 
“Haven’t I been so far?” 
 
“Yes, you have been.  I worry about you going hog wild, that’s all, dropping a lot of money on 

pretty girls.” 
 
“If I did, I’d start with you, Mistress,” I told her. 
 
She sighed and stood up.  I stood up and we kissed.  “I’ll see you later.  Have fun,” she told me. 
 
“I will,” I told her. 
 
She gave me a kiss on the forehead, got her keys, and went to her car. 
 
“I love you,” I said softly to the closed door. 
 
I put on some clothes, cleaned up the kitchen, then got on the phone with the travel agent.  I 

booked Rachel’s ticket, business class.  It took a while.  I gave her my credit card number, and told her 
to call me if there were any problems. 

 
I decided to do some cleaning.  I’d just finished with the vacuum when the phone rang. 
 
“Hello?”  I expected it to be the travel agency. 
 
“Hi sweetie -- what are you doing for lunch today?” Rachel asked. 
 
“Hadn’t planned anything.  Got any ideas?” 
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She laughed.  “Oh, plenty.  Stay where you are.” 
 
“Can I go to the bathroom if I need to?” 
 
She laughed again.  “Don’t leave the house, okay silly?” 
 
“Gotcha.” 
 
“See you in a while, then.” 
 
“Okay, sweetie.” 
 
I puttered around for a while, cleaning the bathrooms.  Rachel arrived a little after eleven. 
 
“In-N-Out Burger?” she asked after we kissed. 
 
“Sounds good -- don’t think they have any where we’ll be going.” 
 
She hugged me.  “Oh, this is going to be great!” 
 
We headed out.  We barely beat the crowd, and ended up sitting outside eating our lunch. 
 
As we finished, I asked, “Your place or mine?” 
 
She chuckled and tongued a catsup-covered French fry obscenely.  “I want to look at shoes 

first.” 
 
I frowned.  “Okay.” 
 
“Dad told me to get a good pair of running shoes, something for gravel, dirt, and asphalt.  He 

said I’d need ‘em at the chateau.” 
 
That was news to me.  “Maybe I should get a pair as well.  Mine are pretty beat up.” 
 
“That’s what I figured.  I’ve got plenty of shorts and stuff to wear, and there are places to buy 

clothes in Paris.”  She gave me a big smile at that. 
 
I laughed.  “Yeah, but we won’t be going to Paris very often.  We’re kitchen help, remember?” 
 
She reached over for me.  “I know, and it’s going to be such fun!” 
 
We cleared our table and got back into her car.  We went to a store specializing in running 

stuff.  I described the roads around the chateau, and the folks at the store helped us choose shoes.  I 
started to buy mine, but Rachel insisted.  I didn’t put up a fight. 
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Leaving the store, I had an idea.  “Wait a minute,” I told Rachel.  I had the phone number for 
the travel agency in my wallet.  We were about five minutes away from them.  The agent who had 
been helping me was in.  No, they hadn’t had any problems running the ticket.  Could I pick it up in a 
few minutes?  Sure, no problem. 

 
We drove over to the agency.  I asked Rachel to wait in the car.  I went in and picked up the 

ticket -- they handled Ben’s travel, and had done my ticket for the first trip. 
 
“Keep this really safe,” I told Rachel as I got into her car, handing her the envelope. 
 
“What is it?” she asked. 
 
“Your plane tickets to Paris and back.” 
 
That got me a hug and a kiss. 
 
“Let’s take these home.” 
 
“Sounds good to me.” 
 
We went to her place, and made gentle but passionate love, curling up together afterwards for a 

nap. 
 
I snuck a peek at the clock.  I needed to get going. 
 
“Where are you going?” she asked sleepily, holding on to me. 
 
I kissed her head.  “I need to shower and change -- something is up this evening.” 
 
She looked up at me and smiled, a beautiful smile.  Her smile changed. 
 
“I need to shower too.  We should save water and shower together.” 
 
I laughed and kissed her, rolling over on top of her.  “Okay, we’ll save water.” 
 
We showered together.  I don’t know how much water we saved. 
 
“Yikes!  I need to get ready!” she said as we were drying off. 
 
“I know, sweetie -- that’s what I said.” 
 
She wrapped a towel around her hair, then wrapped her arms around me for a kiss. 
 
“Oh, this is going to be so good!  Thank you, Andy!” 
 
I kissed her shoulder.  “Thank your folks.  They’re the ones who agreed to this.” 
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I got dressed, and headed out the door with another hug and kiss.  I had time to change my 

clothes and relax for a few minutes before Beth got home. 
 
We hugged, and she said, “I’ll drive -- let’s get going.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
I love the way she smiles when I call her that. 
 
We pulled into Ben and Emily’s driveway. 
 
“We picking them up?” I asked.  I didn’t recognize the white van in the driveway. 
 
“Nope,” Beth said, unbuckling her seat belt. 
 
I smiled.  Calm and relaxed, I told myself. 
 
Inside, I recognized two people from the restaurant we frequented in Oxnard.  We received 

hugs from both Ben and Emily, and went out to their patio and back yard.  A table was set very nicely 
for four. 

 
We were offered glasses of champagne.  I handed one to Beth, and after Ben handed one to 

Emily and took one himself, I took the last. 
 
“Congratulations, Andy,” he said. 
 
“Congratulations,” Beth and Emily added. 
 
After that ceremonial sip, I told them, “I couldn’t have done it without your help.  You’ve 

saved me a number of times.” 
 
We had some munchies, and talked about the summer.  I told Beth the plane ticket had gone 

through with no problems. 
 
We were invited to sit down, and were served a very nice meal.  They have a great back yard.  

You could host quite a party there.  Weird thoughts flashed through my mind, thoughts of Rachel and 
me. 

 
The sun went down, but it was still very comfortable out as we were served dessert and coffee. 
 
Ben went into the house and returned with a dusty bottle of armagnac and four small glasses.  

The stuff was superb. 
 
The restaurant folks had been most efficient.  I should have paid attention to them and learned 

something.  I turned to see the gal approaching, with a stack of gift-wrapped boxes. 
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There was one large box, one a little smaller, and a number of smallish ones.  Ben grabbed a 

small one and said, “This one last.” 
 
I looked around the table.  “Thank you all.  How do you thank the people who have literally 

saved your life?” 
 
“By doing well,” Ben said, raising his glass. 
 
“And studying hard,” Emily added with a twinkle in her eye. 
 
I started with the large box.  It was a brand new laptop computer -- a Powerbook.  The next 

largest was a digital camera.  The smaller boxes had goodies for the computer and camera. 
 
“Now you can take plenty of pictures to show us,” Emily said. 
 
I glanced over to Beth and picked up my glass.  Ben started laughing. 
 
“At least take plenty of pictures!” he said.  We all laughed. 
 
“Thank you so much.  This will be great -- for the summer, and for school.” 
 
Beth said, “That’s what we figured.  You needed a new computer.” 
 
I was still shaking my head when Ben tossed me a small box.  “Last one,” he said. 
 
I opened it.  What could it be?  Inside were the Volvo keys.  I looked at him in disbelief, looked 

at Beth, who smiled, and then looked back to Ben. 
 
“It’s leased to the company, but it’s yours to use when you get back.  You’ll be safer in it.  I 

expect you to make the occasional business call for me up there as well.” 
 
We talked for a while longer. 
 
Beth put a hand on my leg and asked, “Load things up?” 
 
I nodded.  “Your car.  We can pick up the other one tomorrow.  I shouldn’t drive.” 
 
I thought Ben made a noise.  Emily was smiling.  We loaded boxes into Beth’s car, and with 

more hugs, headed back to the house. 
 
“How can I thank you, Mistress?” I asked her softly, as we stood by the side of the bed. 
 
“Oh, I can think of a few things,” she said, pulling me down on top of her. 
 
I thanked her as best I could, snuggling together and going to sleep afterwards. 
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Saturday morning after breakfast we went by Ben and Emily’s place and I picked up the car.  

What a trip -- I knew this car -- I’d driven the two of us around in it. 
 
Now Beth wanted me to drive her around.  We did grocery shopping, and looked at bike racks -

- I’d need one to carry my bike up north at the end of the summer.  I thought about a car cover as well, 
remembering my remark about bird shit. 

 
I called Rachel -- no answer, so I left a message on her machine.  While Beth read, I spent the 

day putting the computer together, loading software, working with the camera.  Something told me I’d 
be doing a lot in French, so I set it up for both French and English. 

 
Rachel called a little after eight. 
 
“Hi, sweetie,” I said, “How was Friday night?” 
 
“Oh, my folks took me out.  It was okay.  Where did you go?” 
 
I told her about the evening -- with Beth, Emily, and Ben.  I told her about the computer, the 

camera, and the car.  She was excited.  She admitted her folks were getting her a car to use at Cornell, 
through her mom’s family in New York. 

 
We talked about Sunday brunch.  She liked that idea.  She’d call me back. 
 
When she called, things had evolved into a whole family thing -- not quite my idea, and I don’t 

think it was her idea either.  What the hell -- I asked Beth, and she laughed and said she’d go too.  
We’d meet at Rachel’s place around nine.  Her dad would make reservations for us. 

 
I must have had quite the look on my face, as Beth started laughing. 
 
“What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 
“You -- I wish I had that camera of yours -- you’re priceless.” 
 
I managed a smirk and sat down on the couch. 
 
“Aww, trying to plan some time together?  If you’re nice to me, I just might spend the 

afternoon out tomorrow.  Of course, I expect a good dinner prepared in return.” 
 
I started laughing.  “You drive a hard bargain, Mistress.” 
 
She gave me a sly grin.  “That’s your department.” 
 
Rachel looked somewhat glum when Beth and I arrived at her place the next morning.  She 

managed a smile when I held her.  She brightened up when Beth said she’d driven separately, and 
would ride with Joe and Pat so Rachel and I could go together. 
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“I just want to be with you,” Rachel pouted as we followed her folks. 
 
I chuckled and patted her leg.  “Well, Beth said she had a lot of running around to do this 

afternoon, but expected a good dinner when she got back.” 
 
“Really!”  Rachel squealed. 
 
“Don’t pee on the seats!” I laughed. 
 
The brunch was okay -- I could do better, at least for a small group.  Beth and Pat practically 

shooed us away, with Beth saying she’d see us for dinner. 
 
I thought I heard laughter as we left the restaurant, trying to be calm and casual.  Who were we 

trying to fool? 
 
We hit a grocery store on the way back.  Dinner was slow-roasted chicken with garlic, roasted 

veggies with pasta, green salad -- simple yet good.  Rachel and I spent most of the afternoon in bed, 
managing to get in another nap, and a shower. 

 
Beth got home around half past five, opening the door a little and calling out, “Is it safe?” 
 
“Yes -- come in!” I hollered.  Rachel giggled. 
 
Beth came in, setting some bags on the table.  I hugged her.  “Thank you,” I told her. 
 
She chuckled a little.  Rachel gave her a hug as well.  “Thank you so much for talking to my 

folks!  I’m so excited!” 
 
Beth drew back and looked at us, smiling and shaking her head a little.  “Please be careful, 

that’s all.  Don’t do anything too crazy, but have fun.” 
 
I held one of Rachel’s hands, and one of Beth’s.  “I told her dad I wouldn’t let her out of my 

sight.” 
 
Beth gave us a low laugh.  “And what did he say to that?” 
 
“He never got the chance to answer,” I told her truthfully. 
 
She pulled a bottle of white wine out of a paper bag.  I recognized the label. 
 
“Did you see Ben?” I asked -- it was one of the labels he imported. 
 
She nodded.  “We went over to see Emily.  We talked to her about the trip as well.” 
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I took a breath and looked at Rachel.  Someone had pulled in the heavy artillery on this one.  
“So we have her blessing as well?” 

 
Beth handed me the bottle.  “She supports it as the best alternative available.” 
 
That practically crossed my eyes.  “Okay, I guess.”  I opened the wine and poured three 

glasses. 
 
“She felt it would be good for both of you,” Beth added without prompting. 
 
Now I was really confused.  I thought I was the “stable” one in this. 
 
We had a good dinner.  Beth made a remark about how good it was, considering how easy it 

was to prepare.  Rachel started to blush, but I held her hand and kissed it. 
 
After dinner, Beth insisted on driving Rachel back.  She gave us a minute or two to say 

goodnight, then left. 
 
I cleaned up the kitchen, and was just about done when Beth got back. 
 
As she walked over to me smiling, I asked, “What was that stuff about Emily, and about it 

being good for both of us?” 
 
She chuckled, but gave me a stern look.  “You, my dear, are responsible for that girl.  You need 

to take very good care of her.” 
 
I held her hands.  “I understand, Mistress.  It’s a little scary at times.” 
 
She nodded.  “Good.” 
 
I smiled.  “I told her dad I’d take good care of her.” 
 
“We are taking a big chance, all of us.  We’ve talked to your hosts, and Ben, and Emily, but 

you to are going to be far away from home.” 
 
I looked into her eyes.  “I will protect her.” 
 
She smiled and nodded, then hugged me.  “I know you will, Andy.” 
 
Monday morning was back to the grind with Ben.  We talked about the weekend, and the week 

to come.  He was very quiet about the conversations they’d had with Rachel’s folks. 
 
I’d work through Wednesday, and that was it.  To Ben, that meant we had to cover a lot of 

ground in three days! 
 
I got home around nine on Monday, took a shower, and collapsed in Beth’s arms in bed. 
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Tuesday morning, she told me, “Rachel called for you yesterday -- a number of times.” 
 
I called her before I left the house. 
 
“Hullo?” she said sleepily. 
 
“Good morning, beautiful,” I told her. 
 
“Andy!  Where were you yesterday?” 
 
“All over Southern California -- just like today, and tomorrow.  Ben’s getting his use out of me 

for a while.  I’m all yours starting Thursday.” 
 
She whimpered a little.  “Okay, but I miss you.” 
 
“I miss you too, sweetie.  You can call my cell phone this afternoon if you want.” 
 
“I may do that.  Drive safe.” 
 
“Oh, I will.  Go back to sleep, sweetie.  I’d like to be there with you.” 
 
I got on the road.  We were all over the area again, and once again I got home after nine. 
 
“Two days in a row!  How long will this go on?” Beth asked. 
 
“Only one more day,” I told her.  “Ben says it will be light tomorrow -- just a few calls.” 
 
“Let’s see -- San Diego, and Santa Barbara?” she offered. 
 
I laughed, and pulled her off the couch and to bed.  I started in on top, but she ran her hands up 

my arms, and I gave myself to her. 
 
I didn’t laugh the next day -- she was too close on our visits -- Santa Ana, Santa Monica, then 

Thousand Oaks and Oxnard -- a lot of driving.  At least we had a good dinner, and I was able to thank 
people for the meal they’d served us at Ben’s.  Beth was in bed when I got home.  I snuggled up to her 
and went to sleep. 

 
The thing at school Thursday morning was an anticlimax.  I drove us to Rachel’s house.  

Rachel and I went over to school together, Beth riding with Pat and Joe. 
 
“Why so glum, sweetie?” I asked, holding her hand as we drove over.  “This is part of our 

victory lap.” 
 
“I got my period yesterday,” she said with almost a snarl. 
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I sighed, still holding her hand.  “Look on the bright side -- you’re not pregnant.” 
 
She raised her eyebrows at that.  I smiled and kissed her hand. 
 
It was the honors assembly, for those seniors who managed to escape with some distinction.  

I’d say there were about a hundred of us on stage in the auditorium, out of about six hundred seniors.  
As Benjamin was going through his intro speech, I spotted Beth, Ben, and Emily in the audience.  
Rachel and I were sitting together holding hands. 

 
They had groups stand for different schools.  USC and UCLA had large crowds, half a dozen 

for Stanford, about the same for UC Irvine and UC Santa Barbara, then ones and twos.  I stood with 
the Stanford crowd as Benjamin read off names. 

 
Then he started with scholarships and awards.  Peter, David, and Terri had pretty impressive 

packages, as did a lot of others.  We applauded for each. 
 
Then he called my name, and I stood up, in front of all those people.  I wanted to hold Rachel’s 

hand.  I was surprised by the applause, especially from the folks around me.  He read off the Stanford 
scholarships, the prize for the paper I’d done, and made mention of “triumphing over adversity.”  That 
got more applause.  I sat down, held Rachel’s hand, and leaned over to give her a kiss. 

 
We had some concluding remarks from the class valedictorian, a severe gal headed for Yale.  I 

didn’t pay attention, but applauded with the rest when it was over. 
 
In the quad afterwards, I exchanged hugs with a lot of people.  Mr. Benjamin made his way 

over, and I was able to introduce him to Emily and Ben. 
 
The crowd was thinning out.  Seniors were expected to ditch the rest of the day. 
 
“What now?” Rachel asked. 
 
I smiled, looked around, and said conspiratorially, “Let’s cut classes!” 
 
She laughed. 
 
“I know a good spot for lunch.  Fish tacos sound good?” I offered. 
 
She nodded. 
 
I turned to Beth, Rachel’s parents, Ben and Emily.  “We’ll be home about nine?” 
 
Beth smiled.  Joe said, “Why so early?” 
 
“Big day tomorrow,” I said.  I looked to Beth.  “Can we drop you?” 
 
She gave us a hug.  “No, I’ll ride with Emily.  Have a good time.” 
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I got back to the house a little before ten. 
 
“You’re late,” Beth chided as I dropped my keys in the basket by the door. 
 
I went over to her on the couch and rested my head in her lap.  “Been at Rachel’s for the last 

hour -- you can call and check.” 
 
She chuckled and messed up my hair.  “I believe you.  Have a good day?” 
 
“Very.  We had lunch in Newport, spent time on the beach in Laguna, wandered around some 

more, had mediocre Italian for dinner.  How about you?” 
 
“I’m very happy you decided to go through these ordeals.  So are Rachel’s parents.  So is 

Emily.” 
 
“So am I.  It was something, standing there this morning, hearing people clap and cheer.” 
 
“You made it.  Did you think you would?” 
 
“God, there were times I wasn’t sure, and times I didn’t care.” 
 
“But you kept going.” 
 
“There were times I gave up.”  I sat up and held her hands.  “But every one of those times, 

someone was there -- you, Karen, Emily -- especially you.  How do I ever repay that?” 
 
“Do the same for others?” 
 
I nodded.  “Started with Betty, I guess.” 
 
She nodded, smiling.  “And Rachel....” 
 
I sighed.  “I’m beat.  Hold me?” 
 
She nodded again.  I went to sleep that night in her arms. 
 
“What’s your schedule for the day?” she asked the next morning as I poured her coffee.  We’d 

snuggled, then showered. 
 
“Oh, pick up Rachel this afternoon -- she’s off getting her hair done, other stuff.” 
 
Beth laughed.  “That’s important stuff, Andy -- pay attention, and compliment her.” 
 
I smiled.  “Yes, Mistress.” 
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She laughed.  “Have fun.  Be careful, and I’ll see you later.”  She started stepping to the door. 
 
I caught her and gave her a hug and a kiss.  “Thank you for making so much possible,” I told 

her. 
 
I spent the rest of the day fooling with the computer and the camera.  Damn, the computer was 

fast -- it had more memory, more disk space, and a faster processor than my old clunker.  The camera 
was pretty slick as well.  It would be fun. 
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Prom Night 
 
I needed to pick up Rachel about five, to give us plenty of time to get to the restaurant, have a 

leisurely dinner, and then get to the prom at eight thirty. 
 
As I got dressed, I was amazed at how nervous I was.  “Calm and relaxed,” I told myself out 

loud, touching my forehead.  I sighed; it helped.  Thank you, Beth. 
 
I had a flower for my lapel, and a simple corsage for Rachel.  The car was full of gas.  Away 

we go. 
 
I was still nervous as I knocked on her door.  Her dad answered it, inviting me in without a 

word.  I could see the feelings roiling in him.  We shook hands, then hugged. 
 
“Andy’s here,” he called out.  His voice was full of emotion.  He went over to pick up his 

camera, sitting ready with the flash on it.  He was trying to hide in his camera -- I could tell. 
 
Rachel’s mom came out, smiling, but wiping a tear.  She gave me a quick hug, then hugged her 

husband. 
 
Rachel stepped into the living room.  “You are beautiful,” I sighed.  And she was.  She’d had 

her hair done, and it looked as if she’d had a facial as well.  Her nails were polished.  Her dress was 
simple, elegant, and very nicely filled out. 

 
The camera flash went off -- that and the sound of the film advancing brought me back closer 

to earth.  Her dad took another picture. 
 
“Okay, the two of you together,” he said. 
 
“Wait,” I said, and held up my digital camera to get some pictures.  The way she smiled to 

me.... 
 
I gave my camera to her dad and stepped to her, and started to fumble putting on her corsage.  

Her mom stepped up, tut-tutted, and did it.  I had the strangest, most wonderful feeling as I stood there 
for a moment, toe to toe, holding Rachel’s hands in mine, looking into her eyes.  As the flash went off 
again, I knew there was a very strong bond between us. 

 
“Face the camera,” her dad said.  We turned, and he took more pictures.  He put the cameras 

down.  I started moving us to the door. 
 
Rachel and I stood, looking at her parents.  They stood, arms around each other.  Her dad 

opened his mouth, but nothing came out. 
 
“I’ll take very good care of your daughter,” I told them both.  “We won’t be out late.” 
 
He smiled and nodded.  “I know, Andy.” 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 410� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
He hugged Rachel.  “You’re beautiful, princess.  Have a wonderful time.” 
 
We both got another round of hugs, I got my camera, and we finally got out to the car. 
 
Rachel sniffed as she buckled up.  “I’m going to ruin my makeup,” she said, with emotion in 

her voice. 
 
I touched the back of her neck.  “Calm and relaxed.  Here’s to a wonderful evening.” 
 
We had a different corner table at the restaurant than I’d had before.  The staff was happy to see 

us, and even happier when Rachel conversed with them in French.  Our host was overjoyed when she 
told him she was joining me for the summer.  I had them take pictures of us. 

 
We had a delightful meal, with the chef coming out to talk about each course.  We got pictures 

of him as well.  Even though Ben had paid for the meal, I left a tip in cash.  They gave us a list of 
restaurants we simply had to visit.  I told them I’d try and visit them again before I headed off to 
school.  We left with more hugs. 

 
“Wow, is that how we’re going to be eating all summer long?” Rachel asked as she touched up 

her makeup in the car. 
 
“Non,” I replied.  “Smaller portions, not the wild variety, but wine with each meal.” 
 
“The wine part sounds great.” 
 
“Oh, and we get to cook, serve, clean the dishes and the kitchen afterwards, and some times we 

won’t eat until everyone else has had dessert -- we’re the hired help,” I added. 
 
“I knew there had to be a catch.” 
 
“But then we get to sleep together...” I brushed a hand on her leg lightly. 
 
“Oh, I’m looking forward to that.  I’m looking forward to meeting you in Paris.” 
 
“So am I; so am I.” 
 
The prom was at a large hotel, using their ballroom suite -- we had about seven hundred 

seniors.  I used the valet parking. 
 
“Ready for your entrance?” I asked Rachel, offering her my arm. 
 
“You bet,” she said with determination. 
 
It wasn’t what I’d expected.  We had to go through a damn metal detector, and one of the 

woman P.E. teachers went through Rachel’s small handbag.  Still, we understood why. 
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They had food and punch, and music in two different rooms.  We queued up to have our picture 

taken, and got that out of the way early.  We wandered about, thanking teachers, talking to friends.  
Some were surprised to see us together.  Some were surprised to see us so close. 

 
At one point I held her to me and whispered, “Thank you.” 
 
She stepped back and gave me a quizzical look.  “For what?” 
 
I held her hands, standing face to face again, those strange feelings filling me again.  “For 

coming with me tonight, for coming to France with me, for holding me,” I looked around us and 
stepped closer, “for not wearing two and a half pounds of makeup,” I whispered. 

 
She giggled and held me closer for a moment. 
 
When Sherry saw Rachel and me, she looked shocked.  I smiled and waved.  Rachel chuckled.  

Sherry was with a jock, Mike.  Have fun, honey.  Mike glowered at us. 
 
I’d learned about dancing from Bridget, from her taking me to clubs, and teaching me in the 

afternoons after our first club visit.  What the hell -- what I lacked in skill I made up with lack of 
inhibition.  We had a good time dancing, at least to the stuff I could recognize as music. 

 
Things were supposed to go until midnight.  We knew a lot of kids would be going to different 

places to party afterwards.  Our party started in another week, when Rachel got to Paris. 
 
We queued up early for one of the dessert buffets that opened at ten, and put together some 

outrageous plates. 
 
We sat with David and Terry.  David was going to Stanford as well, and Terry was going to 

Cornell.  We talked about plans, and Rachel was so happy telling them about going to France with me.  
Peter and some of the others wandered by as well. 

 
As we walked around after dessert, Rachel pointed out Sherry, sitting alone. 
 
“Where’s Mikey, I wonder?” I asked. 
 
“Probably off with his buddies, bragging and trying to get loaded,” Rachel grumbled. 
 
I nodded -- she was undoubtedly correct. 
 
“I’ve got an idea,” she said, her voice brightening.  “Watch her -- you’ll know when to come 

over.”  She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.  I leaned up against the wall where I could see 
Sherry from behind. 

 
Rachel went over and sat next to Sherry.  Sherry sat up straight at first.  I imagine she was a 

little surprised, and maybe upset.  Soon though, her hands and head were moving as she became 
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involved in conversation with Rachel.  Rachel moved alongside Sherry.  After a bit, I saw Sherry’s 
shoulders droop, and her head dip forward a bit.  Hot damn -- I love you, Rachel! 

 
I walked up behind them, looking around for dear Mikey.  He was nowhere to be seen. 
 
Bending down, I heard Rachel speaking softly, “Deeper and deeper, more relaxed, waiting for 

him, waiting for his touch...” 
 
I touched Rachel on the back of the neck, and she sighed.  I touched Sherry, and she sighed as 

well, almost moaning, softening. 
 
“More relaxed for me now, my touch is so erotic, so sensual, but you’re so relaxed all you can 

do is enjoy it.  You’re too relaxed to make a sound or move as you let my touch get you more and 
more aroused....” I whispered to them. 

 
I looked up to make sure we were still unnoticed.  I spoke softly, stroking the backs of their 

necks gently, building and building, finally bringing them both to orgasm.  Both of them shuddered 
and jiggled on their chairs, their breath catching.  I talked them through it, and relaxed them into the 
glow on the other side. 

 
I stepped in front of them and took pictures of them, together and separately.  I stepped to 

Rachel’s side and kissed her neck.  “Awake and alert again, my princess,” I whispered in her ear.  She 
looked at me with slightly glazed eyes and a smile.  I helped her stand. 

 
I sat down next to Sherry for a moment.  “Sherry, thank you for all the help you’ve been to me 

this year.  I want you to count to thirty to yourself, and then wake up full alert, refreshed, and relaxed.  
One...  Two...”  I stood up, took Rachel’s hand, and we walked away. 

 
We walked back to the doorway behind Sherry.  I held Rachel, and she held on to me, kissing 

my neck and shoulder.  When I saw Sherry lift her pretty head and shake it a little, I moved us back out 
of sight and down the hall to the other room. 

 
“That was wonderful!” Rachel told me with a laugh, putting an arm around me. 
 
“You have great ideas,” I told her.  “I imagine that’s the best one Sherry will have tonight.” 
 
“The only one, more like it,” Rachel said. 
 
The music was getting louder, and to my tastes, worse.  Some of our friends were leaving.  We 

decided to do the same. 
 
“Let’s have a picture of the two of you,” Peter said, holding up his camera. 
 
I handed him my camera and started to stand next to Rachel, but she threw her arms around my 

neck.  I held her and we kissed.  We got applause and whistles. 
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“That’s okay, I’ve got plenty of pictures,” Peter called out.  We weren’t done yet. 
 
When we were done, we got more applause.  Everyone agreed to exchange e-mail addresses at 

school in the fall, coordinating through Peter’s hotmail account. 
 
As Rachel and I were walking out, we heard someone call out, “Andy!” 
 
We turned, and saw Sherry walking over to us, leaving Mike, some other jocks and their dates, 

standing behind. 
 
Sherry walked up to me and gave me a hug.  “Andy, thanks.  Have a wonderful summer.”  She 

gave me another hug, then turned to Rachel.  “You too.  Thanks.”  Then she headed back to the clique 
of jocks.  Mikey didn’t look happy.  Good for him. 

 
I took Rachel in arm, and we headed off again.  We saw Coach Haskell -- he walked over to us.  

I shook his hand. 
 
“It’s great to see the two of you here,” he told us. 
 
“Coach, it’s good to be here, and to see you,” I told him.  “You helped make it possible.” 
 
He nodded.  “Off to party?” 
 
I shook my head.  “No sir, our party starts in a week in Paris.” 
 
Rachel told him of spending the summer in France, and how much she was looking forward to 

it.  As she spoke, she held my arm closer. 
 
Haskell looked amused.  He looked behind us for a moment.  “Well, I don’t have to worry 

about you two -- I hope.  That leaves about a hundred I can’t trust.  See you tomorrow at graduation.” 
 
“Thanks, Coach.  See you tomorrow afternoon,” we both told him. 
 
I bailed the Volvo out of valet parking, and drove carefully out of the parking lot, driving past 

police cars. 
 
We stopped to neck a few blocks from Rachel’s house.  Then with sighs from both of us, I took 

her home. 
 
The porch light was on.  I walked her to the door.  We kissed again.  She held me with a sigh. 
 
“I know, sweetie,” I whispered to her, holding her, rocking her in my arms.  Those feelings 

started in again -- in my chest, in my legs, in my arms.  I took a breath of her perfume.  “You were 
especially beautiful tonight, princess.” 

 
“I love it when daddy calls me that,” she said. 
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We kissed again. 
 
“Good night, Andy,” she told me. 
 
“Sleep well, princess.  We’ll be over at nine to fix breakfast.” 
 
I watched her open the door, pause, and go in.  As the door closed, I turned and walked to the 

car. 
 
I was confused as I drove back to the condo.  How did I feel?  It was strange.  I stayed with it, 

exploring. 
 
Beth was still up when I went in, curled up on the couch in her robe, reading. 
 
“You’re home early,” she said as she put her book down and stood. 
 
I took her hands, standing face to face, toe to toe, as I’d done with Rachel earlier, the feelings.... 
 
“Damn!  That’s it!  I’m scared!  I’m scared to tell her I love her!”  That was it! 
 
Beth looked puzzled and amused at the same time. 
 
“Damn!  I thought I was over that problem!”  I moved us both to sitting on the couch, holding 

her hands. 
 
“I didn’t recognize it earlier.  Beth, I love her, but I’m scared to tell her!” 
 
As I sat there, looking into Beth’s eyes, the feelings started to fade.  I pulled us to standing 

again, standing face to face, toe to toe.  That did it -- the feelings were stronger again -- all sorts of 
feelings. 

 
I didn’t know whether to laugh, cry, or scream.  I took a deep breath, holding Beth’s hands, 

looking into her eyes. 
 
“I thought I was through those problems,” I said, softer now.  “A few times this evening, we 

stood like this, I looked into Rachel’s eyes, and the feelings I had....  They’re so confused!  I love her, 
but I’m scared to tell her.” 

 
Beth nodded, smiling slightly.  “Why are you scared of telling her?” 
 
“I don’t know!  I don’t want to hurt her.  I don’t want to set something in motion that will only 

be taken apart at the end of the summer.” 
 
“How do you feel about her?” 
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“I love her!  But I don’t want to hurt her.  We’re so alike, yet so different.  Like she says, we’re 
from the same tribe.” 

 
“And how would telling her hurt her?” 
 
“At the end of the summer, she goes to Cornell and I go to Stanford.  We’re back to different 

worlds.  It hurt so much when Karen and I broke up.  It hurts so much when I think of the day when 
you and I will break up.” 

 
Beth sighed.  “I’ll always love you, Andy.” 
 
I held her hands, warm in mine.  “I know you will.  And I’ll always love you.  You know what 

I mean -- the day will come when what we share now will come to an end.  You need to move on with 
life.  I’ll do the same.  Oh, Beth -- I’m confused again.” 

 
We held each other.  She moved us back to the couch, where we held each other for a few more 

minutes. 
 
“I can understand the confused part, but why were you mad?  You were quite upset a few 

minutes ago.  Do you know why?” she asked. 
 
I sighed and smiled, shaking my head.  “I don’t know.  I thought I’d gotten past those 

problems.” 
 
“What problems?” 
 
“Overcoming fear, especially fear of telling someone something, expressing my feelings.  Am I 

making sense?  I’m confused.” 
 
She smiled more, and nodded.  “You’re making sense.  Andy, you said yourself you didn’t 

want to hurt her.  I hope you’re always that way.  That doesn’t sound like fear to me.  Now, do you 
want to work more with this?  You seem intent on it.  I’d like to hear about the evening, but that can 
wait for later.  What do you need?” 

 
I took a deep breath.  “Things seem to be settling.  It was a very special evening.  You have 

been so right, you and Emily too, I guess -- I’m so glad we’ve done all these things, what I considered 
little, inconsequential things earlier.  They are very important.  Rachel looked so beautiful in her dress.  
That was a shock to her parents, especially her dad.” 

 
Beth nodded, “His baby girl is growing up -- soon she’ll be leaving the nest.” 
 
I nodded.  “I could see that in both of them.  Pride, love, sadness.  Yet when we stood toe to 

toe, holding hands....” 
 
Beth said, “Close your eyes, Andy.  Be there.  Hold her hands and look into her eyes again.” 
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I did it.  I closed my eyes and was there again, toe to toe, looking at the sparkle in her eyes, her 
smile, feeling her hands in mine, feeling the happy tears start in again.... 

 
“What color is her dress, Andy?” 
 
“White,” I said without hesitation.  But that was wrong -- I opened my eyes.  “Her dress is 

black.  Why did I say that?” 
 
Beth smirked a little.  “How was dinner?” 
 
I shook my head.  I was all over the place tonight.  “Wonderful.  They went wild when they 

saw Rachel, and got worse when she spoke French -- which she speaks very well.  Our dinner was 
superb.  A glass or two of wine would have improved it, though.” 

 
Beth laughed, and I laughed with her.  The edge was fading rapidly. 
 
“And the prom?” she asked. 
 
I told her about it, from the metal detectors and the frisking at the beginning, to Coach Haskell 

at the end, and a lot of stuff in between, including what Rachel and I did to Sherry. 
 
“How do you feel about the prom?” Beth asked when I ran out of steam. 
 
I felt my brow furrowing.  “It was interesting.  We were visitors there.  It was a rite of passage, 

but we were participating on a different level.  I saw that in some of the people from our tribe.  Many 
of the others, such as the jocks, Mikey, Sherry, were participating in a different ritual.  I’m very glad 
we went.” 

 
“Did you have fun?” 
 
I laughed.  “Yes!  We weren’t serious adults the whole time.  God, what we did with Sherry 

was fun.  And we danced, talked with our friends, and had a very good time.” 
 
“Did Rachel have fun?” 
 
“I think so.  I hope so.  You can ask her in the morning.  I’ll ask her in the morning.” 
 
“Will you tell her you love her in the morning?” 
 
I sighed.  “I don’t know.” 
 
“Has she told you?” 
 
“She loves me?  No.  Oh Beth -- I don’t think she’s been through anything like what Karen and 

I went through.  I don’t want to be the first one to break her heart.” 
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Beth smirked.  “How can you know you’ll be the first?  How do you know you’ll break her 
heart?” 

 
“At the end of the summer, she goes to Cornell, I go to Stanford.” 
 
“So?  Is that forever?  You’ll never, ever see each other, or talk to each other after that?  It 

sounds to me as if you’re abandoning paths you haven’t even gotten to yet.  What does your heart 
say?” 

 
“Now I’m confused again.  I love her.  I’m so looking forward to the summer.  Yet I know 

what happens at the end of the summer -- we part ways.  I don’t want to hurt her.” 
 
“You don’t want to hurt you.  Could you find a different solution for what happens at the end of 

the summer?” 
 
I hadn’t thought of it that way.  “You’re right -- I don’t want to be hurt either.  Is that selfish?  

We could find a solution -- one of us switching schools.  So, should I tell her tomorrow?” 
 
Beth smiled.  “Should you?” 
 
I laughed.  “One day at a time.  We’ve planned -- let’s see what happens.  It’s too early to 

monkey with things.  We can get together for the holidays and see.” 
 
I frowned again.  “But I really thought I’d worked through those problems.  I guess I haven’t.” 
 
Now Beth really laughed.  After laughing for a bit, she shook her head and looked into my 

eyes. 
 
“Oh, Andy -- I’m sorry, but you are so funny some times.  Some problems, some issues, are so 

big that we pick at them.  We think we’ve seen all there is of it, but the same thing pops up again, a 
little different.” 

 
“That’s depressing,” I told her. 
 
She frowned and squeezed my hands.  “No it’s not!  It’s encouraging!  The last time this 

problem came up, you dealt with it, right?” 
 
I nodded, “Yes....” 
 
“So you can deal with it again.  After a while, it will get to be an old friend -- oh, you again -- I 

know how to handle you.  It comes back in disguises, again and again as you work it through....” 
 
“And eventually?” 
 
She chuckled.  “And you deal with it, and it goes away, again and again.” 
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“The Ancient Mariner finally had the albatross fall into the sea....” 
 
She nodded.  “And after enlightenment?” 
 
I chuckled.  “I know that one -- before enlightenment, cut wood and carry water.  After 

enlightenment, cut wood and carry water.” 
 
“And now?” 
 
I sighed and stood, pulling her into a hug.  “Thank you, Mistress.  I need to hold you.” 
 
After cleaning up, we snuggled in bed.  She held me and I went to sleep in her arms. 
 
We made gentle love in the morning, then showered together.  We loaded stuff for Eggs 

Benedict into “my” Volvo and headed to Rachel’s house. 
 
“How are you doing now?” Beth asked as I drove us over. 
 
I held her hand.  “Better.  I’m not confused when I’m being held.” 
 
“What about Rachel?” 
 
I nodded.  “I’m looking forward to seeing her.” 
 
Beth laughed and patted my thigh.  “You’ll make a superb analyst.” 
 
“What does that mean?  I’m nuts enough to be an analyst?” 
 
She laughed more.  “No, Andy -- you’re leaving the future open -- you’re operating without 

attachment, or so I hope.” 
 
I held her hand, interlacing our fingers.  “Oh, I have so many attachments.  Beth, I don’t know 

how to tell you, to show you, how much you mean to me.” 
 
We drove the rest of the way in silence. 
 
I hadn’t seen Beth load the bottles of Champagne into the car -- obviously from Ben.  We had 

Champagne with breakfast, and good stuff at that.  Rachel helped me cook, with Beth, Joe, and Pat 
watching with amusement and taking pictures.  Beth had my camera.  I wondered how the shots of 
Rachel and Sherry looked. 

 
The sauce started out a bit thin, but came out just about right.  We had a very nice breakfast, 

talking about last night’s dinner, and the prom.  Once again, I thanked Rachel for not wearing pounds 
of makeup. 
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We did a quick cleanup on the kitchen and headed to the high school one last time.  We all rode 
in Joe’s car.  We were lucky to get a spot in the student lot.  With the size of the event, it was held in 
the football stadium, with the graduates in cap and gown sitting in chairs in the infield, under the sun.  
I brought my sunglasses, and was glad I did. 

 
I’m glad I went to the graduation ceremony, even though I didn’t get to sit with Rachel.  Even 

though some parts were corny, they brought tears to my eyes.  I could have done without some of the 
speeches.  I did pay attention to our principal, Benjamin, though.  When he talked about the courage 
he’d seen during the year, I felt a hand on my shoulder from someone in the row behind me.  The 
school valedictorian, a skinny gal with glasses, no tits, and less of a sense of humor gave a bizarre 
speech that I didn’t understand. 

 
I spotted Beth in the crowd, sitting with Joe and Pat, and Emily and Ben, and Betty and family 

as well.  I felt supported.  I was sitting there as much to thank them as anything else. 
 
After the talk, we were called up one at a time to receive ceremonial blank pieces of paper as 

the vice-principal misread names into a microphone.  No, she did a good job.  Being near the end, I got 
to watch.  Sherry, and some of the other kids, looked a bit under the weather -- no damn surprise.  Had 
I missed Mike?  I expected some folks had major-league hangovers. 

 
I cheered and applauded when Rachel got her non-diploma.  So did some folks in the stands.  

Yes, some of the jocks and socialites got more applause, but that didn’t matter. 
 
Finally it was my turn.  I got to shake Mr. Benjamin’s hand.  That wasn’t enough.  I gave him a 

hug and said, “Thank you for everything.”  I did the same walking by Mrs. Nguyen.  I heard people 
clapping, cheering, and whistling. 

 
The two rows after me went quickly, at least to me.  Then after a blissfully short closing, it was 

chaos time.  I found Rachel, and we hugged and kissed. 
 
We were still kissing when I felt a hand on my shoulder.  Rachel and I separated to see her 

folks, Beth, Ben and Emily, and Betty and family standing by us. 
 
I picked up Betty and swung her around in my arms before putting her down. 
 
“Thank you for being here!” I told her, and everyone.  She was smiling again, with maybe still 

a touch of a tear visible. 
 
Rachel and I had to turn in our caps and gowns -- we could keep the cheesy tassels.  We did 

that, and met the others in the parking lot.  I picked up the Volvo and headed back to the condo.  I had 
a few hours to pack, then it was back to Ben’s for a bon voyage barbecue.  Rachel was packing as well, 
for New York, and also for France. 

 
As I packed, I expected Beth to come in.  I expected her to come in.  I wanted her to come in, 

touch me, and carry me off.  Oh, how I wanted that, wanted her. 
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After about an hour of that, I stopped, sat down, and sighed.  I didn’t know whether to laugh or 
cry.  I was going to miss her.  God, I was going to miss her.  Yet I had so much to look forward to.  I 
only knew a little of what I’d be doing -- a few days in Paris, check in with the University, meet 
Rachel, then out to the Chateau.  After that?  I stood up and got back to work. 

 
Most of my clothes went into the bag I’d check.  I’d learned from my earlier trip -- don’t check 

anything you’ll really miss.  My carry-on had the computer, camera, adapters, bath stuff, some 
clothing.  I put some pot scrubbers in my carry-on, and some in the other suitcase. 

 
Wow -- I’d only been “home” for a few weeks.  I was very glad I’d made the trip -- I would 

have missed so much if I’d stayed in Europe. 
 
On second thought, I got out the computer and the camera, hooked them up, and transferred all 

the pictures.  That would give me more room for pictures at the party. 
 
As I was downloading pictures, I heard the front door open and close.  Beth walked into the 

room and kissed me on the top of the head. 
 
“Packing?” she asked, putting a hand on my shoulder. 
 
I sighed as my shoulders relaxed at her touch. 
 
“Almost done -- decided to clean the prom pictures out of the camera.” 
 
“Ooh, can I see?” 
 
“Sure, pull up a chair,” I told her. 
 
The first pic up was the one I’d taken of Rachel in her dress. 
 
“Andy, she’s beautiful,” Beth whispered. 
 
“I know.  I wish I could have captured the look on her parents’ faces.” 
 
I advanced to the next pic.  It showed us standing toe to toe.  I moved my hand to advance 

quickly, but Beth held my hand. 
 
The way Rachel was looking at me, the way I was looking at her....  Beth squeezed my hand, 

and put her other hand on my back, holding me. 
 
“She loves you, Andy,” Beth whispered. 
 
“Then why are we so scared to say it?” I asked. 
 
Beth hit the arrow key on the keyboard to advance to the next pic. 
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We both laughed -- Rachel and I were standing facing the camera, and looked so stiff and 
formal, you’d never know it was the same people from the previous shot. 

 
The restaurant shots were better -- we were relaxed and having fun. 
 
We moved to the prom pictures.  I explained one shot to Beth as trying to capture the amount of 

makeup one girl had on -- very thick.  I had shots of some of the more outrageous dresses.  The pic I 
had of Sherry and Mike was perfect -- his eyes glowing red as he stared at me. 

 
“You picked out Rachel’s dress?” Beth asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Rachel and I.  I couldn’t have done it without Bridget’s help though, all the times 

we went into stores, all her remarks about what others were wearing.” 
 
Beth rubbed my back and chuckled.  “She’d be proud of you.  I know I am.” 
 
“Thank you, Mistress,” I said as I moved on to the next picture. 
 
And that one was of Rachel and Sherry, sitting hypnotized.  I felt a hand on my shoulder, 

squeezing gently. 
 
“Is that how I look when you’ve got me hypnotized?” Beth asked. 
 
I flicked to the next one -- it should be Rachel; it was, a closer shot of her face. 
 
“We could see,” I said softly, turning to Beth. 
 
She smiled and sighed, then kissed me on the forehead.  “We need to get going.” 
 
I sighed, and Beth laughed as she stood up.  I grabbed her hand and stood up quickly, turning 

her, pressing her against the wall and kissing her.  Oh, she felt so good. 
 
I followed her to Ben and Emily’s house -- “my” Volvo would be with Ben until I returned.  

Rachel and family arrived as I pulled into the driveway -- a very pleasant surprise. 
 
Rachel and I hugged, and went in hand-in-hand. 
 
Their choice of food was a surprise, and great -- barbecued ribs (both pork and beef), beans, 

corn, cornbread, salad. 
 
Once Betty and family arrived, we started off with a Champagne toast.  Betty’s dad poured her 

a little; Gary got sparkling grape juice. 
 
“Bon voyage,” Ben said, raising his glass. 
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Rachel and I were toe to toe again.  The way she looked at me -- why were my thoughts and 
feelings so turbulent, so muddled?  I recalled so clearly raising a water glass at dinner at the old house 
-- was it less than nine months ago?  Toasting my parents, who had just announced they were going on 
a cruise together.  No -- that was the past -- I looked into Rachel’s eyes as I raised my glass. 

 
After that first sip, Ben looked to me and asked, “Well?” 
 
I took a breath.  I knew my voice wouldn’t work just then, so I turned to Rachel and gave her a 

hug.  She made a gasping, almost sobbing noise and held me.  She also sloshed cold champagne on my 
back, so I held her closer. 

 
To gentle laughter we moved apart.  I went over to Ben, setting down my glass, and gave him a 

hug.  I hugged Emily, then Betty, and finally Beth. 
 
“Now can we eat?” cried Gary, letting us all laugh. 
 
I wiped my eyes, sliding an arm from around Beth’s waist.  She wiped her eyes.  I glanced at 

Rachel -- she was wiping her eyes.  I walked over to her and hugged her close. 
 
We ate; we talked.  I was so glad I’d gone to graduation -- so was Rachel.  We got a lot of “I 

told you so” nods when we told people that. 
 
Finally it was time for us to leave, though.  I told Betty I’d see her at the end of the summer, 

and told Gary not to bug his big sister.  He rolled his eyes, but smiled and gave me a hug.  I thanked 
Betty’s parents for all they’d done. 

 
Rachel and I hugged again. 
 
“I’ll see you in a week, sweetie,” I whispered in her ear. 
 
“Oh, you’ll be in my dreams,” she whispered back. 
 
I thanked her parents once again, and got hugs from them.  Both were teary-eyed. 
 
“Ben, I’ll see you in a few weeks too,” I said, shaking his hand. 
 
“But I don’t think you’ll be as happy to see me,” he said with a mock pout. 
 
We all laughed.  I hugged him and he pounded me on the back. 
 
“Thank you, Doctor Carmichael, for picking up the pieces, more than once,” I told Emily, 

holding her hands. 
 
“You are very welcome, Andrew.  Study hard,” she told me. 
 
It took us another ten minutes, and more hugs, before everyone could get to their cars. 
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Beth drove the two of us home.  Once inside, I put my sunglasses in the basket by the door, 

touching Beth’s hand as she dropped in her keys.  We turned to each other. 
 
We flowed into a kiss, embracing.  She pressed me up against the wall.  I held her and relaxed 

into her.  She pulled her lips away and moved them to my right ear as her hand slid up my shoulder 
and her fingers grazed my neck.  I moaned in anticipation. 

 
Her voice and her fingers worked magic on me once again.  I was aware but in a fog as she led 

me to the bathroom and we cleaned up.  She stripped me and sat me on the edge of the bed.  I gazed 
into her eyes as her fingers stroked my temples, and her voice went deep into me. 

 
She stepped away for some time, returning to stand in front of me.  She stripped slowly and 

provocatively, then dabbed perfume on the tops of her breasts, and her mound. 
 
Then she sensuously slipped on her fur coat, and stepped toward me, holding my eyes in hers.  

She pushed me back on to the bed, at first with her hands, and then with her body and the coat sliding 
over me. 

 
Oh how I wanted her!  Oh how I wanted to devour her!  She paused to tantalize my cock with 

her breasts and the soft fur of the coat, but moved higher, nipping at my nipples, then kissing me, 
kissing me with her whole body. 

 
She moved up, holding me too briefly to each nipple, then moving up again. 
 
She rolled to her back, and I rolled over, diving between her legs, devouring her. 
 
After some time she pulled me up and to her side.  I moved up, and she urged me to a breast.  I 

was still hungry for her as she held me and rolled over a bit, putting her weight on me. 
 
A hand found the back of my head, holding me gently.  I filled myself with her, her perfume, 

her warmth.  She started speaking softly.  I moaned as my muscles melted, feeling her hand at the back 
of my head holding me to her. 

 
When I woke in the morning, I went to the bathroom, and held her close.  She got up after a 

few minutes, but returned quickly.  We snuggled up again, spoon style with me pressed up against her 
back. 

 
“I’m going to miss you, Mistress,” I whispered as I kissed her bare shoulder and neck. 
 
She snuggled in closer. 
 
I started whispering to her, about how wonderful it was to be in her arms, so safe and relaxed.  I 

blended into an induction, taking her into trance.  I’d never used trance triggers with her, yet she used 
them with me -- strange. 
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I eased her deeper into trance, then on to her back.  I got up to get the coat -- one last time 
before I go.  As I got it out of the closet in the office, I saw my camera and smiled.  I grabbed it as 
well. 

 
I took a couple of pictures of her face, beautiful in trance.  I set the camera down on the bed, 

and started taking us on a ride on those long, sensuous waves again, caressing her with the coat, 
eventually sliding into her and bringing her to orgasm.  I took a few pictures of her, with her head 
back, such a look on her face! 

 
I put the camera in my bedstand drawer, and leaning down, let the soft plush of the coat touch 

me and make me part of the waves as well, taking us on the rest of the journey.  I know I called on her 
to hold me, and squeeze me, and she did, both of us crying out once again, collapsing afterwards into 
mutual embrace. 

 
We got up quietly and showered.  As she did her hair, I packed the camera and put away the 

coat, holding it to me once more, inhaling our scents and her perfume. 
 
We had a light brunch.  We were both quiet, staying close, touching. 
 
Finally it was time to go.  I knew I’d be there plenty early, but liked that -- let’s get it over with.  

We loaded my bags into her car, and with another hug, headed to the airport. 
 
Yes, I had my passport -- in my jacket pocket, along with my tickets.  Yes, I had my credit 

card, and the equivalent of a couple of hundred dollars in francs.  And yes, I would love her, and miss 
her, and would take very good care of Rachel. 

 
We parted outside the Air France terminal with a long hug and kiss. 
 
“I love you, Beth.  I’ll always love you.  Enjoy your summer.” 
 
“Andy, I love you.  Take care of yourself, and of that girl.  I’ll see you in a few months.” 
 
It’s funny how all the surrounding noise, the car horns, the police whistles, the chaos and all the 

conversations, fade so quickly when you really look into the eyes of one you love. 
 
We embraced once more.  I helped her into her car and closed the door.  After she drove off, I 

took my bags into the terminal. 
 
I queued up for Air France, business.  When I got to the head of the queue, I spoke to the man 

on the other side of the counter in French.  He smiled broadly.  He checked my passport, took care of 
my checked bag, handed me a boarding pass, and directed me to the lounge.  I thanked him and headed 
off. 

 
I looked at my boarding pass -- seat 3A!  I’d been bumped to First Class!  Hell, I had over an 

hour -- let’s check out the lounge. 
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When I got there, I greeted the cutie behind the desk in French.  She responded with a twinkle 
in her eyes and the most wonderful Marseilles accent!  I told her how nice it was to hear someone from 
that region again -- I’d be putting up with nothing but Parisians for a week, until I could get out to the 
countryside.  We talked for a few minutes. 

 
One of the other Air France people asked if this was my first flight.  No, this was my second 

trip over this year.  Where would I be staying?  I told them of the chateau.  We were over away from 
the reception area.  The short cutie from behind the desk came over and asked if I would like a glass of 
champagne.  Oui, yes, please.  She walked off with a wonderful sway. 

 
I got my camera.  When she returned, I asked one of the others to take a picture of us.  She set 

the tray with my champagne down and stepped right up to me, putting her arm around me, and my arm 
around her.  I got pictures with a few Air France people, and one of just them. 

 
I sat down to enjoy my bubbly.  I thought about downloading the camera again, but the place 

was starting to fill up -- not sure I wanted the pics of Beth up on the screen.  I flipped out the little 
color viewfinder on the camera, and started looking through the images I’d captured. 

 
The shots from Ben and Emily’s place were good.  God, even on that small screen, the way 

Rachel and I looked at each other -- I could feel my breathing shift just looking at it. 
 
Surprise -- I expected to see Beth in trance, but instead, on that small color screen, I saw my 

own face.  So that’s what I look like in trance?  Guess that’s where I got the idea for this morning.  
She’d taken five pics, and they were something.  Of course the ones I’d taken of her looked pretty 
good too. 

 
I got the camera ready to take more pictures, then turned it off.  Half an hour to go -- I went to 

the bathroom again.  Ben had told me -- never pass up an opportunity to pee. 
 
What a trip.  I knew Bridget would meet me on the other end.  Day after tomorrow, whenever 

that was, I would meet people from the University, my tutor for the summer.  End of the week, Rachel 
arrives. 

 
The lady and the tiger -- again.  I knew what I would be doing, yet I knew I didn’t have a clue.  

This time, I had responsibilities, someone to look after.  Before, Ben had looked after me. 
 
Calm and relaxed; calm and relaxed -- thank you Beth.  Thank you, Beth, and thank you Emily.  

Thank you Karen, and Betty, and Sherry, and Donna.  I love you, Rachel. 
 
Someone had refilled my glass.  I picked it up, drained it, then picked up my bag.  I headed out 

the door and to the gate.  Forward. 
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Part 14 -- Stepping Back Into the Stream 
 
I felt the momentary roughness indicating the start of our descent into Los Angeles.  “Merci,” I 

said to a stewardess with a smile as she picked up my water glass.  I straightened my seat, making sure 
all my goodies were packed away. 

 
I looked at the watch on my wrist.  I definitely had the best tan I’d ever had in my life.  I was 

still getting used to the weight of a stainless steel Breitling chronograph, a gift from my “employer” of 
the last few weeks.  I shook my head and sighed.  What had I been to her?  Chef?  Lover?  Therapist?  
All of the above?  What had she been to me?  Papi and I had talked of that, and would undoubtedly 
talk more. 

 
Who would meet me?  It would be Tuesday afternoon, L.A. time, the day after Labor Day.  

How was Ben?  It had been eight weeks since his heart attack and subsequent bypass surgery.  I’d see 
him tomorrow for sure.  How was Beth?  I’d spoken to her two or three times.  How had she changed?  
I’d heard things in her voice -- joy, sadness -- more than Ben, I thought, but that was an interpretation. 

 
I closed my eyes and sat back.  How had I changed?  God, how hadn’t I changed.  I’d grown -- 

physically, mentally, spiritually.  I’d learned so much, and had so much to learn.  So much had 
happened -- so much had happened in the three weeks since Rachel had headed back. 

 
“Monsieur Wilson,” a voice said.  I opened my eyes and took my sport coat from the 

stewardess.  “Merci.” 
 
I’d have to get a lot of new clothes.  I’d put a couple of inches at least on my chest.  My waist 

was smaller.  I’d grown another inch, or more.  I had no idea what I weighed, but I knew I didn’t have 
very much fat -- I’d lost all that.  God, those first weeks at the chateau had been hell.  Did Rachel keep 
her word?  She’d promised not to tell.  She’d changed as well, outside and inside. 

 
Who would be on the other side of the door?  I chuckled to myself -- who was meeting them?  

It had been a shock to me, looking at the pictures taken over the summer, how much I’d changed.  
Would they recognize the young man in the sports coat and collarless shirt, the man with the dark tan, 
the scar over one eye?  The broad muscular shoulders and trim waist?  My hair was shorter, and 
lighter, from the sea and the pool.  I felt anxiety approaching -- the unknown was on both sides of that 
door.  I smiled, inside and outside, embracing it.  I’d done this before, months ago -- and chosen the 
lady and the tiger. 

 
Customs was slow but easy.  My two original suitcases had been supplemented by another 

larger and well-used piece.  Compared to French bureaucrats, these people were amateurs.  Bags on the 
cart again, I took a breath and pushed to the door. 

 
I was putting my foot back in the stream -- I’d taken it out a while back.  The stream is the 

same, I am the same, yet everything is different.  The stream I put my foot into is not the stream I took 
it out of.  The foot I put back is not the foot that I took out.  Even the observer, that “I,” had changed. 

 
Onward. 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 427� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
I glanced around as I cleared the door.  Beth -- over to the side on my right.  She looked 

beautiful, but....  A man standing next to her, arm around her waist -- protecting, unsure.  His arm 
pulled her closer -- she moved closer.  The way she breathed with his arm around her, relaxing into his 
embrace, the smile that came to her face, the tilt of their hips, all told me with certainty -- they were 
lovers. 

 
I sighed and took another step.  She had moved on with life.  Good. 
 
More to the middle of the aisle -- Betty and Sherry.  They hadn’t recognized me, yet.  Would 

they? 
 
Betty must be wearing contact lenses -- she’d grown, and filled out.  She must be taller than her 

mom now.  I owed her mom a visit.  Sherry looked luscious.  Seeing her stirred me, deepened my 
breathing, and spread my smile. 

 
Betty shrieked -- she recognized me.  Sherry looked astonished.  I pushed the cart nearer to 

them as they rushed me. 
 
I picked up one in each arm, picking them up off the floor and holding them.  They both 

hugged and kissed me.  Sherry smelled delicious.  God, I hope she’s not attached currently.  I knew I’d 
need someone, desperately. 

 
“Andy!?” Beth called out. 
 
I put the girls down and turned to Beth.  I stepped to her as she looked at me in surprise.  I gave 

her a gentle hug.  “Thank you for meeting me,” I told her. 
 
She clutched me briefly, then stepped back.  I could see her heart racing, the surprise and 

confusion in her face. 
 
“Is it really you?” she asked. 
 
“C’est moi,” I said, holding out my hands.  Betty and Sherry grabbed me again, from both 

sides.  I laughed. 
 
I looked to the man, Beth’s lover.  How I envied him.  I wished him all the best -- I wished her 

all the best.  I extended my hand.  “I’m Andy -- it’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
He stepped forward a bit, extending his hand.  “Roger.  Beth has told me a lot about you,” he 

said. 
 
From the look on his face, and on hers, she hadn’t told him that much. 
 
“Thank you for coming to meet me.  I appreciate it.”  I turned to the girls.  “Ladies, let’s get the 

cart out of the way so other people can depart this wonderful place!” 
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“Andy, I can’t believe it’s you!” Beth said, voice full of emotion. 
 
I looked into her eyes and almost broke into tears.  Was she on the verge as well?  Yet I could 

see her happiness, her fulfillment. 
 
I turned to my bags.  Sherry moved the cart out of the way, pushing it towards an elevator.  I 

grabbed my carry-on in one arm, and Betty in the other.  Her arm flew around my waist. 
 
“It’s quite a surprise to see you two here,” I told them, after clearing my throat. 
 
“My God, Rachel said we’d be surprised,” Sherry said. 
 
“Here, let’s carry the bags,” I said, grabbing the large one. 
 
Roger stepped up and took two.  Sherry stepped to my side and gave me a hug. 
 
As Roger led the way, Beth and I exchanged another glance. 
 
“You have some explaining to do,” she told me. 
 
I nodded and smiled.  So do you, my love, I thought. 
 
As we walked along, I asked her, “How’s Ben doing?” 
 
Beth nodded.  “He’s back at work part time.  He recovered quickly, thanks to superb care.  

Roger did the bypass surgery.  He’s strong enough to see you -- God, Andy, I couldn’t believe how 
Rachel looked!  Now you!  What did you do?  She wouldn’t talk!” 

 
Sherry ran fingers up my back, then down to my bottom, giving me a squeeze.  I smiled again -

- a good sign. 
 
“I want to see Ben.  Rachel and I had a very interesting summer.” 
 
Sherry had a hand in my back pocket. 
 
“I guess so!” Beth said. 
 
“Roger, thanks for taking good care of Ben.  He’s family.” 
 
Roger looked back and grinned.  “He’s quite a character.  Working with him, and his wife, has 

been very interesting.” 
 
I laughed some.  “How did Emily do?” I asked Beth, holding out a hand to her. 
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She took my hand, holding it tight.  “It was rough at first, but she pulled both of them through.  
She pulled all of us through.  I think she would like to talk to you as well.” 

 
“Oh?” 
 
Beth nodded.  “Some letters from France, with grades for your summer work, 

recommendations, other things.” 
 
Uh oh....  “I haven’t seen those folks in three weeks or so, since shortly after Rachel left.”  I’d 

talked to Papi quite a bit, but none of the administrative folks. 
 
Beth gave me quite the look.  “I know.  You moved quickly.  They gave you another unit of 

credit for your work the last few weeks.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow and smiled. 
 
We reached a Chevy Suburban in one of the parking garages.  We loaded my bags in the back.  

Roger helped Beth into the front passenger seat.  Was he always that gentlemanly with her, or was my 
presence emphasizing that?  Always, there is the effect of the observer.  I sat in the back between 
Sherry and Betty.  Soon we were out in the mess surrounding the Los Angeles International Airport. 

 
I put my sunglasses on, stretching a little and looking around.  Sherry was having a hard time 

keeping her hands to herself.  Betty was chuckling. 
 
“You have grown, my dear,” I told Betty softly, looking in her brown eyes.  She sighed -- I 

thought she was going to melt -- or come. 
 
“Would you like to come to my pool party Saturday?” Sherry asked from the other side. 
 
I turned to her.  “Will anyone else be there?” I asked quietly. 
 
She grinned.  “Part of the time.” 
 
I nodded. 
 
“What happened to the kid I took to the airport a few months ago?” Beth asked, turning around 

in the front seat. 
 
I smiled.  “Life in the country is good for you.  Fresh air, good food, clean living....” 
 
The three ladies chuckled.  Roger shook his head. 
 
“Andy, whatever you did, you look fantastic,” Beth said. 
 
Sherry growled and ran her hands over me.  Betty squealed and squeezed my right arm. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 430� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“Where were you the last three weeks?” Beth asked. 
 
“The first week or so I was on a yacht in the Mediterranean, and the rest of the time at a villa in 

the south of France, a little town fifty clicks or so from the Italian border.” 
 
“Cooking?” she asked with a smile. 
 
“Oui,” I said with a nod and a smile. 
 
“Want to cook dinner for us?” she asked. 
 
“Not tonight!  I need Mexican!  You can’t get Mexican food in France -- you can’t even get the 

proper ingredients!” 
 
She laughed and nodded, then shook her head again, looking at me in wonder.  “How much do 

you weigh now?” 
 
“No idea.  I figure I grew over an inch.  I bought some new stuff, but I’m going to need more 

clothes.” 
 
“Not with me, you won’t,” Sherry whispered in my ear. 
 
“Did Rachel get off to school okay?” I asked. 
 
Beth shook her head, smiling.  “Her parents didn’t recognize her when she got off the plane.  I 

didn’t either, when I saw her.  Andy....  Yes, she got off okay.  You need to call her.” 
 
“I’ll do that.” 
 
“When does USC start?” I asked Sherry. 
 
“Another two weeks, just before Stanford,” she said with a smile. 
 
“I like that answer,” I whispered in her ear. 
 
“And how are you doing?” I turned to Betty. 
 
She was frowning, but that dissipated as she spoke.  “I’m doing this year and going to Stanford 

next year, they’ve told me so,” she told me.  “Mom and dad agreed -- High school is a waste of time.  
I’m doing your schedule -- mornings and afternoons at City.” 

 
“Unless you’re helping others,” I suggested. 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Oh, I am.  I’ve been tutoring since summer.  That does help quite a 

bit.  But still, there’s so much I could be doing.” 
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After a bit, I asked, “Tell me more about Ben.  What happened?”  I’d only gotten summaries in 
brief phonecalls and faxes during the summer. 

 
Beth turned a little more.  She put a hand on Roger’s shoulder.  I liked the look she gave him.  I 

was happy for her, but it still hurt. 
 
“He complained about not feeling well one morning, and tried to sneak off to work.  But Emily 

took one good look at him and called an ambulance.  They figure he’d had one minor attack already.  
He had another one at the hospital.”  She squeezed Roger’s shoulder again and he picked up the story. 

 
“He was lucky.  I was in his chest later that day, doing a quad bypass.  His recovery has been 

very rapid.  He says he misses his jogging partner.” 
 
I nodded.  “And I miss him as well.  Did he get my cards?” 
 
Beth said, “Yes he did, and they cheered him up immensely.  Emily cut back on her own work, 

and I think it has helped both of them.” 
 
We got to the house, and started unloading things.  The Volvo was out in front -- it looked as if 

it had been washed and waxed. 
 
Walking inside was strange.  I was back, but I was putting my foot in a different stream.  I took 

the bag I was carrying into the guestroom. 
 
Something was different about the place.  It took a few minutes, with the girls and Roger 

bringing in my other bags, Beth and I exchanging glances, before it dawned on me. 
 
Beth always left the TV schedule from the Sunday paper on one end table in the living room -- 

but there wasn’t one.  Things looked too tidy.  The usual clutter was missing from the kitchen counter.  
The coffee maker -- I walked over to it -- the glass had dust on it. 

 
She wasn’t living here any more.  I heard a beeping noise as I turned to look for her. 
 
Roger grabbed the pager on his belt, then his cell phone.  He pushed a few buttons. 
 
“This is Doctor Conn.  ...  Okay, has Doctor McCandless been notified?  Good.  Have 

radiology work him up, and I’ll be there in about half an hour.” 
 
He closed his phone, looked at Beth, and sighed.  They hugged each other.  “Don’t wait for me 

for dinner,” he told her. 
 
Both of them turned to me.  Roger stepped forward and extended a hand.  “Andy, I won’t be 

able to make dinner with you tonight.” 
 
I shook his hand.  “I understand.  Duty calls.” 
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He nodded.  “And never at convenient times.  Welcome back.” 
 
He gave Beth another hug.  “Can you take Sherry and Betty back?” he asked Beth. 
 
“I can drop them at home,” I told them. 
 
Beth gave him a hug, closing her eyes briefly.  I knew that look.  I loved that look, and that 

feeling.  “We’ll take care of them.  Get going,” she told him. 
 
He left.  Beth walked over to where I was standing in the kitchen. 
 
“I hope you don’t mind the guest room,” she whispered. 
 
I held one of her hands.  “It’s okay, Beth.  You don’t have to stay here.  You haven’t been here 

in weeks.” 
 
She sighed with a lopsided smile.  “Does it show that much?” 
 
I nodded.  “Beth, you look so happy.  I’m happy for you.” 
 
She grabbed me and held me.  I held her.  “Why don’t I feel happy then?  Oh Andy....” 
 
I held her, rocked her, putting a hand on the back of her head and leaning her on my shoulder.  

“Beth, we’re moving on,” I whispered. 
 
“Oh, Andy...” she whispered again, holding me. 
 
We parted a little.  We both sighed, looking at each other, then chuckled a little. 
 
“Oh Andy, you’ve grown, and changed...”  She frowned and reached up to my forehead, 

touching my scar.  “Where did you get that?” 
 
I smiled.  “A long story -- kicked by a goat.” 
 
She smiled and shook her head.  “I’d like to hear that one, I think.” 
 
I held her hands.  I thought about kissing her hands, but the thought of my lips on her flesh....  

That was a different stream, a different time. 
 
“Do you love him?” I asked softly. 
 
Her chin trembled and her eyes filled with moisture.  She nodded her head a little. 
 
My eyes were filling as well.  I took a breath, smiling, and hugged her close.  “Oh Beth, I can 

tell.  Oh, it hurts, but I’m happy for you, for you both.” 
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She sobbed as she held me, as I held her. 
 
“Beth, I will always love you,” I whispered as I held her.  “You have given me so much." 
 
I closed my eyes and held her, rocking slowly, breathing slowly.  I heard a noise -- I kissed her 

head and stepped back.  She turned so she was facing into the kitchen, wiping the tears from her face. 
 
Betty and Sherry were standing about ten feet away.  Sherry looked uncertain; Betty smiled. 
 
“Like to see some pictures?” I asked them, changing the subject wildly. 
 
“You bet!” Betty replied eagerly. 
 
I turned to Beth, putting a hand on her back.  “Look at some pictures with me?” 
 
She sniffed and turned, smiling.  “Yes, please,” she said in a whisper. 
 
I went to the old suitcase, and took out the set of prints Mme. Dumont had mounted for me.  

She had quite a talent.  She’d presented me with the prints yesterday, or the day before I got on the 
plane, whenever that was. 

 
I sat on the couch in the living room, pulling Beth to one side of me.  Sherry sat on my other 

side, and Betty sat next to her. 
 
“Our hostess at the chateau is quite the photographer.  Bridget took some pictures in Paris as 

well, but Mme. Dumont arranged the prints.” 
 
The first picture was of a man in his sixties, with a round face, small glasses, twinkling eyes 

and smile, wisps of gray hair on the sides of his head.  He was seated at a small table, holding a cup of 
coffee. 

 
I sighed and smiled.  “This is Doctor Professor Albert Michelot.  We call him Papi, 

grandfather.  I love this man.  He has been father, teacher, analyst, confessor, and most of all, friend.” 
 
I showed them one of Papi and me seated at the small table in the chateau garden, both of us 

leaning over, leaning closer, gesturing, deep in thought.  Such intensity in both of us!  Oh, the life in 
that man! 

 
The following print was a sepia-toned print showing Papi and Rachel standing at the table in 

the kitchen, working pasta dough.  I felt Beth’s hand on my back. 
 
“Papi would come out in the afternoon.  He’d sit in the kitchen and we’d talk as I prepared 

dinner.  He’d quiz me on my reading, and on the things I’d written for him.  After dinner, he’d sit in 
the kitchen and we’d talk as I cleaned up and prepared for the next day.  Then we’d go to another room 
in the chateau and talk more, some times for hours.  He’d spend the night, and after breakfast, he’d 
head back to Paris.  This went on two or three days a week.” 
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The next print showed Papi smiling, turning back to look at the camera as he washed dishes in 

the kitchen sink. 
 
“We put him to work, though, and he loved it.  He showed up one afternoon when I had to put 

on a dinner for twenty-four -- twenty-four!  He pitched in, helped with everything, even serving and 
cleaning up, all with a smile.” 

 
I sighed again, and looked to Beth.  Our eyes met.  “I told him things I’ve never told another 

soul, not even myself,” I said softly to her.  She nodded and smiled. 
 
The next picture was another sepia toned print of a man and a woman.  The man was tall, 

rugged, with an expressive face and neatly trimmed moustache.  The woman was almost as tall, 
athletic, with a smile that radiated both energy and calm. 

 
“You wanted to know what happened to Rachel and me?  These wonderful people are part of 

the answer.  This is Mon Colonel, Bernard Humair, and his wife Jeanne.  The Dumonts knew they 
needed more help with the chateau, so they hired Bernard to be groundskeeper, and Jeanne to help with 
the chateau, and whatever else needed doing.  Bernard took early retirement from the French military -
- he led an army unit that’s their equivalent of our Green Berets.  Jeanne has competed for France in 
three Olympic games in track and field.  She also teaches yoga.  Rachel and I were so lucky.  They 
decided to get us into shape.  I think they succeeded.” 

 
“I’ll say,” Beth muttered, feeling the muscles on my back and shoulders. 
 
I laughed.  “Those first weeks were tough.  Bernard got us up before dawn and put us through 

hell.  Jeanne would join us and we’d run halfway to Antwerp and back, then do yoga.  In the evening 
she’d lead us in yoga and meditation.  Bernard put together an obstacle course, and had us doing other 
fun things, like hand-to-hand.” 

 
“That where you got the scar?” Betty asked.  I looked over to her.  Sherry touched my 

forehead. 
 
“Nope, that’s another picture.  Kicked in the head by a goat.” 
 
Betty laughed; Sherry gave me a funny look. 
 
The next print was a color one, taken that first week.  Rachel and I looked exhausted, and pretty 

damn flabby.  We’d just come back from a run.  Bernard and Jeanne were practically laughing at us.  
“I guess this one is ‘before.’” 

 
The next one was a more formal picture in front of the main fireplace.  “In the middle are the 

Dumonts, the owners of the chateau.”  Rachel and I were to one side of them, Bernard and Jeanne on 
the other. 
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The next print is one of my favorites.  It’s a black and white close-up.  “This is Grand-mère, 
grandmother.  What a soul she is!  She taught us so much.” 

 
The next print was of her weathered hands as she cut vegetables.  “She is such a treasure.” 
 
There were a few pictures of us in the kitchen, and serving meals. 
 
“The woman on the end in this one is Bridget.  She’d drop in from time to time.  We spent the 

first few days in Paris together, and then she was off for most of the summer.” 
 
Betty gave me an interesting glance at that one. 
 
The next picture was taken at a brasserie in the Latin Quarter of Paris.  I was in the middle, 

seated between two women. 
 
“Bridget took this one, I think the third day I was in Paris.  The older woman is Mme. Dumay, 

Doctor Dumay.  The younger woman is her protégé, Rosemarie.  Thanks to them, I met Papi.  Thanks 
to them, I learned a great deal.  I was able to help them as well, I think.” 

 
Beth and I exchanged interesting glances at that -- Beth raised an eyebrow. 
 
“Mme. Dumay is a respected psychologist, but has moved into more, ah, applied areas of the 

art.  And she is an artist, and a healer.  Next summer I may spend in Paris, working with her, 
Rosemarie, and Papi.” 

 
I had some pictures I’d taken of the chateau, showing different views.  I pointed out work we’d 

done, and work remaining. 
 
The next one was of the yacht.  “This is the little boat I spent a week or so on.  It belongs to the 

guy who owns the financial house M. Dumont works for.  Oh, Bernard goes to work for them this fall 
as well -- he wanted to work with his hands for the summer as a transition.  He got more than he 
bargained for.” 

 
The next print was a bit larger, showing me diving off the top deck of the boat.  I was almost 

wearing a sort of g-string bathing suit -- with no tan lines showing, either. 
 
“Is that you?” Betty asked.  Sherry gave me a squeeze. 
 
“Yeah, that’s an ‘after’ picture,” I told them.  Beth chuckled. 
 
The next one was of the dining salon.  I was dressed chef-style in my whites, standing proudly 

behind the dishes spread in front of me, a group of people standing on one side of the table. 
 
“This is one of the fancy meals I did onboard.  I served eight that night.  The older pair in the 

middle are the owner and his wife.  He’s a character -- Swiss-German, retentive, perfectionist.  I’d like 
to know more about his mother.  The other pair, the old guy with the young wife, next to Bernard, is 
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another financier with the firm, Daniel Lubat and his wife Carol.  Daniel hired me to cook for Carol at 
their villa in the South of France while he was in Brussels for a few weeks.” 

 
Sherry and Betty both gave me wide-eyed looks.  I smiled.  Beth squeezed the back of my 

neck.  God, how nice it would be to let go to her again.  But, that was a different time. 
 
“Professor Michelot gave you 40 hours of supervised analysis for that work,” Beth mentioned. 
 
I looked at her, raising an eyebrow.  “Did he!  I was on the phone almost every day with him, 

or occasionally Madame Dumay.” 
 
She nodded, smiling.  “I had to have Emily and Ben translate for me.  He also gave you another 

unit, to go along with the credits from earlier in the summer.” 
 
I nodded.  “I owe Papi a letter.” 
 
She chuckled.  “More than that, I think.  You owe him the rest of a paper.  Henri wants to see it 

as well, and Emily is demanding English translations of all of them.” 
 
I sighed, smiling.  “I was pushed so much, in so many directions!  It was so grand!  Grand-

mère, Papi, Bernard and Jeanne...”  I looked to Beth again.  “And thanks to you, I didn’t know how to 
fail, so I kept going -- I succeeded.” 

 
We gazed into each other’s eyes for a bit, smiling. 
 
I returned to the prints, just a few left, two of the villa, and one of Rachel and me standing on a 

balcony at the chateau, standing toe to toe. 
 
I set them down. 
 
“That all?” Betty asked.  “Did you use your digital camera?” 
 
I chuckled a little.  “I have thousands of shots from that!  I’ve weeded some out.  The camera 

and computer were a godsend.  I recorded every significant meal I did, and most of the rest as well.  
Even got a picture of the damn goat.” 

 
“Are you going to tell us the story, or not?” Betty said. 
 
I laughed and leaned back a bit.  Jet lag was catching up with me.  I looked at my watch -- a 

little after five. 
 
“Where did you get that?” Beth asked. 
 
I smiled.  “Gift from Carol.” 
 
“The goat!” exclaimed Betty. 
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“Okay, okay.  We made a lot of trips around the area, mostly on bicycle.  Over in Pionsat, a 

little village, they have a great dairy for goat cheese.  We visited there one day, one of our so-called 
days off, when I only had to do two meals, and just for us, no guests, other than Papi, or Mme. 
Dumay.” 

 
“They have two hundred goats.  That’s a hundred ninety nine females, and one male.” 
 
The ladies chuckled. 
 
“That’s how Bernard and I looked at it -- one tired but very lucky goat.  I got to meet him.  He 

was standing up on a mound of dirt.  I made the mistake of bending over to pick something up off the 
ground, and the bastard nailed me.  No warning -- blam.  Knocked me out cold.  Rachel was worried 
I’d been seriously injured.  Bernard borrowed some silk thread and put three stitches in my head.” 

 
Beth shuddered.  “Did he at least clean the wound first?” 
 
I grimaced a bit at the memory.  “Oh yeah, with some home-made Eau-de-Vie -- French 

Moonshine.  They drink it, cook with it, and use it to strip off paint and grease.” 
 
“What did you do after that?” Betty asked. 
 
“We got on our bikes and rode back to the chateau.  I talked to Grand-mère about recipes for 

goat.” 
 
Beth laughed, rubbing my back.  I felt better.  I sighed and my eyes closed. 
 
“Getting tired?” she asked. 
 
I raised my head.  “Yes -- it’s catching up with me.  I could use something to eat as well.  

What’s your schedule, ladies?” I asked Betty and Sherry. 
 
Betty smiled.  Sherry shrugged.  “Get back later.  That’s it.” 
 
Betty said, “We could go home now, and then you two could go to dinner.” 
 
I felt Beth’s hand on my back.  I smiled to Betty -- her offer had gone over Sherry’s head. 
 
“I’d like you to join us.  I’d like to hear what else is going on,” I told them. 
 
I glanced over to Beth.  She nodded. 
 
I went to the bathroom.  When I finished, Beth said, “I’ll drive, okay?” 
 
“Probably a good idea,” I said.  I was feeling wiped out.  We rode in Beth’s car. 
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We were early, and had a good dinner.  Sherry was ready for USC.  Betty was taking French 
from my old teacher at City, Calculus, and anthropology.  She was also tutoring in math, physics, and 
French. 

 
When Sherry stepped off to the bathroom for a moment, Betty took my hand.  “Come to dinner 

at our house on Sunday?” 
 
I smiled.  “I’d love to.  What can I cook?” 
 
She beamed.  “I’ll let you know.” 
 
I paid for part of dinner and Beth picked up the rest.  She remarked on how frugal I’d been, 

aside from the initial registration fees I’d been charged by the University in Paris.  I told her the 
Dumonts had been very generous in their compensation. 

 
We dropped Sherry off first.  She whispered to me to call any time, giving me a sensuous hug. 
 
We dropped Betty off at her house.  I hugged her and walked her to the door. 
 
“Betty, thank you so much for meeting me today,” I told her. 
 
She beamed and went inside. 
 
I got back in the car, fastened my seatbelt, leaned back, and sighed. 
 
“Oh, Andy....” Beth said. 
 
Our hands met halfway. 
 
“Beth, it’s good to be back.  It really is.” 
 
“Then why...” she said, her voice trailing off. 
 
“Beth, when I came out of customs, I saw the two of you standing off to the side.  I saw the 

way he held you, and the way you responded -- the way you breathed, the way you relaxed into him, 
the way you smiled, smiling from deep inside, moving closer to him.  I knew right then.  I hope he’s 
good enough for you, that’s all.” 

 
She sighed as she drove us back to the condo.  “I think so, Andy.  He’s still figuring it out, I 

think.” 
 
“I don’t know how anyone could find a more wonderful person,” I said, holding her hand. 
 
She laughed, a bittersweet laugh.  “Oh, you’ll find a more wonderful person -- I know you 

will.” 
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I nodded.  “I agree.  I have.  We have a lot of growing up to do, a lot of learning to do.” 
 
She squeezed my hand.  “Andy, you’ve done quite a bit already.  What are you going to do 

now?” 
 
I sighed and thought.  “See Ben and Emily tomorrow.  I owe Papi the last chunk of a paper, and 

I should do translations -- it won’t take me long to crank them out, if I do them now.  Maybe I can pick 
up some credit for the English language versions.” 

 
“Oh, I’m sure of that.  Henri has seen a preprint of one, and raves about it -- of course he raves 

about a lot of things.  Have you decided anything more about school?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Not yet.  I’ll challenge what courses I can, and study what I can.  I know I 

want to go back to Europe.  Papi says I should spend a year in Vienna, or Geneva.  We’ll see.  For 
now, I’ll stay on the psych -- pre-med track.” 

 
I looked over to her.  I could see the faint lines of a tear on her face. 
 
“Beth, I will always love you.  You don’t have to stay tonight, not for me.  Go to him, please.” 
 
The tear rolled a little faster.  She smiled and nodded, looking straight ahead at the road, 

squeezing my hand. 
 
She parked in front.  We stood at the door.  She dug in her purse and handed me a slip of paper.  

“Rachel’s phone number in the dorm.  She wants you to call.” 
 
I took it, holding her hands.  “Thanks, I will.” 
 
She smiled.  “Would you like me to tuck you in?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Not tonight, thanks.  I need to shower, and sort dirty clothes.  Do you mind 

if I sleep in the big bed?” 
 
She sniffled.  “No.  You’re right -- I haven’t slept there for weeks.  Oh, Andy....” 
 
I gave her a quick hug.  “Be there for him.  I still need to fix you dinner, though.” 
 
“Maybe Thursday?” 
 
I nodded.  “That would be fine.” 
 
“Good night, Andy,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. 
 
“Good night, Mistress,” I said, holding her to me once more. 
 
I waited for her to drive off, then went into the house. 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 440� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

 
I put on some music -- Carol always had music playing.  I sorted laundry.  We had enough 

detergent, barely.  I started making a list of things to get. 
 
I was about to get in the shower when the phone rang. 
 
“Hello?” 
 
It was Henri.  Why hadn’t I called?  I just got in a few hours ago, that’s why I hadn’t called.  

He loved the first paper I’d written -- when was I sending him the others?  After I got them finished 
and blessed by Papi, hopefully this week.  When was I doing English translations?  Maybe next week.  
If I got them done by the end of the next week, he’d help me submit them for publication.  I told him 
I’d check with Papi, as he was having the French ones published in a European journal.  How had I 
gotten hooked up with such weirdos and mystics, he wanted to know.  I laughed and told him it was 
good luck, or maybe fate.  I loved Papi, and had learned a great deal from him.  When was I coming 
up?  In a week and a half.  Where was I staying?  In a dorm.  Did I need anything?  Yes, I needed to 
take a shower and get some sleep.  He laughed, and we said goodbye. 

 
Showering felt grand.  I did some relaxation poses afterwards, sat in meditation for a few 

minutes, then climbed into bed.  It was cold and lonely, but I was exhausted. 
 
I woke up around three thirty in the morning.  I only needed to flop around for a few minutes to 

realize that going back to sleep again wasn’t going to happen.  So, I got up. 
 
It was strange, being alone.  I’d so looked forward to being back, sleeping in this bed again....  

Ah well -- I got my wish, sort of. 
 
I moved things around in the living room and did my morning yoga and exercises.  That felt a 

whole lot better.  I pushed myself more than I had in the last few weeks, and it felt good.  I’d go out for 
a run when it got light outside. 

 
But I’d done my morning routine, and then some, and it was a little after five in the morning.  

Now what?  Breakfast?  No, I wanted to go out on a long run.  My body thought it was far later in the 
day. 

 
Aha, that’s the clue.  Rachel’s phone number was on the fridge in the kitchen.  I got the 

cordless phone and called.  It should be just after eight in the morning. 
 
“Hullo?” answered a sleepy female voice after a few rings. 
 
“Hi -- is Rachel there?” 
 
“Depends -- who’s this?” 
 
“Tell her Andy is calling, please.” 
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I heard a somewhat muffled voice say, “Hey!  You want to talk to Andy?” followed by, 
“Gimmie that!” 

 
“God, I miss you.  I love you.  Where are you?” Rachel said, sleepy but excited. 
 
“I love you and miss you too, sweetie.  I’m back in Los Angeles.” 
 
“Oh.”  She sounded dejected again. 
 
“You knew?” I asked her. 
 
“Yeah, I met him.  Have you talked to Beth about him?” 
 
“A little.  When I first saw them standing together, waiting for me at the airport, I could tell.  

She looked so happy, so relaxed with him.” 
 
“How do you feel about it?” 
 
“God, Rachel, I don’t know.  After all I talked with Papi, all we worked through -- I’m happy 

for her -- she’s moved on with her life.  Yet still -- God, I’d like to be in her arms once more.  I need to 
be in your arms.” 

 
“I’d like you in my arms.  You wanna visit?” 
 
I laughed a little.  “Maybe later in the year, when you have some snow.  How’s school going?” 
 
“It’s okay.  Some classes are good, and some are a drag.  I challenged a bunch of French 

classes.  Oh...  I’m a psych major now.” 
 
I sighed.  “Was I a bad influence?” 
 
She laughed.  “God no.  You, and Papi, and Rosemarie -- especially Rosemarie and Madame 

Dumay.  I want to go back and study with them.” 
 
“So do I.  They told me they could find me a restaurant to work in, or a rich woman to keep me 

for the summer while I studied.  That would be grand.” 
 
“We should do it together, Andy.  We make quite a team.  And the only one who’s going to 

keep you is me.” 
 
“Rachel, that’s so tempting.  Especially right now.” 
 
She laughed.  “Anyone else there to meet you?  What are you going to do?  God -- it must be 

five in the morning out there!” 
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“Yup, a little after five, but I don’t know what time it is.  I did my morning routine already.  
I’m waiting for the sun to come up before going for a run.  Have you kept up with it?” 

 
“Oh, you better believe it!  I signed up for a yoga class at school, and moved to the advanced 

class after the first two sessions.  I run on the track every day.  And I dream about you...” 
 
I decided to change the subject a little.  “Betty and Sherry were there at the airport too.  Betty 

has grown, filled out nicely.” 
 
I heard Rachel sigh.  “Andy, watch out for Sherry.” 
 
“Why?  She seemed pretty hot to see me.  Just the distraction I need right now.” 
 
“I talked to her, and to some of the others as well.  She’s been playing around a lot.  She’s 

playing games, Andy.  Just be careful, for me, and for you, please.” 
 
“Okay, I will.  She’s invited me to a pool party at her place this weekend.  I may see her before 

then.” 
 
Rachel laughed.  “Oh, I’d be pretty sure of that, the way you look now.  How was the yacht 

thing?” 
 
I sighed.  “It was a gas.  I had a lot of fun cooking.  Of course the owner only wanted 

sauerbraten and beer, but everyone else liked my cooking.  But that’s not the wild part.” 
 
“Oh?  Tell me more!” 
 
“One of the other couples aboard was another arbitrageur and his wife.  He’s in his 50’s and 

she’s mid 30’s.  He had to go off to Brussels for a few weeks, and he hired me to cook for his wife at 
their summer villa...” 

 
Rachel laughed.  “Oh he did, did he?  And what kind of cooking did he expect you to do?” 
 
I laughed a little.  “Oh, he told me exactly what he expected me to do.  I did that, and more.  

God, after the first few days I was on the phone with Papi every day.  I was working on her, one way 
or the other, until I headed back.  It was hard work.  I need a break.” 

 
“Oh, poor baby.  I can imagine how hard you worked.  Did you train her to hold you and get 

you lost?” 
 
I sighed.  “Not as well as you, beautiful.  I slept alone last night, and it’s really the shits.” 
 
“Tell me about it.  You want to lay back and have me take you over the phone?” 
 
I sighed and considered it.  “No, not right now.  I still need to stew for a while.  I’ll take some 

escape in a long run this morning.” 
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“I’m here, Andy.  I might call you....  When do you move?” 
 
“Week or so.  I’ll send you e-mail when I get settled.  I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
“I’ve got to get going -- I’ve got a class to go to.  I’m challenging some of the intro psych 

classes -- Papi sent the department a wonderful letter.  It’s great to hear your voice again.  God, a few 
nights ago I dreamed you had me, took me, and made love with me -- it was so intense.” 

 
“Freaked out your room mate yet?” I asked her. 
 
“No, Deb is pretty cool.  We go running together.  She’s in the bathroom now.  I’m waiting for 

the chance to hypnotize her.  She’s going to be fun.” 
 
“Be careful, please.  Papi is a long distance call.” 
 
“So are you, Andy, but you’re a lot closer.  I wish you were a lot closer, right now.” 
 
“So do I, Rachel.  So do I.  Study hard.  Got holiday plans yet?” 
 
“Nope.  I’m here for turkey day though.  Maybe we can work something out.” 
 
“I miss you.  I love you.  I’ll let you go.  I think I can brave the streets now.” 
 
“Thanks for calling, Andy.  Take care -- have fun, but don’t trust Sherry.  Call me whenever.  

I’ll send my schedule to your old e-mail address.” 
 
“Bye, Rachel.  I love you, sweetie.” 
 
“I love you, Andy.  Bye.” 
 
We hung up.  I sighed, then turned off the phone and tossed it to the couch.  I did some more 

pushups and sit-ups, then more yoga as it got a little lighter outside.  I took a leak and got my running 
stuff on, pinning the house key to my shorts and putting my driver’s license in the inside pocket.  I 
headed off to run my troubles into submission. 

 
Well, I distracted them for a while, anyway.  Running on streets, pavement, and asphalt was a 

whole hell of a lot different than running in the French countryside or on the beach.  I hadn’t had a 
good, long, run in a while -- my mornings had been occupied with lovemaking, cooking, and therapy. 

 
I ran for a little over an hour, jumping into the condo’s swimming pool when I got back.  I 

swam a bit, then went back to the condo to shower. 
 
After cleaning up, I did something else I hadn’t done in a few weeks.  I sat down and did 

breathing exercises and some seated meditation.  How did I feel about Beth?  How did I feel about 
Rachel’s warning? 
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I focused on my breath, letting the feelings bounce around.  That image of the two of them in 

the airport came back to me -- her smile, the way she smiled from deep inside as he held her around the 
waist.  That meant a lot to me -- it made me feel good.  Yet with that feeling was the certainty that 
we’d never be lovers again.  How I longed.... 

 
But I knew I had to let go of that longing.  That’s where suffering starts, when we don’t get 

what we think we want, or when we get what we think we don’t want.  Craving and aversion -- the 
source of suffering.  Easy to say, hard to do.  Beth was moving on with life.  I needed to as well. 

 
I checked the kitchen.  Not much there -- Beth hadn’t been here for weeks.  Guess I’ll go out.  

I’d see Ben, and maybe Carl.  I might drop by Betty’s French class at City.  What about clothes?  I had 
some, but would undoubtedly need more.  I should try things on and give away what didn’t fit 
anymore.  I should try on Sherry and see if she fits.... 

 
The battery in my cellphone was dead.  I put it on the charger though, and it still worked.  I got 

the car charger and went out to “my” car, the Volvo.  I got sixty bucks in cash for my wallet, emptying 
out the francs.  U.S. money is so weird -- all the same size and color. 

 
I drove over to a local Denny’s.  I walked in and backed out.  The smell of the food, and the 

way things looked were ghastly.  So what did I do, but go to McDonald’s and get their coffee 
substitute and an Egg McMuffin (with catsup).  Grand-mère probably cried out in pain.... 

 
I sat in a booth, eating my so-called breakfast and reading the local paper.  I went back out to 

the car.  Half past eight -- I knew I needed to keep moving today, through the afternoon at least. 
 
I picked up the phone and called Ben’s house.  Emily answered. 
 
“Good morning,” I said, “This is Andy Wilson.” 
 
“Andrew!  How wonderful to hear from you.  You’re back in town?” 
 
“Yes, Doctor, I arrived yesterday.  Could I see Ben today?” 
 
“Why of course!  He’s just showering!  Come right over, please!  I’d like to see you as well.  

We’ve heard very interesting reports on your summer.” 
 
I chuckled a bit.  “I imagine you have.  Okay, I’ll be over in about half an hour.” 
 
“That will be wonderful, Andrew.  I look forward to seeing you.” 
 
“Thank you, Emily.  I look forward to seeing you as well.” 
 
I hung up the phone and headed over to their house. 
 
I parked and rang the doorbell. 
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Ben answered the door, wearing sweats.  His jaw dropped in surprise.  “Andy!  You’re back!  

You’ve grown!  Emily, Andy is here!”  He practically danced me in the door. 
 
We hugged.  He’d lost weight, and looked better.  He even had a bit of a tan. 
 
Emily stepped into the room.  I parted with Ben and gave her a hug. 
 
“Thank you for everything,” I told her. 
 
She stepped back, shaking her head.  “You have grown!  What happened to you?” 
 
“Come, come, let’s sit down,” Ben said, leading us to the kitchen. 
 
“Orange juice?” he offered.  I nodded and he poured me a glass.  He did look to be in better 

shape. 
 
“How are you doing, Ben?” I asked. 
 
He sat down and smiled.  “Much better, especially seeing you!  Oh, I had a rough few weeks, 

but I’m feeling better than I have in years, now.  What the hell happened to you?  Beth told us that 
your companion, Rachel, was practically unrecognizable when she got back.” 

 
I recounted part of the story, about Bernard and Jeanne whipping us into shape.  I teased more 

details out of Ben and Emily about their summer.  Ben was sorry he’d missed the trip, and glad I’d 
been able to handle some matters for him. 

 
Emily wanted to know about my studies.  She’d heard various things from Henri.  I sighed and 

told her I wanted to finish the paper for Papi, and the translations, by the end of next week.  She smiled 
and nodded, offering to proof the English versions.  I told her I’d take her up on that. 

 
I told her of working with Papi, and working with others under his guidance.  He was such a 

gem.  I told them of him helping cook, and serve, how he poured wine for a group of egotistical 
financiers, smiling all the time. 

 
“And you also worked with Professor Dumay...” Emily said, with an interesting smile. 
 
I nodded.  “She is an amazing woman.  I learned a great deal from her.  It’s through her I met 

Papi.  Originally, Henri had me set up with this young Turk.  We arranged to meet one morning, at a 
local cafe.  By chance, I think, Madame Dumay and her protégé Rosemarie were there.  One can never 
be sure if such things are truly chance when she is involved.” 

 
Emily gave me a smile and a nod.  Madame Dumay was more widely known than I’d 

supposed. 
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“When this guy showed up, he took one look at Madame Dumay, and practically scurried off 
with his tail between his legs!  And she looked to me, smiled, and said, ‘He will not do.  I will suggest 
someone.’  And that’s how I came to work with Papi.  He is a treasure.” 

 
Emily nodded.  “You have picked some interesting people to work with, Andrew.  You are 

walking an interesting path.”  She looked at the clock.  “But now, Ben, I need to get you to your 
checkup.” 

 
I looked at them.  “I can do that if you’d like.” 
 
Ben piped up.  “I’d like that!”  Then he grumbled.  “They don’t want me driving yet.” 
 
Emily laughed.  “You agreed, dear.  Andrew, that would be a big help.  But you have to 

promise to take him right to work afterwards, and not stop along the way.  He’s watching his diet quite 
closely, aren’t you, dear?” 

 
Ben grumbled, but smiled.  He leaned over and they kissed.  “Yes, dear.” 
 
I laughed. 
 
As Ben changed, I asked Emily, “Where are we going?” 
 
She handed me a card -- Doctor Roger Conn. 
 
I smiled and nodded, a sad-ish smile. 
 
“You’ve met Roger?” she asked.  The look on her face told me she’d noticed my reaction. 
 
“Yes -- he was with Beth at the airport yesterday.” 
 
She nodded, non-judgmental as usual.  “He is a nice man.” 
 
Nice non-commital lead.  “For a cutter?” I suggested. 
 
She actually smiled.  “How do you feel?” 
 
I looked at her.  I was smiling.  “About them?  I saw the look on her face when he touched her.  

I saw the way she responded to his touch.  I’m very happy for her.  Yes, it hurts -- Papi and I went 
through that, and so much more.  Yet talking about it and living it are two different things.  We move 
on, working it out.” 

 
She nodded.  “Michelot has a superb reputation as an analyst.” 
 
I nodded, tears forming.  “Far more than that.  I bared my soul.  And I couldn’t have done it 

without the preparation you and Beth gave me.” 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 447� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

She smiled a little more.  “When the student is ready...” 
 
“Let’s go.  Not to keep the Doctor waiting, even though we do the waiting,” Ben said, coming 

back into the room.  He gave Emily a hug. 
 
I gave her a hug as well.  “We should get together for an evening and talk,” I told her. 
 
She nodded.  “Or you could come to the office.  I’ve cut back, and have the time.” 
 
I looked at Ben, giving him a cross look.  “Have you been trouble?” 
 
Ben gave me a startled and accusatory look.  “You’re turning into one of them!  And I thought 

you were a friend!”  Then he laughed, and hugged me.  “Of course I’ve been trouble!  Let’s go.” 
 
We headed off to Conn’s office.  I found myself talking to Ben, drawing him out.  The first few 

days after surgery had been hell.  But after that, he bounced back quickly.  We talked about my 
summer a bit, mostly the time at the chateau, working with Bernard. 

 
We checked in with Conn’s office -- he shared a suite with three other cardiologists, and 

seemed to be the low man on the totem pole.  I saw him briefly through the reception window, and he 
acted a bit startled, but then he smiled. 

 
A nurse called Ben back.  A few minutes later, as I was reading a magazine, still getting used to 

the look of printed English, I heard, “Mister Wilson?” 
 
I looked up.  The same nurse was standing at the door.  I walked over to her. “Yes?” 
 
“This way,” she said, and walked back.  I followed her.  She led me to room number four.  

“Doctor Conn will be with you in a few minutes.” 
 
I went in.  She closed the door.  I chuckled.  I was looking forward to chatting with the good 

Doctor.  I slipped off my shoes and sat on the examining table, pulling my legs into Lotus.  Well, half-
lotus.  My right hip was stiff.  I chuckled again and peeled off my shirt -- might as well play the part.  I 
closed my eyes and focused on the breath. 

 
I opened my eyes as the door opened.  Roger stepped in, closing the door again. 
 
He gave me a strange look.  “Why the shirt?” 
 
I smiled.  “I thought it would make you more comfortable.” 
 
He laughed and held out his hand.  We shook. 
 
“Andy, you don’t impress me as one who is swayed by such trappings.” 
 
I looked at him.  I wasn’t sure how to proceed.  “Tell me, Doc -- am I going to live?” 
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He pulled up a chair and sat down, chuckling.  “A long time, if you take care of yourself as 

you’ve been doing.” 
 
We looked at each other for a while.  Finally he said, “Thanks, Andy.” 
 
“For what?” 
 
“Beth was home when I finally got in last night.” 
 
I nodded, not saying anything.  Yes, Ben -- I am turning into one of them. 
 
“Roger, do you love her?” I asked him point-blank after another minute of silence. 
 
He sighed and leaned forward a bit.  His indecision resolved into a smile as he looked at me.  

“Yes, I do.” 
 
“Have you told her?”  I asked. 
 
He sighed again, looking at his hands.  Then he looked at me and asked, “Do you love her?” 
 
I answered immediately.  “Of course I love her.  She saved my life, and made me what I am.  

I’ll always love her.  Beth and Ben are all I have for parents.” 
 
He nodded.  I sat there, waiting.  Thank you, Emily.  Thank you, Papi.  I waited, patiently. 
 
Finally he said, “I need to tell her.” 
 
I nodded and remained silent, looking at him, accepting him as he was, not judging, or at least 

trying not to judge. 
 
“I need to show her,” he added. 
 
I nodded again. 
 
He sighed again and stood up.  I unfolded my legs and stood up as well.  We shook hands 

again. 
 
“Andy, thanks.  I need to get back to it.” 
 
I nodded.  “Roger, just one thing,” I said as I put my shirt back on. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
I looked him in the eye.  “Roger, if you hurt her, I’ll hunt you down.” 
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He raised an eyebrow, then smiled.  “Don’t worry.  I get the idea.” 
 
We walked out to the front.  “How is Ben doing?” I asked. 
 
That cued the doctor persona.  “He’s making a very good recovery.  His lipid profile is shifting 

without resort to medication, and his blood pressure has responded well.  He’s motivated to make the 
requisite lifestyle changes, and has a good support network.” 

 
We reached the door to the waiting room.  I shook his hand again.  “Thank you, Doctor.” 
 
He shook his head and chuckled.  “Thank you, Andy.  Don’t let him talk you into stopping for a 

burger.” 
 
I laughed.  “I promised Emily I’d take him right to the office.” 
 
Ben was waiting for me.  We walked back to the car. 
 
Ben complained about being poked and prodded.  I laughed and told him I was very glad he 

was still around to complain so loudly, and with so much energy.  He grumbled a bit more, then 
smiled. 

 
I dropped him at the office, spending some time talking to Kelly. 
 
I was hungry again, and getting tired.  Ben couldn’t have burgers, but I could -- and I hadn’t 

had one in a long time.  As I polished off my double-double burger, I tried my phone again, calling 
Sherry.  I got her answering machine.  “Hi sweetie,” I said.  “I’ll be home this afternoon.  Give me a 
call if you’re not busy.” 

 
I headed back to the condo and set up the computer.  I thought about moving files onto my old 

machine, but the PowerBook was faster, and had more storage.  I got out my French keyboard and dug 
into the remainder of the paper for Papi. 

 
I finished it about three.  I had Papi’s fax number in Paris, but didn’t have a fax machine to 

receive stuff back here.  I called Emily, and asked if I could have Papi’s comments sent to her office 
fax.  She readily agreed, wanting to know how I was doing on translations.  I chuckled and told her I 
was going to start them after I spoke to her. 

 
I’d actually whipped through the first part of my “Participation Mystique” paper when the 

doorbell rang.  I saved my work and stretched as I stood up -- I’d put in a solid hour. 
 
I opened the door and Sherry grabbed me.  I managed to get the door closed, and get us back to 

the bedroom.  Somehow we stripped in record time, without our lips parting, at least for very long.  I 
grabbed a condom, and we were soon rolling around on the bed together. 
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I was on top of her, pushing deep inside her.  I got a hand on the back of her neck and squeezed 
gently.  Her eyes closed and she moaned and shuddered.  I let go, let things happen.  I came as we 
kissed, relaxing in her arms. 

 
I pulled the cover over us, snuggling in afterwards.  I found a nipple, and she held me.  I took a 

deep breath and let go. 
 
Oh, so many conflicting feelings -- my love for Beth, for Rachel -- the time with Carol the last 

two weeks.  What weird relationships -- yet so deep, so strong, so solid.  Papi and I had worked 
through those for so many hours, and I’d worked with Rachel, under his guidance, helping her open up 
and grow. 

 
And Sherry?  Pure physical convenience -- and I’m sure she felt the same way about me.  Yet 

in her arms, I could open up, take comfort.  She had taken so much from me -- now it was my turn. 
 
She sighed and started to move.  I let go of her with a kiss.  She sat up. 
 
“I got your message,” she said. 
 
“I guessed.  Dinner with me?” I replied. 
 
“Not tonight.  How about lunch tomorrow?  I could come over in the morning?” 
 
I sat up and held her, kissing her shoulder.  “That would be nice.” 
 
We cleaned up and got dressed.  Standing by the door, she said, “Thanks, Andy -- I needed 

that.” 
 
I held her and kissed her again.  “So did I.  See you tomorrow.” 
 
I saw her out, and watched her drive away. 
 
I looked at the clock -- a quarter after five.  I hadn’t done any shopping yet.  I got the car keys 

and my list, and headed out. 
 
American stores -- what a shock.  Having so much stuff under one roof is tremendous.  But 

some of the selections were so limited.  I knew what Grand-mère would say about most of the 
vegetables -- not even fit for swine.  God, how could you call those things tomatoes?  The meat was 
nice, but where was the variety? 

 
The other pisser was thinking about cooking for one.  The last two weeks, I’d cooked for two.  

For most of the summer, it was four, six, or more -- some times a lot more.  I decided for tonight I’d 
put a bunch of things on a ready-made pizza crust.  Oh God -- I couldn’t buy wine here!  What in the 
world was I going to do?  I hoped Beth hadn’t cleaned out all the wine! 
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When I got home, I found she hadn’t.  I opened a California Merlot as I put my dinner together, 
the pizza and a salad.  I moved the laptop into the living room where I could work, eat, and listen to 
music at the same time. 

 
A little after seven the phone rang.  The woman calling asked for Beth.  I told her she wasn’t in, 

could I take a message? 
 
“Is this Andrew Wilson?” 
 
“Yes, what can I do for you?” 
 
She was Miriam Hsiu, and was organizing a reception Saturday night for new Stanford students 

and their parents in the area.  Could I attend?  What time?  Oh, starting at five.  I thought for a bit, and 
told her tentatively I’d be there.  I didn’t know about Beth.  I got her phone number and address, and 
wrote those in my book.  She was over in Torrance. 

 
I didn’t have a phone number, or an address for Beth.  Oh well. 
 
I went to bed a little after ten, completing one draft.  I gave up on close literal translations early, 

going instead for the idea, and in many cases, the feeling.  One of my main references was a paper 
without an English translation.  I smiled to myself -- didn’t have an English translation yet.  That could 
turn into an “independent study” project.  I faxed a request to Papi, along with my draft, asking him to 
contact the author, and see if he was interested in having that particular paper translated. 

 
The last few weeks in France, I’d done my morning workout and run about mid-morning.  It 

was good to get back to doing it first thing.  I ran a different route, with less traffic.  I needed a 
different pair of shoes for running on streets and such. 

 
I’d just about finished another draft when Sherry arrived.  She brought a new swimsuit -- she’d 

gotten it yesterday, and had wanted to show it to me, but we’d gotten distracted.  It was quite nice, 
what there was of it.  We had a dip in the pool, then went back to the condo. 

 
After a swim such as that, it’s important to rinse off the chlorine and other pool chemicals -- 

that’s what had bleached out my hair.  Well, we showered together anyway. 
 
We were more relaxed as we returned to the bedroom.  I spread her on her back, eased her into 

trance, and ate her.  I moved to her head, and took her through memories of those sensations, bringing 
her to orgasm again, transferring some of the pleasure and sensitivity to her breasts.  I put on a 
condom, and had her ride me, holding me. 

 
The almost clinical nature of the preparation I’d done with her didn’t detract from the pleasure, 

for either of us.  She held me to a nipple and rocked on top of me, and I gave myself to the moment.  
She held me and rocked me afterwards, and I drifted to sleep in her arms. 

 
I awoke alone.  “Had to go!” was written in lipstick on the mirror in the bathroom.  I cleaned 

that up with a frown, and had lunch.  Rachel had been right -- thank you for the warning, my love. 
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By five I was happy with the translation of the first paper.  I faxed it to Papi, and to Emily.  I 

was about to go for another run/swim, when the doorbell rang.  I sort of frowned as I went to answer it. 
 
But this time, Beth swept in, hugging me. 
 
“Oh, Andy...” she said as she held me. 
 
When we pulled apart, I asked, “To what do I owe this pleasure?” 
 
She was beaming.  She pulled me to the couch.  “What did you say to him?” 
 
I guess I looked puzzled. 
 
“To Roger -- he finally admitted you two talked yesterday.  What did you say to him?” 
 
I smiled.  “What did he say to you?  Isn’t that more important?” 
 
She nodded.  “It is.  He told me he loved me.  He’s hardly stopped telling me since.  What did 

you say to him?” 
 
“Is that important?” I asked her. 
 
She sighed.  “No, but I’m curious.” 
 
I nodded.  “I saw Ben and Emily yesterday morning.  Ben accused me of turning into ‘one of 

them.’  I’m afraid I was ‘one of them’ when I talked to Doctor Conn yesterday.  Some times you say 
the most, elicit the most from someone, by not saying anything at all.” 

 
Beth nodded.  “You told him you loved me?” 
 
I took her hands.  “Beth, I love you, and I always will.  I owe you my life.  Everything I have 

become, everything I will become, I owe to you.  You and Ben are my parents now.  It’s that simple.  
That’s what I told him.” 

 
She said softly, “All I did...” 
 
“Was save my life, open my eyes, open so many doors...” I interrupted. 
 
She nodded and sighed.  “Roger wants to take us to dinner.  We’re to meet him.  How does that 

sound?” 
 
I stood up, pulling her up and hugging her.  “Sounds as if I should change.” 
 
I changed clothes.  When I came out of the bedroom, she was sitting in the living room, looking 

over what I hoped was the final draft of my first translated paper. 
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She looked up at me with puzzlement and said, “You wrote this?” 
 
I nodded.  “It’s an English rewrite of one I did for Papi.  I can’t call it a translation.  You like?” 
 
She shook her head.  “Andy....  This is masterful.  Some of your phrases....  Has Emily seen 

this?” 
 
“I faxed copies to her and Papi earlier today.” 
 
“May I have this one?” 
 
“Only if you promise to give me comments on it by Saturday evening.” 
 
She chuckled.  “You are becoming one of them.” 
 
“Let’s go meet Roger,” I told her. 
 
She drove us. 
 
I got a phone number and address for her.  I told her about talking with Rachel, her warnings, 

and Sherry’s visit.  I also told her about the Stanford thing Saturday night. 
 
“Andy, do you still love her?” Beth asked. 
 
I sighed and held her hand.  “Yes.  This year is going to be hard for both of us, but we’ll get 

through it.” 
 
“You’ve told her?” 
 
I sighed.  “Starting the moment she stepped off the plane in Paris, and I haven’t stopped.” 
 
“And Sherry?” she asked. 
 
I nodded.  “Rachel and I love each other, but neither expects the other to remain celibate.” 
 
We met Roger at a Mediterranean-style place south of Newport Beach.  When he saw us, he 

walked up to Beth, hugged her, and said quite clearly, “I love you.” 
 
Hearing him, seeing her response -- “hurt so good” is the best I can explain what it did to me. 
 
We had a leisurely dinner.  They drew me out more on the summer, what we’d done. 
 
At one point Roger said, “You’re describing people in terms of their psychology.” 
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I thought about his remark.  I guess I did -- when I met people now, I tried to look inside and 
understand. 

 
“When you meet people, don’t you evaluate them medically?  Wonder what condition their 

cardiovascular system is in?” 
 
He nodded.  “Touché.” 
 
Dinner went well, until his pager went off.  He got up, saying, “Excuse me,” and stepped out to 

the lobby. 
 
Beth sighed.  I picked up my wine glass and swirled the last of mine, swallowing it.  Roger had 

handed me the wine list when we sat down, and the waiter didn’t blink at serving me. 
 
“We need to work out something to keep me in wine,” I told Beth.  She was still looking to the 

lobby, a look of worry on her face. 
 
Roger returned a few minutes later.  He didn’t even sit down.  He leaned over Beth, kissing her 

on the neck. 
 
“I’ve got to go.  I’ve taken care of the bill -- have dessert and coffee if you like.  I’ll probably 

be five or six hours.”  He turned to me.  “It was good to see you, Andy.”  He hurried off. 
 
Beth sighed again.  I put a hand on top of the table, and she took it. 
 
“I didn’t get to ask him about Saturday,” I said. 
 
She gave a half smile, shaking her head slowly.  “I’ll ask him.  I might go anyway.”  Her voice 

was far away -- I could feel the distance, and it hurt me. 
 
We left shortly thereafter.  She dropped me off.  The hug she gave me was reserved. 
 
I sighed as I watched her drive away.  This was going to be a tough one, I could tell.  How do I 

move without attachment?  How do I aid others, without attachment?  But I do make attachments -- 
that’s what the counter-transference is about, at least in part.  Ah well, life is about making 
accommodations. 

 
I printed off another copy of the first paper, and the English rewrite.  I played a bit with the 

English one, tightening up some of the phrasing.  I laughed to myself -- editing, like the path I was on, 
was a path without end.  I started on the second paper, but gave up after about an hour and went to bed. 

 
Friday morning I did my usual thing.  I cut my run a bit short -- I needed new running shoes. 
 
About nine thirty I got a call from Emily.  I’d gotten comments faxed back from Papi.  Could I 

come by?  Of course, I told her, what would they like me to cook for them for dinner tonight? 
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She laughed, but I told her I was serious.  It was very difficult cooking for one.  And, it would 
be a small repayment for all I owed her.  We could discuss it at her office at ten thirty. 

 
I arrived with revised copies for her.  She showed me back to her office. 
 
I sat down, thinking of the hours I’d spent here with her, all that had transpired.  It hadn’t even 

been a year.  How I’d changed in that time. 
 
I looked at her.  She seemed older, but she also seemed happier, more satisfied. 
 
“You look well, Doctor Carmichael,” I told her. 
 
She actually smiled.  “Thank you, Andrew.  We had a tough summer, but I think we grew as a 

result.” 
 
I nodded.  “It shows.” 
 
“I certainly hope training doesn’t dull your intuitive skills,” she told me.  She handed me some 

paper, faxes from Europe. 
 
Papi loved the translation -- he admitted his English wasn’t that good.  He’d forwarded the 

French and English versions to the author of the paper I’d referenced, passing along my request to 
translate his to English.  The reply, written to both of us, was very enthusiastic, and positive, and when 
could he meet me? 

 
I laughed and looked back to Emily, handing her the revised English version. 
 
“I take it the comments were favorable?” she asked. 
 
“Oui.  One paper I referenced hasn’t been published in English.  I had Papi check with the 

author, to see if I could translate it for him.  He is very interested.  I’ll talk to Henri, and see if I can get 
some credit out of it.  What did you think of the draft I sent you?  I’ve made some small changes.” 

 
She smiled again, a smile I’d not seen from her.  “Andrew, this is very good work.  The one we 

did was full of heart.  This has heart, and solid content.  I’ve noted some small suggestions...  Oh, I see 
you’ve changed that section already....  You must have had a very interesting summer.” 

 
“Made possible by you, and by Beth.  Papi agreed.” 
 
“Are you going to continue your own analysis?” 
 
I nodded.  “Oh yes, but I’m not sure if John is the right one anymore.  I know Henri certainly 

isn’t.  If you have recommendations, I’d love to hear them.  I miss talking to Papi.” 
 
“Was he easy on you?” 
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I laughed.  “No!  No fifty minute hours with him!  After some of our sessions, both of us were 
wiped out.  And you prepared me for those, as well.” 

 
I looked to her again.  “And Madame Dumay, she has such insight.” 
 
She gave me an interesting glance over the tops of her reading glasses, and turned to the paper.  

We went over her comments.  They were insightful.  I gave her what I had on the second paper, and we 
discussed that as well. 

 
We ended by discussing dinner.  I proposed curried lamb over rice, steamed vegetables, fruit, 

and a light white wine.  She agreed.  I’d be at the house at four to start.  I told her I’d bring some of my 
pictures. 

 
I drove all over the L.A. Basin picking up ingredients.  I also stopped at a sporting goods store 

and got a better pair of running shoes.  I went by the condo and picked up my white chef’s coat, pants, 
hat, and apron.  I had three sets, gifts from the Dumonts. 

 
Ben greeted me at the door.  He looked and acted like a puppy who had been left alone too 

long, starved for companionship.  We babbled together in French as I got to work in the kitchen.  
Emily had warned me that he could have a glass of wine before dinner, and two with dinner.  I told 
him I’d been given strict instructions, and he stuck out his lower lip in a pout.  Then we both laughed. 

 
Dinner went together well.  We had to go out once, to get fresh flowers for the table. 
 
Emily arrived a bit before six.  We had a leisurely meal, then sat in the family room and looked 

over the prints I’d brought.  Emily laughed out loud at the picture of Papi washing dishes.  I told them 
the picture captured his spirit -- smiling over his shoulder to the camera -- he was so alive in 
everything he did. 

 
She sighed and shook her head at the photo of me sitting with Dumay and Rosemarie. 
 
“Andrew, she is somewhat of a, bête noir, you would say.” 
 
I would say it a bit differently than she did, but I understood.  “Emily, she is an artist.  I guess I 

should display these two together, then?”  I held up the one of the three of us along side the one 
showing Papi and I sitting at a small table, deep in conversation. 

 
Emily nodded.  “Do that, and people won’t know what to think, other than you have very good 

teachers.” 
 
“Then I need one of the two of us to complete the set,” I told her. 
 
Ben chuckled, and Emily smiled. 
 
I offered to help with the dishes, but they threw me out.  I went home and wrote a long letter to 

Papi.  I didn’t get it sent off to him until after midnight.
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From the Frying Pan... 
 
I got up early Saturday morning, did my thing, went for a run, then cleaned up and had 

something to eat.  I did one more editing pass as well.  I left for Sherry’s house about nine thirty. 
 
One other car was in the driveway when I got there; I decided to park on the street.  I was 

wearing shorts and a short-sleeved shirt, with loose swim trunks on underneath.  I had a change of 
clothes in the car, and the chef stuff still.  I grabbed my beach towel and headed for the door. 

 
Sherry opened the door and invited me in with a hug.  We went into the living room, and she 

introduced me to two other gals -- Dina and Mic, short for Michelle.  Dina had a cute upturned nose 
and short hair.  Mic had longer reddish-brown hair and a cute face.  All looked to be wearing two-piece 
swimsuits under T-shirts.  All three were really good looking. 

 
“When does the rest of the crowd get here?” I asked in mock innocence. 
 
Sherry sat down on the couch with her two friends and said, “Oh, not until after noon.  I 

thought we could get started early.” 
 
I sat in the chair, draping my towel over the arm.  I had a few condoms in my pockets.  “What 

did you have in mind?” I asked. 
 
“Oh, we’ve been talking about a few possibilities,” Dina said, moving sensuously on the couch. 
 
“I’ve got a suggestion,” I said after a few minutes of conversation.  I waited until they rose to 

the bait. 
 
“Have you ever been in an orgasm chair?” I asked them. 
 
Mic and Dina shook their heads.  Sherry chuckled.  “Oh I have...” 
 
I nodded.  “When you sit in my orgasm chair, I can give you a wonderful fulfilling orgasm, just 

by whispering in your ear.”  I looked each of them in the eye as I spoke.  They looked to be game. 
 
“Well?” Dina asked. 
 
“Mic?  Are you interested?” I asked. 
 
“Oh yeah,” she said, smiling and looking into my eyes. 
 
“Dina?  Sherry?” 
 
All three were ready to go. 
 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 458� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“Okay then, the first thing we have to do is get you ready for the chair.  I’m not going to touch 
you without asking you first.  I want you to relax back on the couch and listen to me.  I’m going to 
help you relax.  Maybe Sherry has told you how I help her relax.  That’s how we’re going to start.” 

 
I used an induction Madame Dumay taught me -- Papi told me that it was developed by Dave 

Elman.  It took a few minutes to get them to a workable level of trance. 
 
I’d gone down on Sherry plenty of times -- she’d be easy.  When I did the chair, I’d use her 

first, as that would help convince the others. 
 
Sherry was sitting in the middle, with Dina on one side and Mic on the other.  I moved over to 

Dina.  “Dina,” I whispered in her ear, “have you been eaten to orgasm before?” 
 
I saw her body react before she said, “Oh yeah...” 
 
I whispered, “Good.  I want you to think about that, how wonderful it felt, letting each breath 

you take relax you more and more, until I speak to you again.” 
 
I moved over to Mic.  “Mic,” I whispered, “have you been eaten to orgasm before?” 
 
She frowned a little and whispered, “No.” 
 
I took a deeper breath.  This was going to be fun. 
 
“Mic, would you like me to eat you to a wonderful, safe, relaxing, creamy, orgasm?” 
 
She smiled and said, “Yes.” 
 
I could move her over to the chair and eat her there.  That would work. 
 
“Mic, you are so relaxed now, and in a moment I’m going to help you stand up and move you 

to another chair where you can relax even more.  Would you like that?” 
 
“Yes,” she said softly. 
 
I moved her gently.  As she moved, her bikini bottoms looked a bit damp.  Nice. 
 
I whispered between the other two, “Everything you hear, every breath you take, will help you 

relax more and more, feel better and better, until you feel me touch you on the shoulder.” 
 
I went back over to Mic.  I started deepening her a little more.  When I touched her knee gently, 

she frowned. 
 
I started questioning, gently.  After a few minutes, I moved her again, to Sherry’s bedroom.  I 

looked at my watch -- I could go twenty minutes with her. 
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I dug a little more, gently.  Damn.  She’d been abused as a kid, and was being abused by 
boyfriends.  She was afraid to say “no.”  Deep inside, she was scared -- and scarred. 

 
I did what I could, given the time, to help.  I got her full name, address, and phone number.  I’d 

be calling Emily for sure.  I got her to relax a little more.  For a while, I held her, and she cried.  I 
helped her, reframing and strengthening -- recasting the memories in a new light, a new perspective, 
supporting and forgiving. 

 
Sexually, she was screwed up as hell.  I didn’t have a chance of doing anything with that. 
 
She did trust me -- that’s one of the things she’d gotten from listening to Sherry, and to other 

girls -- I could be trusted.  She’d heard about me protecting Betty, so many months ago. 
 
I told her I would protect her today, and she didn’t have to do anything she didn’t want to do.  

We put the painful memories in a box where they couldn’t hurt her for a while.  They would still be 
there, but they were memories of long ago.  She could look on them with the understanding and 
strength of an adult now. 

 
I let her rest, and went back out to the living room.  There, I was very graphic in leading Sherry 

and Dina what would happen when they sat in the chair later.  I led them through it, and had them 
coming on the couch.  I brought Mic back into the room, then gave them all suggestions to help with 
studying, and life in general.  That would help Mic particularly. 

 
I woke them gently. 
 
“How do you feel?” I asked them. 
 
They all felt great.  Mic looked at me intensely and said she felt better than she had in quite a 

while.  Uh oh -- transference with a capital T in that look. 
 
Dina announced, “I’m going for a swim.”  She stood up and made quite a production out of 

taking off her shirt.  Mic said, “That sounds good.  I want to float for a while.” 
 
As they headed out, I asked Sherry, “What are we feeding the crowd?  How many should be 

here?” 
 
She put her arms around me.  “Oh, people will be bringing things.  Want to go for a swim, or?”  

She wiggled her hips against me. 
 
I wanted to watch Mic for a while.  I stepped back and peeled off my shirt, dropped my shorts.  

Sherry smiled.  I picked her up in my arms and she put her arms around my neck. 
 
I walked out to the pool and jumped in, with her in my arms, shirt and all. 
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Sherry sputtered and screamed.  Soon I was wrestling in the water with three very attractive 
young ladies.  I was gentle with Mic, even if they weren’t gentle with me.  It turned into a 
kissing/groping/feeling session, and I didn’t mind one damn bit. 

 
Our fun was interrupted by the doorbell.  Sherry untangled enough to yell out, “It’s unlocked, 

come on back!”  Dina took the opportunity to muscle her out of the way and moved into my arms, 
locking her legs around my waist. 

 
I took a deep breath and went over backwards, dislodging her, and swimming underwater to the 

other side of the pool, where I got out. 
 
“Charcoal and chips!” someone called out.  A guy and a girl came in with bags of goodies.  I 

didn’t know either of them.  Sherry introduced me as “her friend Andy.” 
 
As more people and food arrived, I gravitated to the kitchen to organize things. 
 
Donna and Greg came in.  Donna set a bag of stuff on the counter, smiled at me, and turned to 

walk away.  She took about three steps, and shrieked, “Andy!” 
 
She spun around and ran over to me.  “Andy?  Is that you?” 
 
I smiled.  “Hi Donna, how have you been?” 
 
We hugged.  Greg came over and pounded me on the back.  They were headed off in a week or 

so.  They’d seen Rachel, and could hardly believe the change in her. 
 
We put together a few platters of munchies.  The presentation was pretty good, considering 

what I had to work with, and the time involved. 
 
I’d put my shirt and shorts back on, and my sandals.  I was by the pool having a good time.  We 

heard some male voices hooting and chanting, “Beer!  Beer! Beer!”  I thought I recognized one of the 
voices.  I took a deep breath. 

 
Three jocks came in, with two kegs of beer.  One of the jocks was Mike. 
 
I know I’m supposed to show compassion to all.  For some, though, compassion would be a 

bullet between the eyes -- let ‘em start over on a new turn of the wheel.  I hadn’t seen Mike since the 
Prom, when he was with Sherry.  All of a sudden, I had a bad feeling she’d been double-timing both of 
us the last few days.  Yup, the more I thought about it, the more certain of it I was. 

 
Mike is a real asshole.  Of course, he comes from a long line of assholes -- his dad is a petty 

politico.  He’s an only child; well, so was I.  I guess we’re each fucked up in our own unique way. 
 
The beer was well received.  I was drinking white wine -- Chrissy brought two bottles.  I was 

still standing over to one side with her, Greg, and Donna. 
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Mike had quite obviously started drinking earlier.  I was trying not to listen to him.  It was hard. 
 
Then he bellowed out, “Where’s that wuss Wilson?  Somebody said he’d be here.  Probably 

sucking someone off.”  The group around him laughed. 
 
I smiled and took a step toward him.  Greg put a hand on my arm. 
 
“It’s okay, Greg.  I can handle this,” I said as I stepped by. 
 
Mile was going on about “that pussy eater Wilson,” when I said loudly, “I’m right here, 

Mikey.” 
 
He turned around in surprise.  He gave me a fake smile and handed his beer to one of his 

buddies.  “Who the fuck invited you here, asshole?” he shouted, stepping closer.  He was trying to be 
intimidating, but was just offensive. 

 
Feet hip-width apart, relax the knees, wait for it....  “Sherry invited me, Mikey.  The name is 

Wilson.” 
 
He yelled something and took a swing at me.  Thank you, Bernard.  I blocked with my left as I 

hit him in the gut with my right, sweeping his feet out from under him in one motion.  I held on to his 
right arm momentarily with my left hand to keep his brainless head from hitting the concrete too hard.  
I let go of him and took two steps back. 

 
“Want to try again, Mikey?” I asked.  I’d knocked the wind out of him.  He struggled to his 

knees.  I was clear on my left side, with the pool on my right.  He might go for a swim.  People cleared 
out around us.  I saw Sherry, sitting in a chair with a beer, smiling.  She didn’t move.  She glanced at 
me, then glanced away.  That answered my questions. 

 
Mike took a dive for me, trying to grab me around the waist.  I took his outstretched hand and 

took him down with an arm bar, putting pressure on his elbow and wrist. 
 
“You’re breaking my arm!” he yelled. 
 
“Wrong as usual, Mikey,” I told him.  “I’m breaking your elbow and wrist.  It’s good to see 

you again, Mikey.  And now that I’ve seen you, I’ll be leaving.  Enjoy the party.”  I gave his arm an 
extra twist before releasing it and stepping back to the side. 

 
Bernard was a superb instructor.  You don’t release a belligerent and step to the side -- unless 

you want to take the extra chance, and possibly get in another lick.  I wanted the chance. 
 
And Mike made a grab for me, coming up just enough so I could kick him hard in the chest, 

sending him backwards into the pool. 
 
I walked by his cronies.  I was ready to break bones if I was touched.  Nobody touched me. 
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“Bye, Sherry, thanks for everything,” I called out as I walked by her. 
 
Mic was standing in the kitchen, talking to a couple of kids.  She saw me and practically rushed 

to my side.  While she was forcing a smile, other parts of her radiated terror. 
 
“I don’t think this is a safe place for you,” I said.  “Want me to take you home?” 
 
“Yes, please.  Let’s go.” 
 
I took her arm in mine.  “Should we tell Dina?” I asked. 
 
“She doesn’t give a shit,” she said coldly. 
 
I heard Mike bellowing again, about what he was going to do when he caught me. 
 
“One moment,” I told Mic.  I stepped back outside. 
 
“I’m still here, Mikey.  What do you want?” I called out. 
 
People cleared from between us. 
 
“Is this what you wanted, Sherry?” I said as I stepped past her. 
 
“I’m not running, Mikey.  I’m right here.” 
 
I was taking a chance.  I wasn’t going to run, not from the likes of him, not anymore. 
 
As he approached, he grabbed the big barbecue fork from a tray and lunged at me with it.  I 

blocked and took his arm, stepping to the side.  I put my knee into his stomach, giving it everything I 
had, lifting him off the ground before I dropped him once more.  I took the fork from his hand. 

 
I contemplated ramming it up his ass, pointy part first.  Instead, I tossed it on a table, then 

quickly and somewhat roughly sat him up.  He cringed a little. 
 
“Mikey,” I told him, “I’d much rather be friends.  We still can be.”  He flinched as I stood up.  I 

waved to Greg and Donna, gathered Mic, and headed to the car. 
 
She started crying as we drove off.  I stopped a block or so away, parked, and held her.  I did 

more reframing, helping the scared and hurt little kid hiding inside.  I wish I knew a better way -- but 
the only way out is through.  You can only postpone for so long. 

 
I got her sitting up and we headed off again.  I asked her for her address, even though I knew it 

already, mainly to give her something she could respond to, get her talking again. 
 
I knew she felt the place she was living was safe.  But when she told me she was living with an 

aunt, it knocked the breath out of me.  I put a hand on her shoulder, and told her she was safe, talking 
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as much to comfort and console the little kid inside me, the little kid who had gone through such hell a 
year ago. 

 
Her aunt wasn’t home.  I saw her inside. 
 
I sat in the car, breathing and clearing my head.  What a trip.  I needed to talk to Emily.  I 

looked at my watch -- not even one in the afternoon! 
 
I picked up the note from the visor, where I'd put it previously.  Looks like I would make the 

party.  I called Mrs. Hsiu, the hostess for the gathering. 
 
“Hello?” she answered. 
 
“Mrs. Hsiu?  This is Andy Wilson calling.  I’ll be at the party tonight, and wanted to know 

what I should bring.” 
 
I heard an exasperated sigh.  “Oh, bring whatever you’d like, I don’t know.” 
 
Today was the day, I guessed.  “Mrs. Hsiu, what can I help with?  Please, tell me.” 
 
That flipped her switch.  She babbled about not knowing what to do, being unprepared for so 

many guests, and her husband and daughter wouldn’t be back until almost five, and...” 
 
“Mrs. Hsiu, stop for a moment,” I interrupted.  “Mrs. Hsiu, I want you to take a deep breath and 

try and relax for me.  Everything is going to work out just fine.” 
 
She babbled a bit more, until I interrupted again. 
 
“Mrs. Hsiu, don’t worry.  I spent the summer as a chef in a chateau in France.  We will put on a 

superb party.  Now, how many people do you expect to be there?  How many definitely, and how 
many maybes?” 

 
A dozen to fourteen certain, up to twenty or so max.  Okay, we can handle that.  How, she 

wanted to know.  I told her to relax, I’d be there within an hour.  Any vegetarians in the group?  Not 
that she knew of.  Are people bringing things?  After some coaxing, she admitted she didn’t know. 

 
I thought for a bit, running through recipes.  What would she like, ideally?  Something light to 

have around the pool as people talked and got to know each other.  Okay, we can do that.  Did she 
have a rice cooker?  Yes, she did.  Okay, I need eight cooked cups of white rice ready in about an hour 
and a half.  Could she do that?  Yes, she could.  Okay then, start that, then sit down and relax.  Do you 
have tables and chairs for people?  Some chairs yes, tables, no -- should she...  Don’t worry, I’ll take 
care of it.  I’ll see you in about an hour or so. 

 
I hung up, took a deep breath, and headed off, smiling.  This was my kind of disaster!  I hit the 

speed-dial for Ben’s place.  He answered. 
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“Ben, is Emily home?” 
 
“Yes, why?” 
 
“Ben, I need your help, and hers.  I need two long folding tables, eight chairs, cloths, two dozen 

wine glasses, lets see...  Eight bottles of champagne, eight white, and eight red, nothing fancy.  I’ll be 
there in about fifteen minutes.  Okay?” 

 
“Yes sir!” he said. 
 
I laughed.  “Thanks, Ben.  I’m putting out a fire, in case you haven’t guessed.  And I really will 

need to talk to Emily as well.” 
 
“Andy, we’ll have things ready when you get here.” 
 
“Let me pull the tables and chairs out!” I told him. 
 
He laughed.  “Don’t worry.  See you soon.” 
 
We hung up.  From the dinner they’d had for Rachel and me, I knew they had the things I’d 

need to pull this off.  I hoped my favorite produce stand had a good selection still. 
 
I backed into the driveway.  Ben and Emily had boxes of glasses ready to go, and coolers 

loaded with ice and the white wine and champagne.  The red was in a box.  I loaded that while telling 
them of the dinner. 

 
I pulled two long folding tables from the garage and tied them to the rack on the Volvo.  Ben 

asked what I was going to cook.  I was still making it up as I went, but I knew I was going to do a 
Coronation Chicken Salad -- that has chicken, rice, raisins, and curry.  Whatever veggies I could find, 
fruit, something else. 

 
With the tables secured and the chairs in back, I took a breath. 
 
“Okay, thanks Ben.  Now I need to talk to Emily.” 
 
He pulled out his wallet and gave me some money, then a hug, and went back into the house. 
 
“What is it, Andrew?” Emily asked. 
 
I sighed.  I looked around for a place to sit.  She understood, and we went back to her office.  

She closed the door and we sat down. 
 
“Emily, I played God today, and I need your help.  I found someone who needs help.” 
 
I described in great detail meeting the girls, what I’d planned, and what I’d discovered with 

Mic.  I closed my eyes and relived those difficult moments, working with her.  I told her how I’d felt 
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when Mic told me she was living with her aunt -- my voice was ragged through that.  I gave her name, 
address, phone number.  I opened my eyes again.  “Emily, I hope you can help.  She needs help, and is 
so screwed up she doesn’t know it.” 

 
Emily put down her pen and note pad.  She stood up.  So did I.  She walked around her desk 

and took my hands. 
 
“Andrew, I will take it from here.  I will tell you that while I don’t agree with your initial 

motivations, what you did afterwards was most responsible.  I think you understand better the troubles 
you may encounter in these recreational jaunts.” 

 
“Thank you, Doctor.  Madame Dumay drilled that into me, week after week.  Let me know 

how I can be of assistance.” 
 
She actually gave me a hug.  I thanked her again, and thanked Ben on the way out. 
 
Thank God Ben gave me some money.  I figured on sixteen to eighteen, and bought what I’d 

need, not assuming much of anything.  The produce stand even had things that Grand-mère might find 
barely acceptable -- she’d serve them to Brits and Belgians, anyway. 

 
I pulled into the Hsiu’s driveway a little after two.  They had a nice house in the hills, almost in 

Palos Verdes.  It had a wonderful performance kitchen, with a huge Wolf range, lots of pots and pans, 
and all of it unused, save for the electric rice cooker, a wok, and a few utensils. 

 
I set up the tables and chairs outside by the pool.  I cringed a little -- I’d been at a poolside 

party a few hours ago.  God, it seemed to be days ago!  I’d been through a couple of major crises since 
then! 

 
I felt better with my chef’s outfit on, even the white pants, putting my shorts in my clothes bag.  

As I put on the clothes, I put on the role, the persona.  I know I am more than the roles I play, but 
sometimes, those roles are supportive, even grounding.  I got to work in the kitchen.  We started 
getting more calls from people asking what to bring.  Soon I was answering the phone, coordinating.  I 
managed to leave a message for Beth to please join us if she could, Roger as well.  I knew that inside 
me was a little kid, still quite frightened and upset. 

 
I took a break and sat our hostess down in a chair.  She’d already acquiesced completely to me 

in the kitchen.  Let’s see if we can use that to help her.  “Miriam, close your eyes and take a slow, deep 
breath for me,” I said as I held her hands.  I spent about five minutes getting her to settle down and 
relax.  Her daughter was shopping, and picking up her husband at the airport.  I think I convinced her 
we were going to pull this off. 

 
The coronation chicken was going to be my central dish.  Miriam helped clean veggies and the 

fruit.  I did most of the cutting; I was faster and knew what I wanted. 
 
About three thirty one woman called.  With a slight French accent, she asked if she could help.  

I lapsed into French and told her what I needed now was more hands!  We conversed for a bit -- she 
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would be over shortly with her two daughters.  Oh, I could use two pounds of linguini as well, a few 
heads of garlic. 

 
Celeste, Hanna, and Gail were saviors.  All three spoke French, and soon I was ordering 

everyone about, as if I were back at the chateau.  At least here I didn’t have to worry about Grand-mère 
pulling my ear, or taking a spoon from my hand -- and whacking me with it. 

 
I was going to stir-fry the veggies and do some pepper beef.  Miriam offered to get some 

shrimp -- would I like that?  Yes!  Two pounds, cooked, medium size.  She took off. 
 
With things scheduled to start at five, I figured people would arrive starting around five fifteen.  

Celeste, the mom, arranged glasses and the plastic plates and utensils I’d brought.  Hanna, who was off 
to Stanford, took care of the noodles while her younger sister Gail peeled shrimp.  Miriam was starting 
to fret again, and I was the madman waving the wooden spoon and carrying on in French. 

 
I remembered Bernard’s counsel to me -- an officer is never in a hurry, never rushed -- if he is, 

his men will do the same.  Always project calm and control.  I stopped and had a tall glass of cold 
water. 

 
I took my wooden spoon, my ceremonial mace, and banged the side of the noodle pot until the 

others turned to see what the hell I was doing. 
 
I sang a couple of verses of a marching song Bernard had taught us -- it was pretty innocuous.  

Gail and Hanna picked up on the refrain, and as I continued, so did Celeste, with a big grin on her face.  
Even Miriam started more or less humming along. 

 
“Tres Bon!” I called out.  “Five minute break.  Everyone outside -- walk around.  We’re doing 

very well.”  I herded them out, waving my arms.  I’m sure they thought I was mad. 
 
We took our break, then went back to it.  I focused on calm and methodical.  Thank you, 

Bernard.  Thank you, Grand-mère -- she had also taught me not to be rushed. 
 
Things came together well.  We had a damn fine spread, with a mix of finger foods and sit-

down stuff.  I was wishing I’d brought the camera when a flash went off. 
 
I looked up.  Beth was there, with Roger.  She had my digital camera, and he had a 35mm film 

camera.  I gathered my adopted cooking staff around me and we all posed for the cameras, the madman 
in the middle.  I still had the fruit salad to finish! 

 
More people arrived, parents with kids who would be heading to Stanford.  I hadn’t done 

anything for nametags! 
 
Everything was ready to go.  I looked to Miriam and asked if she was ready for champagne.  

She looked at me puzzled, and I asked her again in English. 
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I rounded up my serving crew, and had them start herding people outside.  Celeste and I opened 
and poured champagne.  We got another picture, this time with the platters on the serving tables 
outside. 

 
We handed out glasses.  I took one.  I needed it. 
 
And into this chaos walked an angel.  Is that overdramatic?  I think not.  Time certainly shifted 

for me.  Out onto the patio stepped a harried looking oriental man, someone who’d undoubtedly just 
gotten off an airplane.  Behind him was a tall, stunning, oriental beauty, Janice. 

 
I picked up another glass and took it to her.  I welcomed her in French, then English, then 

handed her the glass.  I looked into her beautiful brown eyes and said, “To Stanford!” 
 
She smiled.  What a smile!  I raised my glass to hers, then took a sip. 
 
“Andy?” 
 
I turned to see who had called me.  Beth was standing next to Miriam; both were laughing.  

Roger had a smile on his face as well. 
 
Beth said, “Andy, would you like to describe the dishes, while they’re still so beautiful?” 
 
I took Janice’s hand and led her to the serving tables.  I described the dishes in some detail, 

handed her a plate, then announced to all, “Bon Apetit!” 
 
I served her, and the others.  I opened wine, and once again Hanna stepped in to help. 
 
I wandered through the crowd -- we had twenty -- helping, pouring. 
 
At some lull, we started around the crowd with introductions.  I remember one in particular. 
 
“I’m Janice Hsiu, and I’m going to Stanford, where my parents met, to study math and 

electrical engineering.”  She smiled to me and raised her glass.  I think some of the others may have 
laughed. 

 
I thought the intros were done. 
 
Beth’s voice rang out.  “And last, our chef for tonight, who spent the summer as chef for an 

exclusive chateau in the French countryside, will also be going to Stanford.  Andy, can you talk?  In 
English?” 

 
After the laughter and applause died out, I could.  “Thank you.  I’m Andy Wilson.  Thanks to 

many people, I’ll be studying psychology, with a math minor.”  I looked to Janice again.  Someone 
called out, “To the chef!”  I bowed to more applause, including Janice’s. 
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I started to wander with wine bottles again, but Celeste took them from me.  “Sit down, eat, and 
enjoy yourself!” she told me. 

 
I took off my hat.  My head was sweaty, no surprise.  I sat down at a small table next to the 

pool.  Janice appeared with a plate for me, and sat down. 
 
She laughed.  “Mother says you saved her life.  I’m so glad you are here!” 
 
“So am I,” I told her, lost in her eyes. 
 
I ate and we talked.  Her mom was a research mathematician at a local aerospace contractor.  

Her dad was an engineering vice president at another place.  She had an older brother at Cornell. 
 
When I told her I had a girlfriend at Cornell, she frowned and said, “You have a girlfriend?” 
 
I guess my mind and face went blank for a moment when I realized what I’d said.  She laughed 

and put a soft hand on mine. 
 
“Are you really doing a minor in math?” she asked, head tilted a bit. 
 
I nodded.  The shrimp was good -- I’d gone easy on the spices out of respect for others.  Garlic 

isn’t a spice -- it’s a vitamin, and I’d used plenty. 
 
“Yes.  Up to last year, I would have been a math/engineering major as well.” 
 
We talked some more.  The crowd started winding down.  I heard people congratulating 

Miriam on a wonderful evening.  Many of them thanked me as well. 
 
I thanked Celeste, Hanna, and Gail.  Hanna seemed a bit miffed at something.  I turned around 

and saw Beth loading wine glasses back into boxes.  I stepped over to her. 
 
“Where’s Roger?” I asked. 
 
Without looking up, she said, “Where do you expect?  I assumed you’d give me a ride.” 
 
Her voice was a knife plunging into me.  I rested my hand on her back.  “Of course.” 
 
After a while, I got to sit again, with a glass of ice water. 
 
“One more picture!” someone called. 
 
I stood up.  Beth, Celeste, and Miriam had the cameras.  I was directed to the edge of the pool.  

Hanna and Gail stood on one side of me, and to my joy, Janice stood on the other. 
 
“One, two, three!”  Flashes winked in our faces. 
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“Four!” called Hanna, and I was pushed into the pool. 
 
I took them with me, or they jumped in, I’m not sure.  It felt grand.  I was hot and sweaty, and 

the water was very refreshing. 
 
I had another twinge as someone pulled me under the water.  Ten hours ago? 
 
They grabbed me, and I grabbed back.  I got one arm around Hanna, and the other around 

Janice, and went over backwards. 
 
Eventually towels appeared, and we got out.  My hat had been fished out of the water already.  

I took off my top and dried some more.  Did I hear giggling? 
 
Beth walked up to me, still laughing a little.  “Your clothes are in the guest room down the hall 

to the left.” 
 
I dried off as well as I could, then went in to change. 
 
The dip in the pool had helped.  I felt a lot better.  I rejoined the crowd by the pool.  We now 

totaled eight.  Janice had changed, and was sitting a ways from me, combing out her hair.  I sighed as I 
watched her.  Then I heard Beth laugh. 

 
I started laughing as well.  Was I that gobsmacked?  I guess so.  I turned to Beth and smiled.  

She shook her head, smiling. 
 
Mr. Hsiu asked, “Can I help you with the tables?”  They were folded up, as were the cloths and 

the chairs, glasses all boxed and debris cleaned away. 
 
I looked to Beth, and then to Janice.  She smiled, almost giggling. 
 
“It’s pretty late.  I thought I could pick them up tomorrow.” 
 
Janice gave me a questioning look. 
 
“When I come to pick you up for brunch?” I suggested. 
 
Is it deliberate, when a woman laughs, letting her head go back, exposing a delicious expanse 

of neck?  Does she do that consciously, knowing what it does to a man, or is it something wired into 
females as deeply as the response it generates is in males? 

 
After she laughed, she looked at me again, and said, “Not tomorrow.” 
 
I suppressed a sigh, and thought I heard a grumbling noise from where Hanna was sitting. 
 
“But I’m free Monday,” Janice added. 
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I smiled.  “I should load them up tonight then.  When Monday?” 
 
“I was going to go for a run Monday morning...” 
 
“When?” 
 
“Oh, say, nine?” 
 
“I’ll be here.” 
 
Mr. Hsiu helped me with the chairs, tables and the boxes of glasses. 
 
Beth and I finally left, after parting hugs.  Miriam and her husband thanked me again for all the 

help.  I got a soft hug from Janice.  Hanna was more enthusiastic about hers, kissing me on the ear. 
 
About half a block away, Beth burst into laughter, and put a hand on my shoulder. 
 
“Was I that bad?” I asked her. 
 
“Andy, you were priceless!  I wish I’d been holding the camera to catch the look on your face 

the first time you saw that girl!” 
 
“But what was the look on her face?” 
 
“Ah, that would be telling....  Andy, you put on quite a performance tonight.” 
 
“It’s been a hell of a day,” I sighed. 
 
She prodded, and I told her about the morning.  I hadn’t told Emily about the fight with Mike. 
 
She held my shoulder.  I hadn’t told her what Emily had said. 
 
“Andy, I don’t know how such a mess could have been handled better.” 
 
“Thank you, Mistress.  And how are you feeling?” 
 
She sighed and squeezed my shoulder.  “Oh, Andy....  I don’t know.  His work is so important 

to him.  He’s saving lives.” 
 
“Would you like me to have another non-talk with him?” I offered. 
 
She sighed again.  “Not yet.  Let’s see how it goes.  I need to adjust to it.” 
 
“Really?”  That’s all I said.  We were silent for a while, until she started giving me directions.  

They were in a nice place just off Huntington Beach.  I dropped her off; she gave me a hug. 
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“Thank you again, Beth.  You’ve saved my life more than once.”  I told her, leaving unspoken 
but understood my offer to do anything for her. 

 
I drove back to the condo, put the car in the garage, dumped my wet things into the wash, and 

crashed on the bed. 
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Part 15 

(no sex in this part!) 
 
I woke up to the phone ringing.  It was a little after seven -- on a Sunday morning!  Who the 

hell would call at that time?  I couldn’t tell from the way it was ringing.  I’d have to answer it to find 
out. 

 
“Hello,” I said, flopping back on the bed. 
 
“Hi sweetie.  I love you.”  It was Rachel. 
 
“Oh, I love you, and I miss you -- to what do I owe this pleasure?” 
 
She sighed.  “I was worried.  How did things go yesterday?” 
 
I moved a bit.  “Hold on for a minute -- I need to pee.” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
I got up and went to the bathroom.  Some things can’t be hurried. 
 
“Better -- now I can talk.  Yesterday was heaven and hell.” 
 
“Which was Sherry?” 
 
“Mostly hell.”  I told her about the party, about what I found with Mic, and about dealing with 

Mike, and Sherry’s non-response.  I figured she’d been two-timing us during the week. 
 
“Yeah, him for money, and you for sex,” Rachel said. 
 
“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I told her. 
 
She laughed, then asked, “Was that all?” 
 
I told her about the other party, picking up things from Ben and Emily, confessing to Emily, 

then taking control and running the reception like a madman.  I told her about Janice, and Hanna, and 
how I acted. 

 
“There’s something else,” Rachel said. 
 
“You’re getting good, sweetie.  Ben accused me of turning into ‘one of them.’  You’d better 

watch it, or you will too.”  I sighed.  “It’s Beth and her beau -- he ducked out on her again last night.  I 
didn’t even notice until he was gone.  I gave her a ride home.  She was hurt -- she’s struggling to find a 
balance.  I’m trying not to meddle, to remain detached -- but it’s hard.” 
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Rachel sighed.  “What are you going to do?” 
 
I rolled my shoulders a little.  “Get up and exercise, then shower.  Return stuff to Ben.” 
 
“No, silly -- about Beth and Roger?” 
 
“Don’t know.  Be there for her.  Maybe bug him again.  I don’t think he knows how much he 

hurts her.  I don’t know if she knows how she sounds.  Maybe it’s my memories of that tone of voice -- 
memories that take me back to a time when things were so fucked up.” 

 
“Sherry?” 
 
I grunted.  “She has her own path to walk.  I wish her well on it.” 
 
Rachel chuckled a little.  “Janet and Harriet?” 
 
I laughed -- I didn’t know whether that was deliberate or not.  “Janice and Hanna.  Don’t know 

-- whatever happens, happens.  I still love you.  How are you doing?” 
 
“Oh, I don’t know.  I went out with some kids last night.  It’s disgusting, how many people 

smoke around here -- almost as bad as Paris.  I did get results on two psych classes I challenged though 
-- I aced them both.” 

 
“Hey, that’s great!  I need to talk to Henri about getting credit for the translation work.” 
 
“I could help, you know.” 
 
I sighed.  “Boy, that sounds good to me -- we’d have to meet face to face periodically though -- 

I don’t think material of this complexity can be done entirely by e-mail and phone.” 
 
She laughed.  “Oh I agree!  One of my advisors is really interested.  She gave me a tip, too -- 

structure things so they apply to specific areas, rather than just ‘individual study’ credits.” 
 
“Ooh, I’ll make a note of that -- I seem to remember some upper limit on the amount of 

individual study units you could use towards a degree.” 
 
“Yup, that’s it, right on the nose.” 
 
“You want to sit on my nose?” I asked her. 
 
She laughed, low and almost a moan.  “Oh, I do -- you’re so good to me.  I don’t like sleeping 

alone.” 
 
I sighed and moved back on topic.  “You want to translate my third paper into English?” 
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“Did you finish it yet?” 
 
“Well, I think I did, but I haven’t heard the last from Papi yet.” 
 
“Sure.  When he’s happy with the French version, I’d like to do that.  How did the others turn 

out?” 
 
“Pretty good.  I’ll send copies to you later this morning.  I’ve done roughs of English versions 

for the first two.  Papi says the three French ones have been tentatively accepted for publication.  
Emily has copies, as well as Papi.” 

 
“That’s terrific!  I can’t wait to read them.”  She got softer.  “I love you.  I miss you.” 
 
I sighed.  “I miss you too, sweetie, and I love you very much.  Maybe I should transfer.” 
 
“They’ll take you any time, you know -- my advisor has mentioned that to me.  With these 

publications, it should be even easier.  Would you like me to check?” 
 
I sighed.  “That wasn’t what we worked out now, was it?  I thought we decided to spend this 

year where we were.” 
 
She chuckled.  “I know -- but I need you.  I guess you should try and find yourself a diversion -

- sounds as if you’ve got two candidates.  We’ll get together for Christmas, I know.” 
 
“But I’ll still miss you.” 
 
“I know.  I’ll talk to you later in the week, sweetie.” 
 
“Bye.  Thanks for calling.  I love you.” 
 
“Love you, too.  Bye.” 
 
I hung up the phone. 
 
I got up and did my morning routine, then went out for a run. 
 
The phone was ringing as I came back in the door.  I grabbed, it, panting. 
 
“Hello?” 
 
“Andy?  This is Hanna.  Did I wake you?” 
 
I laughed, still panting.  “No, just got back in from a run.  How are you?  Thank you so much 

for your help yesterday.  You saved my life.” 
 
“Oh, you’re welcome.  I wanted to know if you could join us for dinner?” 
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I sighed.  “I can’t make it tonight, I’m sorry.”  I was supposed to be at Betty’s. 
 
“Oh,” she said coldly. 
 
“I’m having dinner with a family that helped me very much earlier in the year.”  It was a stretch 

-- I knew it. 
 
“How about tomorrow night, then?” she asked, sounding better. 
 
“Sure!  What can I bring, or cook?” 
 
She laughed.  “We’ll see.  Got something to write with?” 
 
She gave me directions to their place in Costa Mesa.  
 
“What time?” I asked. 
 
“Oh, tomorrow afternoon sometime,” she told me. 
 
“Around three too early?” 
 
“No, that would be fine.” 
 
“Okay, see you tomorrow then.  Thank your mom and sister again for all the help.” 
 
She laughed.  “It was fun, Andy.  See you tomorrow.” 
 
We hung up.  I was planning to burn the candle at both ends -- we’ll see what happens. 
 
I took a long shower.  What the hell had happened yesterday?  I imagined Papi sitting in a chair 

next to me.  That made me laugh -- I was drying off -- I don’t think Papi ever saw me naked.  How did 
I feel about that?  Hey, he had grandkids, and I called myself one of them. 

 
What a mix of feelings -- attraction, revulsion, compassion, anger, protection, fear, sadness -- 

and that was just the first part of the day!  I’d been pulled in many different directions. 
 
Had I given myself to my emotions, reacted on a reflexive level, rather than acting as a matter 

of choice? 
 
Mic -- I’d recognized a bad situation, but rather than slamming the lid closed and running 

away, I’d stuck with it.  I’d felt a desire, a need, to help.  It had been hard. 
 
Had I “helped” with Mikey?  What had my first feelings been?  I almost said “reaction” -- but I 

hadn’t reacted.  Thinking back the best I could, I’d felt fear, revulsion, aversion -- get Mic and get out.  
I sighed -- but I knew that wasn’t the answer; that wouldn’t address the issue.  The only way out is 
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through, and I’d gone through.  Still, I’d taken a damn big chance, taking on that clown.  What if he 
had some training?  Or if his so-called “buddies” had jumped in?  It could have turned into a real mess.  
Was it Sun Tzu?  Win without fighting? 

 
With Mic, I’d stepped in to help.  I’d opened a can of worms -- or had I just stumbled over it?  

I’d taken action to address the problem.  With Mikey, I’d stepped into conflict. 
 
What had I learned from Mic?  To be careful, that’s one.  That I had a need to help.  That I was 

still vulnerable -- I remembered how I’d felt when she told me she was living with an aunt. 
 
What had I learned from Mikey?  I could step into conflict.  I could confront someone, 

physically.  That was a big change from what, a year ago?  I remembered how I’d broken down when 
Mr. Benjamin approached me after I’d been thrown to the floor by the principal. 

 
But I’d learned more from Mikey.  I still suspected that if I looked into his mind (did I really 

want to do that as a profession?) he would believe he was fighting for Sherry.  How many times do we 
have two people meeting, two people with completely different motivations?  No wonder the world is 
so screwed up. 

 
And oh what I’d learned about Sherry...  Narcissistic?  She’d used me from the start.  Okay, it 

had been mutual at times.  But still -- I didn’t see how I could deliberately stage something like what 
she’d done with Mikey and me.  I agreed with Rachel -- she’d probably been seeing both of us last 
week.  Gee, that was an interesting sensation -- how did I feel about being the second one in?  A weird 
sensation, that. 

 
Yet, what was “normal?”  If Mic hadn’t been screwed up, if Mikey hadn’t been there, what 

would I have done at the party?  Sitting there on the couch, looking at the three of them, I’d been ready 
to go to bed with any or all of them. 

 
Was that fair to anyone?  In an amoral sense, it had been expected by all of us.  Fucking, 

fighting -- typical behavior at that age, right? 
 
Was it fair to Rachel?  We’d had that discussion, between ourselves, with Papi, and with 

Madame Dumay -- neither of us expected to stay celibate. 
 
Oh God -- what is love?  Is it a blind hanging on, motivated out of fear of loss?  For me, is it a 

desire to return to the womb, return to that simpler life, as Karen had done going back to her father, or 
is it a path of growth, the path with heart? 

 
The second part of the day, I’d been focused.  I’d sensed a problem, dug into it, and stepped in 

to help, taking on someone else’s problem as my own.  I’d done well -- we’d pulled off one hell of an 
evening.  Still, a range of feelings -- much of the afternoon and evening, I’d been totally in the 
moment, then a roller coaster ride with Janice, and Beth.  Wow.  With Janice, that had been a reaction -
- not much of the observer consciousness involved there!  She’d stepped on to the patio, and wham! 
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With Beth -- that tone of voice in her hurt me.  I didn’t want to see her hurt.  Did she know how 
she sounds?  Does he know how he hurts her?  She felt so open, so exposed.  I felt her trying so much.  
How do I help? 

 
I sighed -- my feet were getting cold.  Introspection is for monks.  I’ve got things to see, and 

people to do.  Let’s get going. 
 
I moved to the floor doing yoga -- didn’t want my hamstrings to tighten up, not after all we 

went through. 
 
As I worked, I thought of Klein: “The repressed parts of the self, if unresolved, remain 

repressed into adulthood.  Those parts govern the choice of marital partner and the nature of marital 
relationships, and by extension the nature of relationships with children.” 

 
Why that, why now?  Where was I headed?  To what? 
 
I grunted and looked at a zit forming on my right shoulder.  I grabbed a T-shirt and pulled it on, 

then sweat pants.  How about I head to breakfast? 
 
I had breakfast -- two cackleberries and toast.  I started on the translations again. 
 
But... 
 
Something was still bugging me.  Let’s take the tables and chairs back.  I put on shorts, got my 

sandals, and the car keys. 
 
I backed into Ben and Emily’s driveway, then went to the door and rang the doorbell.  Should I 

have called first?  It was almost eleven. 
 
“Andy!  How did things go last night?”  Ben answered the door. 
 
I shook his hand and gave him a hug. 
 
“It was a trip,” I told him. 
 
We went through the house and into the garage -- he hit the garage door opener, and I unloaded 

stuff from the car. 
 
“It was wild.  We pulled it off, with help.  Where’s Emily?” I asked.  Her car wasn’t in the 

garage. 
 
He shrugged his shoulders.  “She got a call around ten and took off -- she said she’d be back 

early afternoon.” 
 
I sighed a little.  I should talk to her.  I really wanted to talk to Papi.  I could set up a regular 

time -- I laughed at that -- 50 minute hours, long distance. 
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The last of things unloaded and put away, I closed the back of the car. 
 
Ben put a hand on my shoulder.  “Join me for a glass of juice?” 
 
I nodded.  “Sure.” 
 
We went back to the kitchen, and he poured two glasses of orange juice, handing one to me.  

We sat down and had a silent toast. 
 
“Ben, I’m glad you’ve recovered so well.” 
 
He nodded.  “Want to talk about it?” 
 
I laughed -- “Who’s turning into one of them?” 
 
He chuckled and shrugged his shoulders.  “You’re upset about something.” 
 
I had another sip of juice.  It was cold and good. 
 
“Ben, how do you offer to help someone, someone that hasn’t asked?” 
 
He raised his glass.  “Offer them some juice?” 
 
I laughed so hard I thought I was going to fall out of the chair.  Ben started laughing with me. 
 
When we stopped laughing, I told him about the party at Sherry’s place, including fighting with 

Mike.  Somehow, I left out details involving hypnosis. 
 
Ben nodded and finished his juice.  “Andy, it sounds like you had an exciting but normal day 

for an eighteen-year-old.” 
 
I told him about dinner, being the madman in the chef’s hat, losing it when I saw Janice, but 

pulling off a good event. 
 
“Thanks to your help, Ben,” I told him.  I stood up.  We hugged, and he walked me out to the 

car. 
 
“When are you driving up?” 
 
“Thursday.  Figure I’ll leave about four or five in the morning.  That will put me up there mid-

afternoon.” 
 
“Going up the coast, or inland?” 
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“Oh, the coast.  Everyone I’ve talked to says the coast route is only a little longer, and much 
nicer.  There’s even an In-N-Out Burger in Atascadero.” 

 
“Give us a call when you get up there.” 
 
“I will, Ben.” 
 
We hugged again, and I headed off.  I shook my head -- I didn’t trust Emily completely any 

more.  I hadn’t since ... since Karen.  I thought about that more -- was that a defensive reaction?  What 
was I protecting?  What was I hiding?  Pulling back is usually a defensive move. 

 
There was a message on the machine when I got home -- Betty wanted me over at her place at 

five, and I didn’t need to bring anything. 
 
I couldn’t sit still.  I ended up going for another long run, jumping in the pool, then doing more 

yoga before I showered again. 
 
I guess Ben was right, in part at least -- that’s what I’d heard other kids talking about, fighting, 

usually with a girl involved.  Heh -- that’s probably what Mikey thought -- wrong again, Mikey.  
Sherry is all yours. 

 
Hmmm -- we all do that, consciously or unconsciously -- attribute our own thought processes to 

the actions of others -- Mikey may have thought I wanted Sherry. 
 
I laughed -- that’s interpretation as well -- maybe he’s just an asshole who likes to fight? 
 
But my tension remained -- I was still unsettled.  Somebody was trying to tell me something.... 
 
I showed up at the Chen’s a little before five.  I’d stopped for flowers.  Pulling into their 

driveway still gave me pause, memories of Thanksgiving still. 
 
I rang the doorbell.  Doctor Hsu answered.  “Andy!  You’ve grown!” 
 
I went in to hugs, and serious appraisal from the two doctors.  They hadn’t seen Rachel when 

she returned, but had heard the stories. 
 
“Where’s Betty?” I asked. 
 
Vivian looked over her shoulder.  We were still near the door. 
 
“She’s in the kitchen,” she said quietly, “This means quite a bit to her.” 
 
I raised an eyebrow.  “I think I understand.” 
 
Doctor Chen nodded.  “My sister is a wonderful cook, and has been helping her.” 
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That hit hard -- another aunt?  What was it about aunts this weekend?  I sighed and forced a 
smile -- calm and relaxed; calm and relaxed. 

 
We sat in the living room.  Gary didn’t recognize me at first -- but hey, he’d grown as well. 
 
Betty appeared from the dining room.  She smiled, but I could see the tension in her. 
 
“Hi, Andy -- thanks for coming over,” she said. 
 
I stood up and gave her a hug.  “My pleasure,” I told her.  She was tight and a little sweaty -- 

understandable. 
 
She looked to her parents.  “Dinner will be ready in about ten minutes.” 
 
I gave her an inquisitive look, but didn’t say anything.  She smiled, turned, and went back to 

the kitchen. 
 
I’d brought my set of prints, and showed them to Gary and his parents.  Doctor Hsu was 

impressed with the pictures of Papi, and broke into laughter at the one of him washing dishes. 
 
To an inquisitive look from her husband, she said, “Doctor Carmichael mentioned you were 

working with him.  That must have been quite an experience.” 
 
“Yes, it has been, and I have so many of you to thank for making it possible.  I ...” 
 
We were interrupted by the sound of a crystal bell.  I turned as Gary took off running for the 

dining room.  Doctor Chen laughed and helped his wife stand.  I followed them in. 
 
The mystery aunt wasn’t visible, the table set for five.  Betty showed me where to sit. 
 
She served a very nice meal. 
 
“Betty, this is wonderful,” I told her as I fumbled food to my mouth with chopsticks.  She 

glowed and smiled. 
 
We talked about school, her plans for this year, and mine at Stanford.  I told them I expected 

Rachel and I to get together around Christmas. 
 
I sighed -- I didn’t know how I’d make it until then, yet I knew I would, one day at a time. 
 
“A lot has happened,” Doctor Hsu said. 
 
I smiled -- what a wonderful invitation. 
 
“How do I follow the path with heart?” I asked nobody in particular. 
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“How do we choose who to help?” I asked, looking at Doctor Hsu.  She nodded, smiling. 
 
Gary made a noise, and a face. 
 
“Gary, are you going to be a doctor?” I asked him. 
 
He made another face. 
 
“Is your sister going to be a doctor?” 
 
He nodded, and even Betty chuckled a bit. 
 
“Okay Gary,” I said, “Make believe you’re a doctor, in your office.  Someone comes in and 

says they’re sick, and asks you to help.  What do you do?  Do you help them?” 
 
“Can they pay?” he asked with a straight face. 
 
I laughed softly, looking to his parents -- out of the mouths of babes, indeed. 
 
“Yes, they can pay,” I said softly, looking to Betty. 
 
“I help them.  That’s what a doctor does,” he told us. 
 
I nodded.  “Okay, now let’s make believe you’re a doctor, and you’re out walking at lunch.  

Someone has fallen, is hurt, and is calling for help.  Do you help them?” 
 
Gary nodded.  “Sure.” 
 
“Okay, now imagine you’re a doctor, and you’re at the library talking to someone.  Because 

you’re a doctor, you realize they’re sick.  Do you offer to help them?” 
 
Gary paused a moment.  “Yes,” 
 
“But what if they don’t know they’re sick?” I asked. 
 
“You tell them,” Gary said. 
 
“What if they don’t realize they need help?  What if they don’t want to know?” 
 
Gary sat quietly in thought. 
 
I looked to Doctor Hsu and said softly, “What if it’s someone you love?” 
 
She raised her eyebrows and nodded slowly. 
 
“That is a very difficult question,” she said.  “Have you spoken to your analyst?” 
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I shook my head slowly.  “I haven’t known the question until recently.” 
 
“It is a question we must answer each for ourselves,” she told me.  She looked to her husband, 

who smiled and nodded as well.  They held hands. 
 
“You wait for them to ask,” Gary piped up. 
 
I smiled and nodded, as did his parents. 
 
His mom said, “But is there more than one way for you to ask?” 
 
Garry furrowed his brow. 
 
I looked to Doctor Hsu with a smile.  “Do they know they are asking?  When does observation 

stop and interpretation begin?” 
 
Betty stood up and picked up a dish. 
 
“May I help?” I asked her.  She smiled and nodded. 
 
I helped her clear the table -- her parents took Gary into the living room. 
 
“Sorry if things got deep,” I told her in the kitchen.  “You put together a fabulous meal.  Thank 

you so much.” 
 
She smiled and sighed.  I gave her a hug. 
 
After clearing the table, we sat in the living room for a while, talking.  I caught some furtive 

parental glances at clocks and took the hint. 
 
“I need to be going -- I’ve got an early day tomorrow.”  And I did -- traffic to Janice’s place 

would be a mess that time of day -- and I wouldn’t be able to use the carpool lane. 
 
Betty walked me to the door.  We hugged again on the porch.  She felt more relaxed. 
 
“Thank you for your hard work,” I told her.  “Thank you for your friendship.”  I leaned down 

and kissed her on the forehead. 
 
She sighed and held me.  “Please keep in touch?” she asked. 
 
I held her.  “You’ll make it through this year, and you’ll do well.  I’ll keep in touch.” 
 
When I got home, there was a message on the machine -- Doctor Hsu wanted me to call. 
 
I took a breath, and after visiting the bathroom, returned her call. 
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We talked for almost an hour.  For someone not wanting to intrude on an analytical 

relationship, we covered a lot of ground.  She was like Papi in a number of respects -- leading me, 
questioning me, challenging me, but also sharing her own views, her own soul.  I was asking 
interesting questions, and not shying away from them. 

 
When I went to bed, I wrapped my arms around a pillow.  It must have helped. 
 
I got up early and did my yoga routine, loosening up and centering.  I had a light snack, put a 

change of clothes in the car, and headed off. 
 
Monday morning commute traffic on the San Diego Freeway -- what a mess!  I bailed on to 

surface streets around 223rd Street, not wanting to chance the Harbor Freeway. 
 
I parked in front of the house just as the garage door was going up.  Janice’s mom backed her 

car out of the garage and stopped.  I walked over as she rolled down the window. 
 
“Good morning,” I told her.  “Is Janice about ready?” 
 
She frowned.  “Was she expecting you?” 
 
“I think so.” 
 
She shook her head.  “She left early this morning to go to Santa Monica with some friends -- 

she’ll be back later this afternoon.  Should I give her any message?” 
 
I smiled, taking a breath.  “No, thanks.  Have a good day.” 
 
She smiled and waved as she rolled up the window.  I walked back to my car. 
 
I sat down and let things simmer for a bit.  Okay, I’ve been stood up.  That much is 

observation.  Any attribution of motive or intent to her is most definitely wild-ass speculative 
interpretation. 

 
“Okay, dummy -- what now?”  Eight thirty, and the roads were still a mess.  I could inch along 

Pacific Coast Highway all the way home -- it might be faster than the freeways. 
 
Damn -- I should talk to Papi, I thought as I drove.  Why the hell not?  What was the time 

difference?  Seven or eight hours?  He’d be in his office.  This was the time I’d been calling him 
anyway, while Carol took a nap after our afternoon lovemaking and before I went whole-hog into 
dinner preparation. 

 
I pulled into a little strip mall and parked.  I plugged my phone into the charger. I knew his 

number by heart, and even remembered the international prefix from sending him faxes recently.  I 
took a breath and pushed a lot of numbers. 
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He was in, had the time, and was happy to hear from me.  He’d faxed me more comments 
earlier in the day -- he was very pleased with all three papers, and the peer review copies were 
receiving praise.  I talked to him about having Rachel translate the third -- he chuckled and thought 
that was a good gambit for us both.  I jumped into my current troubles -- what to do about Beth and 
Roger?  Not feeling secure about jumping in, but resonating with her pain, and feeling my own. 

 
Papi is very good.  He gave me questions, not answers.  As we wound down, I talked to him 

about setting up a regular schedule, once I knew mine.  He was quite agreeable with that, while 
suggesting I look for someone local.  He would make inquiries, and thought we were at a place where 
it would be easy for me to transition to another analyst. 

 
An hour and twenty minutes, long distance to France, on a Monday morning?  Wonder how 

much that call cost me?  Didn’t matter -- it was worth it. 
 
I would be there for Beth.  While I would show my concern, and offer assistance, I would not 

give advice unless asked.  Yes, it hurt to see her suffer and struggle.  But after all, what’s the First 
Noble Truth?  In California speak, “Shit happens.”  As I interpreted it, accept the Rose, petals and 
thorns both. 

 
And, the pain I felt was a reflection of the deep feelings I had for her -- my love, my desire to 

protect her and shield her from pain.  There were conflicting feelings in me as well, anger towards 
Roger for hurting her, and towards Beth, even though I realized she hadn’t rejected me, she’d moved 
on with her life, something we both knew needed to happen. 

 
Oh well, time for me to move on, physically as well as emotionally.  I could pick up the 

freeway at Avalon.  I picked up the phone again -- it was warm from all the talking.  Emily’s office 
was in speed dial. 

 
“Doctor Carmichael?” 
 
“Andrew?  Good morning!  How are you this morning?” 
 
“Better.  I understand Papi faxed me some material earlier?  Would it be a problem for me to 

swing by and pick it up?” 
 
“No problem at all.  Quite a few pages came in for you.  Would you have time to talk?” 
 
I sighed.  “Yes, Doctor.” 
 
She actually chuckled.  “When would you be here?” 
 
“About half an hour.” 
 
“Very well.  I’ll see you then.” 
 
“Thank you, Doctor.” 
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When I arrived, she handed me the stuff from Papi.  The third French paper was off to the 

publisher; he was quite pleased with it.  He had comments on the first two English translations, 
including comments from Professor Zehnder.  He also had two papers he felt I should read -- and 
translate for Zehnder.  Would I be interested? 

 
I gave Emily a quick summary of what he’d sent.  She congratulated me on having three papers 

accepted to such a prestigious journal, and on Papi’s support.  She gave me comments on the two 
translations, agreeing with Zehnder’s comments. 

 
Then she turned pure Emily, sitting back with that slight smile, hands folded in front of her, 

silent, waiting. 
 
I chuckled -- I couldn’t help it. 
 
“Emily, Doctor Carmichael, thank you again.  We live in many worlds, yet one world.  In 

Physics, Heisenberg taught us that the presence of an observer, the act of making an observation, alters 
the state of the system being observed.  And with us, where does observation end and interpretation 
begin?  Interpretation is made through comparison to a reference, often a reference partially hidden.  
So this act of interpretation can reveal aspects of the reference to us, as well as allow us to speculate 
about what we have observed.” 

 
She actually smiled, and nodded -- a very strong reaction from her. 
 
I told her of talking with Papi for over an hour, of what we’d worked through.  I told her of my 

feelings toward Beth, and Roger, my conclusions, and my plans toward them -- be there, be supportive, 
but do nothing else unless and until specifically asked. 

 
And I folded my hands, took a breath, and sat there. 
 
After a while, she said, “Very good, Andrew.  You should speak with Beth.  Are you going to 

continue analysis?” 
 
I told her of my request to Papi, to set up a regular time to talk -- he wouldn’t charge me, but 

the phone company most certainly would.  I was going to talk to John in Palo Alto, and probably to 
others as well, as I wasn’t sure how good a fit John was anymore. 

 
She smiled and nodded again, then stood. 
 
We shook hands. 
 
“Andrew, please keep in touch.” 
 
“I will, Doctor, with you and Ben both.” 
 
Five after twelve -- I picked up my phone again, and gave Beth’s office a ring. 
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“Doctor’s office,” she said. 
 
“Hi -- this is Andy.  Had lunch yet?” 
 
I heard her exhaling over the phone. 
 
After a moment, she said, “No, and I’m due.” 
 
“I’ll buy you a burger, or your choice.” 
 
“When will you be here?” 
 
“About ten minutes.  Okay?” 
 
“That’s great.” 
 
If it was so great, why was I so rattled, so turbulent driving over to get her?  Forget about the 

archetypes, the phantasies -- that’s interpretation.  What do I feel?  Focus on being there for her; that’s 
what I decided. 

 
She was outside the building stretching when I drove up. 
 
“Thanks for rescuing me -- I needed a break,” she said as she buckled up. 
 
Part of me reacted to her remark.  “Glad to help,” I said, telling myself, “Calm and relaxed.” 
 
“How was your run this morning?  Turn left and let’s go for burritos, if that’s okay.” 
 
“Sure,” I said, moving over and hitting the turn signal.  “She stood me up.  Got there and she 

was gone -- off with girlfriends for the day.” 
 
Beth sighed.  “Sorry to hear that.” 
 
Observation noted what she said.  Interpretation noted the way she said it, the emotion. 
 
“Didn’t you have something with Betty last night?” she asked. 
 
Observing a change of topic, interpreting a desire to avoid one issue and curiosity on another? 
 
“Yeah -- she cooked a very nice meal for us, really put a lot into it.  And I’m seeing Hanna 

tonight.” 
 
She sighed, and I saw her shoulders drop a little.  That usually indicated she was relaxing. 
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We pulled into the burrito place, ordered and sat down with our drinks.  We took off our 
sunglasses and made eye contact. 

 
We sat there silently -- who would out-Emily the other, sitting silently? 
 
Beth reached out a hand.  I took it, gently. 
 
“I talked to Emily yesterday, for a couple of hours,” she told me. 
 
I nodded.  “I spent an hour talking to Papi this morning, and just came from Emily’s.” 
 
She sighed loudly.  “It’s very hard, Andy.” 
 
I nodded.  I couldn’t hide things from her.  “I know.  I feel it as well.” 
 
I could tell that pained her. 
 
“And I understand that those feelings in me come from the love I have for you.  You know I’m 

here, ready and willing to help, whenever you ask,” I said softly. 
 
She nodded, smiling. 
 
Our lunch arrived.  I told her about the fax from Papi, things being accepted for publication, 

getting requests to do more translations.  We talked about my drive and move-in schedule.  I had my 
class schedule, and would buy books on Friday or Saturday, with classes getting underway Monday 
morning.  I promised to give her phone numbers, snail and e-mail addresses, and schedule information 
when it stabilized. 

 
She suggested I check cell phones up in that area -- I might be able to get a better deal. 
 
When I told her my call with Papi, 83 minutes, had been on the cell phone, she gasped, then 

chuckled a bit.  She told me I should see Carl -- he would help with banking, as I’d want to set up an 
account up north.  With a smile, she told me my investments had done quite well. 

 
I raised an eyebrow.  At the start of the summer, Bernard and M. Dumont had asked if I wished 

to invest part of my earnings.  I’d agreed, and we’d talked about investing in general.  They talked of 
representing private clients, selecting opportunities.  I think they were being humorous when they said 
they could get me in for around US $50,000.  Two days later, after some faxes back and forth and 
phone calls with Beth and Carl, I’d asked M. Dumont if he could give me details for a wire transfer.  
He looked surprised, but not as surprised as he did a while later after we’d talked about my financial 
position. 

 
I knew Beth and Carl had been quite skeptical, but had let me do it.  I knew the investments had 

been doing okay, but hadn’t paid much attention other than that.  Everything I’d been paid by Daniel 
Lubat had been invested -- he’d insisted on paying me well. 

 



Growing Up With Beth 

© silli_artie@hotmail.com 488� http://www.asstr.org/~artie 

“Okay, I’ll give Carl a ring as well.” 
 
“Have you talked to Rachel?  How is she doing?” 
 
“She woke me yesterday morning.” 
 
“And?” 
 
“She was concerned about Sherry and me.  We talked about both parties, about Sherry, Mic, 

Mikey, and about you.” 
 
“Janice and Hanna?” she asked with a smile. 
 
I laughed a little.  “Yes -- and this morning was probably the best thing that could have 

happened to me.” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I’m more than a pair of balls, although you’d be hard pressed to tell by 

watching me lately.  I can change that balance.  I will change that balance.  I don’t need to be chasing -
- I need to think of Rachel.” 

 
She nodded. “She’s so far away -- are you going to turn into a monk?” 
 
I laughed again.  “No, at least not deliberately, but I’m not going to chase hard, either.” 
 
“Getting stood up by Janice hurt.” 
 
“Oh yeah -- I was rejected, upset, angry -- after all I’d done for them?  But what was I going to 

do?  Hold her down, stick a finger down her throat, and demand she give back the shrimp I cooked?  
Very silly.” 

 
Beth chuckled.  “Kinky, too.” 
 
I reached over to hold her hand again.  We held hands, and I looked into her eyes. 
 
“Beth, I hope this isn’t conceited or arrogant, and please tell me if it is, but all the wonderful 

people who have come into my life in the last year and a half have done so without me chasing after 
them.  And the ones I have chased?  There’s a lesson to be learned.” 

 
“Which camp was Karen in?” 
 
I shook my head.  “I didn’t chase her.  I didn’t chase Rachel, either, but I’ve been more 

proactive with Rachel.  I learned a lot from Karen -- I wish her well; I wish her peace.” 
 
“And?” Beth asked, looking into my eyes. 
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“Beth, I will always love you.  I will do anything for you, all you need do is ask.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Take me back to the office?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” I said softly. 
 
I parked in the lot.  She got out before I could get the door for her. 
 
“Drop by Wednesday night?” I asked. 
 
She sighed and nodded.  “When will I see you after that?” 
 
I shook my head.  “Don’t know.  I could come down for Thanksgiving.  Rachel and I will be 

getting together for Christmas, I’m not sure where yet -- we could meet here.  She’s never been away 
from her family for the holidays.” 

 
She sighed and held out her arms.  We hugged.  Oh, how wonderful it was to be in her arms 

again, even if only for a moment. 
 
“I love you, Beth,” I told her once more. 
 
She moved back a bit.  “I love you, Andy.” 
 
She started to turn and walk away, but I held her hand. 
 
“What?” she asked, surprised. 
 
“Please don’t say that and walk away -- it’s happened to me too many times.” 
 
We clutched each other.  I could feel and hear ragged breathing from her.  I held her head to my 

shoulder, rocking gently. 
 
“Beth, I’ll keep in touch.  Please do the same, and call me if there is anything I can do, okay?  

Call me if there’s nothing I can do.”  I whispered, as it was the only thing I could do. 
 
We stepped apart, holding hands.  She nodded.  I could see tears trickling down under her 

sunglasses. 
 
“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, and kissed her hands. 
 
She turned and walked to her office.  I looked up at the sky, taking a deep breath, then got back 

into the car. 
 
Carl wasn’t in, so I made an appointment for nine the next morning.  I dug in my wallet and 

pulled out M. Dumont’s card.  He’d be out of the office, but what the hell -- I called and left him a 
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message to email me an update on my account, as I was seeing my advisor tomorrow, and most likely 
setting up a new bank account in Palo Alto near Stanford. 

 
One thirty -- what now?  I called Hanna’s place.  Could I come over early?  Sure.  Bring 

anything?  No, unless I wanted to fix dessert.  That would be fine -- see you in an hour. 
 
I laughed as I walked through the fruit and vegetable market, and picked some raisins and 

apples -- I owed this one to Grand-mère. 
 
Hanna and family lived in a fairly good-looking tract house in the flats of Costa Mesa. 
 
She came out of the house as I pulled up, shouting and pointing, “Park in the driveway, on the 

right side.” 
 
I pulled into the driveway.  She was dressed pretty much the way I was -- shorts, cotton shirt, 

sandals -- of course she filled out her shorts and shirt a lot better than I did mine. 
 
I got my bag of apples out of the back and stepped towards her. 
 
It was one of those awkward moments.  I wanted a hug -- I needed a hug, and I was used to 

hugs.  Yet I could see uncertainty in her.  I stopped a few feet away, giving her space. 
 
“Thanks so much for the invitation,” I told her. 
 
She relaxed a bit.  “Thanks for coming over.  What did you bring?” 
 
“Apples to make dessert.  I should get it started and in the oven.” 
 
“Okay, come on in.” 
 
It was a fairly spacious two-story house, with a small back yard. 
 
“Gail won’t be home until around four, and my mom should be home around six thirty.” 
 
I didn’t know how to break the nervousness.  Well, focus on what needs doing. 
 
“Plenty of time for dessert then.  Can I help with dinner?” 
 
She smiled.  Her shoulders were still up and forward a bit, and she was holding her hands 

together in front of her body.  Nervous?  Anticipation? 
 
“No, we’re going to barbecue a tri-tip.  I’ll do veggies and potatoes, and Gail will take care of 

the salad.” 
 
“Sounds wonderful.  Kitchen first, tour later?” 
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She smiled and relaxed a bit.  “Right this way.” 
 
She led me to a well laid out and well-used kitchen. 
 
“This is a nice kitchen,” I told her. 
 
She smiled.  “The one Saturday was better,” 
 
I shook my head, “And we gave it more use than it’s had in years.  This kitchen is used and 

loved.  People live here.” 
 
She leaned up against a counter, smiling.  “We all love to cook.” 
 
“So do I -- I’m going to miss that at school.” 
 
“Me too.  Did you really spend the summer cooking in France?” 
 
I asked her for the things I’d need, and started in, telling her the expurgated version of the 

chateau, about going there with a girlfriend in the spring, being invited back for the summer, learning 
from Grand-mère. 

 
I was going to miss it.  I loved the feeling of holding the apples and cutting them, not only the 

sound the knife made as it sliced through and hit the cutting board underneath, but the feeling, and the 
smell. 

 
“There is something so special about making things with your hands, and sharing that with 

others.”  I looked up to her with a smile. 
 
She gave me an interesting look. 
 
“What?” I asked. 
 
She giggled a little.  “You’re so calm.  Saturday night, you were ....” 
 
I laughed.  “I was a madman!  And I loved it!  That woman was so unprepared it’s 

unbelievable!  And the best part was you, your mom, and your sister coming to my aid.” 
 
She laughed with me.  “It was a lot of fun -- and a lot of work.  You put on quite a show.” 
 
“Thank you.  Thank you for helping.  I’m going to miss it.”  I put a piece of apple in my mouth 

and tossed one to her. 
 
“Did you go running with her this morning?” 
 
I looked up from the pan I was preparing.  “Nope -- she stood me up.” 
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I watched Hanna carefully.  The range of expressions sweeping over her was interesting. 
 
“Best thing that could have happened to me,” I told her with a smile. 
 
I started working the dough for a criss-cross top, glancing over to her. 
 
Conversation died down for a while, until I asked how long they’d lived in California. 
 
They’d moved here from Toronto four years ago, still visiting during the summer and the 

occasional holiday.  It was just her, her sister, and her mom.  She said that with a sigh. 
 
I nodded as I cut my dough into strips.  Why don’t I meet many normal kids?  Or, was this the 

norm anymore, broken or dysfunctional families? 
 
“I’ve lived in Southern California all my life, except for the trips to Europe,” I told her. 
 
“Family?” she asked. 
 
I sighed a little.  “You met Aunt Beth.  She’s all I’ve got.  Oh, Papi and Grand-mère in France -

- but they’re not blood relatives.  Help me do this?  It’s easier with four hands.” 
 
She came over and helped me do my criss-cross on top of the apples. 
 
“How hot do you want the oven?” she asked. 
 
“375 -- I need some foil to make a collar,” I answered. 
 
She got out the aluminum foil and I made a collar to go around the rectangular baking dish -- 

that would keep the oven cleaner. 
 
“All set -- in you go!” I told the dish. 
 
She opened the oven for me. 
 
“Ah!  This is an oven!  You have been well used, my friend!” I told the oven as I slid in the 

dish.  I tore off another piece of foil and slipped it under the dish to catch any drips. 
 
“Pepsi?” Hanna asked. 
 
“Sounds good.  Where should we sit?”  I set a kitchen timer as she motioned with her head and 

walked to the patio doors. 
 
We sat outside. 
 
“Ah, nice to sit down again.  One thing about the summer, some days I didn’t get to sit down 

very much.”  I opened my can and raised it to Hanna.  “To Stanford.” 
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“When are you going up?” I asked. 
 
That brought another sigh.  “Thursday, but I don’t know how we’re going to get everything.  I 

won’t have a car, so mom is taking a few days off, and we’re all going up.” 
 
“I’ve got plenty of room.  I could take some things up for you,” I offered. 
 
“Really?  You could?”  She was excited. 
 
I laughed.  “I’ve got the station wagon, and will be taking up two suitcases, maybe three, two 

boxes, and a few prints.  My bike will go on the bike rack.  I’ll have all sorts of room.” 
 
“Oh, that would be great.  I’ve got so much stuff, so many clothes.” 
 
I grunted.  “I outgrew most of what I have.  I’ll buy new stuff as I need it up there.” 
 
She had a gleam in her eye, wheels churning furiously.  “How much could you carry?” 
 
“Quite a bit, I think.  The back seat flops down, I could tie suitcases to the rack on top.  Got a 

bike?  A bike seems pretty much mandatory up there.” 
 
“Yeah, I want to take my bike.  What dorm are you in?” 
 
I told her and she shrieked.  She was in the same dorm.  She wanted to know about my class 

schedule.  We went out to the car, and I got my folder from the front seat.  Bernard had given it to me, 
from the firm -- fancy leather with a gilded logo in one corner.  We flopped the back seat down.  She 
was eyeing things carefully. 

 
We went back into the house to compare schedules.  We didn’t have any classes in common, 

but did share some free times.  She thought I had a weird assortment of classes.  I told her I’d taken 
classes at a junior college for two years, plus picking up units over the summer. 

 
“For cooking?” she asked with a laugh. 
 
“I was also working with a university tutor,” I told her. 
 
“Oh, literature?” 
 
“No, psychology.” 
 
She almost crossed her eyes. 
 
I laughed.  “I’m pre-med and psychology, with a math minor -- this month at least.” 
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She gave me the quick tour of the house.  Something struck me, but it took a bit to figure it out.  
I chuckled when the revelation surfaced -- only women lived here. 

 
She had a pile of stuff in a spare room that she was sorting through to take with her.  It was a 

large pile! 
 
“Uh, I’ve seen those dorm rooms -- all of this isn’t going to fit,” I mentioned. 
 
We talked about that for a bit.  I admitted that males tended to get by with fewer clothes.  She 

laughed at that. 
 
I heard a “ding!” from the kitchen -- we went to check dessert.  It needed a few more minutes, 

but was looking very nice. 
 
“Another Pepsi?” she asked when I took the dessert out of the oven. 
 
“Glass of water?” 
 
She poured me one, and one for herself, and we sat down in the family room next to the 

kitchen. 
 
“You know,” she said, “that drive is awful long to make by yourself.” 
 
I smiled.  “Company would be nice.” 
 
“Would you?  Really?” 
 
“Yes.  Would you please ride up with me?  Only if your mom agrees, of course.” 
 
“Oh, she will -- I was going to go up with ... someone else, but that fell through a week or so 

ago.  I’m glad, actually.  Mom hasn’t said anything, but I know she’s really busy at work.” 
 
I nodded.  “If she’ll trust a spoon-wielding madman with her beautiful daughter, I’ll be honored 

to take you up with me.  Only catch -- I was planning on leaving about five in the morning on 
Thursday.” 

 
She nodded, lips pursed in concentration.  “That’s what we figured -- pack Wednesday night, 

get to bed early, and leave early Thursday.” 
 
We went back to the spare room, where she started talking to the piles of mostly clothes.  How 

big were my suitcases?  How many boxes?  Let’s go look at the car again. 
 
I laughed.  We took advantage of things to go get some ice cream to go with the cobbler. 
 
When we pulled back into the driveway, I said, “See, I don’t drive like a madman.” 
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She laughed and smiled. 
 
She asked me more questions about the dorms.  I’d visited the one we’d be in, and all the 

rooms seemed to be about the same.  When had I done that?  Oh, in the spring, I visited for a few days.  
That got me an interesting look. 

 
I decided to sit on the floor while Hanna talked to clothes, deciding what to take and what to 

leave. 
 
Some time later, I heard a noise from elsewhere in the house.  Hanna looked at me, then looked 

to the door. 
 
“Gail must be home.”  She headed out of the room, and I followed. 
 
We met Gail in the kitchen as she and dropped her book bag on a chair. 
 
“Wow!  This looks great!  Did you do this, Andy?” Gail asked, looking at dessert. 
 
I smiled.  Gail walked over to me and gave me a very enthusiastic hug. 
 
“It’s good to see you again!” she said enthusiastically -- her body was enthusiastic as well. 
 
“You’re early,” Hanna said, with an edge in her voice. 
 
Gail smiled, looking me over.  It had been a while since I’d felt as if I was being undressed.  

Gail was practically licking her chops. 
 
“Oh, I blew off the library.  I’m going to go shower.  See you later!”  She gave me another hug 

and headed upstairs. 
 
Hanna glanced crossly at the stairs, then turned to the refrigerator.  She got out some potatoes 

and noisily dumped them in the sink. 
 
“Can I help?” I asked. 
 
She turned, sighed, then smiled.  “No, I’ll do it.  I ...”  She went quiet, turning on the water and 

picking up a spud. 
 
I asked her what she liked to do outside school, and what she anticipated doing at Stanford.  

She liked music and dancing, playing tennis, running and biking.  What about me? 
 
She had very nice legs -- I’d noticed that.  I told her I needed to find a yoga class.  I’d run and 

bike as long as the weather allowed. 
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We talked as she cleaned and sliced up the spuds and put them in a pot of water to cook.  She’d 
done a lot during her high school years.  That made me more cognizant of what a sheltered, weird life 
I’d had. 

 
Gail came downstairs, wearing a thin robe tied around her waist.  It was quite obvious to me, 

and to her sister, that she had nothing on underneath. 
 
She waltzed to the refrigerator, opened the door, and bent over to get things out of the veggie 

drawer. 
 
“We do have a guest here,” Hanna said coldly. 
 
I was having a hard time not laughing.  Still, the dynamics were interesting. 
 
Gail stood up, holding lettuce and some tomato simulations.  She looked at Hanna, and said, 

“I’m more covered up than you are.” 
 
Yep, she was technically right -- her robe went to below her knees, and the sleeves to her 

elbows.  It wasn’t quite transparent, but it wasn’t opaque, either. 
 
Then she turned to me.  “What do you think?”  She gave me a lecherous grin. 
 
I chuckled.  “Gail, I think you should change before your mother gets home.” 
 
She reached back with one hand and ran fingers through her mostly dry hair, emphasizing her 

lack of a bra in the process.  “She’s never been upset with me wearing this before.” 
 
“Gail, I don’t think she’d be upset,” I said in what I hoped was a parental tone, “I think she 

would be disappointed.” 
 
Gail gave me a sharp and strange look, glanced to her sister, put the salad stuff on the counter, 

and stomped off.  We heard her stomping up the stairs, and heard a door slam. 
 
Hanna laughed softly, and looked at me questioningly. 
 
“Your mom has a challenge,” I said. 
 
Hanna nodded.  “We know.  I’m sorry if ...” 
 
“Don’t be,” I interrupted.  “She’s very pretty, and jealous of her beautiful older sister.” 
 
Hanna smiled and blushed a little.  Her shoulders relaxed, and her hips shifted a little.  She 

turned to the refrigerator and took out the meat, which was marinating in a dish.  She used a fork to flip 
it over. 

 
“I hope mom isn’t late tonight,” she said. 
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I chuckled.  “Something tells me she may be home early.” 
 
Hanna gave me a wistful look.  “I hope you’re right.” 
 
A few minutes later, Gail returned.  She was wearing a pair of very tight shorts, and a very tight 

scoop-necked top.  She had put on a bra. 
 
“Have you decided how much of that crap you’re taking?” she accosted her sister. 
 
Hanna looked at me, and smiled.  “I thought you were interested in some of that crap.  If you 

aren’t, what I don’t take I’ll box up for Good Will and drop it on the way.” 
 
“Oh, no -- I just wanted to know if you’d like help sorting and packing, that’s all.” 
 
“How’s the salad going?” Hanna asked. 
 
Gail put together a good looking salad, chattering all the time about school, how lame it was, 

how the boys were all dorks -- she turned and looked to me after she said that, and modified it to most 
of the boys.  She didn’t know how she was going to make it through this year, and next year before she 
could get away to college. 

 
“A friend of mine from high school is a junior this year, and she’s been accepted to Stanford 

next year,” I told her. 
 
She looked over to me inquisitively.  “Oh?  How?” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders and gave her an answer she didn’t want to hear.  “Superb academics 

and hard work.  She’s taking classes at the local junior college, and tutoring others.” 
 
Gail frowned and turned back to the salad.  Hanna gave me a smirk. 
 
The gas grill didn’t need to be fired up until their mom got home, so we went back to the spare 

room.  I uncovered a beanbag chair, plopped in it, and watched the two girls do clothes. 
 
Let’s see -- I had underwear, socks, shorts, two or three pair of pants, long and short sleeve 

shirts, two or three pair of shoes, two business outfits, chef’s stuff -- what else did I need? 
 
The phone rang and Gail was out the door in a flash.  She came back in with a big smile, 

looked at Hanna, and in an overly cheery voice said, “It’s Bobby on the phone, for you.” 
 
Hanna grumbled and left the room. 
 
I’d started to laugh, but was interrupted by Gail jumping on me.  She wrapped her arms and 

legs around me, grinding her pelvis into mine as she stuck her tongue down my throat. 
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I got one hand to the back of her neck, and one on the base of her spine.  I squeezed her neck 
gently, and pressed on her sacrum.  She moaned and relaxed into me.  I moved quickly one way and 
pushed her the other, getting to my feet and stepping back. 

 
She looked up at me from the chair, smiling.  God, she was hot, and obviously ready to go.  “I 

want you,” she growled, opening her legs and arms, reaching for me. 
 
“I know you do, sweetie,” I told her.  “But not here, not now.  Please behave.”  I left the room -

- I didn’t think I’d be safe in there. 
 
I heard Hanna on the phone in another part of the house.  I went to the kitchen.  She nodded to 

me from the hall.  She made a gesture of exasperation. 
 
The potatoes were boiling.  I poked one -- not done yet.  I stirred ‘em a bit. 
 
Hanna came in a few minutes later.  The way she walked and carried herself told me of 

turbulence inside. 
 
I took a chance.  I walked to her and held her gently.  She put her head on my shoulder. 
 
“It’s okay, Hanna.  It’s okay,” I told her.  I hoped I was getting good at this, as I rocked gently 

back and forth. 
 
She moved a bit after a while, relaxing. 
 
“Boyfriend?” I asked. 
 
She sighed and I felt more weight from her head on my shoulder.  “Not for months.  I thought 

he understood that.” 
 
“Sometimes we don’t want to understand, or part of us doesn’t,” I whispered. 
 
She moved a little closer.  I held her gently. 
 
I looked up and saw Gail in the doorway.  She sighed, then smiled at me.  I smiled back, closed 

my eyes, and held her sister.  When I opened my eyes again, Gail was gone. 
 
“Better now?” I asked. 
 
She stepped back a bit, and smiled.  Our arms slipped apart. 
 
“Yes, thank you.” 
 
“Should we set the table?” I asked. 
 
She smiled.  “That’s Gail’s job.”  She turned and hollered, “Set the table, please!” 
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Gail came down the stairs, acting as if nothing had happened.  She’d changed tops, and the one 

she was now wearing was looser, but still showed her figure.  She smiled to both of us and started 
setting the table. 

 
Hanna looked to me and said, “Be back in a bit.”  She headed off, and I saw her go into the 

downstairs bathroom. 
 
I walked over to Gail.  I ran a hand up her back and up her neck.  She took a breath and 

straightened up, turning to me.  I put an arm around her and held her close, feeling her pressing into 
me. 

 
“Thank you for changing your top,” I told her.  “You are beautiful, and very desirable.  But this 

is not the time, or the place, okay?” 
 
Her head was back a bit, and I was holding her up.  She sighed and straightened up a bit. 
 
“Okay,” she said softly.  “Hug?” 
 
I held her, and she snuggled into my arms.  “We all need hugs,” I told her. 
 
She started nestling in, so I gave her a squeeze and stepped away, swatting her bottom. 
 
“The table!” I said. 
 
She looked at me and grinned, then walked to the kitchen with quite the sway in her hips. 
 
We went back upstairs to sort clothes.  I sat in the beanbag again.  Gail and Hanna were much 

friendlier to each other now. 
 
“That’s too tight for you,” Gail said as Hanna picked up one short-sleeved top. 
 
“No it isn’t,” Hanna said. 
 
“Yes it is -- you’re too big for it.”  Gail looked at me and threw her shoulders back and her 

chest forward, to let me know exactly what she meant. 
 
“Let’s see,” Hanna said, smiling at me.  She peeled off her top, revealing a very nice figure.  

Ah, but I’m a sucker for a full pair of breasts. 
 
She pulled on the top.  “Is it too tight?” she asked me. 
 
I shook my head.  “Depends on the professor, I think.” 
 
Both girls laughed.  Hanna took off the top and tossed it to her sister.  She gave me quite the 

look before putting the other one back on. 
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She held up a pair of shorts. 
 
“We’re going into fall and winter,” I mentioned. 
 
Hanna nodded. 
 
We progressed through quite a bit.  I thought I heard a rumbling noise, but the girls didn’t 

pause.  I looked at my watch -- five twenty.  I guessed mom was home. 
 
“I wondered where you all were,” Celeste said, sticking her head in the door.  She was wearing 

a business suit.  Both girls gave her hugs.  I stood up. 
 
We shook hands.  “Good to see you, Andy.  Have they been tormenting you?” 
 
I smiled and shook my head.  “I told Hanna how small the dorm rooms were.” 
 
Celeste nodded and looked to Hanna.  “We can always send more things up.” 
 
“I know, mom.  You’re right.” 
 
Gail said, “But we’re having fun, and Andy has been a big help.” 
 
I gave her an inquisitive look. 
 
“I saw dessert, and it looks fabulous,” Celeste said, “How’s the rest of dinner coming?” 
 
“Why don’t we start the grill?” I suggested. 
 
Celeste headed upstairs.  “I’ll be down in a few minutes,” she called out to us. 
 
I walked outside with Hanna.  She lit the grill. 
 
“Ten minutes, and it’s ready,” she said. 
 
I looked over to a bush by the kitchen window.  “Put some rosemary on the coals?” 
 
She nodded.  “Good idea!  Pick some?” 
 
I like fresh herbs.  I got some rosemary, took it inside, washed it, then set it in a dish to soak. 
 
Celeste came down, looking more casual and relaxed. 
 
“Thank you again for coming to my aid Saturday,” I told her. 
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She smiled.  “It was a lot of fun.  I’m surprised you’re not waving a spoon and rushing 
around...” 

 
“Like a madman?” I suggested.  “I only do that on special occasions, for crowds.” 
 
“He’s been very calm and helpful,” Hanna added. 
 
Wait for it, I thought.  I sat down and motioned to Celeste.  She sat down on the couch.  I 

glanced to Hanna.  Yup, she was going to do it. 
 
“In fact,” Hanna added, a little nervously, “I thought I could ride up with Andy on Thursday -- 

that’s when he was planning on going up.  He has plenty of room in the station wagon.  That way you 
wouldn’t need to take time off from work.” 

 
She played with her hands as she sat down. 
 
Celeste looked to me. 
 
“I have plenty of room, and wouldn’t mind the company,” I told her. 
 
She nodded.  “Let me think about it.  How long have you been driving?” 
 
I told her about driving for Ben, both here and in Europe.  No, I hadn’t gotten any traffic 

tickets, and the only time I’d been pulled over was in Europe in the spring.  I was planning on going up 
the coast, leaving early and taking my time.  I’d been to the Stanford campus before, but not driving. 

 
She smiled.  “It would make my life easier, that’s for sure.”  She stood up. 
 
Gail looked glum.  She was probably looking forward to missing school. 
 
Celeste walked into the kitchen.  She paused at the kitchen table and said, “Who’s is this?” 

holding up my folder. 
 
“Oh, it’s mine,” I said, standing up and walking into the kitchen. 
 
“How did you get this?” she asked, looking quite curious and surprised. 
 
I took it and opened it up.  I still had some photos in it, ones I meant to get framed.  I pulled out 

an 8 x 10 of the formal dinner I’d done on the yacht. 
 
Pointing, I said, “This is the head of the firm.  This picture was taken on his yacht, moored off 

the coast of Greece.  I was the cook onboard for a week or so.  These are the Dumonts -- he’s a partner 
in the firm.  They own the chateau where I worked.  Bernard, here, is also a partner in the firm -- that’s 
his wife, Jeanne.  They were at the chateau for the summer as well.  Daniel Lubat is also a partner in 
the firm.  I spent the last two weeks cooking for him and his wife Carol at their villa in the south of 
France.  Standing next to me is my girlfriend Rachel -- she’s at Cornell.” 
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Celeste was still giving me funny looks.  I put the picture back, and took out business cards, 

handing them to her.  She looked at them.  All had home addresses and phone numbers written on the 
back. 

 
“Do you know what these people do?” she asked. 
 
I smiled.  “They’ve told me, but I don’t understand it completely.  I do understand they are 

very, very good.” 
 
She nodded.  “Some of the best arbitrageurs in the world.” 
 
She handed me back the cards.  I put them back in the folder. 
 
“Would you like this folder?  I have a few more.  You could take it to meetings and freak 

people out.” 
 
She laughed.  She told me she was a financial analyst for Price-Waterhouse, and if I could 

spare one, she would like one very, very much. 
 
“I have one still in the box,” I offered. 
 
“That would be very nice.  Andy, you travel in interesting circles.” 
 
“Got me here,” I said with a smile -- she didn’t know the half of it! 
 
She chuckled and shook her head, sighing.  Then she looked at us.  “Would any of you like a 

glass of wine?” 
 
Both Hanna and Gail answered enthusiastically.  Celeste looked to me. 
 
“I’ll have one glass with dinner, and that’s all.  I have to drive, and won’t be able to leave until 

nine if I do.” 
 
She smiled.  “I like that answer.” 
 
She opened a bottle of California Merlot, from Kunde.  I tasted it -- it was good. 
 
“Another pisser, besides not being able to cook, is not having wine with every meal,” I told 

them.  “I got very used to that, living in France.” 
 
Celeste told me they’d started the girls early in Toronto, getting them used to it.  She gave Gail 

a very interesting look, and Gail bowed her head a bit. 
 
We got the rest of dinner together.  The rosemary added a nice flavor to the meat.  I had my one 

glass of wine, and steadfastly refused more. 
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“How about some of that fabulous dessert?” Celeste asked after we’d cleared the table and 

rested for a bit. 
 
It looked delicious.  I sighed and smiled, and brought the dish to the table while Hanna got 

plates and Gail got the ice cream. 
 
“With this dessert comes a story,” I told them.  “One evening this summer, I learned a most 

valuable lesson.  The Dumonts had a small dinner party -- six -- and I was feeling very self-confident.  
Hell, I was cocky.  Rachel was in Paris with, ah, some friends, so Grand-mère was helping me.  I was 
carrying on, so full of myself!  The main meal was very good, if I do say so.  I put together the dessert, 
a cobbler such as this, and put it in the oven.  When I put it in the oven, Grand-mère started mixing a 
batch of crepe batter.  I asked her why, and she just smiled and told me it would keep, and you never 
knew when you might need it.” 

 
I spooned out cobbler on to plates, adding ice cream. 
 
“Well, when I took my creation out of the oven and let it cool some, I spooned some onto a 

plate, so damn proud of myself, and how good it looked.  She stopped me and told me to taste it.  I did.  
I was horrified!  Somehow, I hadn’t paid attention, and instead of putting many cups of sugar on the 
apples, I’d put on salt!  It was ruined!  As I stood there in shock, she put the pan back in the oven, lit 
two burners on the stove, and pulled out two crepe pans.  She’d watched me do it -- she knew, and let 
me go right up to the brink.” 

 
“Ah, she saved me -- we made crepes and put little ice cream balls in them, and nobody knew 

the difference -- except us.” 
 
This time it was much better -- use sugar, not salt, silly person. 
 
We sat around, and I told more stories.  They thought Saturday night had been wild -- I told 

them of our dinner for twenty-four.  We used the big hearth in the chateau to keep things warm, had 
big buckets of ice to chill wine, salads, cheeses, and dessert, and all of it was done in a tiny kitchen -- 
that was wild!  And I’d been quiet and unobtrusive, only taking a bow at the end of the evening, along 
with those who helped me. 

 
We talked logistics.  Celeste agreed having Hanna ride up with me was a good idea, and would 

be a great relief to her.  I told her we’d call as soon as we got to the dorm, and would call at lunch too, 
if she wanted.  I’d come over Wednesday afternoon to load up the car.  We’d leave before dawn 
Thursday. 

 
I thought for a moment.  Could we do a special dinner Wednesday night, I asked?  Celeste 

smiled and agreed.  I told her I wanted to invite my aunt and her beau.  That wouldn’t be a problem.  
And, I wanted to be the madman in the kitchen again!  She laughed, and thought that would be 
wonderful. 

 
“I need to get going,” I told them as I stood up. 
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“How about tomorrow?” Hanna asked. 
 
“Want to do dinner?  I’m busy in the morning, but need to drop off the folder.” 
 
Gail grumbled -- she had a field trip, and wouldn’t be home until dinner time. 
 
We parted with hugs.  Celeste thanked me again.  I gave her one of Ben’s cards, putting his 

home phone number on it, saying she could talk to him about my driving.  She said she would.  I told 
Hanna I’d call in the morning -- possibly we could have lunch. 

 
I felt pretty good when I got home.  I felt better after an hour of unwinding yoga poses.  I’d had 

fun, and was helping.  I got one of the leather folders, still in the box, and tossed it into the car so I 
wouldn’t forget.  I made it to bed by eleven, collapsing. 
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Part 16 

 
A very weird, intense dream -- I was in the beanbag chair, naked, with someone on top of me, 

riding me.  Initially it felt like Gail -- but she was talking to me, and it was Beth’s voice, or was it 
Madame Dumay’s?  The beanbag -- it felt like a couch at Madame Dumay’s.  And the face changed -- 
Gail, then Hanna, then Celeste, their mom.  I was so close, reaching for those nipples, inches away -- 
they were Rachel’s, and the hands squeezing my neck were definitely Rachel’s. 

 
I woke up on my back, grabbing my cock as I came, pumping on to my belly.  I rolled up and 

out of bed, staggering to the bathroom, disoriented. 
 
I wiped myself off with a washcloth.  Wow -- that was the third wet dream I’d had in my life.  

The faces, the voices, the sensations -- all so intense. 
 
I walked back to bed -- four fifteen in the morning.  I was rattled. 
 
I picked up the phone and called Rachel.  She was just about to get up.  I babbled about last 

night and about my dream, waking up to a wet wick.  Oh, how I missed her. 
 
When I ran out of steam, she sighed. 
 
“Oh, Andy -- I miss you too.  You’ve been in my dreams too.  I know what you need, sweetie.  

Lay back on the bed for me.” 
 
I did, and she started speaking softly.  At first, I didn’t understand what she was saying -- but 

part of me did, and I zoomed down into a deep trance.  She was holding me, rocking me, comforting 
me.  I knew she loved me, and I told her how much I loved her.  She held me and rocked me more, and 
rocked me to sleep again. 

 
I was jarred awake by the phone ringing.  I was a little cold -- I’d been asleep on top of the 

covers.  It was light out.  I answered the phone, and was startled by someone yelling at me in French.  
I’m not sure how I replied, but I heard laughter on the other end. 

 
Bernard and M. Dumont were calling.  I looked at the clock -- six thirty.  They thought I should 

be up by now.  Was I still exercising?  Oui, mon Capitain!  That was good -- more laughter.  We talked 
financials for a bit -- they’d sent me an e-mail update -- we’d been doing quite well.  What did I want 
to do?  I told them of setting up accounts near Stanford, transferring some money to cover incidentals.  
Bernard chuckled -- I should be able to do that.  What level of risk was I willing to assume in my 
investments going forward?  I’d have to talk that over with Carl, but I didn’t want to risk any more 
than I had invested.  They had three things coming up -- a sure thing, a wild one, and a medium risk 
one.  Would I be interested?  Oui -- where are you putting your money, mon Capitain?  “Sure things” 
in horse races most often end up at the butcher’s shop.  That got laughter and agreement.  Did I have a 
bank picked out?  Nope.  They’d find one for me and set up transfers.  Who was doing my taxes?  I’d 
have to talk to Carl -- were they going to be a problem?  For the average person, yes -- they’d give me 
some names in the Palo Alto area.  Okay, I’ll call tomorrow or Friday -- Thursday is a travel day. 
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I thanked them again for everything they’d done for us, and bid them a good evening. 
 
I shook my head, and went to the bathroom.  I did my morning yoga, then went out for a run.  I 

showered, and told the computer to print out my e-mails as I fixed some breakfast. 
 
Rachel sent me a note -- she’d make me a few MP3 audio files for trance work -- I’d been 

really hungry for it.  As was she -- she told me I needed to do some for her as well.  She reminded me 
that hypnotic suggestions need to be reinforced periodically. 

 
I knew she was right -- oh, how I missed that touch, those words, that sent me deep into trance.  

We’d have to do something about that. 
 
Bernard’s note -- O Merde!  The 50 grand I’d put in, plus my earnings from the summer, were 

now worth about $280,000 -- with cautionary notes about the effects of repatriating funds and U.S. 
taxes.  I could handle incidentals, indeed! 

 
I thought about Beth’s warnings, and about my talks with Bernard.  I was going to be a penny 

pincher -- spend very selectively. 
 
I got to Carl’s office a little early.  I gave the receptionist my name, and sat in the lobby.  I sat, 

exploring the feelings the place brought back -- the whole settlement deal around Christmas.  Why did 
I feel tense and upset here?  This was a place of protection for me.  Nice try -- it was a fortress, 
complete with warring hordes outside the walls. 

 
Carl walked in, glanced at me briefly, took two more steps, and stopped mid-stride. 
 
“Andy?” he asked, turning back to me. 
 
I smiled and stood up.  “Good morning, Counsel.  Thanks for making the time for me,” I said 

as I extended my hand. 
 
He shook his head as he shook my hand.  “Beth told me you’d changed.  Come on back.  

Cathy, we should be about forty-five minutes.  If Marshall calls, tell him we received his fax, and I’ll 
call him as soon as I can.” 

 
The receptionist nodded. 
 
“Carl, I’m under no time constraints -- make some calls if you need to.” 
 
Carl smiled.  Sometimes smiles from lawyers mean different things.  “No, he needs to wait.  

My, the summer did you good!  All ready for school?” 
 
We talked for a bit about the summer, and my school plans.  Eventually, our discussion turned 

to money. 
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Carl smiled and shook his head.  “Andy, I was dead-set against your investing with these 
people earlier in the summer.  I thought you didn’t know what the hell you were doing, and were 
getting taken to the cleaners by some fast-talkers.  Beth convinced me that even if it was the case, it 
would be an excellent educational experience for you.  What can I say?  I was wrong.” 

 
I shook my head.  “No, Carl -- I didn’t know what I was doing, and I still don’t.  But I do trust 

Bernard, Dumont, Lubat, and company.  I thought it was -- what’s the English phrase -- a prudent risk.  
I talked to Bernard this morning.  I want to manage risk very carefully.” 

 
He nodded.  “Last I checked, your investments with them were worth about two hundred grand.  

That leaves about two hundred fifty grand from your dad’s insurance, and you haven’t touched the 
settlement.  The fees you’ve paid so far have come out of the prize money, and only amounted to about 
five grand.  You’re doing quite well.” 

 
I laughed.  He didn’t know how much they’d increased in the last month.  “For now?  Until I go 

wild?  What’s undergrad per year?  Thirty?” 
 
“You’ve got scholarships this year, renewable if you do well,” he interrupted. 
 
“I know.  Look at worst-case, after this year -- three years at thirty, plus two years at thirty, 

that’s one fifty to get out.  Then med school -- three years at fifty per year, that’s three hundred.  So 
I’m looking at spending four fifty, say five hundred grand.  I need to be careful.” 

 
Carl frowned.  “Andy, I thought you were thinking of being a Math major at one time. Those 

numbers don’t add up, at least not for one person.  What are you planning, and with whom?” 
 
I smiled.  “I’m not planning -- I’m targeting extremes.  Carl, are you my attorney?” 
 
He nodded.  “Yes, why?” 
 
“Good -- then you owe me a duty of confidentiality.” 
 
He raised an eyebrow.  “Unless you’re going to go out and shoot someone.” 
 
“No -- it’s just something Beth doesn’t need to hear, especially now.  I’m figuring on how I’d 

put two of us, Rachel and I, through school without scholarships if it came to that.” 
 
He smiled and chuckled a little. 
 
“Carl, it may not happen.  As I said -- it’s one extreme.  The other extreme is I go for four years 

and go to work for Ben, or decide to stay in Europe cooking.  I don’t expect that.  I expect to get a 
degree, and probably go to med school.  I want to do that without picking up debt, if I possibly can.” 

 
He nodded.  “You might make it.  What do you want to do near-term?” 
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I sighed.  “Talked to Bernard this morning -- depending on currency conversion, I’ve got 
around $280,000 offshore.  He’s going to give me recommendations on banks up North, and a tax 
person -- he warned me about that.  The gains I’ve made may stay over there.” 

 
“Good -- I was going to warn you on that as well.  Andy, the guy I normally work with told me 

he’d have to talk to someone else on repatriating gains from foreign investments, but he knew there 
was a right and a wrong way to do it.” 

 
“Yup.  From what Bernard explained, as long as I leave the gains sitting offshore, I’m okay.  I 

know, or I think I know, that I’ll be back in France year after next, probably going over for fourteen or 
fifteen months.  I’ll be covered for that period.” 

 
“That gets back to what you want to do now,” Carl said. 
 
“I figure I transfer the rest of the prize money to whatever account I set up.  Is dad’s insurance 

money in tax-free munis?” 
 
“Short-term CDs for now.  You want to transfer that as well?  At this point, I’m willing to give 

you control.” 
 
“And I’m not sure I want that control -- not yet.  I need to work with a planner, especially on 

the tax aspects of things.  Bernard’s got me scared.” 
 
Carl nodded.  “I’m glad to hear that.  Give me a call, and I’ll set things up.” 
 
I looked at him.  I could feel it.  “You’re still worried.”  Thank you Emily; thank you Beth; 

thank you, Papi. 
 
He nodded again, smiling a little.  “Of course I’m worried.  You’re going to be off on your 

own, with little supervision.  You could get into a lot of trouble, very fast.  The things you’re saying 
are all well and good, but you haven’t had to live it yet.  You’re going to be tempted.  You need to be 
very, very careful -- a moment’s inattention could literally ruin the rest of your life.” 

 
“Carl, thank you.  I mean it -- I’m glad you think enough of me to warn me.  That’s why I want 

to be on a short leash, or relatively short at least.  I think the summer taught me discipline.  Certainly 
the years before taught me how to make do without a lot of frills.  What would help to keep me on 
track?  Regular reports to you, Beth, both of you?” 

 
He smiled.  “I think that would do Beth a world of good.  Do you have the discipline to follow 

through on a regular basis?” 
 
“Is that a challenge, counsel?” 
 
He smiled.  “Not to me.” 
 
I took out my folder and made a note.  “Every two weeks, e-mail to Beth, financials.” 
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His look changed, became more serious. 
 
“Want to tell me about it?” I asked him.  I still felt something, some worry. 
 
With a half-smile, he asked, “How do you think she’s doing?” 
 
I sighed.  “Beth?  Carl, I don’t know.  That guy -- Roger -- I don’t know.  She says she loves 

him, and he says he loves her, but I don’t think he’s seen, let alone resolved, the conflict between how 
he feels for her and his medical practice.  I’ve seen her when his pager goes off -- it hurts her, and that 
hurts me.  It’s something she needs to work through, they need to work through.  I told her I’ll help 
however I can.  What else can we do?” 

 
He nodded.  “You talked to him once.” 
 
I shrugged.  “He did most of the talking.” 
 
He sighed and smiled.  “Any guesses?” 
 
“No.  Carl, she seems so happy at times.  It’s something they need to work through.  I don’t feel 

I can help until and unless I’m asked.  She’s talking to Emily.  We’ll see.  Karen and I were quite 
happy for a while.  Rachel and I parted with tears, hugs, and ‘I love you.’  We’ll see what tomorrow 
brings.” 

 
He nodded.  I stood up.  We shook hands. 
 
“Carl, thank you for caring.” 
 
“Be careful, Andy.” 
 
I headed out to the car.  Not even ten in the morning -- what now?  I went back to the house and 

looked at translations.  I had Professor Zehnder’s stuff to do, might as well get started. 
 
I called Hanna around eleven. 
 
“Would you like fish tacos for lunch?” I asked her. 
 
“That sounds great!  When will I see you?” 
 
“About half an hour, okay?” 
 
I picked her up, and we went down to Newport for lunch.  She had most of her packing done, 

and had cut back quite a bit on what she’d planned on taking.  I didn’t like the way she was measuring 
the inside of the car with her eyes, though. 

 
We were walking along the beach, north of Newport. 
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“Hanna, could we hold hands?” I asked. 
 
She stopped and turned to me, smiling slightly.  She held out her hand.  I took it in mine, and 

we walked along. 
 
I missed hugs.  I missed being held.  I missed snuggling with someone at night, and especially 

in the morning.  I didn’t understand my dad, how he held himself apart and away, not touching.  Yet I 
did understand some of it -- he needed it so much he was afraid of it, and he punished himself.  And in 
the dynamics of the family, we adopted his problems, and supported them.  I recalled what I’d read of 
Klein, and Scharff, talking about the tight feedback system such a grouping established, supporting and 
strengthening the shared pathology. 

 
Hanna asked about dinner.  I broke into laughter. 
 
“What’s so funny?” she asked. 
 
“Me.  Do you like spicy food?  How about a lamb curry?” 
 
“Oh, that sounds great!  We all love spicy food.” 
 
“Good.  Let’s get going.  We need to do some shopping.” 
 
I think I slipped into French while at the green grocers.  Hanna dove in with me.  She laughed 

at the banter I had with one gal, the ‘not fit for swine’ routine I’d picked up.  We stopped and got some 
good-looking lamb. 

 
Working in the kitchen felt so good.  It was as Jeanne had explained it -- in the moment; I was 

fully in the moment.  Browning the lamb, realizing that, my eyes filled with tears.  Cooking, running, 
yoga -- being with Rachel -- parts of the summer had been so intense, yet so in-the-moment. 

 
I started laughing again.  I wiped my eyes and stirred the lamb in the pan. 
 
“Are you okay Andy?” Hanna asked. 
 
I turned and looked at her.  Oh, how I wanted to grab her, hug her, and kiss her.  No -- how 

much I wanted to be hugged and kissed, and held -- especially held. 
 
“Thanks, yes.  The summer was intense.  We’re headed into a new world on Thursday 

morning.” 
 
She nodded.  “Don’t I know it.” 
 
“Scary?” 
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She nodded again.  “A little.  You’ve had college classes at least, and lived away from home.  
Are you scared?” 

 
I nodded.  “Oh yeah, but I’m looking forward to it -- one day at a time.” 
 
She sighed.  “I don’t know if I’m ready for this.” 
 
I shrugged.  “Do any of us?  Only one way to find out.  I’ll help if I can, you know that.” 
 
She walked over and put a hand on my back.  I sighed at her touch. 
 
“Thanks, Andy.  That helps.” 
 
“Thank you, Hanna.” 
 
We were doing the salad when my cell phone rang. 
 
“Hi there,” I said. 
 
“Hi, Andy.”  It was Beth.  She sighed and continued.  “Hope I didn’t interrupt anything.” 
 
“No, how are you doing?” 
 
“We’ll be glad to join you tomorrow for dinner.  I made Roger promise to behave.  Where are 

we going?” 
 
I smiled.  I gave her directions.  We settled on six thirty. 
 
Gail arrived home about four thirty, slamming the front door, screaming in anguish, and 

stomping upstairs.  Hanna and I exchanged glances. 
 
We sat down with big glasses of ice water a few minutes later.  Cook the pasta, and that was it -

- everything else was on track.  We talked about dinner for tomorrow. 
 
Gail came in, looking quite cross still.  She smiled a little as she checked out dinner. 
 
“Gail, would you like to sit with us and talk about tomorrow’s dinner?” I asked.  Meet me 

halfway -- it worked before. 
 
I worked carefully at drawing her out, drawing her into the discussion and planning.  Gradually 

she smiled, and even seemed to relax a few notches. 
 
Once she opened up, she started venting from her day.  Hanna started to say something, but I 

squeezed her hand, and she went quiet.  I focused on Gail, listening, accepting.  It’s amazing how well 
that works -- in a few minutes, Gail was done venting, smiled, got up, and went into the kitchen.  
Hanna gave me a curious look, and I smiled. 
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We spent time with boxes and suitcases, managing to toss out a few more clothes. 
 
At one point Hanna said, “Oh, I should get the hanging things, shouldn’t I?”  I looked up at the 

ceiling, and Gail laughed. 
 
Celeste got home a little late, looking somewhat harried, but was happy to see the folder I’d 

brought for her.  Dinner was good.  We talked about Wednesday’s dinner, packing, and driving.  I’d 
show up mid-day with most of my things in the car.  We’d load up most of Hanna’s stuff.  Thursday 
morning when I got up, I’d add my carryon bag.  We’d load Hanna’s bike, her last stuff, and get on the 
road. 

 
“Andy?” 
 
I broke out of my reverie, and turned to Celeste, standing a few feet away.  Both girls must 

have been in the house.  “Yes?” 
 
She walked closer. 
 
“I did chat with Mr. Carmichael today.  He speaks quite highly of you,” she told me. 
 
I nodded.  “Ben is like a father to me.” 
 
“Andy, this is a big help to me.  I know you’ll be careful, but I’m still going to tell you -- please 

be very careful.” 
 
“I will.  This is a big step for all of us.” 
 
“I’m worried about her,” Celeste said softly. 
 
I raised an eyebrow, waiting. 
 
She continued.  “This is a really big step for her -- at least you’ve been taking junior college 

classes.  She doesn’t have that experience.” 
 
“It’s a big step, but I think she has the determination, and the self-control to do it.  I hope I do,” 

I said honestly. 
 
She laughed.  “Oh, somehow I think you do.  Mrs. Carmichael certainly thinks so.” 
 
She’d talked to Emily as well?  Must have caught Ben at home, then. 
 
“You know, you could spend the night here tomorrow, in the guest room, and leave from here 

Thursday morning -- that would save you some time.” 
 
I sighed.  Somehow I didn’t feel safe under the same roof with Gail. 
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“Let me think about it,” I told her, “But I think I’d like to spend one last night at home.” 
 
She nodded.  “I understand.” 
 
“And speaking of home, I should get going.” 
 
“Drive safely, Andy.  See you tomorrow.” 
 
“Thank you for everything.  I’ll see you tomorrow evening.” 
 
I got in the car and headed home.  At least it was home for another 24 hours. 
 
I didn’t set the alarm, and wasn’t awakened by phone calls.  Still, I was up before seven, 

exercising, showering, getting a bite to eat. 
 
It was hard, looking around the place, packing things up.  Would I ever return?  A chrysalis?  Is 

that what this place had been?  Does the process of birth/rebirth have to be traumatic?  Or is it just 
eventful, something we interpret as trauma? 

 
I loaded my stuff, save for one suitcase, into the car.  I had plenty of room left, but would it be 

enough?  I had a net and some straps to put things on top of the car.  I put on the bike rack, and my 
bike. 

 
I’d set up a freebie e-mail account right after graduation.  Now I was glad I had it -- I sent off 

another batch of e-mails, letting people know to use that address for a while. 
 
I did some grocery shopping on the way to Hanna’s place.  She was in a semi-tizzy when I 

arrived, worried about things.  We got dinner underway, and when we had time for a break, I pulled 
her over to the sofa, holding her hands. 

 
“Hanna, relax.  We’re going to make it just fine.” 
 
She sighed and shook her head.  “But how?” 
 
I breathed slowly, evenly -- as much to relax me as to help her.  “We’re going on a roller-

coaster ride.  We’re just starting up the first hill.  It’s time to relax and go with it.  Okay?” 
 
She chuckled and nodded her head.  “Let’s see how big your car really is.” 
 
Half an hour later, I figured that we just might make it.  The suitcases were on top, three of 

them.  Both bikes were on the rack. 
 
“We’ll make it.  The room behind the seats we’ll save for our overnight bags, right?” 
 
Hanna actually laughed.  “Yes, I promise.  I think we’re going to make it.” 
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She looked at me for a moment, stepping closer.  “Andy?  ...” 
 
“Yes?” I responded after a bit. 
 
She stood silently, finally took a breath and moved her head.  “Let’s check dinner.” 
 
I nodded and we went back in the house.  Maybe it will come back later. 
 
Everything was coming together well.  We set the table, checked, and rechecked. 
 
I laughed and put my arms around her, and took her back to the couch. 
 
“This is the hardest part,” I told her.  “Waiting.” 
 
She smiled.  We hugged briefly and sat back, just sitting next to each other on the couch. 
 
Gail got home a little early, checked out dinner, and sped upstairs. 
 
A while later, while Hanna was working on salads, Gail poked her head downstairs. 
 
“Hanna, I want to move the little bookcase from your room.  Is that okay?” 
 
Hanna didn’t even look up.  “Sure -- I told you last night it was okay.” 
 
“Andy, could you help me move it, please?” 
 
I looked to Hanna.  She nodded.  “I’ll finish these.  I know about presentation -- trust me!” 
 
I put a hand on her back.  “Okay, be back down in a while.” 
 
I headed upstairs.  Gail met me in the hall, and led me to Hanna’s room.  She pointed to a 

bookcase, the empty one, and said, “That’s the one.” 
 
It was about four feet high, three wide, and a foot deep, painted white.  It was heavier than it 

looked. 
 
“Okay, lead on,” I told her. 
 
Hanna’s room had been very clean, consistent with her getting ready to leave for school.  Gail’s 

room, on the other hand, was chaos. 
 
“Over there under the window,” she told me.  The space was more or less open on the floor -- I 

only had to push a sweatshirt and some other clothes out of the way to put the case down on the floor.  
I centered it under the window. 
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“How’s tha...” I started to say. 
 
But I was interrupted by a vixen grabbing me and pulling me to her bed.  I tried to twist on top, 

but she continued turning us, and ended up on top of me, with me up against stuffed animals and the 
wall.  She was hot, firm, and eager. 

 
We rolled around for a bit.  I started running my hands over her, partly to distract her, but hey -

- she was hot.  I managed to work my way on top of her, and after another kiss, pushed my way up 
onto my arms. 

 
“Hi there,” I said, “That where you want the bookcase?” 
 
She growled, “I know where I want you...” 
 
“It’s not going to happen tonight, Gail,” I told her. 
 
She rocked her hips under me.  I was hard, and she knew it.  “You sure?” she said with a smile. 
 
I smiled, leaned down, and kissed her once more.  Ah, I was lucky -- she didn’t know my 

weakness.  We kissed, and I rocked on her until she started to relax.  Then I was extremely unfair and 
sat up quickly.  I put a hand on her stomach, sliding it under her top, and stroked her skin.  She put a 
hand in my lap, reaching for the bulge in my pants.  I intercepted that hand with my free hand and held 
hers on my thigh.  She made do by running fingernails on my leg. 

 
“Gail, this isn’t fair to either of us,” I told her as I stroked her belly. 
 
She moaned and writhed on the bed.  “I need you,” she whispered, rocking her head back a 

little, exposing her neck. 
 
I sighed.  I could get her off so easily.  I could probably have her in trance in two or three 

minutes, crashing through orgasm another few minutes after that. 
 
“No, Gail, not me.  You don’t need me.  A fresh set of batteries for a nighttime companion, and 

think about me, or someone else.  This isn’t fair for either of us, or Hanna, or your mom.  Can we 
declare a truce for this evening?” 

 
She pouted, sticking out her lower lip, and holding her hand over mine on her belly, trying to 

push it lower.  “Please,” she whispered. 
 
“Not tonight, Gail.  I’m afraid you’re on your own for that.  I’m going back downstairs, okay?” 
 
She sighed and pouted a little more. 
 
“I can wait, sweetie.  Can you?” I told her.  I pushed my hand down into her shorts, slipping a 

finger down past some deliciously soft fur, to a place moist and hot.  She moaned and closed her eyes. 
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I flipped up her top as I pulled my hand free, leaned down, and kissed her stomach.  She put a 
hand on the back of my head and held me.  God, that was close.  I kissed her again and sat up. 

 
“Truce?” I asked. 
 
She smiled and sat up.  “Okay -- one last kiss?” 
 
I held her and we kissed again.  What she lacked in technique she made up with enthusiasm and 

lust. 
 
“Okay, back downstairs, and behave?” I asked. 
 
She chuckled.  “I will -- how about you?”  She ran a hand over my bulge. 
 
“I may be a minute coming downstairs,” I admitted. 
 
“I could help...” she said with the flick of a finger, “It wouldn’t take long.” 
 
I laughed.  She was probably correct.  I took her hand and kissed it.  “Not tonight, thank you -- 

but you are very tempting.” 
 
She sighed, stood up, and arranged her top.  “Not tempting enough, I guess.”  She pulled me to 

her chest and held my head to her.  I was about halfway there when she stepped away and to the door 
to her room, opening it and stepping into the hall. 

 
She looked back to me, sitting on the bed.  “Truce,” she said, and walked away, wiggling her 

hips. 
 
With a sigh, I stood up.  My “alter ego” deflated.  I looked around the room.  So many things -- 

I wish I had my camera.  I’d love to take pictures and discuss them with Madame Dumay.  With a sigh, 
I headed to the hall and down the stairs. 

 
I put a hand on Hanna’s back as I stepped up to her in the kitchen. 
 
“Got it moved?” she asked. 
 
“Yeah, no problem,” I said, rubbing her back between her shoulders lightly. 
 
“Mmm...  I like that,” she said.  She looked up and smiled.  “Like to inspect the salads, sir?” 
 
“I trust you, and your judgment.  Where’d Gail go?” 
 
“Oh, she headed into the garage for something.  Batteries, I think.” 
 
I suppressed a chortle. 
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Gail ran upstairs.  We had the table set.  Things were under control, again, for a moment at 
least. 

 
“Music?” I asked.  I wasn’t sure what I’d heard from upstairs, but I had a good idea. 
 
Hanna went to the stereo cabinet and put on a CD.  We sat down and talked, holding hands. 
 
Gail came downstairs a while later, with a big smile on her face.  Hanna gave her a surprised 

look.  Gail smiled, and when Hanna wasn’t looking, she gave me a look of pure lust. 
 
I could imagine what her room smelled like.  I sighed and put a hand on Hanna’s neck. 
 
Celeste came home, checked in on dinner, then headed upstairs to change.  Beth and Roger 

arrived soon after. 
 
Roger had a bag under his arm.  He handed the bag to me.  “From Ben.” 
 
I looked inside -- two foil-covered tops -- champagne bottles.  I looked to Roger, then to Beth. 
 
“Thanks for being here tonight,” I told them. 
 
“Roger promised to be good,” Beth said.  She said it playfully, without an edge in her voice.  I 

interpreted that observation as signifying an improvement in their relationship. 
 
Everyone had met at the zoo Saturday night.  Roger was going on about my mad chef routine 

when Celeste came downstairs.  With hugs all around, we moved into the kitchen. 
 
“Andy, would you open the champagne?” Beth asked. 
 
I nodded.  “I can only have a little -- I have to drive, after all.” 
 
Beth was standing next to Roger, an arm around his waist. 
 
“If I could make a suggestion,” she said, looking at Roger, then to me.  I nodded, and she 

continued. 
 
“We dropped my car off at the townhouse.  I thought I’d drive your car back, and pick up mine.  

That way you can enjoy the occasion.” 
 
“A superb idea,” I said, opening the first bottle as Celeste got out champagne flutes. 
 
“To Stanford,” we toasted. 
 
The group inspected the car. 
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“Wow,” Beth said, “Glad we got you a laptop.  You wouldn’t have room for anything larger.”  
Everyone but Hanna laughed.  I thought about mentioning having to wedge my French keyboard into 
place, but thought better of it. 

 
We had a very good dinner.  The champagne was good, and Ben had sent along two bottles of a 

light red.  Beth said she thought I’d fix something mildly spicy.  She gave me a knowing smile, and I 
nodded.  Hanna gave me an inquisitive look. 

 
Celeste had taken her new folder to a meeting at work, and it had caused the stir she’d 

expected.  I told her I could get more.  I mentioned that Bernard was sending me recommendations for 
banking and tax services. 

 
We talked about our schedules.  We’d take care of move-in Thursday afternoon and evening.  

Friday would be book buying, phones, whatever. 
 
Hanna was apprehensive about classes starting.  I told her to keep up on a day-to-day basis.  

Beth asked me pointedly if that’s what I was going to do.  I raised my wineglass and said, “I certainly 
plan to.” 

 
Roger was very good, almost relaxed.  He glanced at his watch occasionally, but only when 

Beth wasn’t paying attention.  So, I thought, things are still in flux between them. 
 
We finished up dessert, and I started to clear the table.  Beth stood up and put a hand on my 

shoulder.  “Not tonight, Andy -- it’s time to get you home.  You have a long day tomorrow.” 
 
“As do you, Hanna,” Celeste said, “Gail and I will clean up.” 
 
To my surprise, Roger said, “I’ll help.  Thanks for inviting us, Andy.  Drive safely, and study 

hard.” 
 
He shook my hand, and I gave him a hug.  “Take good care of her,” I whispered to him as we 

were close. 
 
I got to ride in the passenger seat of the wagon.  I hadn’t been in that seat very often. 
 
“I thought Roger behaved very well tonight,” I said to Beth as we drove off. 
 
She sighed.  “I made him leave his cell phone and pager in his car.  His partners were supposed 

to be covering for him.” 
 
“So, things are improving?” 
 
She sighed again and put a hand on my shoulder.  “We had a long talk.  I talked, he listened.” 
 
“You can be very persuasive,” I said. 
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She nodded, a tight smile.  “I’ve been thinking of that.  I don’t know what he’d do.” 
 
Oops -- I hadn’t meant it that way.  “Beth, I didn’t mean that.” 
 
She moved her hand on the back of my neck.  “It’s okay, Andy.  Now I understand more about 

what you went through with Karen.  It’s a temptation, but it wouldn’t work.  Some times I think it’s a 
pity, though.  I could help him so much through hypnosis.” 

 
I put a hand on her thigh.  “I know.  But I think you do already.  I’ve seen him unwinding, 

looking more relaxed.  I hope he appreciates being held as much as I do.” 
 
“He’s learning, Andy.  But he’s got a lot of baggage to lose still.” 
 
“Let me know how I can help,” I told her again, patting her thigh, trying to be comforting and 

non-sexual. 
 
“Oh, you have.  Tonight was a big help.  It forced me, us, to address a number of things.” 
 
“The only way out is through,” I said softly. 
 
“I know -- and it’s seldom the easiest, smoothest path,” she answered. 
 
We pulled up to the townhouse, pulling the wagon into the garage. 
 
“My chrysalis,” I said. 
 
“For both of us, Andy,” she answered. 
 
“Should I leave the key in the basket?” I asked when we were inside. 
 
“No, hang on to it,” she told me. 
 
I was wondering what to say next, when she held me. 
 
“Go get ready for bed.  I’m tucking you in.” 
 
“You don’t have to,” I told her. 
 
She held me closer, rocked me.  “Oh yes, I do.  Go get ready for bed.” 
 
She followed me into the bedroom.  I made sure the alarm was set for four fifteen. 
 
I did my routine in the bathroom, and stepped back into the bedroom.  She was sitting on the 

edge of the bed.  She’d taken off her top and bra. 
 
“Get in bed, Andy.” 
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I got into bed.  She moved next to me, leaning down. 
 
“Oh, Beth...” I whispered as she approached. 
 
She took me into her warmth, holding me to her once more.  I took her nipple, and she cradled 

my head.  She started whispering, and I drifted off. 
 
She held me, cradled me, and comforted me.  At times I think we both cried. 
 
My eyes were open.  I could barely see her in the darkness of the room.  I was on my back.  She 

cradled my head with one hand, and touched my chest with the other.  Tears filled my eyes again -- I 
wanted to let go to her so much.  She started speaking, I looked into her eyes, and she held my head, 
stroked my chest, and sent me so deep, comforted by her touch. 

 
She held me to a nipple again.  I went to sleep in her arms. 
 
I woke to the alarm going off.  I silenced it, and cried for a while.  I got up, showered, dressed, 

and packed the last of my things.  I loaded them into the car. 
 
“I love you, Beth,” I said as I closed the door behind me. 
 
I made it to Hanna’s by five, stopping to fill up on gas.  Everyone was up when I got there, 

sitting around the kitchen table. 
 
“Coffee, Andy?” Celeste asked as I stepped into the kitchen. 
 
I shook my head.  “No thanks -- I limit my fluid intake on long drives.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  “Sounds like a good idea to me.” 
 
“About ready?” I asked Hanna, putting a hand on her back and rubbing lightly. 
 
“Almost,” she said, finishing her toast. 
 
I moved over to Gail.  She was eating a bowl of cold cereal.  “Going to miss your sister?” I 

asked, rubbing her back. 
 
She arched her back like a cat, moving closer to my hand.  “I’ll miss her,” she said with a sigh.  

Celeste chuckled. 
 
We put the last of Hanna’s things in the car.  She had a few CDs to listen to on the drive. 
 
“Mom says go to the bathroom, both of you!” Celeste called out to us. 
 
“Thanks, mom,” I said as we headed back into the house.  Hanna went into the downstairs bath. 
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“I’ll go upstairs,” I said, and headed up. 
 
I went into the bathroom, turning on the light.  As I was closing the door, Gail slipped in, 

closed the door, and slipped into my arms.  I kissed her and ran my hands over her body.  Her nipples 
were tight. 

 
I pushed away a little.  She held on. 
 
“We need to get going,” I told her. 
 
She sighed and let go of me.  We kissed once more, and she left the bathroom. 
 
I sighed.  It took me a while before I could pee. 
 
When I left the bathroom, Gail’s bedroom door was half closed.  I paused and heard suspicious 

sounds.  When I stuck my head in the door, I saw her on her back in bed.  Her knees were up and wide 
under the covers, her head back, and both arms looked to be down toward her middle.  She looked over 
to me with surprise and lust, moaning. 

 
I stepped toward her.  I could hear a buzzing from under the covers.  As I approached, her 

breath quickened. 
 
I put one hand behind her head, and pressed the other between her legs on top of the covers.  I 

looked into her eyes. 
 
“Come for me, Gail.  Come for me, please darling,” I whispered, squeezing the back of her 

neck. 
 
She shuddered and her eyes lost focus for a bit.  I leaned over and kissed her forehead. 
 
“Now go back to sleep for me.  Sweet dreams.” 
 
I stepped out of the room, closing the door behind me. 
 
I walked outside into the cool pre-dawn.  I was ready for a new adventure. 
 
“She’s in the car, as ready as she’ll be,” Celeste told me. 
 
I turned to her.  “Thank you so much for the help, the hospitality.” 
 
“You’re quite welcome, Andy.  This is a big help.  How’s Gail?”  She motioned upwards with 

her eyebrows. 
 
I smiled.  “She needed to be tucked in,” I admitted. 
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Celeste looked over to the car, then back to me.  She put her arms out and pulled me closer.  “Is 
that all?” she whispered. 

 
She gave me a very sensuous kiss.  “Take good care of my baby girl,” she whispered in my ear, 

giving me a parting squeeze. 
 
I sighed again -- a good morning for sighs.  “I will.  We’ll call when we get to school.” 
 
She walked me to the car, and gave me another hug before I got in.  It wasn’t a motherly hug.  

She went around the other side, leaned in the open window, and gave Hanna a kiss. 
 
“Have a safe drive,” she told us. 
 
“We will, mom,” Hanna said.  “We’ll call when we get in.” 
 
With a wave, we were on our way.  I let out another sigh when we got on the San Diego 

Freeway headed north. 
 
My hand was resting on the shift lever.  Hanna put hers on top of mine. 
 
“It’s okay, sweetie,” I told her, “We’re on our way.  You can relax.” 
 
“I wish -- I hardly slept at all last night, I’m so wound up.” 
 
I smiled.  Thank you, Beth -- I slept very well.  “If you’d like, you can lean the seat back and I 

can help you relax.” 
 
In response I heard the motors on the passenger seat going as she reclined the seat. 
 
“Close your eyes and relax.  Take a deep, slow breath, and when you do, let go of the tension.  

Good -- once more -- slow breath in, let the tension out.” 
 
I did a progressive relaxation sequence, followed by a deepener, never saying “trance,” only 

“deeper and deeper, more and more relaxed.” 
 
I thought about a grassy area of the campus.  I took her there, describing it in as much detail as 

I could remember, relaxing her there.  Then I told her she was there on campus, at the end of her first 
year, and she’d done so well.  There had been nervous times, and hard times, and sad times, and happy 
times, but she’d worked hard, and done well.  She knew she could do it.  She had a lot of people to call 
on for help. 

 
We were coming to the bumpy section of the carpool lanes near the L.A. airport.  I took her to a 

hanging chair, one that moved around a bit, but the motion only helped her relax and go even deeper, 
drifting off to sleep. 
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I looked at her as we approached the Santa Monica freeway.  She looked very peaceful and 
relaxed. 

 
We passed through Santa Barbara about two hours later. 
 
“There’s a rest stop just ahead, sweetie,” I said.  “I’d like to stop.  How about you?” 
 
She stretched in her seat, breathing deeply.  I looked over to her, and she smiled at me as she 

moved the seat up again.  “That’s a good idea.  Wow!  Where are we?  How long did I sleep?” 
 
“You slept about two hours, and we’re just north of Santa Barbara, starting to head inland.  You 

must have been tired.” 
 
“Yeah, and now I feel great!” 
 
I nodded and pointed to the sign.  “Three miles to a potty break.” 
 
We both got out, did our business, and had a stretch.  As I watched her move, I felt that hunger 

inside.  I flashed back -- I wanted to be on my back again, head cradled, that soft, comforting hand on 
my chest...  That had been very nice. 

 
We got back in the car and started off again, heading inland through the pass.  We listened to 

music and talked about school. 
 
“Did mom invite you to stay over?” she asked at one point. 
 
“Yeah -- I decided to stay one last night at home.” 
 
She chuckled.  “You were probably safer.  I’m surprised Gail didn’t jump you.” 
 
“Oh she did, a couple of times.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“She’s a very persistent girl.” 
 
“I’ll say!  She grabbed you?  In the house?” 
 
I nodded.  “She jumped me the first afternoon I was over -- when you went to take a phone 

call.” 
 
“And?” 
 
“I managed to get away.” 
 
“Good for you.  What did you tell her?” 
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“I told her not there, not now, and asked her to behave.” 
 
Hanna laughed.  “I noticed you taking a parental tone with her -- I’ve done that over the last 

two days, and it works really well.” 
 
I laughed.  I don’t know who would have been more of a problem -- Gail or her mom.  I shook 

my head -- that was assuming a whole lot. 
 
“Your mom has her hands full,” I managed to say. 
 
“Oh does she...  You have a girlfriend?  Where is she?” 
 
“At Cornell -- upstate New York.  We lived together in France during the summer.” 
 
I stole a glance at her.  She raised an eyebrow. 
 
“You lived together?” she asked. 
 
“Yes.  Lived, worked, slept, ran, you name it -- I love her, and I miss her a lot.” 
 
We both sighed, then chuckled. 
 
“Hanna, please excuse me -- after that closeness, I really have to pay attention to how I behave.  

I’ve gotten so used to hugs, to touching.  I miss that so much; I miss her so much.  I’ll miss hugs more 
than I’ll miss wine with meals.” 

 
She put a hand on my shoulder.  “That’s okay, Andy.  I think I understand, a little, anyway.  

Thank you for being considerate.  I need hugs too.” 
 
Our conversation died out for a while.  She kept her hand on my shoulder, occasionally running 

fingers along the back of my neck. 
 
We stopped for an early lunch just north of San Luis Obispo.  As we were going to get back in 

the car, Hanna stopped me with a hand on my shoulder.  I turned to her.  She closed her eyes and 
pulled me closer.  We hugged and kissed.  I held her after we kissed, rocking slightly as I love to do. 

 
Traffic didn’t thicken until just north of Gilroy.  We made it to the campus in good time. 
 
We drove around, and thanks to the marked-up campus map I had, found the dorm.  We spotted 

signs for parking and check-in.  As someone drove out, I took their parking spot next to a door. 
 
Hanna started to get out.  I held her arm.  “Wait a minute.” 
 
She turned and looked at me. 
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I smiled.  “Take off your socks.” 
 
“What?”  She gave me a crazy look. 
 
I smiled and nodded, and slid my seat back (a little, it hit the stuff in the back), and started 

taking off my socks.  “Please.  I’ll explain.” 
 
I took off my socks, and put my shoes back on.  She did the same. 
 
I held my socks in one hand, and took her hand. 
 
“These socks are the past.  All the problems I had, my past, everything is in these socks.  I’m 

leaving them behind, and starting fresh.” 
 
I looked in her eyes.  She smiled and nodded. 
 
“All the things I want to change -- I’m going to change, starting now.  All my bad habits, I’m 

leaving here.” 
 
She nodded.  “All my weaknesses...” 
 
I smiled.  “No, I’m taking my weaknesses with me -- for they will grow into areas of strength.” 
 
She smiled and nodded.  She took a deep breath.  I opened my door, and she opened hers. 
 
We stepped into a new world. 
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