Chapter 1
Tom
I didn’t exactly have a normal childhood.
It didn’t seem so unusual at first. Yes, I was an only child, but otherwise, it certainly appeared that I was leading an ordinary life. I had seemingly normal parents, although my father was certainly not one to shower praise and affection on his son. 
They were educators. My father was a college professor at Minnesota A&T University, and my mother taught science at the local high school. 
“Normal” went pretty much out the window, however, when I was six years old. 
My mother vanished.
Not coincidentally, the husband of a politician who lived in a town not terribly far from our home disappeared at the same time. Evidence indicated that he and my mother had been having a relationship and had run off together.
Naturally, my father and the jilted state senator saw a lot of one another for a while.
First, they were bound together in the public eye as victims of their respective spouses’ illicit affair and, ultimately, their betrayal. So it wasn’t terribly surprising that the two of them spent time consoling one another.
But when literally no family members, friends, or co-workers of either missing person saw or heard a word from either of them over a period of several weeks, both State Senator Beverly Wilson and my father began to draw the attention of state law enforcement investigators. 
At that point, I suppose, the relationship between my father and the State Senator could have gone one of two ways. It would have been understandable if either (or both) would have suspected the other of being involved in some manner of foul play, leading to the demise of my mother and her alleged lover.
Or, father and his new friend, Beverly, could close ranks and develop an even closer relationship as they defended themselves – and one another – against those who would suggest they could possibly have had anything to do with the disappearances of their philandering spouses. 
Of course, to a six-year-old boy whose mother was simply inexplicably gone, most of this was very confusing. I just missed my mom.
I had always been much closer to my mother than my father. In fact, it’s almost impossible for me to even refer to him as my “dad.” He was distant. I’d even say he was cold. Mom used to tell me, “That’s just how he is.” He was highly intelligent and was not the least bit interested in sports or movies or the video games I was beginning to enjoy.
His interest in me seemed, frankly, primarily limited to how I was performing scholastically. 
And now, suddenly, he was my sole parent. For a while.
Until he and State Senator Wilson married.
That’s when I met Carrie Wilson, my new stepsister.
Carrie was a little less than a year younger than I was. In fact, at the time of our parents’ marriage, she and I were both eight years old. But she had recently turned eight, and I was a month short of my ninth birthday.
It was awkward at first, but soon Carrie and I realized we were living the same increasingly bizarre life. Children of two relatively wealthy people, being raised by a rotating cast of hired help. 
I don’t think any of them were technically hired as nannies, but as “assistants” or “housekeepers.” However, we certainly saw and spoke to most of those employees a lot more than we did our parents.
And then the shit really hit the fan.
I’m not going to go into great detail concerning what happened next. 
While doing so might ultimately have been a better subject for a book than what I’m actually going to write about, there’s really no point. That’s already been done. And while the “based on a true story” novel was so obscenely fictionalized by the famous hack of an author that wrote it that I won’t even share the title or his name here, I must reluctantly concede that the underlying facts concerning Carrie and me were somewhat accurately described in his book.
As depicted in that novel, on a quiet Tuesday evening, while I was helping Carrie with her homework in her second-story bedroom, our home was invaded by at least thirty federal, state, and local law enforcement officers.
They arrested our parents on various counts of espionage, took them away in separate vehicles, and we never saw them in person again.
It turned out that Carrie and I had been born to members of a long-dormant Soviet-era sleeper cell that was no longer dormant. In fact, at least some number of persons within the federal intelligence community had known for over a decade that Professor Heinrich Braun and Minnesota State Senator Beverly Wilson were Russian spies who had murdered their first spouses in order to join forces and work together doing their spy thing.
The U.S. government, however, had been content to allow my father and stepmother to go about their business. The government even fed them a little low-level intelligence to share with their handler. Some of it was real, some was misinformation. Regardless, apparently they were worth allowing to keep doing their thing while our government waited until circumstances required them to be taken into custody.
If you believe the official statements of those who testified at their trials, that point was reached when it was determined that my father and his wife were planning to assassinate the Vice President of the United States during an upcoming campaign stop in Minnesota. 
Was that true? Who knows? Obviously, you have to take whatever you’re told by those in the clandestine services with more than just a few grains of salt. But whatever the plans were, or whatever the truth was concerning our parents’ past, Carrie and I were absolutely certain they were guilty of something big. And it certainly explained why my father and Carrie’s mother were such shitty, uninterested parents.
In the novel based on this whole tragedy, this is where my story and that of my stepsister ends. We were shuffled off into the foster care system and that was that.
And if spy novels or true crime stories are your thing, then I suppose that’s a good spot to end things.
But our lives didn’t end there. Not by a long shot.
**
The first lady from the foster care system that we dealt with was very helpful. She understood that Carrie and I wanted to continue living together. In a kind and helpful manner, she suggested that we might want to consider changing our names. We didn’t like that idea at first, but we eventually ended up changing our last names. I became Tom Brookings, and my stepsister became Carrie Williams.
The initial couple of years in foster care were hard. At least we thought they were hard. And then we found out what “hard” is really like.
We ended up in a group home overseen by Adam and Constance Regent, the two most despicable human beings I had ever met. And I’d been raised by Russian spies!
By this time, I was fourteen years old and Carrie had just turned fourteen as well. And living under a roof with two emotionally and physically abusive middle-aged monsters was not a good time to be coming of age.
The Regents were in it for the free lodging and the money they got paid by the state of Minnesota for maintaining a home for foster kids that were challenging to place with more traditional foster parents. 
A lot of foster parents only want to take responsibility for one child. With Carrie and I wanting to stay together, that was one strike against us.
Many foster parents also strongly prefer younger children. With the two of us moving into those challenging teenage years, that was strike two for us.
I really think the foster parents we had before the Regents would have been willing to keep us, and that wouldn’t have been a terrible thing. 
Mr. and Mrs. Swenson not only made sure we went to school, but they also taught us much that would ultimately be beneficial outside the classroom.
The Swensons were co-owners of a construction company, and they made sure we learned at least basic plumbing, electrical, and carpentry skills. The kinds of things that, whether you recognize it or not at that age, you will eventually find that it comes in handy when you get older.
I wouldn’t say the Swensons were exactly “kind,” though. They took advantage of us a bit. I doubt either of them ever washed so much as a dish, much less any clothing, the entire time we were with them. We didn’t do most of the household chores. We did all the household chores. 
In fact, Mr. Swenson even took me to construction sites with him several times, putting me to work helping the laborers there. He had more than one argument with his co-owner about that, but it didn’t stop him from having me carry cement blocks around the sites or shoveling sand and gravel into the cement mixers.
At least he paid me. Was it minimum wage? Of course not. But it was more than Carrie and I made for the chores we did around the house.
In the end, I wouldn’t say they were abusive, but they were very strict. At least Carrie and I thought so. 
So, to be honest, when the Swensons had to sell their share of the business to the other partner and move to Nebraska to be close enough to care for Mrs. Swenson’s ailing mother, Carrie and I had mixed feelings about having to move on to somewhere else… someone else.
“This might end up being a good thing,” I remember telling Carrie.
It wasn’t.


Chapter 2
Rissa
How long did you date before you had sex? 
I don’t mean, “How long did you date your husband before you fucked him?” I mean how long did you go from having your first date with a boy to feeling a penis inside you?
I’d bet a lot of money it was longer than it was for me.
Then again, I bet your parents didn’t prohibit you from dating all the way through high school and right up to the day you left for college. Like mine did to me.
It took me a long time to understand why they were so strict with me. Yes, they were deeply religious, but a lot of religious people date!
It became a little bit clearer to me when I did the math and figured out I was born just six months after my parents got married. 
So I suppose they regretted ever having me. That would explain a lot.
It might explain why they always—always—addressed me by my full first name, Clarissa, rather than the shortened “Rissa” that I’d preferred using with what few friends my sheltered lifestyle allowed me to have.
It might also explain why, despite my father coming from a family of considerable wealth (yet, very little charm), which allowed my mother to avoid having to work a day in her life, they still left my upbringing to a series of nannies, rather than taking on even the slightest parental duties themselves.
I didn’t even get to pick out my own clothes. Not that my parents shopped for my wardrobe and laid out my attire for the day before I woke up in the morning, of course. Those were among the responsibilities left to the nannies.
If I’d had a disability of some sort that made going shopping for myself problematic, like being confined to a wheelchair or being sight-challenged enough that I shouldn’t be trusted to even pick out my own underwear, that would be one thing. But I’m not. Not now and not then. My parents simply didn’t trust me or feel I was capable of selecting even the most basic items of my own attire.
Every bit of control concerning how I looked, what I ate, when I ate, or how I behaved was delegated to my nannies. Everything. 
Except the duty of laying down the rules for my relationships with boys, of course. In that area, there really was only one rule: No boys.
I never had the awkward first date. I knew I couldn’t date, so when my friends would do the whole, “Do you think he likes me?” thing, I’d just clam up. I knew there was no point in even wondering if a boy at school liked me.
I never went to a homecoming dance, and I never went to prom.
I did get to experience my first kiss, however.
I don’t know if my parents were stupid or just unrealistically certain that the religion they drilled into me would be enough to keep me from satisfying my sexual curiosities with my girlfriends, but either way, they were wrong.
My parents allowed me to attend sleepovers at my friends’ houses once I reached the age of fifteen (and once they had been dutifully assured by the hosting parents that no boys would be allowed to step near the house, of course).
It was at one of those first sleepovers that I had my first kiss. It was from Janey Karl. 
Janey was the daughter of my father’s business partner. In fact, the two men had met in college at Minnesota A&T. They formed their business together immediately after graduation from that university.
Janey and I became close friends virtually from the moment we met, when I couldn’t have been more than four or five years old. But by the time I was in middle school, I had become infatuated with her. 
She was everything I wasn’t. She was strawberry blonde with blue eyes and perfect white teeth and a wide smile that made her just so pretty. 
She wore the most stylish clothes, always perhaps just a little too “grown up” for what a girl her age should wear, but the clothing never looked inappropriate on her. 
To me, she was the embodiment of a princess, although with just a slight evil glint in her eyes.
And she was her father’s princess too. Her “daddy’s” princess, rather. That’s what she called him. Her smile would melt him whenever they were together. He couldn’t refuse her anything she asked for, yet she seldom took advantage of his love by asking for anything unreasonable.
I knew I could never have that kind of relationship with my own father. It wasn’t just that I couldn’t please him—I believe I would have done almost anything to get even the slightest indication of approval from him—but he could never be bothered to give me any indication of what I could do to please him.
Spending so much time with Janey and her dad was probably not the healthiest thing for me to do, but I couldn’t help it. 
I wanted to be like her. Heck, I wanted to be Janey.
She was a year older than me, so naturally Janey was much more experienced than I was in the ways of the world.
From the time I met Janey until she went off to college as I was starting my last year of high school, she took me through the same stages of sexual exploration that most girls go through during that time.
She took me from my, “eyes shut tight and lips firmly pursed,” first kiss to softening my lips and using our tongues.
She taught me how wonderful it could feel to have your nipples touched in certain ways, by fingers, lips, and tongues.
Then she taught me the same lessons involving the area between my thighs.
Finally, shortly before she left for her first year at Minnesota A&T, our fathers’ alma mater, she took my virginity using a dildo she swiped from a drawer in her mom’s bedroom.
That was the first time I ever uttered the word “fuck.”
It was also the second, third, fourth, fifth—heck, maybe the tenth—time I used that word.
I went from “FUCK that hurt!” to “ohhh fuuuck!” in about two minutes.
Once the pain receded, I was on fire.
Janey could always get me off quickly. Sometimes, with just a touch or a deep kiss or a whispered lewd obscenity in my ear, I’d get tingly and a brief touch on my clitoris would rocket me into space.
Naturally, Janey assured me that sex felt even better with a real penis. She would know. Janey had given her cherry up to one of the basketball players when she was a junior and spent the better part of her senior year working her way through much of the boys’ lacrosse team. (“Basketball players are too damn tall!” she told me.)
But Janey was not around for my senior year of high school, so that made what should have been the best of my teen years one of the worst, instead. 
The other kids were merciless. It was bad enough before, with me being restrained from participating in any school activity that might involve boys, but at least being a close friend of one of the most popular girls in school meant kids that didn’t want to piss off Janey would leave me alone.
Without her around, it was open season on freak-girl. 
For the first time in my life, I seriously considered the options available to me for taking my own life. 
Thank God for Hannah.
My parents hired Hannah Templeton as my nanny about three months before Janey left for college, and she was by far the coolest of the six nannies I’d been raised by.
She was from London, and she was absolutely gorgeous. 
When my father announced that he had found a new nanny for me on one of his business trips to England, I was not enthused. Why the heck did I need a nanny at that point anyway? 
Arguing, of course, got me nowhere with my parents.
I expected some snobby middle-aged hen with more rules to lay down over the top of those my parents burdened me with. 
As surprised as I was when I saw her, I’m certain that I was not nearly as shocked by her appearance as my mother was.
When Hannah showed up at the door, my father let her in, introduced her to us and, within thirty seconds, Hannah and I were standing there awkwardly looking at one another after my mother pulled my father into another room to “talk.”
“I’m guessing I’m not quite what ya mum expected?” Hannah finally asked.
“Probably not,” I said, a bit shyly, then added, “Most of my other nannies have been… um… older.”
I could have added, “… and they didn’t have blonde hair and huge boobs,” but I didn’t want to be rude.
“Maybe we could sit and chat, get to know one another a bit while ya folks decide whether I’m gonna stay?” she suggested.
We went into the living room, and I sat on the sofa. Hannah sat down right next to me, and we did get to know one another a little. I really liked her, but I also knew it was at best a 50-50 proposition whether my mother would allow her to stay.
Surprisingly, she did. And Hannah made my last year in my parents’ house bearable—and very educational. 
With Janey gone, it was Hannah I confided in when I was feeling like I would never get out from under my parents’ collective thumbs. She became my best friend, despite being seven years older than I was.


Chapter 3
Tom
When we moved into the group home that Adam and Constance Regents ran, Carrie and I weren’t the only foster kids living there.
Zach Ridley was sixteen, Hailey Freeman was fifteen. They had both been in the home for over a year.
Then there was Jim and Laurie Blackburn. Jim was fifteen and Laurie, like Carrie, had turned fourteen about a month before we moved in.
Jim and Laurie had a background similar to Carrie’s and mine; absent the Russian spy part anyway.
They were stepsiblings whose parents had been killed in a plane crash but, like us, they had insisted on remaining together. So, as was the case with us, the “system” was finding it harder to place them with traditional foster parents.
Carrie and Laurie got along great immediately. It took Jim and me a little longer to connect, but his father had been a contractor, so the shared interest in working with our hands became a bond.
Jim also taught me to play hockey. In fact, he couldn’t believe I had never learned to play the game. I suppose that’s not surprising. After all, in much of Minnesota, hockey is more a way of life than a game. 
I told him my mother had taught me to skate when I was little, but after she was gone, I wasn’t exactly encouraged to participate in extracurriculars. Anyway, I picked it up pretty quickly. 
“You play too soft,” Jim told me one night as we walked back to the group home from the outdoor rink he and his friends played at virtually every free moment they had that first winter. “You can’t keep on just letting guys ram into you without hitting back. You’re gonna get killed.”
I understood what he was saying. He wasn’t wrong. I was getting clobbered a bit.
“I guess I’ve just never been aggressive that way,” I told him. 
“Just do what I do,” he replied. “Imagine every guy on the other team is Adam the Asshole.”
“That might work,” I admitted.
“Adam the Asshole” is what we called Adam Regent. Not anywhere he might hear it of course. And “asshole” didn’t really do him justice. It wasn’t as impolite as “Constance the Cunt,” though. And that wasn’t even a name Jim and I had invented for Mrs. Regent. Laurie and Carrie came up with that one.
By this time, the four of us were the only foster children in the home. Zach and Hailey had run off together. We all knew why. 
Adam the Asshole had been sexually assaulting Hailey for months. When Zach found out, he and Adam had it out. Zach didn’t win the fight, but he did enough damage that Adam literally threw him out the door. 
The other four of us created a diversion the next day so Hailey could slip out of the house and meet up with Zach, and they could move on to places unknown.
After that, the four of us still there had a conversation.
Jim and I pledged that we would protect Carrie and Laurie; with our lives, if need be. 
“What happened to Hailey will not happen to you,” Jim told them.
“Ever,” I added. “If you even think something might happen, you let us know. Understand?”
Not surprisingly, with Hailey gone, it didn’t take long before the Asshole came after Laurie and Carrie.
Jim and I did our best to make sure at least one of us was always close enough to make it impossible for Adam to force one of the girls to be alone with him, but we all knew we wouldn’t be able to keep that up forever.
**
The Regents didn’t exactly spoil us with all kinds of high-tech gadgetry. 
We had one five-year-old computer to use for schoolwork, and we were prohibited from using it for anything else. And we had two phones.
Again, they were far from anything using the most recent technology, but they had the basic functions of early-era smartphones.
For over two weeks, the four of us spent every minute of our daily walks to and from school, as well as our lunch periods, going through options for getting away from the Regents.
“But what if…?”
“How can we…?”
“Where do we…?”
Finally, we had a plan worked out, and we had contingencies for certain parts that could get dicey. But even if it worked to perfection, we knew we had one more issue to resolve.
It was Laurie who put voice to the question. “Where do we go when it’s over?”
“Let me make a call,” I eventually replied when nobody else had come up with anything to offer.
**
I can’t say I knew Lou Romanowski well. He had been the Swensons’ business partner in the construction company they owned together. Now, Mr. Romanowski owned the entire business.
He had objected strongly to Mr. Swenson putting me to work at certain construction sites. But after I assured him I wasn’t being forced into anything, he pretty much let it drop – at least as far as I knew.
Blanchard, Minnesota, where R & S Construction was located, was fourteen miles from the city where we now lived in the Regents’ group home. Not too close. Not too far.
When I decided to call Mr. Romanowski to explain our predicament and ask him for a favor, I was afraid he wouldn’t even remember who I was. But he did, so I plunged forward.
“Mr. Romanowski, I need help,” I told him. “My stepsister and a couple of our friends too.”
“What kind of help?” he asked.
I laid it all out for him. The sexual abuse of one of the girls at the home that led to her running away. Our concerns about Carrie and Laurie being targeted next.
He was appalled. You might think, “Well, yeah, of course he was!” But trust me when I tell you there were a lot of adults – more than you would want to know – who either didn’t believe that kind of thing actually was happening or chose to pretend they didn’t believe it. So when Mr. Romanowski (or “Lou” as he insisted I should call him) not only obviously believed me but was genuinely upset about it, it was a huge relief.
“We have a plan for exposing them,” I told him. “I think it might be best if I don’t tell you everything, but we’ve been talking, and we know that even if it works, we’re going to need a place to go. At least for a few days. Could you… or do you know anyone who might have a place we could just… I dunno… hang out for a few days until things cool off and we can figure out what comes next? Even just a barn or something would be okay, I guess. I know we should probably wait until we have everything figured out, but we really want to get the girls out of that place.”
“You can stay with me,” he said immediately. “I live alone. My wife and I divorced about the time the Swensons moved away. And with both of our kids out on their own, I’ve got plenty of room here. But, Tom, I think I need to know a little bit more about what you’re planning on doing. I can’t do anything that… well…”
“We aren’t going to kill anyone, if that’s what you’re asking,” I assured him. “I won’t say it wasn’t discussed, and when it all goes down, we’ll fight our way out of that house if we have to. But our plan is to walk away… and expose what they’ve been doing on our way out the door.”
“Okay then,” he replied.
“If something goes sideways, I’ll get in touch with you before we just show up at your place with a bunch of cops chasing us, I promise,” I added, with just enough humor in my voice to reassure him. At least he chuckled a little in response.
“How are you going to get to Blanchard?” he asked then.
“That’s one of those things you probably are better off not knowing,” I admitted. After all, our Plan A was to take one of the Regents’ cars. Plan B was to find another car to “borrow” long enough to get to Blanchard. Plan C was walking on gravel roads where it would be unlikely someone could track us down.
“If you can give me a little bit of advance notice, I’ll come and get you,” he replied. “Even if you can’t give me any notice, call me before you do anything we’ll have trouble explaining later.”
“Okay. Thanks, Lou. I really appreciate this.”
**
On the walk back to the group home, I found the other three walking my direction.
Laurie was in tears. Carrie’s eyes were red too.
“We gotta do something soon,” Jim spoke up. 
“What happened?” I asked.
“We told you the Asshole has been coming on to us,” Carrie answered. “Nothing we haven’t been able to handle, really. Just trying to touch us. Lewd suggestions. Dirty jokes. That kind of thing.”
I nodded. “Yeah, I know.”
“Well, the Cunt laid it out for us today,” Carrie continued. “She made us go to the grocery store with her. On the way home she flat out told us we’re expected to take on Hailey’s ‘chores’ with her gone now.
“She said, ‘You two figure it out. But it’s happening. If you don’t do it, he’s gonna want me to do him. I’ll take my turn when I have to, but you two are gonna have to pony up.”
“That bitch,” I growled.
“I specifically asked if she was telling us we have to have sex with him,” Carrie said. 
In our planning, we had discussed the importance of making sure any demands from either Adam or Constance were unambiguous. We didn’t want them to be able to claim later that it was just a couple of girls misunderstanding what was said.
“She told us not to look so surprised,” Carrie went on. “She said she knows we’ve been putting out for the guys we date… and then she said, ‘Hell, you’ve probably been fucking your own brothers. So don’t give me any shit about taking a turn making the man who puts food on your table a little happier about doin’ it.’”
Look, I’m not going to claim any of the four of us were saints. We weren’t.
We spent as little time in that house as we could get away with. We didn’t have a lot of friends at school, and most of the kids we hung out with probably had lousy home lives too. So, yeah, we hung out with the others until pretty late at night. Not everything we did when we got together were things we’d have wanted to tell our mothers about – assuming any of us had a mother who would give a damn.
And we were all at least sixteen years old by this point, so Jim and I had shared a bit of private time with some of the girls in the group. I also won’t claim to be so naïve that we weren’t aware that our stepsisters had gotten a little friendly with a couple of the guys in the group. The girls claimed they hadn’t taken things “too far,” though, and I believed them. I think Jim did too. 
But whatever they had or hadn’t done with other guys, Jim and I had never laid a finger on those two girls. And there were a couple of guys at school who had found out firsthand how we would react at a mere suggestion that we had. Those lessons had been painful for those boys. The suspensions Jim and I got for teaching those lessons were just the cost of making our point.
So now, the Cunt was accusing us of having sex with our stepsisters? 
“Tom. Breathe,” I heard Jim tell me. I looked into his eyes. He knew what I was thinking. He knew what I wanted to do. He wanted to do the same thing. But Jim was less prone to emotional reactions than I was. I often wished I could be more like him that way.
“Did you have any luck with your call?” he asked.
That managed to bring my head back into the present – into our plan. After all, this had to work now. There was no more time for discussing revisions and options. We had to take action. Soon.
“Yeah. I think we’re set,” I answered. Then I explained about Lou Romanowski over in Blanchard. “Once we’re over there, we can figure out where to go next.”
From there, we went through exactly what needed to happen and when.
The first decision was one I hated that we even had to make. One of the girls was going to have to be the bait. She was going to have to allow herself to be put in a position where the Asshole could not only hit on her but try to force himself on her. Her safety would potentially be at risk, at least for a brief time.
“That’s going to be me. I’ll do it,” Carrie spoke up. I didn’t much like that idea, but I can’t really say I would have liked the alternative, Laurie, much better.
“We talked about it… Laurie and me,” Carrie said, looking directly at me now. “And I have more… experience… at some things… than she does.”
“You aren’t going to have to really do anything with him!” I insisted. “That’s our plan!”
“I know,” she replied. “But just in case plans… change. It would be better if I’m the one.”
**
Three days later, on Saturday, it was time.
“What’s everyone’s plans today?” Constance asked while the four of us ate breakfast (if that’s what you can call the eight slices of toast on the paper plate in the middle of the kitchen table).
“Hockey,” Jim muttered, which was the typical manner of communication that he and I employed whenever we had to address either Constance or Adam.
“Carrie and I have a science project we have to work on,” Laurie said, sharing a glance with my stepsister. 
“Good. Maybe that will keep you out of trouble,” the Cunt growled. “I’m going to get groceries. If there’s anything you need, you’ve got ten minutes to write it down.”
We all expected that. It’s what she did every Saturday morning. As often as not, it would take her an unusually long time to do the shopping. We all knew she was screwing another man. In fact, we suspected that even the Asshole knew what his wife spent her time doing on Saturdays.
“We’re out of here,” I said, standing from the table as Jim did likewise.
“You two got a phone?” Constance growled.
“Yeah,” Jim grunted, showing her the phone in his hand.
“Keep it on. When we call, you get your asses home!” she bit back.
“Yeah,” Jim grunted again.
He and I looked at one another as we walked out of the kitchen. Then I held back a step or two, just to make sure Constance wouldn’t follow us into the living room. 
“You two should come to the rink later, when you’re done working on your project,” I turned back and said to the girls. 
“We will!” Carrie said, showing me a smile that I could see was forced. She was nervous. Understandably. 
I turned to leave again, getting a nod from Jim. I had given him time to open the app on his phone and tuck the phone behind one of the ugly “collectors plates” Constance had on the bookshelves instead of the actual books that most people would put there. People who could read, anyway.
We had practiced this before. Multiple times. Which apps worked best. Which recorded video and audio best, and for how long. What angle he had to place the phone at to make sure it captured everything that might take place in that room for at least the next hour. Maybe longer.
Then we left through the front door, leaving the inner wooden door at least halfway open, and walked across the driveway. Looking into the large detached garage that took up a good chunk of the backyard, we could see the Asshole working on the junker car he’d been trying to get running since before Carrie and I had even moved in.
“Where ya goin’?” he yelled at us.
“Hockey,” Jim and I both replied.
But as soon as we got far enough that Adam couldn’t see us, we turned and doubled back to circle behind the garage. We walked quickly across the back yard, careful to duck low enough that we couldn’t be spotted out a window. After stashing our hockey gear behind a bush, we climbed up onto the wide front porch. 
Having left the front inside door open (something we’d been doing regularly enough that it wouldn’t have given rise to any suspicions when we did so that morning), we could hear through the screen door any conversation taking place in the living room or kitchen.
The girls, of course, knew where we would be stationed, so they were watching for us as they talked about the school project they were going to be working on. I made eye contact with Laurie and saw her give a subtle nod.
“Constance, here’s a list of things we need,” we heard Laurie tell her. “The grocery store might not have all of them, but anywhere that has basic hardware should.”
A moment or two later, Constance growled, “I am not going to run all over town getting this shit for you! And I’m sure as hell not going to pay for all this! You can get it yourself!”
What followed was a pretty good acting job by the girls. First they decided they would both walk downtown to get the supplies they needed. Then Carrie suggested that she could stay home and get started on the project while Laurie went to get what they’d need to finish it.
Less than a minute later, Constance and Laurie had exited the house through the side door that led to the driveway from the kitchen.
Peeking around the corner of the house toward the garage, we saw Constance stop and speak to her husband as Laurie began walking down the sidewalk away from us. Constance and Adam locked eyes briefly, he nodded, and then she got in the car and backed out of the driveway.
We hid behind some shrubs until we saw the car drive away and the Asshole wipe his hands on a shop rag as he began to walk out of the garage. Then Jim and I slipped back toward the front screen door. Jim let out a whistle, our signal to Carrie that Adam was coming inside.
Almost immediately, we saw Carrie come down the stairs and into the living room with a book. She was just sitting on the upholstered recliner that the smartphone camera was aimed directly toward and opening the book when Adam came into the room.
My palms were sweating. I wanted to just go in there and pound the shit out of that guy. I knew, inside, that Jim felt the same way.
But we waited. Not for long, as it turned out.
“Get out of my fucking chair!” he demanded.
“Sorry. Didn’t know you were around,” Carrie replied, standing immediately. “I’ll go to my room to read.”
What happened next was predictable. I suppose, on a certain level, it was even what we had been hoping would happen. But it was still very difficult to watch through the bottom of the large picture window.
“Don’t you little shits ever close the fucking door?” he shouted at her as he slammed the inside front door closed.
That was going to make hearing what happened next more challenging, but we had expected it to happen. And, after all, assuming the phone’s camera captured everything, we would hear the audio eventually. For now, we just had to watch.
It started with Adam reaching for Carrie’s arm, keeping her from leaving to go up the stairs to her bedroom, as she’d said she was going to do.
There was a verbal exchange. We could hear Carrie raise her voice to say, “No! I’m not going to do that!” 
“Do it, you little fucking slut!” he growled at her loud enough for us to hear. 
Then he was pushing her to her knees, holding her there with one hand as he undid his belt and opened his jeans.
“Never!” Carrie cried out. 
I mumbled, “Come on Carrie… say the word!”
We couldn’t hear exactly what Adam said next, but he was clearly issuing some kind of threat. 
“No! Get away from me!” we heard Carrie yell. That was followed by the word we were waiting for. “Help! Someone help me!”
I opened the screen door. Jim’s boot kicked in the inside door. And before the Asshole ever figured out what was happening, I was pulling my stepsister away from him, and Jim landed a punch that sent Adam back into the recliner with enough force to cause the chair to fly backward onto the floor behind it.
While Adam struggled to his feet, Jim grabbed the phone from its perch on the bookshelf, turned off the app, and dialed 9-1-1.
Adam was an interesting sight at that point. He had managed to stand, and he was pretty damn angry, despite clearly being a little groggy from the head blow Jim had delivered. His jeans were also around his thighs, and his dick was out.
It was that last part that gave me the idea to do what I did next.
I moved close enough to let Adam think he could take a swing at me, but it really was no challenge at all to dodge it. And then I kicked the Asshole as hard as I could right between the legs. I was only sorry that Jim had turned the camera off before I did it.
**
Carrie and I waited outside the house for the police to show up. Jim waited inside with Adam in case the Asshole felt inclined to re-engage the battle. He did not. And I think Jim was a little disappointed about that.
I was disheartened, although not particularly surprised, that the police were reluctant to arrest the Asshole. 
[bookmark: _Hlk219482511]I mean, sure, Jim and I had not always colored inside the lines. Our entire group of friends had reputations as shoplifting suspects, and some in the group had probably even committed what would at least be considered aggravated assaults. So, why should the police believe Adam had attempted to force a sixteen-year-old foster child – a girl he had been providing food and shelter to for going on two years – into performing oral sex on him?
Only after Jim had shared the video with two of the officers did they finally take Adam into custody. I’m not sure, but I think the deciding factor may have been the very clear corresponding audio of Adam demanding that Carrie have sex with him whenever and however he might wish to do so – and threatening to kill her if she breathed a word of any of it to me or anyone else.
Part of me was glad Jim and I hadn’t heard that part from outside the house. If we had, there was a good chance I wouldn’t have waited even two seconds before storming that living room and killing the Asshole right where he stood.
Shortly after the police arrived, Carrie and I saw Laurie sprinting our direction on the sidewalk. It hadn’t been a long run for her. She had only gone as far as the bus stop a block and a half away and waited for the sirens while sitting on the bench. Once she saw the first vehicle with flashing blue and red lights zip past her, she was on her feet and dashing to join us.
The police insisted on taking Jim’s phone as evidence. We resisted, but not too strongly. We’d expected and planned for that. 
While standing in the living room over the semi-conscious Adam, Jim uploaded the video file to the cloud – and posted it to two different social media applications.
Finally, after close to half an hour of police and paramedic activity in and around the group home, the four of us waited until everyone there seemed to be busily engaged with, well, whatever they felt they needed to be busily engaged with, and then we slipped away.
Laurie had the only remaining phone among us, so I used that to call Lou Romanowski.
Twenty minutes later, a black GMC SUV pulled into a convenience store parking lot across the street from what served as the town’s skateboard park.
I introduced Lou to the others and then gave him directions to a hiking trail where we had been stashing the meager clothes and other personal items that we had not wanted to leave behind when the time came to leave.
With everyone and everything loaded, we were off to Blanchard.
**
Lou was incredible.
One of the first things he did after we moved in was to introduce us to his lawyer – one of them, anyway – Trina Devereux.
Before we met with her, Lou had obviously gone into some detail with his lawyer about our situation, because she came to the meeting prepared to present us with options for how to move forward.
Lou was willing to go through the process to become our legal foster parent, but Trina pointed out that the process for going through all the necessary background checks and related paperwork could take a while.
Our little group of misfit toys found it hard to believe that anyone in the system had put much diligence into checking out the Regents before determining they were fit to be put in charge of anyone.
After discussing things a little longer, Trina presented what she felt might be best for all of us.
“I wanted to meet and talk to you before I even mentioned this as an option,” she told us. “I needed to be sure it’s something that wouldn’t end even up being even worse for you than what you’ve already gone through.”
I told her I couldn’t imagine any option being worse than what we had escaped from.
She nodded. “You could consider filing to become emancipated minors.”
She explained that, since we were all over the age of sixteen, we could go to court to be declared emancipated – to be considered legal adults and no longer subject to any child protective services laws or regulations. We would be legally on our own. 
“Sign us up!” I told her immediately, and I could tell from the looks on their faces that Jim, Carrie, and Laurie liked the idea too.
“It’s not that easy,” she replied. 
Trina walked us through the requirements that would need to be met before any judge would consider granting emancipation. Most of them didn’t appear to be major obstacles; until the last one.
“The biggest issue, I think, is that the judge is going to need to see evidence that you’re capable off supporting yourselves financially,” she told us.
Even with Lou being willing to let us continue living in his house while we finished high school, she felt it was highly unlikely that a judge would be convinced that would be sufficient support to grant us emancipation.
Jim and I would be high school juniors that fall, and both girls would be entering their sophomore years. None of us had ever been in much danger of flunking out of school, but we weren’t honor students either. We simply had lacked the kind of home environment that would lend itself to any of us being particularly studious.
“What would it take?” Jim asked her. “For a judge to say okay to all this?”
I knew what she was going to say. I’m pretty sure all four of us did. Jim and I both, at least. Maybe the girls were a little slower to realize what was coming next.
“You’re going to need to be able to demonstrate that you’ll have a steady income sufficient to pay your bills,” she said.
“So, we have to quit school,” I said, not bothering to pose it as a question.
The words seemed to hang in the air as the four of us wrestled with this, our new reality.
“I’ll do it,” Jim finally spoke up, breaking the silence, and garnering the sorts of “You can’t do that” responses from both girls that you would expect.
“Would that be enough?” Jim asked the lawyer.
The lawyer paused for a moment. “I’m not sure,” she replied. “You’d need a full-time job.”
“He’ll have one,” Lou interjected.
Trina nodded an acknowledgement, then continued. “You would need to show that you have a plan—something concrete. The reliable job and proof of income would be the big thing. You’ll need to lay out a budget for your living expenses… to prove you’ve got sufficient means to support all four of you. Judges want to see responsibility and a realistic path forward, not just a willingness to work.”
Four teenagers living on an entry-level construction worker’s salary? Obviously, none of us had ever had to create a budget, much less live within one. 
“I can help you work out a budget,” Lou said, clearly able to read what I’m sure all four of us were thinking.
I saw Trina smile softly, and perhaps a bit sadly, at Lou. I think they both knew what I was realizing at the same time.
Of the four of us, I was the only one who had even mentioned an interest in attending college someday. Maybe one or more of the others had a similar desire, but they were just more pragmatic about our futures, so they had never given voice to this particular wish.
“It might go better if two of us are working, right?” I asked the lawyer.
“Tommy, no!” Carrie insisted. “You need to go to college!”
“I need to do this first,” I answered, looking directly at her. “We need to do this.”
When I turned back to Trina, she nodded and said, “There would still be no guarantee. Some judges are easier to convince than others. But, yes, a second income would obviously help your chances.”
**
At the end of the meeting, Trina told us she would start working on the paperwork, but there was probably no point in filing anything at least until the end of the current school year. After all, Lou couldn’t hire Jim and me full-time until summer anyway.
But at least we had a plan. It wasn’t a plan that any of us were particularly thrilled with, but it was a way forward. And if better options presented themselves, we could certainly change our plans.
Lou told us we were welcome to stay with him for as long as we liked, and he let us use one of his cars to drive to school for the rest of the semester. We discussed transferring to Blanchard High School but decided to stick it out in our old school for the final couple of months of the school year.
That summer, he not only hired Jim and me, but the girls too. They spent some time working in the office, but they also got their hands dirty on construction sites. They both seemed to really enjoy doing that. 
I was exclusively a grunt, but I did a little bit of everything. Carpentry, roofing, cement work. R & S Construction had won the bid to build a new Lutheran church in Blanchard, so that’s where I spent better than half of that summer.
Jim spent the first half of the summer doing essentially the same thing I was doing. After a while, though, Lou started taking Jim to the office with him occasionally.
Lou had an architectural degree, and we hadn’t spent too long with him before it became clear that Jim had significant interest in that aspect of the construction business. And Lou seemed to enjoy nurturing that interest.
As soon as Jim and I started working full-time for R&S Construction, Trina began the legal process of getting the four of us declared emancipated. 
Lou worked with us to iron out a household budget. It took almost no time at all to realize one full-time income wasn’t going to cut it, even if the rest of us managed to get part-time jobs.
But if Jim and I both worked full-time, it was doable. Now, we just needed to convince the judge.
In retrospect, we got a little lucky right off the bat. Our judge was a woman. And she was clearly affected by Trina’s description of our ordeal living in the group home under the Regents. Our lawyer had included the police report related to our “escape” from the Regents in the documentation the judge was reviewing.
She wasn’t thrilled about the fact that two of us were going to need to drop out of high school to support our “family,” but we told her we both hoped to get our GEDs eventually, and that I still hoped to pursue a college degree someday.
I don’t know whether she believed all that or not, but she smiled anyway. I thought it was a sad smile, like she didn’t really believe it would happen, but wanted to hope it might.
Regardless, while it took most of the summer, we eventually got what we wanted. We were all now legally adults.
Lou was willing to let us keep living with him, but the four of us talked it over and decided we should try to find our own place. Lou was a great guy, but there were times that it felt like we were living with our father – or at least an uncle.
After all, we had lived virtually our entire teenaged lives without a lot of supervision. We came and went as we liked. Stayed out as late as we wanted. Studied when we wanted. Dated who we wanted.
And as much as Lou genuinely tried to be “hands off” on those topics, he just couldn’t keep himself from trying to provide guidance to us in a manner that I’m sure he and his ex-wife had provided to their own children when they were our age.
It wasn’t an easy conversation to have with him, but Lou handled it well. Jim and I talked later about how it seemed Lou appeared a bit relieved to have that responsibility removed from his shoulders, even if that responsibility had only truly existed in his own mind.
His company owned several rental properties around town, and he gave us a more-than-fair price on a two-story house in an older residential area. It wasn’t all that huge, but it had three bedrooms. One of them was big enough for two beds and had its own bathroom. Jim and I let the girls decide whether they wanted to share that room – and the private bathroom – or each take one of the smaller bedrooms for herself. 
They elected to share the big bedroom with the private bath.
That whole decision-making process was almost comical. I mean, here we were, essentially three “kids” who hadn’t had a bedroom of our own in close to a decade, if ever. So, when you think about it in those terms, none of us were going to complain about how we utilized the space in this house that we had all to ourselves.
It felt a little funny that fall not to be going to school with the girls when they began their sophomore years at Blanchard High School, but I got over it. And Jim and I honestly enjoyed the work we were doing.
And the girls were adjusting to the new school well. It helped a little, I think, that Carrie knew a few of their classmates from the time we had lived in Blanchard with the Swensons.
As you might expect, once we were no longer living with Lou, our respective social lives expanded as well. Jim had a girlfriend almost immediately. She was the daughter of one of the ladies who worked in the R&S Construction office. Unfortunately, the relationship only lasted a couple of months, and that led to a bit of awkwardness in the workplace for a while.
The girls and I all began dating with a bit more regularity as well, but none of us developed much of anything regular with anyone. That didn’t stop any of us from giving one another a hard time about our love lives of course.
The girls, in particular, loved to tease Jim and me. A lot. And gradually, the teasing went beyond mere references to whatever activities he and I might be participating in with the girls we dated.
First, Carrie started flirting with Jim, and she wasn’t the least bit subtle about it. In fact, both Carrie and Laurie would do whatever they could to make Jim blush. It was understandable. It was so easy to embarrass him that way, and we all gave him a hard time about the way his face flushed.
Not much later, Laurie began flirting with me too, but she was much more covert about it.
I didn’t really reciprocate. Much. At first.
But I have to admit, these two girls were more than just a little attractive, and for the first time in our lives, we were now living in an environment with absolutely no supervision.
And while our unique circumstances certainly made us feel like “family,” technically none of us were blood relatives. So, yeah, there was some personal chemistry brewing in that house.
“Dude. You’re checking out my sister,” Jim commented one evening after we’d all been streaming a movie on the TV until the girls decided to call it a night and had walked up the stairs to the second floor. 
And, yeah, I probably had allowed my gaze to linger on Laurie’s back side longer than was strictly necessary to ensure she safely made it halfway up the stairs.
“You’re one to talk,” I replied, perhaps just a bit sharply. “You were watching Carrie more than the movie tonight.”
“Was not,” was his initial witty response. “And if I was, it was only because she’s such a tease.”
“Careful what you say about my sister,” I warned him. 
The conversation paused at that point for several moments. I think we both recognized that this discussion was approaching semi-dangerous territory. Our relationship had always felt more brotherly than merely a friendship, but even brothers have their battles at times, and Jim and I had skirmished occasionally.
“They have crushes on us, you know,” Jim finally said. “Maybe we should talk about what we’re gonna do about that.”


Chapter 4
Rissa
I was shocked when a boy at school asked me to go to my senior prom with him. At first, I had visions of it being a sick, Carrie-like practical joke.
Then again, I figured that if the worst that could happen was that I’d get pigs’ blood dumped on me and I burn down the school with all my classmates and teachers inside, before killing my parents and eventually dying myself, then that wasn’t such a bad thing, really.
So I told Scott that I would ask my parents. He looked at me kind of funny, but just said, “Okay.”
Of course, the next day, I had to tell Scott I couldn’t go.
I was furious! After all, I was eighteen years old by then! But even I wasn’t as furious as Hannah was for me.
“Let me talk to ya dad, hon,” she offered. “If I have ta, I’ll tell him I’m outta here if he don’t let ya go.”
“No! Hannah, please!” I begged her. “He’ll fire you, and then I won’t have anyone I can talk to here! Please, just… don’t do anything.” 
She finally relented, but she wasn’t happy about it.
So, on the night of my prom, instead of trying to decide how far I should let Scott go with me, I spent the entire evening crying in my bed.
After my parents were asleep that night, I heard my door open and saw Hannah step inside, remove her robe, revealing her naked body to me for the first time, and felt her crawl into bed with me.
“This should be Scott in bed with ya, t’night, sweetie,” she whispered. “I’m gonna fix ya folks for doin’ this to ya, but for now, I din’t want ya ta be alone.”
Before I could say a word, she removed the boyshorts and T-shirt I wore to bed, then began kissing me. I kissed her back, assuring her that what she was doing was more than welcome, and her fingers began exploring my body.
Janey and I had been similarly endowed with relatively small breasts, so this was the first time I had felt, up close and personal, anything larger than a B-cup boob against my modest chest.
I tentatively reached to touch one of them and Hannah whispered, “G’ahead, baby, touch me any way ya want.”
I did.
I touched them. They were so firm. 
I kissed them. She shuddered.
I examined them with my eyes, my fingers, and my mouth. 
They were perfect, except for tiny little scars on the underside of each.
I ran my fingers over the scars and she moaned.
“Do ya like m’ tits, baby?” she asked, softly.
“They’re beautiful,” I answered. “So big. So perfect.”
Then I licked at the nipples again.
“I’m gonna get them made bigger when I get home,” she whispered.
I groaned against the nipple I was nursing at and felt my juices flowing from my core when I heard her share her plans.
I spent what felt like hours kissing, licking, and sucking at her breasts that night, fantasizing about having breasts like hers—and even larger.
Hannah, on the other hand, must have kissed or licked every inch of my body. When her mouth wasn’t on my skin, she was telling me how beautiful I was and how much more beautiful I would be when I got older.
I lost track of how many times I quaked with short, yet intense, orgasms as she worshipped my body, but when she finally looked up at me from between my parted legs as she filled my pussy with her fingers and sucked my clit between her lips, I came so hard I thought I would black out.
It was the only time in my life I had cum without using the F-Word. But then, it was also one of the few times I had cum in my own house. I’d seldom even dared touch myself there, for fear of being caught by my parents.
I knew I had to keep my voice down, since my bedroom door had no lock, but that was the only part of that night with Hannah that wasn’t perfect.
After that, Hannah and I were intimate on a regular basis, but usually only when we knew my parents would be out of the house for an extended period.


Chapter 5
Tom
It hadn’t been easy to leave Carrie, Jim, and Laurie behind in Blanchard, but after Jim and I had been working for Lou’s construction company for a couple of years, and the girls were entering their senior years of high school, the three of them ganged up on me.
Jim and I both had our GEDs, so the lack of a high school diploma wouldn’t keep me from attending college, but while we had been diligent about saving at least some portion of our income, it’s not like we’d managed to put anywhere near enough money away to cover college tuition. I’d given some thought to taking some courses at a nearby junior college, but the others insisted I aim higher.
Behind my back, they asked Lou—and his attorney—for help.
I’m not sure who talked to whom but—and you’re going to find this funny, or at least ironic (I know I did)—but we discovered that although my father was rotting in some supermax prison somewhere, Minnesota A&T had never bothered to take any formal steps to distance the school from the Russian spy who had taught there for over two decades.
And that meant that, as the child of professor with that degree of service time, I was entitled to free tuition, books, and room & board at Minnesota A&T.
So I left Blanchard—and the only family I’d truly every felt I’d had—behind. 
St. Mark, the small city where Minnesota A&T accounted for more than half of the population, was a good two-and-a-half-hour drive from Blanchard, so I suppose we all knew that our pledges to keep in touch and visit one another often were, at best, more “hopes” than “promises.” 
But at least I left with the knowledge that our bank account balances were solid enough that the others weren’t going to suffer financially from my decision to head off to college. Jim was making pretty good money working for Lou, and the girls had been waitressing at a large truck stop at the interstate highway exit about seven miles east of Blanchard. Apparently, truckers tip pretty well.
During the spring of my freshman year, I was having an internal debate concerning whether to spend my summer back in Blanchard or stick around St. Mark and take some summer courses. I had decided to change majors and I knew it might be difficult to finish my degree in four years if I didn’t take some summer classes at some point during the process. 
And then, over Spring Break, that decision became much easier.
About two weeks before the break, I got a call from Jim. He was in a panic and needed my help. Now, Jim was not one to panic. The guy was one of the most chill guys I’d ever known. Even when he got angry, he was more likely to react with a deadly stare than anything overly emotional.
But he had good reason to be upset.
The truck stop the girls worked at was one of those that had a little bit of everything a traveler—in particular a trucker—might need (or simply want) to break up a long trip. Fuel, of course. And food. A truck wash. An older motel that had once been a Motel 6, but now was simply called Lucy’s Motel.
But it also had something that most truck stops I’ve ever seen did not have.
Attached to the motel was Lucy’s Juice Bar. 
Now, if you’ve ever spent any time in Minnesota, you know what a “juicy lucy” is. It’s a grilled hamburger with cheese in the middle of it. It’s what you’d call a regional delicacy, so I suppose the “Lucy’s Juice Bar” thing was the owner’s attempt to be clever.
But this place didn’t sell hamburgers, or any food at all. Nor did they sell alcohol, which meant they were not regulated by the state as a bar.
It sold various fruit juices. Expensive fruit juices. Expensive fruit juices that were served to patrons by waitresses that wore very little clothing. Very little. “Next to nothing,” you might say.
And the women you danced on the stage at the far side of the establishment ware even less—at least by the time they finished dancing to whatever song began to play when they took the stage.
So, yes, Jim’s panicked call to me was to inform me that our stepsisters had—after turning eighteen years old, and unbeknownst to him—transitioned from waitressing at the truck stop’s restaurant to doing so at Lucy’s Juice Bar.
I had subsequent conversations and texts with both girls. Those did not go well. I was not swayed by their insistence that they were making exponentially more money at the juice bar than they had at the restaurant, and that the patrons of the bar actually treated them better—and even with more respect—than the truckers they served at the restaurant.
We finally just agreed that we would all talk about the situation a few days later when I got home for Spring Break.
That didn’t go well either.
I was heartbroken. I loved those girls. No, we weren’t blood relatives, but I had always viewed Carrie as my sister, not just a stepsister I was related to by means of whatever foul relationship her mother had with my father. And Laurie. Well, that was more complicated, certainly, but I genuinely considered her family too.
The final straw, for me, was when I could tell Jim had been won over by the girls. I couldn’t believe that.
I knew he looked on Laurie as more than just a stepsister too. And by this time, he and Carrie had been openly dating for over a year. And he was standing there now, telling me I needed to accept what was going on, just as he had. That he was okay with his sister and my sister—his girlfriend—working at that place.
At that point, I knew I had to get out of there before things got physical between Jim and me. 
“I’m going back to school,” I told them. “Let me know when you’ve come to your fucking senses.”
After I was back at A&T, Jim and the girls tried to talk to me on the phone about the life choices the girls were making and why I should be supportive, rather than angry, over those choices. Almost every day, at least one of them would try to call me. And the text messages were even more frequent.
Maybe I should have been more supportive. But I wasn’t. And over the rest of that spring and through the summer, communication between us—at least between the three of them and me—became less frequent. To the point that by the following fall, I had virtually no direct contact with any of them. We stayed abreast of one another’s lives via social media posts, but nothing more.



Chapter
Rissa
I graduated a couple of months after that prom night that Hannah spent in my bed with me, and afterward the graduation ceremony, Hannah hugged me so tight and told me how proud she was of me. It brought tears to my eyes.
Then my parents, in turn, shook my hand, and we all went out for dinner.
Throughout that last summer in Jacksonville, Hannah continued to make reference to her plan to make my parents “pay” for not letting me go to prom and just in general for being such assholes.
I assured her that it wasn’t necessary. I’d be off to Minnesota by the end of August and would never look back.
My mother had been shocked and appalled that I chose to attend Minnesota A&T. My parents had made it clear that, if I wanted them to pay for my education, I would have to attend one of the schools that they had graduated from. I assume that was because tuition costs were discounted for children of alums at both schools.
I’m sure they—or at least my mother—assumed I would choose to attend the snooty Ivy-League-wannabe women’s college that Mommie Dearest had attended, but that was never going to happen.
Even if there had been a slim chance, that chance went away when Janey had decided to attend our fathers’ alma mater in central Minnesota somewhere.
From that point on, I knew I was going to be an Aggie. 
I wasn’t quite sure what an “aggie” was, other than it likely had something to do with the school’s formal name, Minnesota Agriculteral and Technical University. In fact, I’m not sure I could have pointed out Minnesota on a map before I sent them my application. But none of that mattered. 
If it was a choice between a school without boys or Minnesota A&T, then I was going to Minnesota. Having my friend Janey there already was icing on the cake.
**
Hannah planned to return to London the same day I was to leave for Minnesota. There were no going-away parties or even a family dinner the night before. My parents apparently thought it was to be just another normal day. 
And it was. But the night turned out to be anything but normal for them.
Hannah and I made love that evening, even though my parents hadn’t yet gone to bed. 
I didn’t care if we got caught at that point. We were leaving the next day anyway, and I needed one more night with the person who had quite literally saved my life.
“Sleep with me tonight… please?” I begged of Hannah as she held me in her arms after what had been the most emotional night of lovemaking we had shared in our time together. But she shook her head.
“There’s still one promise I need ta keep before I leave tomorrow, sweetie,” she whispered as she looked into my eyes.
“I want ya to come to m’ room at midnight. Don’t knock, jus come in,” she told me. “And, if ya can, bring ya mum.”
I looked at her, waiting for an explanation, but nothing more was forthcoming. 
She kissed me deeply once more. “I love you,” she told me. Then she slipped out of bed and out of my room.
For the next hour or so, I laid in bed wondering what the heck Hannah was talking about. Was she going to tell my mother about us being lovers? Was she going to tell her what a shitty mother she was?
But why just my mother? My father had certainly been nothing worthy of being considered a “dad” at any time in our lives either.
Without reaching any conclusion that made sense, I crawled out of bed and put a robe on about five minutes before twelve then walked to my mother’s bedroom. It was hers alone, since my parents had never shared a bedroom, at least that I could recall, during my lifetime.
I shook her awake at the shoulder and got exactly the scowl I expected from her for the unwanted intrusion of her daughter into her life.
“Could you please come with me?” I asked, with as much urgency as I could generate. “It’s really important.”
She questioned, she growled, and she bitched. But eventually, she got out of bed and followed me out of her room.
Soon, we were at Hannah’s door, and my mother was no longer willing to remain silent.
“What are we doing at this person’s door!” she snapped at me. 
It’s hard to snap at someone with a whisper, but my mother had no problem doing it. Especially when the subject was Hannah, for whom she had never overcome the initial disdain she demonstrated before the nanny was even able to open her mouth.
I ignored the question and, as Hannah had instructed, I simply opened the bedroom door without as much as a tap to announce our presence.
“Oh fuck!”
As hard as it might be to believe, that exact exclamation came from the mouths of three different people the moment I opened the door and my mother and I looked into Hannah’s room.
It was uttered in shock from me. It was shouted in rage by my mother.
And it was bellowed in some form of lustful, erotic climax from my father who, at that very moment, was standing beside Hannah’s bed with his back to the door, emptying a load of sperm into my nanny. Hannah was on her hands and knees on her bed, facing away from us as well, but positioned to have a perfect view of the doorway in the full-length mirror attached to her closet door.
Hannah was smiling at me.
Of course, that also meant my father had a good view of the doorway too, and when he saw and heard us behind him, he yanked his member out of Hannah and turned around.
I suppose you’d have to give him credit, at his age, for still having the kind of force it took to send even his final spurts of semen several feet into the air, but I wasn’t thinking of giving him any credit at all when I felt something wet hit my arm and looked down to see his firm, wet, six inches of penis pointing in our direction.
To this day, I count it as a miracle that the fact that the first erect cock I’d ever seen and the first sperm I ever felt on my body both belonged to my father didn’t put me into therapy for the rest of my life.
While the resulting battle ensued between my parents, Hannah and I got dressed, gathered our luggage, which we had both already packed for our respective trips the next morning, called a taxi and left for the airport.
Neither of us said so much as a goodbye to my parents. But I don’t think they noticed.


Chapter 
Tom
I originally went to Minnesota A&T to study computer science, with plans to maybe even go to law school at the University of Minnesota someday. 
But almost immediately, I discovered that what I really enjoyed doing was writing. In my second semester there, I signed up for literature and writing courses, and by the start of my sophomore year, I was leaning into journalism as a career, despite knowing that jobs in that dying field were dwindling fast.
That’s when I met Clarissa, or Rissa, as she preferred to be called. She had arrived as a freshman without much of an idea of what she wanted to do with her life. 
More than anything else, she just wanted to get away from home and out from under her parents’ strict rules.
We met the night the fraternity I was already regretting having pledged to the year before threw its annual Halloween “garbage pail” blowout. 
I’m sure you know what I’m talking about. A large garbage pail in the kitchen with a gallon or two of fruit punch in the bottom of it for a base ingredient. 
Then the admission price for every male guest at the party is a bottle of the booze of their choice, which is added to the pail. 
Want a drink? Just grab a plastic beer cup and dip it in the garbage pail. 
Anyway, it was at that party that Rissa and I first were introduced to one another.
I’d broken up with my latest girlfriend, a pretty little blonde with an impressive chest, a week earlier. 
Actually, it’s probably more accurate to say she broke up with me when she made the decision to crawl into bed with one of my frat brothers, instead of coming back to me after getting out of my bed one morning to go get coffee. 
But technically, I was the one who said, “We’re through,” verbally when I walked by his room and saw her riding him reverse cowgirl and looking straight at me through his open door. 
Thus, I get to say I broke up with her.
So it was that I found myself dressed in some stupid costume, drinking heavily, at a Halloween party that I was supposed to be helping to host. 
It’s not that I missed my ex, really, but I was just one of those guys who preferred having a girlfriend over just hooking up with whoever happened to be available. Maybe it was because I had literally never had a girlfriend before coming to A&T. 
Not an official one anyway.
It’s not that I didn’t have some game. Jim and I had both played some youth league hockey during our time together in Blanchard, so I had gained considerable confidence from the way my body had developed and the interest that development drew from the girls who attended our games. 
And then there was whatever you’d call my relationship with Laurie, of course. But I tried hard not to think about that. About her. 
But it was a whole new world at A&T, where I could put my history of relationships behind me and not look back.
I was decent looking and had always had a bit of a self-deprecating sense of humor that people seemed to like, so just getting laid regularly by random girls was easy enough once I got to college, even in the frozen northland. But I was happiest when I had a steady girl. Genuinely caring about someone else and having her care about me just made me feel complete—centered—in a manner I’d found elusive since leaving my Blanchard family behind. 
Sounds corny, perhaps, but that doesn’t make it any less true.
* * *
The great thing about Halloween parties, any guy will tell you, is that it’s the one night each year when every girl in school can get dressed up as slutty looking as she wants without having every other girl calling her a slut behind her back. 
Have you always wanted to know what Suzie’s legs look like, all the way to the top, or whether Samantha’s tits are as incredible as her boyfriend brags about? 
Wait for Halloween. You’re likely to get as good a look as you’ll ever get. 
In retrospect, I should have realized there was something different about Rissa when I was introduced to her that night by Jane Karl, a girl I had briefly dated the previous year. 
Rissa came to the party dressed as Dolly Parton, the old-school country singer with enormous boobs, but there was very little of her own skin showing, other than her face (or what you could see of her face under heavy make-up).
She had clearly gone intentionally overboard with an overstuffed bra under a tight cowgirl shirt, some fake butt cheeks under her tight jeans, and a platinum blonde “big hair” wig over what I would discover was straight dark brown hair. 
I volunteered to get both girls a glass of punch and, by the time I returned, only Rissa was still waiting. 
“Some guy came over and Janey left with him,” she explained. 
I nodded. “Sounds like Jane, alright,” I said, handing Rissa a cup of punch while I poured the rest of my own drink down my throat, tossed the cup in the general direction of a waste can. Then I started in on the cup I’d brought for Jane.
Rissa seemed a little intimidated by her surroundings. 
“I’ve never been to a party like this before,” she mumbled to me as we walked around a bit, watching people dancing, talking and, in some cases, already in pretty heavy make-out mode.
We finally found one open chair in a corner of the main room and I, of course, offered it to her. 
“I could sit on your lap,” she suggested. 
Then, as though she was embarrassed by what she had said, she added, “I mean… you know… because it’s crowded, not because…”
It was cute. 
In fact, she was cute. 
It was a little tough to see exactly what she looked like under the heavy make-up and over-the-top cowgirl costume, but as she tried to backpedal from her suggestion that she sit on my lap, I saw something in her eyes—maybe not really quite a twinkle, but definitely a light that kept drawing my attention.
I didn’t give her a chance to stammer any further as I sat and immediately patted my thigh, inviting her to do just what she had suggested. 
She settled onto my lap as comfortably as a girl wearing foam rubber on her ass possibly could, and I put an arm loosely around her as we chatted about school, common friends, and so on. 
A couple of my frat brothers dutifully followed the bro-code provision that mandates a brother keep bringing full glasses of alcohol to any other brother fortunate enough to be limited in movement by virtue of having a girl on his lap. 
As a result, Rissa and I gradually became better lubricated, and our conversation turned to more intimate subjects.
I learned Rissa wasn’t a virgin (which was no surprise, of course), but that she wasn’t terribly experienced, either. 
Her folks kept her pretty well under their parental thumbs while she was in high school. She dated but didn’t have a steady boyfriend. 
I admitted to her that I had recently broken up with my most recent “steady” and already missed having one, although I was not missing that particular girl so much.
She nodded her head toward a sofa on which, by now, there were already three couples in various stages of the make-out process. 
“Do you ever do that?” she asked.
“What, kiss and make out?” I laughed a bit. “Yes, I’ve done that. You haven’t?”
She gave me a look that said, “You know what I mean.”
Then, perhaps demonstrating a knowledge of general male cluelessness beyond her experience level, she clarified, “No, I mean do that right out there in public where everyone can see you.”
“Yes,” I admitted. 
“I never have,” she said softly, turning briefly to watch the sofa, just as a girl in a Catwoman costume got on her knees and engulfed Batman’s cock. 
“I know I’ve never done that in public,” she added. “I don’t think I ever could.”
I put a finger under her chin and turned her face to me, leaning in to kiss her lips. 
They were incredibly soft and very warm. 
We broke the kiss briefly, and then she reached her arms around my neck and leaned in for another. 
This one was deeper, as she demonstrated well that she wasn’t completely inexperienced at this boy-girl thing.
“Do you live here?” she asked when we came up for air. “I mean… do you have a room?”
I nodded and put my hands on her hips to ease her up off my lap, but I saw a brief look of uncertainty cross her face.
“It’s okay. Let’s go somewhere quieter where we can talk easier,” I offered, taking her hand—and the initiative.
We walked up two levels of stairs to my room, where I unlocked the door and opened it for her. 
It was a typical frat house room. Small, with a single twin bed, but I had at least tidied up a bit before the party, just in case I ended up with company during the evening.
Rissa smiled as I closed the door and locked it. 
Then she readily sat on the edge of the bed with me and didn’t hesitate for a moment when I put my arm around her and leaned in for another kiss.
After several minutes of lip-locking, she let out a deep breath. 
“Wow, it’s warm in here!” she said.
With all the suave of a nineteen-year-old guy at a frat party, I helpfully offered a suggestion. 
“Maybe you’re overdressed?”
She at least had the decency to laugh in a manner that didn’t make me feel too foolish, but she also agreed. 
“Yeah, maybe I’m carrying a few more pounds of costume than I need to be at this point, but I wasn’t really expecting to have to get out of this until I got back to my dorm later,” emphasizing the “this” by squeezing the padding-filled boobs under her shirt.
“What?” I exclaimed. “You mean these aren’t real?” 
I grabbed her “boobs”, then pulled the western-style shirt open in front and started pulling all manner of stuffing from the huge bra. 
“This is false advertising! Get out! How dare you?” I shouted.
After an initial startled reaction, she started laughing along with me. Then we leaned together and kissed some more.
After that, it was only a matter of time before the entirety of our costumes lay scattered across my floor, and we were exploring our naked bodies under the sheet on my bed.
I cupped her smallish breasts in my hands and scraped my fingernails over her nipples, bringing them to full attention.
“I know… they’re kinda tiny. I’m sorry,” she whispered, clearly self-conscious.
“Are they?” I asked, softly. “Let me get a closer look.”
With that, I leaned in and flicked the tip of my tongue over one of her nipples, then kissing it softly, sucking on it, and even scraping my teeth over it. 
Her moans let me know she wasn’t finding the experience unpleasant, so I moved to the other side and repeated the process.
By the time I had given both breasts equal attention, she was grinding against my growing cock and moaning louder. 
I looked up into her face, saying, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. These are perfect.” Then I ran my hands over her breasts and kneaded them to emphasize the point.
With second base now safely secured, I slid my hand down her body to feel my way to third, finally running my fingers over a small patch of fine hair and over warm, bare, and very moist, vaginal outer lips. 
I slipped my fingers down her soaked slit and back up again, slowly learning her folds and, by her reaction, what she liked. 
My middle finger probed inside, and she clamped around it tight, almost immediately having her first orgasm of the night. 
“Oh fuck! Where the fuck did that come from? Holy fucking fuck!” she exclaimed breathlessly.
Rissa hadn’t uttered a curse word of even the most conservative nature during our entire evening of conversation to that point, but clearly, she wasn’t shy about dropping an F-bomb or four in bed. 
I liked that about her immediately.
She saw the amused look on my face and felt the need to apologize, apparently. 
“I’m fucking sorry about the language but, holy fuck I needed that.”
While she was apologizing, I brought my finger, now coated in her juices, to my mouth and began licking it clean.
Her eyes widened. “You don’t mind tasting my… I mean… a girl’s…?”
“It’s called cum, Rissa,” I said. “If you can say, ‘holy fucking fuck,’ you probably should be able to say ‘cum.’”
“Shut up and gimme some,” she answered, pulling my finger into her mouth and sucking it in and out between her lips, her tongue swirling around it as her eyes locked on mine.
My cock, which I thought couldn’t get much harder, twitched and grew stiffer against her thigh. 
This did not go entirely unnoticed by Rissa.
“Speaking of ‘holy fucking fuck’, it feels like somebody wants to fuck, you dirty fucker,” she grinned, emphasizing the F-words for effect.
“I do want to fuck. Do you want to fuck?” I answered, admittedly a bit lamely, but by this time, most of my blood was rushing somewhere other than to my brain.
“I do,” she practically cooed. “In fact, if you don’t fuck me right this fucking minute, I’m going out that door and downstairs fucking naked and I’m going to fuck every fucker down there right in front of their fucking girlfriends!”
She was stroking my cock hard by now, smearing precum over the head and making me barely able to respond on my own behalf.
Once we had the always-awkward, “Let me get a condom,” “No, it’s okay, I’m on the pill, and I’m clean if you are,” “Yes I am,” “Okay, don’t bother with the condom,” exchange, I kissed her again.
“How do you want to… fuck?” I asked.
She pushed me onto my back and positioned the head of my cock at the entrance to her pussy, teasing me—as well as herself, I suppose—by rubbing the head of my prick up and down her slit and against her clit.
“There’s only one way to fuck Dolly Parton,” she said, as she lifted her body up, never looking away from my eyes as she sat straight up. “A cowgirl fuck!”
With that, she slammed her body down hard over my cock and let out a loud yelp. 
I was hopelessly in love, if not immediately, then at least long before her vise-like vaginal muscles milked my cock of every drop of semen my balls could generate.
I knew from that point on that there was nothing I wouldn’t do to make Rissa happy.


Chapter 3
Rissa
I got to Minneapolis a couple of days before Janey did that fall. I had some freshman orientation things to go through before classes got started.
It had taken some string-pulling, but we had managed to be able to room together and, from the start, it was like the past year apart had never happened. We were right back to being best friends, and she couldn’t wait to show me around.
The first place she took me, though, was the student health center.
“You are going on birth control,” she told me, with a tone that made it clear there was not going to be room for debate.
Not that I was inclined to disagree.
While we explored campus and a couple of the local hangouts, I told her about my year with Hannah, and she told me about some of the guys she had dated. And by “dated,” I mostly mean “slept with.” Then again, even the “slept” part of that is a stretch.
Outside of a few parties to get the school year going, though, I didn’t go out much. The classes were tougher than anything I had taken in high school. I was never a great student in the first place, so I was having to focus on learning how to really study just to keep from flunking out in the first semester.
Knowing what I had—or didn’t have—to go home to if I flunked out was all the motivation I needed to keep myself from becoming too distracted by the opportunities for social interaction I was supposed to be enjoying in that new, parent-free environment.
Janey tried to fix me up, and I agreed to go on double dates a couple of times with her and whatever new guys she had connected with. 
Overall, though, between the classwork and simply not being impressed at all with the guys Janey was lining me up with, I was feeling pretty disappointed with how the whole sexual freedom thing was going.
About halfway through October, Janey was becoming impatient with me. 
As we ate lunch one Saturday, she finally threatened to cut me off if I didn’t get laid by a guy by the end of the month. 
I laughed.
“I’m serious!” she shot back. “If you don’t get a cock in that pussy of yours, you can forget about me being the one to get you off anymore.”
“Hey, just because you’re a slut, it doesn’t mean I have to be!” I tried to object, while keeping it light. “Besides, the guys around here are just… ugh. It’s like the whole school is full of high school sophomores.”
She sighed. “Yeah, the pickings this year do seem pretty slim. I can’t argue there.”
Then her eyebrows went up, and she leaned across the table and whispered, “What about him?”
She nodded toward a guy sitting alone at a table along the wall, pounding away at his laptop keyboard.
“He looks okay,” I said.
And he did. Not an, “Oh my God, he’s so beautiful, I must bear his children!” kind of guy, but nice longish brown hair that had that casual mussed-but-not-sloppy look, a strong chin, dark eyes. It looked like he could use a shave, but at least that meant he was mature enough to shave.
“I went out with him a few times last year,” Janey said. “His name is Tom, and he really is a great guy.”
I just nodded and stole another look at him.
“And he has a nice cock!” she giggled.
I almost spit my coffee out of my mouth at that, but recovered enough to ask, “So, what’s wrong with him?”
“Nothing! He was sweet to me, and we had a lot of fun together for a while.”
“And you broke up… why?” I asked, trying not to turn the conversation into an interrogation.
“We didn’t really break up, because we were never really going together,” she said. “It was mostly kind of a ‘friends with benefits’ thing… at least for me. He wanted to be more than that and, you know me, I’m not going to get serious with any guy.”
“But you think I should?” I asked.
“No! You absolutely shouldn’t,” she immediately answered. “But I heard he just caught his girlfriend cheating on him, so he might not be looking for anything serious right now either.”
“So, I’d be rebound-girl,” I stated, more than asked. “I guess I can live with that.”
She told me a bit more about him—apparently, he’d grown up in a series of foster homes—and when he stood up to leave, he was a bit taller than I had thought he was when he was sitting. He was well over six feet tall, certainly, and had a nice chest. 
He saw Janey and smiled at her as he walked out, but I could tell he never even glanced at me.
“You could have stopped him and introduced us!” I growled at her.
“No, not the right place. We need to do this right.” 
She paused and I could almost see the gears turning in her head.
“Halloween,” she finally said. “His frat has a Halloween party every year. He has to be there. We’ll go and I’ll introduce you then.”
“Okay, but you have to give me some slack on that ‘sex by the end of the month’ stuff, then,” I said. “You can’t make me sleep with him that night.”
“No, I can’t,” she agreed. “But I can tell you not to come back to our room that night and expect me to give you what you could have gotten from Tom.”
Then she laughed and stood up, dragging me out the door before I could object any further.
Tom had only gotten about half a block away by the time we walked out, and I couldn’t keep my eyes from following him and noticing that he filled out the back side of his jeans nicely. Really nicely.
Janey saw where I was looking and just laughed, pulling me away in the other direction.

* * *

I buried myself in the books for the next couple of weeks and Halloween kind of snuck up on me. Despite regular nagging from Janey, I never got around to doing anything about putting together a sexy costume to wear that might make Janey’s job of pimping me out to Tom a little easier.
When we were ready to head to the party Halloween night, Janey was dressed in her sexy vampire costume and was unimpressed with my Dolly Parton outfit.
“What the hell is that?” she gasped. “I’m trying to get you laid, and you aren’t even going to show an ankle, much less your boobs or your butt?”
“Showing my boobs wouldn’t help, Janey,” I countered. But she wasn’t having any of that excuse.
“I’m not much bigger, but these girls have seen plenty of action!” she said, cupping her boobs in her hands. “You need to get over the ‘Oh poor me, I’m too flat’ crap, girl.”
Then she just laughed and shook her head.
“Okay, it’s too late to change now. Let’s go,” she said. “I guess you do look pretty hot with those big boobs, even if they aren’t real. Maybe Tom will be willing to dig through the Kleenex to get to the real thing.”
“It’s not Kleenex,” I explained. “I ripped open a pillow and used the stuff from inside.”
She just laughed louder.
“Okay, ‘Dolly’, let’s get you some play,” she said, and before I could even ask if people really still said that kind of thing, she was leading me out the door.

* * *

It took us a little while to find Tom once we were at the frat house, and we started to think maybe he had blown off the party. One of his frat brothers even told Janey he wasn’t sure Tom was there.
Eventually, though, Janey spotted him off by himself in a corner near the kitchen. He was wearing some kind of robe over a T-shirt and jeans. I wasn’t sure what the costume was supposed to be, but he obviously hadn’t put a lot of effort into it.
“Okay, I’ll introduce you and ask him to get us a couple of drinks, then you’re on your own!” Janey told me. “I’ve got a Union officer waiting with a saber I’m hoping he’ll use on me!”
I laughed at her joke but couldn’t hide my nervousness. I had never been on a real date with a boy, and here I was supposed to—do what, exactly? Seduce this guy? Hope he seduces me?
I wanted to throw up.
“You can do this, Rissa.” Janey was looking into my face now and speaking softly. “You’re so beautiful. Tom is going to take good care of you.”
I nodded. “You’re right. I can do this. I will do this.”
I took a breath and stared into her eyes, adding, “He’s mine tonight. The next time you see me, Janey, I’ll have his cum inside me.”
She grinned and said, “Ohhh sweetie, you make me so hot when you talk like that. Tom will love it too.”
Then we casually worked our way over to where Tom was standing and, as she promised, she introduced me as her friend from high school who was just starting my first year of college.
He was pleasant enough, but I could tell he wasn’t really into the conversation. 
In fact, when Janey asked if he would mind getting us some drinks, he obviously didn’t even hear the request. His eyes were scanning the crowd, probably ogling the not-even-half-dressed girls that I now saw as my competition for his attention.
Then, just seconds after she asked for drinks and got ignored, he spoke up.
“Hey, you girls need drinks! Let me go get a couple for you.”
“That would be great! Thanks!” I answered.
As he turned, Janey and I looked at one another and laughed.
“I’m sorry, Rissa, this is going to be harder than I thought,” she said with an exaggerated frown.
“Nope. I’m doing this,” I said, hopefully sounding more confident than I was really feeling. “He’s mine tonight, so get out of here bitch, and go get ‘sabered’ or something.”
We air-kissed so we wouldn’t wreck the red lipstick we were both wearing, then Janey moved off into one of the crowded front rooms, while I waited for Tom to return with the drinks.
It didn’t take too long, which was good because my resolve started to fade the moment Janey walked away.
I explained to Tom that Janey had met a guy, and Tom just shrugged, not sounding too surprised. He finished his drink and started on the one he brought for her. I took one sip of mine and almost choked.
“What’s in this stuff? I asked.
“Name something, it’s probably in there.” He smiled as he explained something about how the punch was made in a garbage can full of different liquor. 
I decided it tasted like paint thinner and was undoubtedly intended to make the female guests drop whatever remaining inhibitions they had, even after showing up at a frat party already half-naked. 
Considering it was the first time alcohol had touched my lips, drinking that stuff was probably not exercising good judgement. My mother would be so disappointed. 
That realization caused me to grin to myself and take a couple of big gulps from the large red plastic cup.
Again, he smiled at the face I made.
I liked his smile.
Before he could make an excuse to leave me by myself, I suggested we find a place to sit. He agreed, and we made our way around one of the rooms. 
I spotted a couple of open chairs next to one another on one side of the room and a single untaken chair on the other side. I guided us toward the single.
“Maybe I could sit on your lap?” I asked. It sounded more confident in my head than it did coming out of my mouth. Then I made things worse by starting to panic and trying to backtrack, saying something stupid about how I didn’t mean anything by that. Ugh.
Again, he showed me that smile as he sat down and pulled me onto his lap. It was a little forceful, I thought, but then he had obviously been drinking more than I had.
Once seated on his lap, I realized two things. People in that room were doing things I had never seen done in public before, and it had been a really bad idea to put foam rubber fake butt cheeks in my jeans.
The more I watched the excessive making out that was going on, the hornier I got.
I waited what seemed like forever for Tom to make a move on me. Wasn’t what the others were doing making him feel like at least kissing me? Did he think I was ugly?
He just kept yammering about his friends and hockey the book he was reading and his classes and blah blah blah. 
Finally, I asked if he had a lot of girlfriends, hoping at least he’d take the hint and we could move on to something sexually related. 
It sort of worked, but then he asked if I was a virgin.
It wasn’t a question I really wanted to answer, but at least we were getting on to something sexual. 
“No, but my parents were really strict, and I didn’t get to date much,” I told him. “That was a big reason for me going to college so far away from them.”
I even pointed out the couples making out on a couch near us and asked if he ever did that.
He answered like I was stupid for even asking because, of course, everyone did that stuff, right?
Again, I panicked a little, just looking at him and not really knowing what to say. I finally tried to cover up my blunder by claiming I was really asking whether he made out like that in public.
He admitted he did, naturally, and I just wanted him to take me right there. What was he waiting for?
I told him I didn’t think I could do that in public, but I lied. I was so horny right then. I told myself I’d let him have sex with me right there in front of his friends if that’s what he wanted to do.
I’d no more had those thoughts pass through my mind before one of the girls on the couch got on her knees and started sucking on the penis of the guy she was with.
“I know I couldn’t do that in public,” I told him. Was I telling the truth? Was I lying? I honestly didn’t know, myself, but the thought did cross through my head that, if Tom didn’t make a move soon, I’d go over and help the girl on her knees work over the cock of the boy in the Batman costume.
It occurred to me that it was only the second real penis I’d ever seen. My father’s and some guy getting a blowjob at a party. I was done waiting.
I turned and kissed Tom on the lips, trying not to betray how needy I really was.
In the middle of it, it dawned on me that it was the first time I’d kissed a boy. It was different from Janey or Hannah or any of the other girls back home I had kissed. 
And just like that, the kiss was over, and he was leaning back away from me.
I knew it was now or never.
I put my arms around his neck and went in for another kiss. This time I gave it everything I had learned from Janey and Hannah. If he didn’t like this one, then fuck it—I’d go throw Catwoman out of the way and hop on Batman’s naked lap.
He kissed me back. It was wonderful.
When the kiss broke, I asked him to take me to his room. I don’t recall exactly what I said. It might have been, “Take me somewhere and fuck me!” because that’s what I was thinking, but I hope I just asked if there was somewhere we could be alone.
As I stood up, everything hit me. What I was about to do. The fact that, thanks to his friends continuing to bring us drinks, I was absolutely well on my way to being drunk. I hesitated.
Then, for the first time, Tom took command. 
“Let’s go somewhere quieter where we can talk,” he suggested.
And he led me away, up some stairs, and into a bedroom. I was in a boy’s bedroom. A man’s bedroom, I supposed. 
He closed and locked his door.
My head was swimming, and I know we kissed again, and then we were joking about my stupid costume. He was cute. He was funny—even charming in an intoxicated way. 
And by the time I was done thinking about how charming he was, we were naked, under a sheet and kissing with our bodies pressed together.
He played with my breasts, which immediately made me self-conscious because of their small size. He kissed and licked them in a different way than the girls I had been with had. A little forceful, maybe even rough. But I liked it.
Then I felt his fingers probing between my vaginal lips and almost immediately I had several orgasms. 
I had always cum quickly, but I didn’t expect this, and apparently I let a few F-words escape in the process because Tom started kidding me about the language. 
I was embarrassed, but then we laughed about it, using “fuck” in every sentence.
Then we stopped talking about fucking—and got down to doing some fucking.
All of my doubts disappeared, and I got on top of him and shoved myself down on his cock.
I know I cried out in pain. I didn’t have a hymen anymore, so I didn’t think it would hurt, but it did.
Reflecting later, I would realize that Tom’s penis was much larger than the dildo Janey had used in me, and by dropping down on him the way I did, it smacked right up against my cervix.
I knew one thing for certain though. I was finally being fucked by a member of the male gender, and I was not going to let a little pain stop me.
I placed my hands on his broad shoulders and began to rock forward and back, then I rose up and down. Then I writhed and ground down on him and I started to cum—little orgasms at first, but they grew and they grew until I could feel my inner walls clamp down around him in the most intense manner I could have possibly imagined.
I don’t know what I was screaming out, but when I felt him inject his sperm into me, I lost all control of my senses. I may have even passed out. I really don’t remember.
I do know I spent the night with him. In his bed.
If they call a girl who sleeps with a guy on the first date a slut, what do they call a girl who fucks a guy before they even have a date… before she’s ever had an official date with a boy in her life?
Whatever it is, that’s what I was now.
I got up in the morning before Tom was awake, put on my oversized shirt and jeans, found a plastic bag in his room to put the blonde wig in that I’d worn the night before. Then I walked out of his room.
There’s a reason they call it the “walk of shame.” There are few things more humiliating to a girl who has just had her first real fuck than to have to walk through a frat house the next morning with every guy there knowing what she had been doing, and with whom.
It was degrading. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment as I felt their eyes on me.
And I loved every second of it.


Chapter 
Tom
I knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life making Rissa happy after we spent our first night together that Halloween. Sound crazy? I understand. It probably was. But I was smitten.
Rissa, however, wasn’t quite sure she was ready to get serious with one guy so soon after escaping her control-freak parents. 
She was only a couple of months into her freedom and wanted to see what this big, liberating world was all about—or at least what the corner of the world consisting of the A&T campus and the small city surrounding it were all about, anyway.
It was tough for me, I won’t deny it. But I understood where she was coming from.
I’d already had a rather long and, at times, unconventional sex life—at least for a guy who hadn’t quite turned twenty yet. 
I’d been having sex for over three years and had already lost track of how many girls I’d swapped bodily fluids of some sort with. 
And I didn’t just sit around waiting for Rissa to decide she was available to me. I may not have been dating as actively as I’d done my first year at school, but that wasn’t just because of the feelings I had for Rissa.
I hadn’t heard anything from anyone back in Blanchard in over two months. And I’d been thinking about reaching out to them. 
I hadn’t seen a ton of activity on any of their social media accounts that fall, and I couldn’t help but wonder what that meant. If it meant anything at all. After all, Jim had never been particularly active online. But both girls had regularly posted the kinds of videos and other stuff that teenaged girls find interesting or amusing. But those posts had been fewer in number recently.
So I did something I had steadfastly resisted doing ever since that disastrous Spring Break trip to Blanchard. I brought the Lucy’s Juice Bar website up on my laptop. Then I clicked on the “Pictures” tab on the menu that ran across the top of the page.
I shouldn’t have done that. I really shouldn’t have done that. I did not need to see photographic evidence that Carrie and Laurie were no longer just serving “juice orders” to customers but were now dancing on stage.
Immediately, I sent a text to Jim.
“You’re letting them DANCE there now?”
“Thought you didn’t give a shit about us anymore,” he responded.
“Obviously you don’t give a shit about them either!” I shot back.
“NOYB, but I told them to quit dancing or I’m out. Lou has contacts in Kansas City. May move there.”
“You’re just going to leave them alone there?!!!”
“U lecturing me bout leaving? MYOB frat boy.”
By the time I formulated a response to that and sent it, Jim had blocked my number.
Ten minutes later, I was on a stool at a dive bar some of us would go to when we wanted to shoot some pool and drink cheap beer without running much risk of a bartender asking to see an ID.
I was still there maybe an hour later when I heard, “You okay, Tom?” from beside me. I turned as Jane Karl sat on the stool beside me.
“Yeah,” I said, turning to get the bartender’s attention and indicating I’d take another Grain Belt.
“Alright,” she replied. “I’ll leave you alone.”
She stood, but before she walked away, Jane added, “Rissa just needs to experiment more, like you and I did. You have to be patient.”
“Yeah, I know,” I mumbled.
“Good,” she answered. Then she said something that surprised me. “Call me if you ever want to talk, Tom. Or just need some company.”
I turned to look at her. She was still one of the flat-out prettiest girls on campus. Not some gorgeous cheerleader supermodel type, but pretty in that Nordic girl-next-door way some girls can pull off without even needing makeup. Especially when she smiled like she was then.
“Thanks,” I said. “Maybe I will. And… um… tell Rissa I said hi, okay?”
Her smile became sadder at that, but she nodded before turning to walk away.


Chapter
Rissa
I didn’t go home to Jacksonville for Thanksgiving that fall. My parents weren’t happy about that, but I genuinely couldn’t fathom why. We had barely spoken since the drama that unfolded on the last night of the summer before I left for Minnesota.
I didn’t expect to get any reaction from them at all when I called to tell them I planned to stay at school, so when my mother asked me why I wasn’t coming home, I didn’t even have a lie prepared to give her.
I finally found the words to tell her, “I’m a little behind in a couple of classes,” but that just made me wish I’d prepared something else—something that wouldn’t get me a ten minute lecture about not partying so much that I let my grades slip, wrapping up with a warning that they would not support me if I flunked out.
After that experience, I really regretted the conversation I knew I’d have to endure when I called home to discuss Christmas and New Year’s holiday plans.
As much as I hated the thought of spending two weeks virtually locked in a house with my parents with no hope of escape, I knew I had no choice. The college required everyone living in the dorms to vacate over the break.
So imagine my shock when I heard my mother say, “You’ll have to find somewhere else to stay. Your father and I are taking a cruise over the holidays.”
A cruise? Really? That sounded fun, but my parents didn’t do “fun.”
I think I was still in shock when I related the conversation to Janey. She was excited though. 
“Great! You can go with us!” she shouted.
“What are you and your family doing again?” I asked her.
I knew she’d told me, but I’ll be honest. As much as I loved Janey, it really got a little old (not to mention depressing) always hearing about how wonderful her family was and how much fun they always had whenever they got together. So sometimes when she would start to tell me something, I’d tune her out a little.
I could remember she wasn’t going home for the holidays because the family was going to take a vacation of some kind together. I thought I recalled that Janey wasn’t real thrilled about the plans though.
“Some kind of ski resort in Wisconsin,” she reminded me, but her tone once again reflected a lack of enthusiasm. I could understand that now.
We’d had our first measurable snow fall in St. Mark on October 17th, and we hadn’t seen so much as a patch of ground without snow cover since before two weeks before Thanksgiving.
“More snow. Lucky you,” I replied.
That earned a chuckle and then a grin. “No. Lucky us! You have to go somewhere, right? Can’t stay here. So you might as well come skiing with us!”
“I don’t ski.”
“That’s what ski instructors are for, Rissa,” she replied, grinning even more. “Hunky ski instructors that prey on poor innocent college girls who show up at the resort in need of their… help. I hear they’re often willing to trade personal lessons for… other services.”
“You really think you’re going to get laid by ski instructors on a vacation with your parents?” I asked.
“No, I don’t think so. I know so. We both will,” she responded firmly. “Come on. We did the holiday vacation at this place a couple of years ago. I think I was a junior. I’m not sure. But it was very educational! I learned a lot from one of those instructors!”
She wiggled her eyebrows at me and added, “He taught me to ski a little too!”
“You’ve been skiing since you were what, five years old?” I replied, and that just made her laugh.
“Well, I may not have told him that. Not right away.”
“Are you sure it’ll be okay if I tag along?” I asked. “Is your sister going to be there?”
“It’ll be fine! I already told them I was going to ask you… just to give you an option if you decided you didn’t want to go home,” she told me. “And no, Liza and her husband won’t be there. She’s eight months pregnant, so she’s not leaving the St. Louis area until she has that kid.”
“That’s too bad,” I said. I knew Janey missed her older sister. They were four years apart, but they had always been very close.
“So you’ll come, right?” she asked. “I can call daddy and tell him to make sure we have rooms for all of us?”
“It’s kind of late to add to a reservation less than two weeks away, isn’t it?” I answered.
“He’ll figure it out. He always does,” she assured me. “And if not, you and I can share a room.”
“You weren’t going to be sharing a room… like a suite or something… with your mom and dad?” I asked.
“Oh no,” she laughed. “It’s been years since they wanted Liza or me around to spoil their ‘fun time’ on vacations. We’ll all get together at least once a day to go out to eat, and maybe even touch base during the day if there’s something we all want to do, but we’ll be on our own to explore entertainment options in the evenings.”
By then, she was showing me the same grin she had earlier when she was telling me about her ski instructor experience back when we were in high school.
I just shook my head and laughed. “Okay. I’m in.”

**

“I saw Tom Brookings at Skol last night,” Janey told me while we had dinner the next night at our dorm’s cafeteria.
“Oh, yeah?” I said, trying not to sound too excited. I hadn’t seen Tom since before Thanksgiving. “Did you talk to him? How is he?”
“He didn’t look great, to be honest,” she answered. “He was just sitting at the bar putting down one beer after another.”
I sighed. “Wait… was yesterday his birthday?” I groaned.
“I don’t think so. It was the last week of November, wasn’t it?” she replied. “I don’t really remember. He didn’t say anything about it last night anyway.”
Our conversation moved on then to other subjects, but part of my mind remained focused on Tom.
He and I had started dating regularly after that Halloween party, and Janey was right, he was a terrific guy. With every minute I spent with him, I liked him more. 
The way his finger caressed my palm when we held hands. The way I just melted into his strong arms, and the way I felt so safe whenever he held me.
But just as she had warned me about, almost immediately Tom and I fell into a “girlfriend/boyfriend” pattern, and Janey was quick to point it out to me.
It wasn’t just Tom who seemed to be falling for me. I knew I was already in love with him too. He was everything a girl could want.
Then, the day after the phone call where my parents had expressed their disapproval of my Thanksgiving plans, I probably took my sour mood out on Tom. I made it clear that I wasn’t ready for a “relationship.” I gave him all the reasons Janey had given me. I was too young. I had been too sheltered. I needed to experience other things. 
He took that to mean “other men” and, honestly, he was right. That is what it meant.
I hadn’t really planned to do it that night, but I did. I gave him the “we need to see other people” speech. I got the distinct impression that he was familiar with it. He had heard it before.
“Let’s call him,” I heard Janey say, pulling me from my memories of how I had ended things with Tom. “We’ll see if he’d like some company tonight.”
I wasn’t sure if she meant what I thought she might be meaning. After all, while we had kidded around about someday getting drunk and pulling Tom into bed with both of us, there was something about the way she talked about it that made me doubt she was altogether joking.
I looked into her baby blue eyes. “Okay. Call him.”


Chapter
Tom
“I think I’m just going to hang out here. I should probably be studying,” I told Jane Karl when she called the day after I’d seen her at the bar. She asked me what I had for plans that night.
It was a Friday night, the week before Final Exams Week. 
“Try another answer,” she chirped. “You aren’t going to study tonight. Meet me at Skol around seven. We’ll have a beer and play some pool. Bring your stick.”
And, yes, her tone of voice with that last sentence clearly communicated that she was not referring to a cue stick. That made me chuckle at least.
“I never leave home without my stick,” I told her. 
“Good. Because we’re going to make sure you put it to good use tonight,” she replied.
Then she hung up, leaving me thinking, “Wait. Did she say ‘we’?”

**

That question was still rattling around my brain when I walked into the bar, but it didn’t take long to resolve it.
I saw Jane and Rissa at one of the booths near the three pool tables at the back of the bar. They had two bottles of Michelob Ultra in front of them and a bottle of Grain Belt sitting in the middle of the table.
Before I could even say anything, Rissa slid out of the booth and stood up. She wrapped her arms around my waist and said, “I never meant to hurt you, Tom. I am so sorry. I was having a bad day, and I took it out on you.”
I couldn’t even accept her apology before she lifted her face to mine and kissed me deep. Very deep. “Sucking my tongue into her mouth” deep.
“Forgive me?” she asked, smiling just a little after our lips parted.
“Yeah,” I managed to utter.
“You caved too quickly, Tom,” Jane said, still sitting. “She was just telling me how she was willing to do more than just on your tongue to earn your forgiveness.”
“Is it too late to change my mind?” I asked, turning to Rissa again.
She just laughed and said, “Grab your beer. The middle table is open. Let’s play pool.”

**

“Cutthroat. First to win three games wins,” Jane announced as I racked the balls and Rissa was selecting her cue.
“Wins what?” I asked.
Jane didn’t answer right away. She also was looking over the stick options until she found one she liked, but she and Rissa exchanged a look. I saw Rissa smile slightly and nod.
“We all have our first final exams Monday morning, right?” Jane replied as I chalked my cue. “So I suppose we should all spend Sunday hitting the books. But we don’t have to worry about for another…” 
She stopped and looked at the clock on the wall. It was 7:48.
“… thirty six hours. So, first to win three games decides how we spend that time. Everything about it. What we do. Where we do it. Whether we all participate in each activity during that time, or… take turns. And what, if anything, we each wear while we’re doing whatever we do. Agreed?”
My jaw had barely had time to drop before I heard Rissa say, “Agreed. How about you, Tom?”
“Sounds good to me,” I finally said.
Jane laughed and said, “We thought it might.”
 







* * * This would be the point to insert an arc whereby Janey’s father buys a house for the girls to move into and where Tom moves in as well. The start of a harem? But nobody exclusive with any of the others.

Over the next year or so, we dated casually during any stretch where I wasn’t in a steady relationship with anyone. 
By “dating casually,” I mean we would grab some food and fuck like animals a couple of nights a week.
By my junior year, I’d tired of the frat scene and had moved into a small Dinkytown apartment near the bars and restaurants that served as a target-rich environment whenever I found myself in need of a new girlfriend. It was not an infrequent occurrence for me during my last couple of years at the U.
One day, toward the end of my senior year, Rissa called me and asked if I was busy the following Friday. 
It was unusual, because she was dating some guy regularly and I had a girl I was getting pretty into, so we hadn’t had sex together in at least a couple of months.
“Did you break up with what’s-his-face?” I asked. 
“No! And his name is David. I just have something I want to show you, okay? Please. It’s important.”
“Okay, Cathy is going home for the weekend,” I said. “I can get together Friday night, but it has to be at my apartment. I don’t want one of Cathy’s friends seeing us together and telling her I was cheating on her.”
“Pussywhipped, much?” she asked, but I could hear the laugh too.
“Fuck you,” I responded. Quick with the witty retort, as always.
“Uh uh. Only David gets to fuck me, asshole. Deal with it!”
Yes, Rissa had gotten over her “I only swear during sex” phase.
“My place, eight o’clock Friday, bitch.”
“See ya then!” I heard, and then the phone clicked.

* * *

I was watching television when my apartment door opened about ten after eight that Friday. 
Rissa had assumed in-and-out privileges at my apartment during one of our fuck-buddy periods and after that, even when we started dating others, she just assumed it was okay to barge in whenever she felt like it. 
In her defense, if I hadn’t wanted her to continue doing so, I’d had plenty of opportunities to correct the behavior. And I hadn’t done so. 
Of course, this led to occasional awkward incidents when she would walk in while I was in some state of sexual activity with another girl. 
Rissa would usually just pipe up with some version of, “Don’t mind me, I’ll just watch until you’re done.”
Yes, some of my girlfriends found this uncomfortable. 
Since I showed no inclination toward setting limits on Rissa’s access to the apartment, those relationships tended to end on or before the second time she came in to find us screwing.
Some girls tolerated it, and there was one who even found it hot and would start fucking me with an intensity she rarely demonstrated when we were alone together. 
Whether it was showing off, marking her territory or just being incredibly turned on by having Rissa watch us, it didn’t matter to me. I just enjoyed the experience for as long as it lasted.
Rissa walked in more quietly than usual on this particular Friday, mumbling a quick “Hi,” and tossing her coat over a chair.
“Hiya Rissa. What’s up?” I asked, looking up from my laptop computer screen.
“I have something I want to… show you,” she said, with a timidity that was no longer the norm between us. 
She still got shy at times—especially around people she didn’t know, or when she was nervous—but she hadn’t had a reason to be nervous alone with me since the Halloween night I’d pumped a load into “Dolly Parton.”
“Okayyy,” I said, cautiously, trying to read her.
“Can I sit on your lap?” she asked, with her eyes looking at the floor.
Again, odd behavior since she had not only assumed I had an open-door policy toward her with regard to my apartment, but it was also perfectly normal for her to plop onto my lap in almost any circumstance, private or public.
This too was occasionally a cause of some contention with my girlfriends and, for that matter, with some of her boyfriends, but those relationships didn’t seem to last long for either of us. 
In any event, whenever we were alone together, she was on my lap more often than not, so her behavior now was starting to bug the hell out of me.
“Yes, of course. Come here!” I said, reaching for her hand and pulling her to my lap. “What’s going on?”
“Can I kiss you?” she asked, her face turned away from me so I couldn’t look into her eyes for clues to her behavior.
That question was at least a little more understandable. 
We didn’t typically even kiss one another when we were in relationships with others. 
With us, a kiss usually led to much more.
The speediest professional players in Major League Baseball can run from first base, around second and third, all the way to home in just over ten seconds. 
Rissa and I typically covered that “first base to safe at home” thing in a similar amount of time, so we had learned that it was usually best to draw the line at “no kissing” if we really wanted to avoid seeing things through to the inevitable end.
I knew something was different that night, though, so I agreed. 
“Yes, you can kiss me.”
She turned, smiling at me, and leaned in, pressing her lips to mine. 
The kiss didn’t stop there, of course (it never did, with us) and a moment later she slipped her tongue into my mouth.
That’s when my eyes popped open, and I noticed her eyes were open and twinkling at me too.
“Do you like it?!” she almost squealed, then stuck her tongue out at me to show me the metal stud in the middle of it. 
“I just got it done this week, and I wanted you to be the first guy I kissed with it!”
I laughed, finally understanding all the mystery. 
“Yes, I love it.”
She giggled like a little schoolgirl and ran her piercing over her lips and my lips and my nose and my chin and just about anything else she could find to lick on or near my face. 
It was like she had a new toy and just needed to play with it however she could.
“What’s-his-face is going to really like it,” I said, deliberately using the term for her boyfriend that I knew she hated.
“David will love it!” she sneered back at me.  Then she shrugged and said, “He didn’t want me to get it, but… I wanted it, so I got it.””
“Where’s he at? How come you aren’t sticking your tongue into his mouth tonight instead of mine?” I asked, with a teasing tone that didn’t quite betray how much it bothered me that she had someone else to share that piercing with.
“His little sister is visiting for the weekend. She’s checking out the campus to see if she wants to go to school here, so she’s spending the weekend at his place,” she explained matter-of-factly. “But I wanted you to be the first to… you know… feel it.”
My cock stiffened under her ass and there was no way she didn’t notice it, but by this time, Rissa was used to me getting hard under her whenever something in our surroundings was the least bit arousing while she happened to be on my lap. 
Similarly, I was accustomed to the way her little nipples hardened into stiff pebbles that looked like they were trying to poke through whatever shirt she happened to be wearing when she became a little excited while I was with her. 
Chemistry is chemistry, after all, and neither of us bothered to deny it, even if we didn’t acknowledge it outwardly in these situations.
So, there we sat. My bulge pressing up against her and her nipples poking visibly through her T-shirt.
“Well, I appreciate that I got your first kiss, Rissa. Thank you,” I said sincerely.
Then, before the moment could get too serious, I added, “I’m sure David will enjoy being the first to experience that piercing in other ways.” 
I slipped my finger between her lips to emphasize my meaning.
She took advantage of that opportunity to try out her new jewelry on something new, running her tongue around my finger and moaning much louder than the situation required, just to tease me.
I pulled the wet finger out of her mouth and wiped the saliva on her cheek.
“Maybe he will,” she said. “We’re supposed to go out tomorrow night so I can meet his sister. 
“But who knows,” she added, with a smirk, “I’ve seen his sister’s picture. She’s cute, so maybe she will be the first to feel it ‘down there.’” 
We both laughed at that. 
I knew Rissa experimented with girls at times, but she wasn’t into them the way she was guys. 
Still, the image of her possibly doing a threesome with David and his sister was going to provide me with fantasy material later that night, for sure.
“Where did you just go?” I heard her ask, pulling me back from my thoughts.
“Oh, nowhere. Sorry,” I said. “I was just thinking. I kind of can’t wait until we’re both ‘free of relationships’ again.”
“Ohhh you were, hmmm?” she purred. 
Rissa had flirting down to a science. She could tease with the best of them.
“You think you might like to feel this,” she began, leaning to my neck and running the stud over my ear, “down… here?” she finished, grinding her ass down against the bulge in my jeans.
“Uh huh,” I answered cleverly.
“Tom, I have a confession to make,” she whispered softly. “I didn’t come here just to have you be the first to feel my piercing in a kiss.”
“No?” I whispered back—barely.
“No. I want you… my best friend… the guy I love… the guy I know I will always love… the guy who owns my heart… the guy who will one day own my body to do with whatever you please… to be the first to feel my new jewelry on his fucking cock.”
I almost got my “Ohhhh fuck” out of my mouth before she was plunging her tongue back between my lips and turning to start feverishly pulling my jeans apart and down my legs.
When she had me naked from the waist down, she didn’t wait for me to have time to come up with reasons why we shouldn’t do this. 
She started running her tongue all over my cock and balls. 
She even made me lean back far enough that she could work her piercing against my anus, something that was definitely not yet part of our normal sexual routines.
Then she took my cock between her lips and worked me up and down, swirling her piercing around the shaft and cockhead inside her mouth.
“Oh fuck that feels good, baby,” I moaned—over and over again.
“Cum for me, please?” she begged. “I want your cum to baptize my new toy. Use my mouth as a cunt and cover my tongue with your cum!”
She buried her face more than halfway down over my cock again, then pulled back and sucked on the head while her hand pumped on the shaft.
Then her eyes looked up into mine and I lost all control—growling and pumping—spraying my seed into her mouth. 
When I had no more to give her, she pulled her mouth off my cock, looked up at me and opened her mouth to show me the cum coating her tongue and pooled directly around the piercing. 
She closed her mouth and swallowed, showing me her empty cavity when she was done.
She crawled back onto my lap and put her arms around my neck, then leaned in to share a deeper kiss, letting me taste myself in her mouth.
“Are you going to tell Cathy about this?” she asked when our lips finally parted.
“Who is Cathy?” I asked.
I knew my time with Cathy had just come to a conclusion. All that was left to do was to tell her. 
Breaking up with a girl was never fun, but I was getting good at it with experience.
When Rissa and I were done, she stood and walked to the chair where she had dropped her coat. Putting it on, she turned and smiled at me.
“I love you. You know that, right?” she asked, and I nodded.
“Yeah,” I barely choked out. What more could I say, anyway?
“But you know I’m going to fuck David tomorrow, right?” 
Again, I nodded.
“Maybe we’ll send his sister over to see you,” she teased, then opened the door and walked out.
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