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Sally.


Beautiful...


She was
simply the most beautiful thing I had ever laid my eyes on... she owned me...
my heart, my breath and my life.  Summer
giggled as I sprayed her hair with the glitter hairspray.


“That
tastes funny!” Summer spat, then grinned, showing the gap where her two front
teeth had once been, but had recently been pushed out by a barely emerging new
set of teeth.


“So, close
your mouth and stop trying to eat it!” I laughed back at her, giving her a
light slap on her bottom.


A cheeky
grin spread across her face and she gave me ‘that look’; a look that melted my
insides every time.


Summer is
my sister, she’s six.  At ten years old,
I am four years older than her, but I might as well be twenty years older than
her.  She’s mine; has been mine since our
crack whore mother walked back in the door of our dilapidated, two bedroom,
dive of an apartment; after leaving me alone for a week to fend for
myself.  I named her, I dressed her, I
fed her, I begged for money for her, and I stole for her.  All her needs have always and will always be
taken care of by me, while our ‘mother’ takes care of herself with her
disgusting men, booze and drugs.


Purple
suits her.  Mrs. Prince, one floor down,
collects material.  All sorts of
material, and she has been doing it since material was practically invented, I
mean she’s got to be like a hundred years old. 
She’s got to have hoarded bear skins and stuff like that too, from a
time before material was invented, but I don’t like to dig too far into her
stash.  Mrs. Prince doesn’t tolerate
children very well, but she seems to tolerate me, and of course Summer.  She lent me the material... but even though I
have cut it and molded it to fit Summer; so she can participate in her
Halloween parade at school, looking like a fairy, albeit a ragged, torn fairy;
the material still has to be returned later. 
The makeup that I lifted from Marjorie, our ‘mother’, needs returning
too, before she wakes for the day and notices it missing.


“Twirl for
me chicken.” I ask Summer.  She twirls. 



The dust
specks fly through the air, accompanied by the sparkles from the
hairspray.  They are caught twinkling in
their merry dance by the slip of morning sunshine, which darts in through the
gap in the torn and yellowed curtains, hanging from above the dirty window in
our room.  I stand up on the bed and pull
the curtains aside, in order to allow in more sunshine to highlight my giggling
little girl, as she shimmies and jumps around on the floor, twisting and
twirling and giggling.


“Magic!”
she squeals, “Look Sal... look at the magic floating around me!”


I can’t
help but feel an intense warmth burn me in my chest.  Summer slows down, and quietly moves her hand
through the dust and sparkles, letting them bump and move against her
touch.  I sit on the bed and watch her,
enthralled by my girl.  She looks up
through her long lashes and grins, but stays silent, as do I.  She begins to grab handfuls of the ‘magic’,
and shuffles over to me.  She reaches out
and begins to plaster my face and neck with her hands.  I don’t move.


“What are
you doing, Chicken?” I ask quietly, and without any other movement.


“Giving you
the magic,” she whispers.  She goes back
to grab more, returning to rake her little hands through my hair.  Luckily I have already brushed it this
morning; otherwise it may have caused me to flinch when she hit a snag.


Again and
again, she returns to grab more magic, and gives it to me.  I let her. 
We have so little joy in our lives, except for each other, that it would
be heartbreaking to deny her gift for me.


When Summer has finished, she puts her hands on either side of my
face and kisses my eyes.  Leaning back to
look at me, she nods her head before crawling into my lap and putting my arms
around her for me.


I don’t
want to move, but neither do I want to stay in the apartment any longer than I
absolutely have to.


“Scoot up Summer; I want to have another look at you before
breakfast.” I tell her.


Summer sits
up at first and looks me dead in the eyes from close range, forehead to
forehead, and then she decides to remove herself entirely from my lap to stand
in front of me, like a mannequin in a shop window, displaying an outfit.


Her hair is
a mousy light brown, long and straight. 
Although right now it is teased beyond belief, and sticking up
everywhere. Her eyes are a light hazel, almost a golden brown like honey, with
flecks of sea green, and there is a beautiful dark ring on the edge of the
color, bordering up against the white. 
Her skin is pale, and a smattering of freckles span across her
nose.  The pink and purple shades I have
used on her eyes make her look ethereal... she looks amazing.


“You look
like you belong in the movies.” I say, smiling and poking her on the nose before
leading her out to the kitchen to prepare her something to eat.


“That’s
because you made me up.” She answers, skipping along, although quietly, since
she too knows not to be loud at home – not to draw attention to herself.


Looking in
the fridge I see cans of beer, some more that say bourbon, and cask wine.  Scooting them aside, up the back I can see
the small carton of milk I stole from the gas station around the corner
yesterday.  I pull it out past the
decaying leftovers and booze, and place it in front of Summer.  Going into the cupboard, I pull out the
cereal that is under the sink behind all the dangerous chemical stuff.  Once I have poured cereal in a bowl, and then
drenched it in milk, I hand the food to Summer along
with the remaining milk in the little carton. 
She knows to eat all the food and drink all the milk.  I, on the other hand, will shove my hand in
the cereal and grab a handful of dry breakfast, once the coast is clear and we
can leave the apartment undetected.


Leaving Summer to her breakfast, I make my way to Marjorie’s room
quietly; peeking through the slightly ajar door to be sure she is still
asleep.  Her latest man is there too, and
I definitely do not want to disturb him. 
I don’t even know his name... Marjorie calls him ‘babe’.  He’s been slouching here for nearly two
weeks.  I don’t like the way he smells,
looks, or for that matter, glances at my Summer and
me.  I creep into the room, open the top
draw and slowly lower the makeup back inside. 
I quickly glance at the naked couple. 
He is right next to me, lying on his back, mouth wide open, a hard penis
stands to attention, despite his sleep... yuck! 
His sandy colored hair is tousled and his face is scruffy and bearded
with reddish hair. Marjorie is on her stomach. 
She has blond hair, but it’s fake blond. 
I know she really does have blond hair, because her pubic hair is blond,
but the hair on her head is nearly white, and the roots are dirty in
comparison.  Of course her blue eyes are
closed and her mouth is open in drunken sleep too.  I am safe, so I turn to leave.


“Like what
you see?” a gruff voice asks.


Always on
alert, I high-tail it out of there, not looking back; he remains chuckling
behind me.  The hair on the back of my
neck is standing to attention.  My
stomach churns, and not from hunger, from fear. 
I reach into my bedroom; grab the two school bags and race back to Summer.


“Come on,
we really have to go!” I urgently tell her.


To Summer’s credit, she simply leaves her unfinished breakfast,
grabs the carton and runs to the door. 
She knows not to argue or question, no matter how hungry she may be.


We live in
Rochester, in an area known as Lyell Avenue (because Lyell Avenue is the main
road running through it) and we go to the elementary school on Plymouth
Avenue.  We like school... Summer has
recently started 1st grade, while I have begun 5th grade.  This morning we’ll be a little early if we
walk straight to school, and I don’t like to be early, since the mean kids tend
to hang around looking for trouble both before and after school.  So, we walk the long way to school, talking
to each other about what to expect with the day and trying to avoid any
unwanted attention.  It is pretty easy to
blend in around here.  I have quite dark
mocha colored skin, complimenting my dark brown, curly hair and really dark
brown eyes.  And although Summer and I don’t look like we are related, there is quite
a bit of diversity in this area, so we don’t look wrong either.  I like that.


*


I get to
watch Summer parade in her outfit at school when the
parade is held.  I haven’t participated
myself, never have; but I gain great satisfaction in watching her navigate
through the crowd.  She has a couple of
friends in her class, and they are all talking animatedly and looking excitedly
at the other costumes.  She is
beaming.  Her gapped toothy grin is
hilarious.  I have decided we will stay
at the library again today... until it closes.


*


We stay at
the library often.  In fact, the joke
between the staff is that we live there. 
Mrs. Hubert, the librarian, says that we are ‘enlightened’.  She is always stashing books she knows I
might like away for me to read.  But we
don’t borrow, we never borrow.  We just
read and spend time there, leaving our current reads behind the desk for
subsequent afternoons.  Marjorie wouldn’t
know where to find us, and this is good. 
If I were to start bringing books home and someone discovered them (like
her or her whores), then we’d have less places to hide.  Not that she cares anyhow.


*


“Time to go back chicken.” I tell Summer.  I don’t know exactly why I call her chicken,
but I like the way it sounds… cute and endearing.


“Really?”
she sighs.


I sigh
too.  I don’t want to return either.  I am starting to wonder how we can escape and
survive the streets, but I know that’s just not going to happen.  We are quite literally stuck with what we
have, and it sucks!


I nod at
her and smile my biggest and brightest smile. 
I managed to steal five dollars today from an unsuspecting parent
watching their kid in the parade today. 
They had more than a five dollar note in their purse, but I wasn’t going
to push my luck.  Besides, I know that
most people around here don’t have lots of money.


“We’ll grab
a hotdog on the way home.” I say, luring her from her latest book by waving the
note in front of her.  


She likes
books, actually, scrap that… she loves books. 
I think she will be really smart when she grows up.  I like books too, but in all honesty, I do
the library thing for her; both for her entertainment and her safety.  However, the promise of convenient vendor
food is too good to pass, so she slams the book closed, rushes to Mrs. Hubert,
hands the book to her for safekeeping and shoulders her schoolbag ready.


“Goodbye
Mrs. Hubert… have a good night!” she chimes as she
walks towards the door.


“See you
tomorrow, Summer. 
You too, Sally!” Mrs. Hubert replies with a smile, tucking Summer’s book under her desk.


*


We head
out, stopping to buy a hotdog each, along with a can of soda.  Derek is good like that; five dollars gets us
the works and a drink each from his cart. 
I’m not sure if he can afford to practically hand over his food like
that, but he’s a really nice guy.  I know
not all guys are jerks... just the ones Marjorie brings home.


We both
wolf down the food.  Summer can almost
outdo me.  But it’s a little cold out
tonight, and we are in a hurry to return to the apartment now that we are
outside of the library.


No key is
needed for our front door... Marjorie is an idiot... she’s left it unlocked
again.  Oh and of course, she’s out cold
on the lounge room floor... nice!  No
sign of that asshole though, so I take Summer to the
bathroom and lock the door behind us.  


It saves
time to share a bath, so we do.  I know
we are getting too old to be doing this, but right now, I just don’t care.  Summer likes to wash my hair, and I like her
washing it too.  By the time we are
finished, the bath looks pretty murky. 
We definitely needed a bath tonight; at least Summer
did, with all that gunk all over her.  We
hop out and I sniff the towels, looking for the best ones to use.  I’ll need to do the laundry this weekend, for
Summer and I at least. 
I never do Marjorie’s or the man whores laundry.


Opening the
door, towels wrapped around our hair, bedclothes on, I check to see if the
coast is clear.  Summer is behind me,
chewing her nails.  I pick up the
familiar unease that signals the man whore is here.  I can’t see him, but I can feel his presence.  Looking up and down the hallway, I decide
speed is more important than stealth.  He
could come around the corner at any time.


Signaling
to Summer that we need to run, quiet if possible, to
our room; I push her through the door, and proceed to follow.


We make it
inside our room unscathed.  I lock the
door with the puny little bolt that even I know would snap.  It buys us time if anything tries to come
through the door though, so I use it all the same.


We breathe
a deep sigh of relief.  I smile at her,
another evening averted.


*


Bang... and another bang, a pounding on the door... I wake up immediately, but still
groggy from my sleep.  The man whore is
smashing his fists up against the door. 
I want to panic, and I kind of do, but only momentarily.  The light thrown through the window from the
city outside allows me to see clearly, so I am throwing myself off the bed
toward my terrified little Summer, who is holding her
dirty unkempt quilt up to her face, and imploring me to tell her what to
do.  Her bed is the furthest away from
the door.  The gap below it is miniscule;
however, she is still small enough to get under.  I gesture wildly for her to do so, and she
succeeds with no time to spare, before the asshole breaks through the door and
slams the light on.


I am
momentarily blind, and stunned, and he uses this second to his advantage by
grabbing my hair at the back of my head, and pulling my face up to his.  He is sneering.  


“Are you as
juicy as your mother?” he asks.


I’m
terrified; I have no illusions about what he means... I’ve been around Marjorie
too long not to understand him entirely. 
Although this has never happened before, I have been subject to abusive
outbursts from her past boyfriends.


I can’t
answer... my mouth won’t work, and I don’t know what to say anyway.  I just assume that this is just another thing
that I want to get over and done with as soon as possible.


He grunts,
throws me onto my bed face down and starts to tear my pants down.  I try to get up, but he pushes me down
again.  I can’t see what he is doing, but
again, I don’t really need to... I just kind of know, and now my panic is at
full flight.  No, this is NOT something I
want to get over and done with as soon as possible... it’s something I don’t
want at all to happen, not now, and not ever. 
So I buck, kick and tumble, but I am up against a very big man, and he
is stronger than me... by a lot!


“A bit of
dark meat...” he laughs at his own vile joke. “An appetizer!”
He says.  He grabs my hips and jerks my
backside up.


Up until
now I hadn’t found my voice, I was choking on my fear... but now, the words
tumbled out between sobs.


“Please, sir... don’t do this.” I plead, tears pouring down my face.


“What,
this?” he said, momentarily before tearing me in half.



 

Summer.


Sal is
screaming, like no scream I have ever heard. 
It chills me right through.  I
imagine someone will storm through the door and rescue her for sure, but the
rescue doesn’t come... and still she is screaming.


I move to
the edge of the bed.  I remember the
light being off, but the man must have put it on when he entered the room, it
is so bright it is burning my eyes.


I poke my
head out, only slightly, just so my face is exposed... and I blink till my eyes
adjust.  My insides are clenching and I
want to vomit up all of Derek’s hotdog.


My bed is
at right angles to Sally’s.  She is
currently on her chest, her head turned to the side, facing me, and he is
pounding against her bottom, which is raised; with his hips while he is focused
on the wall.  


I can’t
hear her screams as much right now... there is like a piercing monotone screech
that is registering in my head.  But I
can see everything.  His penis is
stabbing her.  And there is blood... lots
of blood.  I now register that she can
see me... and although I can’t hear what she is saying, I can see from her lips
that it’s the word ‘no’, over and over. 
Her eyes are pleading, and she stretches her hand out in a stop signal.



 

Sally.


I am
burning... down there... a thousand times worse than any ‘chinese
burn’ that Craig Harris has managed to give me over the years.  And I feel as though my insides are tearing,
he is tearing chunks from me and forcing them inside.  I can hear him grunting each time he thrusts
forward, and I am dying each and every time that he does.  I can also feel something wet slide down my
inner thighs.  I am still screaming when
I see her face through my tears and turmoil. 
I instantly stop screaming.  I am
jolting from his movements, but I am mouthing words to her and hoping she can
understand.


‘NO, NO,
NO, NO....’ I plead silently, mouthing the words over and over.  I hold up my hand instinctively.


He howls a
guttural noise and stops.  I am too late
to pull my hand back or simply lay it flat. 
He has seen it.


“The main
course has arrived... come here darlin’.” He says,
pulling out of me and leaving me to fall forward onto the bed.


He moves
over to her bed, and begins to grapple under it.


“Come on...
I’ll be a bit more gentle with you honey.” He whispers fiercely.


Can he be
serious?  He plans on doing this to her? My baby? My delight? No fucking
way!


The pain
between my legs is extreme.  I can only
imagine what this would do to her if he managed to have her.


Fuck the
blood, fuck the pain and fuck my pants and panties.  They’re gone; I rip them from my ankles and
stumble off the bed and out of the room.



 

Summer.


He’s got my
wrist, and despite telling me he’ll be gentle, he is yanking me to the edge of
the bed and hurting my arm.  At the edge
of the bed, he picks up the edge of it and yanks me clean out from under
it.  I am at his feet.  He drops the bed and pulls me up.  He is tearing the front of my shirt open with
one hand, holding my arms behind me with the other, and the buttons are popping
off everywhere.


Then, my
hands are falling back to my sides, and warm, thick sticky fluid is splattering
me.  I can’t scream, since I am unsure
what is happening, so I continue to stare. 
He is crumbling, right in front of me. 
Sal is behind him, panting wildly, our biggest knife from the kitchen in
her hand, a wild look in her eyes and she is naked from the waist down.  She has blood all over her... all over
her.  


He is
moving again.  So she jumps on him, and
begins to plunge the knife down in a stabbing motion.  His throat is meaty and broken open.  Blood is rising up through it.  His chest is punctured everywhere, Sal is
struggling to hold the knife this time as she plunges it into him again, so it
clatters to the ground and her hand is sliced open.


She is
crying now... Sal never cries... but she is crying now.  Big gut wrenching sobs.  I go to her, and she tells me she is okay,
but that I need to go to Mrs. Prince and have her call the cops, so I do.


*


“What’s
with all the banging, and screaming, and wailing?” Mrs. Prince shouts from the
other side of the door.


“It’s me, Summer.” I shout.


She
wrenches open the door.  I must look
awful, because she swoons! She also nearly vomits.  


“I really
need you to call the cops, Mrs. Prince, Sal is really badly hurt!” I tell
her.  She reaches out to grab my arm, but
I dodge her. “I have to get back, she needs me.” I reason, before stumbling to
the stairs and speeding my way up them, oblivious to her shouting behind me.


*


“They’re
coming.” I say to Sal’s back.  She is
slumped on the floor, but she hasn’t otherwise moved.  Her curly springy hair is matted with blood,
so I smooth it away from her face.


She isn’t
speaking, just sobbing between great gasps of air.  I struggle to hold her, she moves so
violently, but I cannot let her go... I love her!



 

Sally.


Just
don’t... don’t touch me... only she can touch me, so just fuck off!



 

Summer.


The police
are here now... the paramedics too.  They
are trying to get me to stand away from Sally, and they are trying to touch
her, but she is behaving all feral... she is actually snarling at them!


A female
police officer... um... maybe... she has a badge on her dressy pants like the
cops have on their uniforms, but she isn’t dressed like a police officer.  She is telling the other cops to leave, and
they do.  She is dragging a female
paramedic in by the arm.  I am watching
them, and I am looking at them with what I hope is dangerous eyes.  I want them to be careful, because right now,
I am getting pretty sick of people trying to get my sister to stop feeling like
she does... if they knew what happened, maybe they’d leave her alone and give
her some space.


“She can’t
help it!” I shout at the lady officer.


“We’re
trying to help.” She says, “My name is Kerry.” She offers her hand and I look
at it, but I don’t touch it.


“Are you a
cop?” I ask.


“Yes, I’m a
detective.” She says.  She says it
nicely, and she is pretty, not like Marjorie... and all of a sudden I’m
wondering where Marjorie is.


“Where is
Marjorie?” Sal asks, muffled because her face is in her hands... she must be
wondering too.


“Marjorie?” the detective questions.


A male cop
is standing at the door warding off other people.  He turns his head.  “The female passed out in the living room,
Detective Hunter.” He explains, before turning his face away again.


Kerry looks
at me, kindly.  She watches as I pass my
hands over Sal’s hair.  Sal’s arm is now
protectively wrapped around my waist as I kneel over her.


“Is
Marjorie your mother?” she asks.


“Humph...”
Sal releases a grunt, “she gave birth to us, but that’s it... she’s a whore!”
Sal spits out her answer.  And then she
does spit, really spit...  a huge gob of
spit on the man whore, who I now know is dead, beside her.  


“This is
her latest fuck buddy.” She sneers.  I
haven’t ever heard her speak like this before, although the word fuck isn’t new
to me... Marjorie says it all the time.


“Okay, I’m
going to leave you two here for a minute, but I need to get you out of this
room when I get back.  If you can, please
try to walk away yourself.” She says. 
She puts her blue gloved hands onto her knees and pushes up.


Walking
over to the female paramedic, she talks quietly to her.  I’m scared she is talking meanly about Sal; I
seriously don’t think she understands what has happened here, and where does
she expect us to go?  This is our
room.  They should be taking him
away!  I want to shout at them... I want
them to understand... so I stand up abruptly to tell this Kerry what she needs
to hear.


“That guy
hurt Sally...” I begin shouting, and pointing at him, “he pulled her pants down
and hurt her... and she didn’t want to; and he made her bleed... a lot!” Sal
was trying to pull me back down, but I was slippery and determined.  The detective lady was looking at me with
sadness.  I still didn’t understand why
she wouldn’t take him and leave us entirely alone, so I added (pulling my shirt open for emphasis),
“and he was going to do it to me too, so Sally stopped him.  You should leave now...” I say, beginning to
settle back down, but instead standing up abruptly again to request, “But make
sure you take that piece of shit with you, he isn’t allowed in our room.” I
finish; Marjorie swears frequently.


Sally
sighs, a big defeated sigh.  “Sit down
chicken, and stop talking!” she croaks.


“But I’m
trying to help Sal... I love you!” I reason. 
She begins wailing all over again.



 

Sally.


The lady
detective and paramedic are actually really nice.  I don’t have to give a statement, not yet
anyway; and they are going to let me take Summer with
me to the hospital, she’s riding with me in the ambulance.  The detective, Kerry, has told me that I
don’t have to talk to Marjorie.  I told
her I don’t ever want to see her again. 
She had nodded.  The stretcher is
here.  There are only girls in the room
right now, apart from the asshole lying dead on the floor.  I get on the stretcher, still naked from the
waist down.  They cover me with a sheet
and strap me in.  Summer is holding onto
my hand, and even though we are going to go down stairs she has told them that
she will not let go.
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Summer.


We were
really lucky with our foster care parents. 
I mean, everyone hears the bad stories about the foster care
system.  I knew kids were frequently
separated, abused and neglected.  But this
wasn’t our experience.  Max and Debbie
were awesome!  It helped that the social
services chick was actually a friend of Debbie’s, and that she’d successfully
convinced them to take us in.


I didn’t
see Sally for three months after that first night at the hospital.  She had to have surgery, and although I
stayed until she came out, so I could say good bye and tell her I loved her; I
wasn’t allowed to stay there.  We kept in
touch via telephone, while she recovered. 



Apart from
Sally’s hospitalization, she needed lots of intense therapy. 


I was
living with Max and Debbie for almost two and a half months before Sally finally
joined us.  Although it wasn’t all fun
and games throughout that first year, Debbie and Max were determined people,
and slowly we made it through.  


*


I had
recently completed the 8th grade at Northport Middle School, and summer break
started two days ago.  I was 14 on the
11th May, so of course, I knew everything! 



Sally, now
18, was already preparing for college, since she wanted to be a nurse.  Her boyfriend Henry was also going to
college.  He wanted to be a radiologist;
so obviously, they were both into the health sciences and all that.  They were both going to be heading to
Columbia University, which is a great school. 
Sally got a part scholarship, and she and Henry were going to be moving
in together, although I didn’t know how they were affording to do that; but
Sally’s smart, I was sure she had it all figured out.  Max and Debbie had offered them both help
too.  


Apparently,
Sally and Henry were off to get some stupid blood tests today, to check on
their immunity levels and so forth.  It
was important in their fields to have their immunizations up to date, in order
to reduce the chances of getting infectious blood born diseases from other
people... you know, hepatitis and stuff.


Max and
Debbie have two grown up children, both of them lived in Manhattan.  They’re both girls too, so Max and Debbie
knew girls!  Max worked as an accountant
(boring), and Debbie was his secretary, however, she stayed home to be a
domestic goddess (her words) once we came to live with them.  It worked out okay, Max was in partnership in
a large firm, and he took care of some pretty big clients, so financially we
were okay, but it wasn’t like we went from poverty to rolling in riches either,
they liked to teach us the value of a dollar... we earned our pocket money.


What was
really nice though, was once Sally turned 18; Debbie and Max informed her she
was still their responsibility.  Unlike
those horror stories where foster kids got tossed out of home after 18, but
then, Debbie and Max had always introduced us as their nieces... we weren’t
foster kids in their eyes... we were family.


I had my
own room, and I shared an ensuite with Sally. 
Sally and I were still tight, very tight!  We were more like friends than sisters.  We shared pretty much everything; at least I
did.  She had tough times sometimes, but
she shared those times with her psychiatrist. 
Those times came and went, but mostly they were gone now.


*


It’s
Monday, and I’m meeting some friends of mine today, Blake and Julie.


Current
speculation amongst our year group is that Blake is gay, and that he just
doesn’t recognize it fully yet.  The
three of us have been joking about it for the past 6 months, he jokes about it
too, playing it up to us.  But Blake and
I hang out more often than the three of us, since Julie and Blake don’t always
see eye to eye, being twins and all that. 
Plus, Blake and I have more in common than Julie and I, since we share a
love of English literature and music.


Last year,
I was reading through interviews on the internet, with Dave Grohl, front man for the Foo
Fighters (yes, I am one of those totally freaky fans!), and I came across
quite a lot of references to an Australian radio station.  I was intrigued, so I looked them up, began
streaming them live over the internet, and became a fan of Triple J; an Australian national youth radio station that had
seriously cool music... indie, alternative, hip hop and different to all the
pop shit playing on the stations around here. 
I like different.  So, at home, I
listen to them, although their breakfast programs are at night and vice
versa... I mean we are on opposite sides of the globe.  I stream them on my iPhone too, and listen to
them frequently.  


Blake
listens to them too now, and so together we detest the crappy pop music radio
bullshit. We like to think we have good taste in music.  We like to be different from everyone else at
school, including Julie.  Did I mention
we like being different?


Julie and
Blake are hilarious!  They fight over all
sorts of stupid things, and yet they have a close friendship that is palpable.
Their parents are old, like my foster parents; but they’re their real
parents.  Mr. and Mrs. Austen got married
early, but they went and established their careers first before starting a family.  Then, they couldn’t have a baby for years,
despite trying... and then they did IVF. 
IVF didn’t work for the first 6 goes... but in the end, they had twins,
a boy and a girl (or two girls, since Blake is apparently like a girl... I’m
still not convinced, although everyone else appears to be sure).


*


I rushed
into Sally’s room to go through her clothes. 
Since she and I are the same size, despite my height.  I’m half a head taller than her, so despite
her clothing fitting me perfectly (and vice versa), I look skinnier.  At 5ft 8in, I could just see over her 5ft 5in
frame.  She looks healthier, more
athletic than me, but I liked having the height over her, and we still got to
share clothes.


Recently, I
had been eyeing off her bras.  She had
some really pretty lacy bras she had been buying for herself.  I was wondering whether they’d fit me, so I
decided to check them out.  However,
while looking through her bra draw, beside her bed – I found a box of condoms… Pleasuremax… to
fit…


 “Eww…” I flinched back, dropping the box on
the bed.  I did NOT need or want to know
the size of Henry’s dick.  In fact, now
that I thought about it, I didn’t want those bras after all.  Knowing Henry had been eyeing Sally in those
bras, touching her and… eww… entirely too much for me to process.


“What are
you doing in here?” Debbie asked from the door.


“I was
thinking of pilfering a bra, but then I found these.” I stated, boldly holding
out the condoms, and giving Debbie a disgusted glance.


“I think
that’s a draw you should avoid at all costs.” Debbie said, coming in, grabbing
the condoms and shoving them back into the draw before I could comment further,
“Your sister should be allowed to have some privacy.” She chuckled, steering me
towards the door.


“They’ve
been having sex in this room, and all you can say is give her some privacy?” I
questioned.


“Yes.”
Debbie said, rolling her eyes and putting more pressure on my shoulders to move
me.


“Um… so
having sex in our room is okay?” I questioned.


“Not for
you!” she answered, “You’re underage, but when you are no longer underage,
we’ll renegotiate terms then.” 


I stared at
her… I never, in a million years thought that Sally would ever let a guy do
that… like ever!  I realised at that
moment how stupid that seemed, of course they would do that, I mean they had
been together for nearly two years, they were looking at moving in together in
less than three months, and they were all over each other all the time.


“What?”
Debbie asked.


“I’m
surprised…” I admitted shamefully. Had I imagined my sister limited to that god
awful experience?


Debbie
looked up at me and sighed, fully knowing what I referred to.  


Debbie has
inviting blue eyes and silvering hair, kept short.  Her alabaster skin seems untouched by her
age.  She was the complete opposite to
Max, who had chocolate brown skin and eyes, although his hair is also
silvering.  Max was barely taller than
me, at 5ft 9in, and Debbie was vastly shorter than Sally, at 5ft even.  


I tilted my
head down to look into her eyes.  She
reached up and placed her palms on either side of my face.  Today, Debbie wore a bright red blouse and
dark blue denim jeans.  She had a
flattering figure, with a generous backside and breasts, and a slim waist
in-between… a classic hourglass look. 
She was without shoes inside the house, and her toenails were painted
the same red as her fingernails.


“People
heal… they move on you know.” She offered, a slight smile playing across her
lips.  She gave me a friendly tap on my
left cheek.


“Okay.” I
had nothing else to say… I knew how I felt about sex; I mean I wasn’t ready
yet, but Julie and I talked about it occasionally.  However, I wasn’t the one that was raped at
the age of ten.  Obviously, Sally had
well and truly moved on, and for some reason, now that I reflected on it, it
made me feel better about me.   Besides,
this wasn’t a topic for conversation… or thought… ever!


*


I finally
settled on stealing a dark grey pair of skinny jeans, matching them with an
thrift shop find I had made two weeks previously when shopping with Blake -
yes, Blake... he was so good at finding awesome clothes, and my budget was
limited; a fourteen-year-old in the McFarlane household, didn’t earn much
money... they were pretty tight fisted, my foster parents; but damn, they were
nice people.


*


The top was
green, with tulip sleeves and several largish skulls of assorted sizes,
displayed across it in a slightly faded green tone from the emerald green
majority.  I had recently had blond foils
put through my hair, as a gift from Sally for making it through Middle School,
and it made my normally mousy light brown hair look pretty nice; highlighting
and lifting it to a dirty blond color.  
I looked like I had been on summer break already, spending a heap of
time in the sun; although, we all knew my hair didn’t get sun kissed, and I
didn’t tan, I burnt... so time in the sun, sun baking... no!  I still had those freckles across my nose
too... Debbie referred to them as fairy kisses... hmmm!


I matched
the outfit with dark grey Rob Dyrdek DCs.  I am
girly to a point... but then comfort has to take over.  Hence the t-shirt, which albeit is still all
girly and cute (despite the skulls), isn’t Project
Runway, especially when matched with my DCs.  


People in
my neighborhood used to think my style of clothing was all show.  No way! 
I skated, so it was practical. 


I had a
newspaper/cartoon print Volcom deck
with pink and black Vault 5 inch
aluminium trucks, and pink colored, Pink
Skateboards brand 72mm wheels, which of course I loved.  But I didn’t do more than the basics when I
skated; as in, I rode down the street, hopped off in heavy traffic, and never
did skateparks.  But I could weave around
obstacles, ollie off gutters and down a couple of
stairs (and land it), and I could handle speed. 
I just figured I didn’t need to prove myself on half pipes, handrails
and extensive stairs.  I mean,
seriously... I watched that shit on ‘youtube’
and cringed and laughed like the rest of humanity, but I didn’t want that stuff
happening to me.  So, I used
skateboarding as a means of transport, not to get a concussion; although, I was
all for watching the guys down the skatepark do their thing.  Around here, guys were all for the showing
off part, and not sharing their skatepark with girls anyway... so, it worked
both ways.


I grabbed
my skateboard and headed out the door to head to the Starbucks off of Fort Salonga road, where my friends were
waiting.  The day was pretty nice,
hitting around 75 degrees; it was perfect weather for skating.


*


Upon
reaching my destination, I noticed Blake first; I mean it wasn’t hard, since he
had dyed his hair pink after a failed dare with Julie, and he was tall.  The roots of his hair were already at a
quarter of an inch long, but they didn’t detract from the overall effect.  His pink hair was still a shock, albeit a
funny one.  His 8th grade graduation
photos would forever show him with pink hair... his parents were less than
impressed.  His normal hair color was
actually a nice sandy blond shade and hung in his eyes; it was lengthy in the
back in a messy, surfy guy kind of way (though he was definitely not a
surfer).  His eyes were an indigo blue;
his skin was pale and crystal clear, and he liked to look good, as in male model
runway looking good.  Yes, he was very
good looking, and getting better as he aged. 



But, he
wasn’t a jock... he was an artist; painting and drawing incredible
artworks.  Recently, his voice had begun
deepening, as per normal for a fourteen-year-old guy.  But the gay label was getting more and more
ingrained.


Picking up
my board, I headed to our booth and slid in next to Blake.  Julie was currently dating a guy named
Jordan, and they were busy on the other side of the booth, engulfing each
other’s faces.


“Thank God
you’re here.” Blake announced loudly, his distaste clearly written on his
face.  My own was increasingly becoming
evident as well.


I raised my
eyebrows at the oblivious couple, and I drummed my fingers on the table in
front of them... they were clearly ignoring me. 


“Hey guys.”
I said.


“It’s no
use,” Blake stated.  “Their faces are
stuck together!”  He then raised his
voice slightly, “It’s disgusting!” he said.


Turning to
Blake, I winked at him.  Blake looked
puzzled momentarily; before understanding dawned... we often talked dirty to
each other to garnish a reaction from his sister.


“Blake,
let’s give it a go!” I said silkily, twirling my hair around my finger and
giving him a shy yet seductive look.


“You want
me to stick my tongue in your mouth baby?” he said suggestively, looking down
at me with a knowing look.


“Yeah
baby... and I want you to touch my boobs while you do it!” I purred, sliding my
finger down my cheek and into my mouth, all the while staring at him through
hooded eyes.


“Nice...”
Blake replied, grabbing my finger out of my mouth and putting the tip in his
own mouth.


We both
looked over at Julie and Jordan, and despite noticing them smiling, they failed
to cease their activity.  They were
obviously too used to us.


Pulling my
finger away from his mouth, I leant into Blake to confer... He whispered into
my ear...


“I really
don’t think they believe us.” He suggested.


“That’s because
we wouldn’t do it.” I whispered back.


“So let’s
freak them out.” He stated.


I pulled
back; to look him in the eye... he was serious!


After a
quick glance back at the disgusting pair, I leant back in to him and muttered,


“But we’re
friends!”


“Yes, we
are!” he said.


“You’re
supposed to be gay.” I said flatly, not very convincingly.


Still...
Blake actually did a double take on this... “I don’t know if I am or not, I
haven’t had the opportunity to find out!” he flatly reasoned back.


“I’ve never
been kissed before.” I reasoned back.


He sighed,
“I haven’t either, hence the not having the opportunity to find out comment!”
he whispered fiercely.


“We are in
the middle of a Starbucks.” I said,
trying hard not to laugh.


We both
looked again at the icky couple.


“How long
have they been making out?” I asked.


“Ages!”
Blake muttered into his chest.


I shook my
head, “They’re so gross!” I whispered. 
He just nodded his head, looking reflectively at the shirt that he’d
helped me buy.


I sat back
and cleared my throat, “Ahem...” 


It didn’t
seem to work.  I tried again... still no
response.  My lip curled in disgust.  I looked at Blake again.  He just did the shifty eyed shrug of dismay.


“Maybe we
should just leave, let them suck each other dry.” I suggested, back to whispering.


“I want a
coffee, a chat, and the experience of hanging with cool company!” Blake
whined.  


I knew he
was playing this up, but it was stuff like this that made people think he was
gay.


“Okay,” I
breathed deep, and steadied myself.  “But
I can’t believe we are going to do this... we are all going to be kicked out
you know.” I said.


Blake
sighed.


“I’m
scared, maybe we shouldn’t.” He reasoned, suddenly looking as unsure as I was.


I stared at
him, his eyes flicked up to mine, and a sudden irrational confidence flared up
in me.  I could do this, I could
definitely do this.


“Blake...
don’t suggest, then plead and then retract. It isn’t becoming!” I stated.


“You
suggested it first.” He grumbled.


I shook my
head, before taking a bold stance.


“You in?”
I asked louder.


Maybe I
wasn’t so confident after all, but I still maintained just a little bit of
brave and ignored the pounding in my chest. 
Within seconds his look changed; some level of confidence surfaced and
he smiled.


“Okay, but
be gentle.” He said with a smirk.


“No titty,”
I said, leaning in before my mind changed again.


“No fun.”
He returned, bridging the small gap that remained between us.


Blake was
5ft 11in; he had a massive growth spurt over the last year, so there was a
slight height discrepancy.  To counteract
this, he tilted his face down and I tilted my face up.  


We touched
our lips gently.  I was keeping my eyes
open so I didn’t crash into him; I noticed that he did the same.  Catching each other’s eye at that close
distance, nearly brought us undone, as smirks crossed both our faces.


“Close your
eyes.” Blake hissed, his lips barely touching mine, before he put his hand
behind my neck and held me gently to him. 


I closed my
eyes.  


We pressed
our lips together softly.  Then he
started to move his lips, in soft puckering movements. The rhythm felt good,
and little butterflies were beginning to dance across my belly.  Ever so slowly, I loosened my lips and
allowed the tip of my tongue to trace the top of Blake’s bottom lip.  Without hesitation, he too loosened his lips
and slightly opened them.  So, boldly
now, I traced both his lips with my tongue, and felt him shudder.  I was uncertain whether it was a good shudder
or a bad one; but since we were teaching his sister and Jordan a lesson, I
soldiered on.


Blake drew
breath through his nose, and then let out a slight moan, so I lifted my hands
and cradled his face, holding him to me. 
The butterflies in my stomach were now tingling in my breasts and
causing my body to seriously wobble.  It
was right about now that Blake found his stride, and the sweet kiss turned into
something else.  


Blake
returned my tongue action over my lips, before slipping his tongue inside my
mouth.  The pattern of our kiss changed
into a passionate exchange.  I returned
his passion with more passion; our hormones drew strength from our hunger, our
tongues were sliding across each other, and little moans were escaping us.  We became completely oblivious to our
surroundings, and when he put his other arm around my waist and drew me in to
his body, I considered climbing onto his lap and dry humping him in public.


“What are
you two doing?” Julie snapped, pulling her brother’s arm off my back and
shaking me by the shoulder.


We broke
away, panting... looking at each other... still hungry for more...


Julie and
Jordan were now accosting us.  Blake and
I just burst out laughing.


“Damn...”
Blake whispered, sighing and nodding in approval at our kiss.  He trailed the backs of his fingers down the
side of my face, before turning his hand and sweeping my hair back across the
shell of my ear.  The impact of this
movement messed with my breathing.  He
noticed.


Blake leant
in to whisper directly in my ear, “Not gay! 
Definitely... Not... Gay!  So can we dispense with that joke now?” 


He leant back
and looked at me knowingly; he’d felt it too. 
But before I could say anything, he was leaning in again to continue, 


“I really
want to do that again sometime... but perhaps for the sake of our friendship...
um... perhaps we shouldn’t! I don’t want to lose you.” He whispered, before
turning his face to kiss me sweetly on the cheek.  


I blushed,
I was in shock at realizing that I’d just experienced my first kiss, with my
best friend, and it was amazing!  I
agreed with him too... after all, was making out worth losing my best friend?


Julie
remained standing behind me while we finished our intimate conversation; her
arms folded and looking incredulously at both of us.


“What was
that?” she pointedly asked Blake.


“I just
pashed Summer.” Blake said matter-of-factly, leaning
back away from me.


“Well, I
can see that!” Julie stated, returning to her seat, but keeping her arms folded
as she slumped into her side of the table, next to Jordan.


Jordan just
looked like a dead fish, mouth open, gawking.


“It was an
experiment.” I suggested.


“A nice one!” Blake offered. 


“Blake
Austen!” Julie seethed.  “You are
gay!  Why would you do this to her...
she’s our friend!”


“Why does
everyone keep suggesting that I’m gay?” Blake whisper shouted back to his
sister.


“Dude,”
Jordan stated, “I mean, dude!”


“What’s
that even mean?” Blake argued.


“You’re
like, all prissy and stuff.” Jordan tried to explain.


“By whose definition?” Blake growled.


“Well, by
every straight guy I know!” Jordan suggested.


“I’m not
gay!  This stupidity has to stop!  I am artsy, fashion conscious, maybe even
good looking, and I’m really good at humanities; plus I’m open minded... but I.
Am. Not. Gay!” Blake suddenly fumed, completely at odds to his normal demeanor.  This was a side to Blake I rarely
encountered.


Julie
sighed, held her face in her hands and leant across the table towards us,
before resurfacing.


“Blake, for
years you’ve acted like you were gay, you just don’t completely know it yet.”
Julie reasoned.  


Blake’s
face gave her a look of utter contempt...


And thus
the argument began.


The quarrel
between the twins and Jordan quickly lost its novelty.


I went and
ordered the coffee for everyone, paid for it and turned to watch the
theatrics.  I looked at Blake from across
the room, watching his exchange with his sister and her man.  


Thinking
further about what Blake was saying and analyzing his actions, I noted that I’d
never noticed him drooling over celebrity guys, or mentioning what he liked in
a guy for that matter.  The only
exception was when discussing male physical merits objectively; however, I had
noticed him mention what he liked about some celebrity women.  


Wow, he
really wasn’t gay... I was right to be skeptical.  It hurt me to watch Julie defend her belief
at the expense of her brother’s feelings.


I loved
Blake, I mean, I cared... heaps; he was my best friend!  However, it was becoming increasingly
apparent that he was confronted with unjustified prejudice on a daily basis;
and I hadn’t defended him...  


Right now
he was navigating around his sister’s spiteful arguments by himself with ease,
and I really knew what he was saying was true. 
He didn’t need to convince me, and I was uncertain why he needed to
convince her, or why she’d even demand it.


Returning
to the table, I sat down beside Blake and looked toward his sparring partners.


Julie was
my height.  Like me, she had shot up
early, yet she had strawberry blond hair, cut short in a pixie style, to suit
her slim face.  She shared her brother’s
eye color and skin, but Blake was definitely prettier, with a strong profile
and great cheek bones, another reason they perhaps all thought he was gay.  He still carried the young boy roundness in
his face, and he had yet acquired the need to shave, although he did, to remove
the bum-fluff he hated so much.


Julie was a
little plumper than me, perhaps two sizes larger. But this was because she had
the coveted pear shape of decent booty and slim waist I was so jealous of.  I on the other hand was android shaped;
although my rack was developing quite nicely, I was never going to have booty
to accentuate my slim waist.


Jordan
Myers, Julie’s boyfriend of four months, was short and stocky.  He was all muscle, despite his age.  He had hopes to be on the football team in
High School, and despite his current height of 5ft 6in, he most likely would
reach greater heights, since his brothers were all hitting 6ft... He had time
to grow.  He had messy, chestnut hair
that refused to be tamed, and his deep brown eyes were soothing, giving him an
authentic appeal.  He was freckly, much
more than me, but then he did spend a lot of time outside, running after odd
shaped balls.


I returned
my attention to the conversation that was rapidly turning into a serious
fight.  I could swear Julie wanted a gay
brother!  


Did she harbor dreams of having a gay opinion
on all matters bitchy?


It wasn’t
long before the orders were up, so I went back over and grabbed them.  


“I’m sorry
about that,” I apologized to the barista, nodding my head towards the table I
was unfortunately returning to.


“Huh,” she
huffed, “That’s nothing yet; we get all kinds of loud conversation here.  Though I’m glad you’re all finished with the
kissing... God!” she shivered, then smiled.


I returned
with all four coffees and placed them in front of each of us appropriately.


“How about
you start kissing and fucking girls so you can be sure you’re heterosexual.”
Blake spat at his sister.


Julie
stopped dead at this argument; her mouth agape and her body rigid.  I looked confusedly at Jordan, who shook his
head and lifted his shoulders, equally as perplexed.  But I had to admit, it was a fair call, just
not an argument I’d have considered in the middle of Starbucks.  


What was really going on here?


Julie
looked as though she might cry, perhaps even turn around and bolt out the door.


“I just
don’t understand, what makes you think you aren’t gay?” Julie asked, with her
voice somewhat lower, more reserved.  I
was finding her earnest argument shocking, annoying and totally unbelievable...
what was her problem?  If sexuality was a choice... he’d made his!


The final
straw had now been drawn; the joke had long ago lost any humor... Blake was now
beside himself in fury.  I could feel it
emanate off of him.  He was boiling.  I had never, ever seen him this angry... and I
had known him for several years.  


I wasn’t
sure whether normal fourteen-year-old conversation played out like this.  On television, fourteen-year-olds talked
about stupid stuff... like what they were wearing and how so and so said
something bitchy to so and so; they danced to stupid music and argued about
icecream flavors... they never discussed life altering moments that
distinguished sexuality in the middle of a crowded Starbucks.


Right then,
I was also thinking that Jordan had reassessed his opinions, and was now firmly
on Blake’s side, judging by his body language and perplexed expression.


The
absolute anger rolling off Blake right now was sufficient to fuel a team of
wrestlers.  The look in his face was
fierce.


“Let me
enlighten you...” Blake vehemently began, ticking-off each point on his
fingers, “Firstly, I have never found a guy attractive enough to want to go
there, secondly...”


“But you
talk about guys bodies all the time!” Julie interrupted.


“So does
Jordan!” Blake clenched his teeth in reply.


Jordan
nodded his acquiescence.  Julie went to
go on, but Blake held his hand up.


“I have
gone along with this stupid supposition long enough!” Blake announced.


Supposition??? Big word!!! Pity I was the only person there likely to know what it
meant.


“Now,” he
continued, “let me finish... Secondly, I am innately attracted to girls,
especially girls who are easy going and pretty!” he was seething.  He breathed a moment, held up his hand, and
had a sip of his coffee.  I took the
opportunity to do the same.  He
continued, “Thirdly, I have laughed and joked about the possibility of me being
gay for the last few months because I am not a Neanderthal, or afraid of gay
tendencies and people!  And at first, I
thought it was funny.”  He pointed
out.  I knew this about him, he wasn’t
scared or prejudiced about that stuff, I wasn’t either, and it didn’t make me
gay.


Julie was
behaving completely weird, because she still looked as though she wanted to
argue her point, when there was no real point to argue.  She didn’t know what went on in his head...
He chose his own destiny, made his own decisions; it was not the other way
around.  Blake saw her expression of
dismissal, and began to rise in his chair.


Pointing a
finger at his sister he finalized his opinion on his own sexuality.


“And
lastly, Jewels... I have never had
the opportunity to kiss someone till just now. 
But I have thought about it, dreamt about it and wished for it
repeatedly.  And my first kiss with a
very attractive GIRL,” he emphasized
‘girl’, “was fucking incredible...” I
took another long swig of my coffee waiting for his next words that may or may
not reduce me to tears or tantrum, “and resulted in me getting a massive
hard on for a GIRL!” he emphasized
the ‘girl’ word again, pointing at me.


Several things
happened in that moment!


Two patrons
simply stood up and walked away in disgust.


A number of
others turned in on each other and started talking rapidly.


Jordan
looked as though he was going to crack up laughing.


Julie was
whiter than I had ever seen her, a defeated look permeating her face.


The barista
I had apologized to earlier had her hands behind her head blowing a swift sigh
through her mouth and was staring our way in shock.


Blake had
dropped his hand in realization of what he had said... in public.


And I spat
coffee all over the table.


I slammed
my coffee cup on the table, bent down to grab my board, and pulled it out from
under my feet, before righting myself and sliding out from the table.  I ran to the door.


Blake
called out to me; he sounded close, immediately behind me in fact; he grabbed
my arm as I cleared the doorway.


“Summer, stop!” he implored.


I just spun
around and glared at him.  God Damn it,
we were in public! My cheeks were burning and we were adolescents arguing life
decisions and love.  We should’ve all
been discussing stupid icecream flavors and the top forty charts.


“Summer,
I’m sorry I embarrassed you.” He pleaded. 
“Can we still be friends?”


I closed my
eyes... I was angry, sure.  But I wasn’t
about to remove him from my life.  I was
even perhaps a little... flattered? Aargh!
Who knew... today sucked!


“Sort out
your argument with your sister, but please, don’t involve me.” I said coolly.


“Are we
still solid?” he asked, a real fear in his eyes.


“Yes.” I
answered him.  Dropping my board and
steadying it with my foot.


“Summer...”
Blake began, “I...” he drifted off.


I looked
right at him, and gave him a vague shake of the head and bugged my eyes open,
indicating I was waiting for what he had to finish saying.


“I meant
what I whispered to you, immediately after our kiss, I don’t want to hurt our
friendship.” He reminded and reasoned with me.


I closed my
eyes, dropping my chin to my chest.  I
felt a little hurt and yet better all at the same time.  We were too young to throw romance into a
friendship and think we would come out the other side unscathed.  Right now I felt like we were the most mature
people standing in East Northport.


I reached
around him with one arm to give him a quick embrace.


“See you
tomorrow?” I asked, “If you’re up for it, its movie night... remember Tuesday
is movie night throughout the break.” I reasoned.


Blake
smiled brightly.  “Sure.” he replied.
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Blake.


Fuck!


Well that
was smooth...


I crossed
the parking lot and found a rock to sit on in the shade of a tree, as I watched
Summer skate up the road.  


“That
was... entertaining!” Jordan said from behind me.


I groaned
and dropped my face into my hands.


“You’re
serious... you’re not gay are you!” he revisited.


I couldn’t
help it... this topic of conversation was so not funny anymore.


“No!  And if everyone keeps this up, I’m gonna
become homophobic.” I declared.


“Yeah, I’m
kinda getting that.” Jordan replied. 
“Nice first kiss though... most guys I know would sell their left nut to
kiss Summer. She’s hot!” 


I smiled at
myself...  I wasn’t complaining!


I turned to
watch her further up the street; I could barely make her out now.  She had worn the top I had picked out for her
last time we went shopping together... and it really suited her.


Looking
down at my own clothes, which consisted of my Diesel grey/blue denim jeans and crisp white dress shirt, coupled
with my red Converse sneakers, I
suddenly felt overdressed.  Summer
preferred pre-loved thrift store buys, not that she couldn’t get her aunt and
uncle to buy her designer clothes if she put on the charm, but that just wasn’t
her style.  


Summer had
started school in Northport in 2nd grade; until then she had lived up near Lake
Ontario, and then done a spot of home schooling, before landing in my
class.  I’d liked her immediately.  


I recalled
sitting in the third row in Mrs. Mapstone’s class, up in the left corner of the
classroom; at the time there was a vacant desk beside me, because kids avoided
me back then.  


Mrs.
Mapstone wasn’t a very tolerant old cow... she looked and smelled like a
disheveled hoarder... and she couldn’t stand me.  Maybe my constant outbursts of swearing and
obstinate behavior had something to do with it... but it probably had more to
do with the fact that she wasn’t allowed to discipline me... that the principal
had designated me a time out room, which I was allowed to use when I felt I needed it.


At the time
she walked into our classroom, I’d been doodling on a notepad that I kept with
me at all times.


She was
beautiful... she was wearing a pink t-shirt that had a glittery cupcake on the
front of it; and she had on a knee length denim skirt, in addition to a pair of
white ankle socks and white sandals.  Her
hair was in pigtails, but it was her face that blew me away... her hazel green
and gold eyes were hypnotic... and her smile was angelic.  The principal was introducing her, but I
wasn’t listening... I was staring at her... and when she noticed, she gave me a
shy smile... me!


After the
introductions, Mrs. Mapstone asked her to find a seat, and so she made a
beeline for the vacant seat next to me, however, Mrs. Mapstone grabbed her arm
and pulled her back.


I noticed
her eyes at this intrusion on her person... they were wide and panicked... I
stood suddenly, my chair scraping back. 
But Mrs. Mapstone cut me down... glaring at me before softly yet
cynically stating,


“No
Summer... not next to Blake.  You don’t
want to be seated next to him my dear. 
He’s... shall we say... troubled!”


I was
stunned into sitting back down... I didn’t want to scare this ‘Summer’ girl.


I waited
till class resumed; Summer having been directed to sit
next to the saccharine sweet Macy Kendall; a popular but bitchy girl; and then
I left to go to my ‘time out’ room.


At
lunchtime I was in the library, seated on the soft sofa at the rear of the
reading area, reading A Wrinkle in Time
by author Madeleine L’Engle.  I didn’t play well with other children, so I
often made my way to the library to read... it calmed me.


My head was
bent low over my book... it was an interesting book, pitched at children above
my age, but nonetheless, one I was able to follow easily.  White sandals, covering white socks, covering
girls’ feet were right in front of me.  I
knew instantly whose feet they were, and I felt a hitch in my breath.


I looked up
and meant to say something snarky to keep her away from me, to warn her off,
but when my eyes met hers, I saw the warmth and smile in them.  So I tried to warn her off in another way.


“Mrs.
Mapstone wouldn’t be pleased to know that you’ve sought me out.” I said in the
biggest grown up voice I could muster.


She
shrugged, smiled and put her hand out for an introduction.


“My name’s
Summer Rogerson.” She began, I took her proffered hand and shook it, “And
you’re Blake Austen!” she said without fear.


I gave her
a confused glance and removed my hand from her grasp.


She smiled
a smile and gave me a look that melted my insides.  I couldn’t talk.


“You need a
friend!” she pointed out kindly, “I need a friend!” she continued, “and since
you have excellent taste in books,” she indicated the novel I was reading, “I
can tell we’ll get along splendidly!” she said, as she bounced up onto the
other side of the couch and pulled open the book she had with her... Bridge to Terabithia
by Katherine Patterson.


We sat
there the rest of lunch in an easy and companionable silence.  After lunch, Summer
moved herself to the desk next to my desk; before Mrs. Mapstone noticed, and
when Mrs. Mapstone did notice and mentioned the danger she was in by sitting
next to me; Summer simply shrugged her quiet defiance and became in that moment
my best friend! 


My birthday
was one week after hers, so we were very close in age.  We shared similar opinions on topics that
most kids didn’t even know existed... and we were also a good match
academically, so we spent time on homework after school.  This was how Summer
was introduced to Julie, who was in Mr. Sanderson’s class, and they became
friends too... Summer however, had always remained first and foremost, my best
friend.


Summer
maintained that life began when she moved to Northport... she didn’t talk about
her previous life, and she refused when I asked, except to say that she didn’t
dwell on that nightmare.  I guessed there
was a very good reason why she ended up living with her aunt and uncle.  We all needed secrets... she still didn’t
know mine!


I’d fallen
in love with Summer the moment her sock and sandaled
feet stood before me in the library on her first day of school.  But her friendship with me superseded all of
that.  She didn’t appear to share my
feelings, and our friendship was more important to me than anything else, for
now.  


However,
that kiss; oh God... I just wanted to crawl inside her when I kissed her, like
I needed to get really close.


I growled
in frustration, I could feel Jordan’s eyes on me.  He was probably confused, and certainly a
little embarrassed about Julie’s and my fight. 



Nobody
outside of my immediate family really knew the struggle I had to contain some
of my more aggressive tendencies. 
Everyone forgot the early years, and my destructive behaviours before Summer became a part of my life.  Yet throughout it all, I still had an angry
side... painting helped me contain my rage... Dr Paule
had been the one to direct me to paint.  


A
five-year-old dealing with the aftermath of sexual molestation tended to either
cave in or explode... 
I exploded.  These days I
contained the anger, especially in front of Summer; so
apart from my family, no-one knew about my anger issues, or the earlier
abuse.  But then, Dad’s business partner
had been locked away for quite some time now, and due to my age, the link
between me and her just never surfaced. 
Julie too had been too young for her name to be bandied around... but
her anger issues were getting worse, not better.  She had refused all focus by the good Doctor,
and lately, that was becoming increasingly obvious.


I’d had no
idea that the stupid gay bullshit could get so out of hand... it was kind of
funny at first.  Since my growth spurt
had rendered me tall and gangly, I did look more like the stereotypical persona
of a homosexual man.  But Julie was
acting completely unreasonable... I was sure that most people would be trying
to convince their gay brother that they were in fact straight, not try to
convince their straight brother that they were gay.  I was so full of indignation that I wanted to
go back to her and go another twenty rounds. 
Things had to change, like now.  I
had a little time before we all started high school, I needed to turn things
around before returning to school!


“Okay,” I
began, turning to Jordan. “Tell me how to man up, at least in looks anyway,
because I just can’t help the way I am otherwise.” I continued.


Jordan
nodded at me, and began walking around me to check me out.  Considering the recent conversation and the
opinions regarding my sexuality, I felt a little uncomfortable.


“Get rid of
the pink hair.” Jordan offered. “Like, now!”


“I’ll make
an appointment for the hairdresser tomorrow.” I reasoned.


“Nup... today.  Do it now.” He said.


“Where’s
Jewels?” I asked, looking around.


“She’s
fucked off somewhere... told me to go home. 
So it’s just you and me today, brother.” He replied, smiling.


“Fun!” I
replied sarcastically.


Jordan just
looked at me with a huge grin on his face.


*


Three hours
later and my hair was stripped of pink and returned to my natural (almost)
color, alongside a minor trim.  Jordan
had pissed off while I was at the hairdressers, and came back when I texted him
that they were finished; so now we were heading to the gym.  


Jordan was
busy talking about proteins, carbohydrates and bulking up.  I didn’t mind ‘getting cut’, but I didn’t
have any illusions about my ability to ‘bulk up’.  


This
assumption was confirmed by the personal trainer at the gym we walked into.


“How old
are you boy?” the ruddy looking ageing man asked.


“Fourteen.”
I answered.


He huffed,
and walked around me, looking me up and down.


“You have a
swimmers body; you’ll never get as big as he will.” He said, pointing to
Jordan.


“I don’t
want to look like a gorilla; I just want to look good without a shirt on.” I
argued.


He smiled,
although he tried not to.


“You’re not
finished growing either, so I suggest you do boot camp.  A friend of mine takes it.  They meet mornings at Northport Park.  He’ll work your core, amongst other
areas.  He’ll put you through your paces
boy.” He suggested.


“Work my
core?” I asked incredulously.


“Believe
me, it’ll kill you, and it will change your body in ways that you want.” The
trainer argued.


Jordan had
sat down on the carpeted floor throughout the exchange, and now he stood up,
brushing his shorts off.


“Would it
be good for me too?” he asked the trainer.


“Sure...
you into football?” the trainer asked him.


“Yes sir.”
Jordan replied.


“Then it
would definitely be to your advantage.” The man offered.


Turning
back to me, he continued.


“When you
stop growing, you come back to me and we’ll start you on the weights.” He
stated.


“Jordan
already does weights.” I said.


“He’s a
completely different body type.” The man reasoned.  So I nodded and got the details of the boot
camp guy before Jordan and I left.



 

Summer.


When I
stepped into the house I could tell something was wrong.  I could feel grief coating the air.  I walked around downstairs, but nobody was
there.  Max and Debbie’s house was a
really beautiful Californian bungalow styled home.  Wood floors throughout, alongside the ‘old
world’ color scheme, gave the house a decidedly rustic and comforting
feel.  Pictures lined the walls, and as I
progressed up the stairs, I was observed climbing them by all the graduation
and school photos of the four girls that had dominated this family home.  I was very proud to be counted amongst
them.  


Making my
way to the bedrooms upstairs, I narrowed in on Sally’s room.


“I’m
scared.” I could hear her through the door.


“We don’t
know yet if anything will show up sweetie.” Debbie answered.  “Let’s stop putting the cart before the horse
and wait for the results.  All this worry
is probably for nothing.”


What were
they talking about?  Sally’s results for
college were back ages ago, and they were amazing.  I struggled with whether I should enter my
sister’s room or not.  I wanted to, but
perhaps I shouldn’t.  Debbie had it
covered.


I walked
instead into my bedroom, and sat down on my queen sized bed.


Green was
my favourite color, and my room relayed no exception.  The walls were a sage green; the trimmings,
ceiling and windows were white.  The
polished floorboards complimented my recycled timber furniture.  The handmade quilt on my bed was made in
shades of green, creams and white.  My
curtains were a crisp white, as were the roman blinds behind them.  


On all
surfaces I had collections of green Depression glass alongside a couple of
leadlight glass lamps.  In addition to
these I had some pretty fairy’s made from pewter and glass.  My desk in the corner was the only exception
to my decorative rule, with a dark grey Toshiba 19in laptop the sole modern
addition on display in my room, alongside a collection of more fairy’s and
another lamp.  I loved my room.  Most of the objects were mine... presents
from my new parents and their older daughters, Elspeth and Phoebe, who were in
their early thirties.  I didn’t have any
posters on the walls; I just had a huge mirror over the head of my bed, which
made the room look awesome.


I heard a
muffled cry from my sister’s room, a room which was a carbon copy of my own,
except her chosen color scheme was a burgundy color with cream trim; and she
chose to display many more modern additions; in addition, she preferred white
‘stressed timber’ furniture.


Debbie’s
voice cut through the cry, “Honey, please don’t stress yourself more than you
have to.” She reasoned.  “Do you want me
to call Doctor Bardon?” she asked.


I don’t
know what Sally’s reply was to the suggestion to calling her shrink, but I
decided I needed to get in there immediately. 
I walked through our ensuite and opened the door to Sally’s room.



 

Sally.


I was
kidding myself.


Everything
had been sailing so smoothly until now. 
Surely things just couldn’t keep travelling so nicely.  Something bad had to happen... soon.  It was going to be my blood tests... they
were going to reveal that I was infected with something that would not only
ruin my projected career, but would see me lose Henry.  I had been expecting it for years.


That
fucking drug addict definitely had some disgusting disease he passed on to
me... his body fluids were all over me... in me even.  Some diseases and viruses take months to
develop; I hadn’t been checked since I came to live here.  Debbie didn’t understand.  If it all went to shit now, I would lose the
tenuous hold I had on reality.  It was
the final hurdle.  Why wouldn’t I be
anxious?  


I kept my
insecurities to myself... the relationships I had with others were what defined me and held me together... I was so broken
inside that I had to feed off the strength of other’s to appear healed.


I was
crying into Debbie’s arms.  We were
sitting on the bed.


My heart...
my main reason for living all these years and hanging on, chose that moment to
walk in the door.


Summer had
grown into a beautiful young woman.  She
could seriously be a model if she wanted. 
But she had no desire for that. 
She was sweet, funny, loving... and absolutely devoted to her family and
friends.


“What’s
going on?” she asked, looking at me with ‘that look’ that melted me inside.


I couldn’t
talk now... I began to cry in earnest. 
So she came to sit beside me on the other side, opposite Debbie, and she
kissed the top of my head.  She began to
push my hair off my face and trail her fingers through it.


“Talk to me
Sal.” She pleaded.


I looked up
to Debbie, I couldn’t... I implored her to. 
I knew Debbie didn’t think Summer should know
or continue to go over this stuff.  I
knew that she thought Summer should move on and not
have to drag this stuff back up, but she also knew our bond, so, hesitating
only a little, she explained.


“Sally had
blood tests done today.” Debbie began.


“I know.”
Summer replied.


“She’s
concerned about the results.” Debbie explained.


“Why?”
Summer asked, innocently.


Debbie
sighed, took a breath and ploughed on.  


“Because they asked her whether she’d ever engaged in unprotected sex;
amongst other things.” Debbie stated, grimacing.


“Oh.”
Summer replied.


“And of
course, well, you know...” Debbie trailed off.


“I know.”
Summer replied.


There was
silence for a brief moment.


“Well,”
Debbie continued, “Some viruses don’t show up for a while, like HIV, and she’s
worried that she has something... like that.” Debbie finished on a sigh.


“Not gonna
happen.” Summer announced confidently.


“You can’t
know that.” I whimpered.


“Of course
I can!” She said.


“You can’t
Summer, but we can be supportive of Sally and help her until she knows for
sure.” Debbie stated.


“Look,” Summer started, “You have to be okay, and I feel really,
really certain of it!” she said.


Debbie
sighed.  I felt hopeful; she had a
positivity around me that made me hope. But still... I
felt like shit too.


“How... how
can you be so certain?” I asked her.


“Because,
if that asshole... sorry Debbie, but that’s a mild word for him... If that
asshole managed to get you sick with something like that, or anything for that
matter; utter chaos would ensue, and he would have to rise from the dead so
that I could have the pleasure of killing him myself.  And since that stupid shit only ever happens
in lame sitcoms and B-grade movies, then you’re gonna be fine.  Sorry Debbie for swearing.” She reasoned.


Wow, that
was... weird.  But for some reason it
made me smile.  She noticed my smirk, and
leant forward, touching her forehead to mine. 
Debbie loosened her hold, but remained with me.


“I love you
Sal.” Summer said.


“I love you
too, chicken.” I replied.


“I kissed
Blake today.” Summer said out of the blue, closely looking me in the eyes so it
looked like she had one big eye instead of two.


What? Did she just say she kissed Blake?  Her best friend Blake?  Did I hear her right?


I jumped
back and looked directly at her again. 
How random for her to say that, just... say that like it meant
nothing... I turned to look at Debbie who looked equally as confused, and then
I returned to look at her.  She was
grinning.


“What do
you mean you kissed Blake today?” I asked incredulously.


“As in I
had my first real kiss with a boy today, and it was Blake.” She said and color
rose in her cheeks and her eyes fell to the floor.


If she
wanted my focus to shift, she managed it effortlessly.


I looked at
her, imploring her to offer up more information.  She wasn’t offering.


“Don’t say
that and leave it there.” I whined.


“Are you
going to cheer up a bit if I tell you what happened?” she bargained.


I smiled, I
couldn’t help it.  I fed off of her
emotions.  Debbie smirked too, and
covered her smile with her hand to hide it.


Summer
looked up and saw my face and broke into a huge grin.  God, she was so beautiful.


“Okay, I’ll
tell you.” She said shifting on the bed so her body was facing me, and one leg
was bent up on the bed beside me.


“I got to
the Starbucks down on Fort Salonga
road, right, and Jewels and Jordan, her boyfriend, were plastered to each
other’s face, and no matter what Blake and I did or said, it  wouldn’t make them stop... so we started to
flirt and talk outrageously to each other, you know... the way we do,” she
said.  I nodded; I knew what she was
talking about.  So she continued.


“Then we
kind of talked each other into actually going through with kissing each other
to show those two up. So we did, right there in front of them... the other
patrons and staff too.  We just sort
of... went for it.” She finished, chuckling at herself.


“So you
like kissed, like... kissed, kissed!” I announced,
pleading for confirmation and more information.


“Tongues and everything!” Summer gloated.


Debbie
couldn’t help it.  She burst out
laughing.  I sat there, starting to
giggle.


Summer
continued to smile at us.  Her mission
was complete; she had completely changed the mood in the room.  She bugged her eyes at me... my composure was
gone... so she dug deeper.


“And just
at the point where we were about to get dirty, sorry Debbie,” she winced, but
continued; “Jewels got up and tore into us.” She said, matter-of-factly.


Debbie had
fallen back laughing onto the bed.  She
knew these kids, knew their parents, their birthdays, had seen them grow up
alongside Summer, and had watched their idiosyncrasies
develop.  She was now obviously picturing
this scene in her head as was I. 


“There’s
more.” Summer said.


I was
already getting a stitch but I motioned with my hand for her to continue with
her story.


“Jewels
spent half an hour trying to convince Blake that he was gay, and Blake
completely destroyed her arguments, determined to put that rumor to rest.  I can’t tell you what he said, because it was
pretty rude and Debbie would seriously get angry.” She reasoned.


“I won’t...
get... angry.” Debbie said laughing and crying.


“Okay, but
don’t get angry, because Blake and I are still friends, and I don’t want you to
get funny with him.” Summer explained.


Debbie
nodded.  I was starting to feel
pain.  Maybe it wasn’t that funny, but
after the previous conversation, and with us feeding off of each other’s
laughter, Debbie and I were totally lost.


“Well, he
explained how he didn’t find guys attractive, that he was attracted to girls,
and he told everyone that when he kissed me he got a huge hard on.” She
finished.


I couldn’t
help it... I slid onto the floor; tears were quite literally falling off my
chin.  My sides were so sore from my
laughter that I think it felt worse than crying in sadness.  Debbie was in hysterical throws of laughter,
no way she was angry... she wasn’t able to construct a sentence or a thought
for that matter.


Summer was
relentless; she simply had to hammer it home.


“So after
Blake blew Jewels up and demolished her arguments, shouting out that, um...
largish piece of information,” more laughter from us, a smirk from Summer, “I spat coffee over everyone at our table and left
the place... promptly.” She giggled, and then sighed.


She sat
there watching us for a while, till our laughter became gasps for breath.


“I think
I’m finished here!” Summer said, wrapping up her announcement, and dusting her
hands off at the same time.  “I’m glad I
could assist in improving the atmosphere in here.” She said, bending down to
give me a kiss on the top of my head before bouncing off and leaving my room.


It took
Debbie and I quite a while to stop the breakthrough chuckling, both of us
drawing long, hard lungfulls of air in, as though we’d both run a marathon.


“She sure
has a knack for lightening the mood.” Debbie finally said.


“Yes.” I
nodded, and damn it, she was right.  I
couldn’t even slip back into the doldrums... I would just have to wait and see
the results of that damned test and take it from there.


“What do
you make of all of that though?” I asked Debbie her opinion.


“What part
of it?” Debbie asked, wiping her cheeks with the palms of her hands and drying
them on her jeans.  She then settled on
her elbows to lift her torso off the bed.


I turned around
and put my head on the bed.


“All of
it.” I reasoned.


“Hmmm...
Blake being gay?” she asked.  I
nodded.  She shook her head and sucked on
her teeth. “No way! 
He’s never been gay, he’ll never be gay.” She stated.  “He’s been watching Summer
with bated breath, waiting for her to notice him as more than a friend for
years.”  She looked at me, then over at
the now closed door of the ensuite.


“He’s been
in love with that girl since he met her.” She said.


“Seriously?” I asked, my eyes widening.


Debbie
nodded... “I have eyes, I watch.” She said. 
Taking a deep breath, she continued, “I have no doubt he sported a huge
hard on,” and she began laughing all over again, before trying to persist, “ how... I am ever going to... look him in the eye again?!”
she finished.


Oh dear,
and there we went... off again.
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Summer.


I was
listening to my new Birds of Tokyo
CD, called Universes, which meant I
had the entertainment unit next to my door open, with the music at a level I
was certain would bring me attention from Debbie, if it wasn’t for the fact
that she had gone out today, and I was surfing amazon.com for cheap ebooks.


There was a
knock on my door.


“Come in.”
I shouted.


“Aren’t you
going to answer your phone?” Blake’s voice chimed over the music, as he entered
the room.


Grabbing
the remote I directed it over my shoulder and turned the music down; before
grabbing my phone from the bag at my feet and checking the screen.  I’d missed three calls from Blake.  


Blake went
over to my bed and jumped up onto it, adjusting the pillows up behind him so he
could half sit. 


I looked
over to him, smiling.


“How did
you get inside?” I asked.


“I know
where the key is.” He replied.


“Time to move the key.” I suggested.


“Probably.”
He returned, smiling.


“What
happened to the pink hair?” I asked.


“Jordan
told me to lose it, so I lost it.” He replied, shrugging.


“Fair
enough, I suppose if you’re going for hetero, the pink doesn’t exactly work.” I
replied, smiling and twirling my chair around to look at him.


“True,” he
stated.  “I have a question and a favor
to ask.” 


My stomach
was doing a flip.  What kind of favor...
was he after a repeat performance from yesterday?  I was going to find it hard to look at him
like a friend if we started doing that again... but, oh my God... I really,
really wanted to repeat that kiss.


“What kind
of favor.” I said, accompanying my look with squinty eyes.


He
chuckled. 


“First, a question. Actually, two questions, depending on your first answer.” He began.


“Hmmm...” I
replied.


“Did you
think I was gay?” he asked, smiling, but I could detect a slight concern, a
little bit of sadness.


I sighed, I
didn’t believe it... had always doubted it, but if he turned around and said
definitely that he was, then I would’ve believed him, because he told me.


“Nup, I
always doubted it, but... you’ve got some work on your hands convincing
everyone; your sister made some compelling arguments at school.” I explained.


“But you
doubted it.  Because I can assure you, I
really am straight... not that being gay is wrong or anything... it’s just not
me.” He pressed.


“Yes, I
really believe you.” I reassured him.


He sighed,
smiled and sat up.


“Okay, so
another question.” He said


Please don’t ask me out, please don’t ask me
out, please don’t ask me out... I chanted in my head.


“Do you
think we’ll remain good friends, for like forever? I mean... I don’t want you
to ever give up on me... so, will you be there for me, and I’ll be there for
you too.” He said, intensely.


 “Are you kidding me? What kind of question is
that?” I fired back, jumping up from the chair and running over to the bed
before dive bombing him.


He put his
hands up to protect himself; whilst lifting his leg up to protect his junk.


“I’m only
asking,” he continued, “because it means that if there are boys in your life
and girls in my life, they might not understand our friendship, and like... I
don’t want to give you up for anyone.” He reasoned, scooting over to give me
room on my bed.


“Shit, if
it’s like that, then we’ll fuck them off!” I replied.  “And what’s the favor?” I asked.


“Can you
teach me how to skateboard, I mean the basics?” He asked.


“Sure...
but if you want to learn more than that, you’ll have to go to the skatepark -
and hurt yourself till you figure it out on your own.” I explained.


“Nah,
that’s okay.” He said.  “If I want to do
that, I will... but right now, I just want to be able to keep up with you when
we head to school after the summer break.” He answered.


“Okay,
let’s get going then.” I suggested.


“What...
now?” he questioned.


“Yeah, why not?” I argued, “Tuesday morning... no rain, beautiful day, traffic’s low on
this street, let’s go!” 


“I thought
we could make out!” he smirked, catching my hand and attempting to pull me
toward him.


“Get up!” I
laughed, dragging back at his hand in an attempt at removing him from my
bed.  Then I stopped.  Something had been bugging me all night, I
wanted to ask him.


“Blake?  What was wrong with Jewels yesterday?” I
asked.


“Who
knows?” He replied, rolling his eyes.


“What’s she
doing today?  Is she coming over tonight?”
I asked.


“I doubt
she’s coming tonight, and since she’s not talking to me at the moment, I have
absolutely no idea what she’s up to today.” He said, twisting the ring on my
thumb, since I still held his hand.



 

Blake.


Summer sat
on the edge of her bed.  She was wearing
her grey Cookie Man t-shirt and some darker grey, light cotton cargo shorts,
which rode low on her hips.  I could see
the tops of what appeared to be black lacy panties as she bent over to pick up
her shoes from under her bed.  She began
putting her grey DCs on, but I couldn’t concentrate beyond the tops of lacy
panties, so I just sat there and watched her. 



This was
going to be so much harder than I anticipated; last night when I made plans
about how to proceed regarding us, it had seemed so right... well, not easy...
but possible.


I had
decided in bed last night, to navigate around my feelings for Summer, effectively putting them on hold.  She was the prize, absolutely... but I wanted
the prize when I was old enough to hold onto her... to keep her.  I’d worked out the next four years
elaborately... but in the cold hard daylight, I wasn’t sure how I was to
execute any plan without some serious pain infliction... mine!


Everything
hinged on us getting into the same college, and remaining close friends for the
next four years.  People hooked up in
college, and spent the rest of their lives together all the time... my parents
had.  


Watching
her leaning over to tie her laces I sighed silently.  This meant someone else was going to touch her,
hold her and kiss her at some point over the next four years.  Someone might even convince her to become
intimate with them.  Shit!  Rapidly anger was
descending on me... I closed my eyes.  I
didn’t want to think of Summer having sex with anyone
else... and this was the risk! 
Boyfriends over the next four years were a distinct possibility, she was
seriously beautiful. Aargh!  What was I thinking last night?  Sometimes I could be so stupid!  Shit like that was obviously going to happen!


Breathing
deep, I recognised that reality, and uncomfortably squared off with it... I
needed to keep my eye on the prize... the end result was what mattered.  I’d deal with every hurdle as they
appeared... if they appeared!  At the end
of it all, I wanted her.


“You
ready?” Summer chimed, standing up and twirling to look at me. A shadowed
concern crossed her face, “You look like you’re in pain, and I haven’t even
begun with you yet.” She stated.


She had no
idea how pertinent that sentence was right now.


“Like I
said yesterday... be gentle.” I replied, smiling suggestively, thinking about
the double meaning held within those words.


“Get up!”
she said, tugging at my hand again.


“Slave driver!” I replied.


*


Summer was
actually pretty good at teaching me, or at least telling me what to do. 


Feet
positioning... check!


Pushing
off... check!


Rolling
down the driveway... check!


Applying
pressure to either side of the deck for a subtle change in direction... check!


Falling
off... multiple check!


Believability...
not so sure!


Hours, and
hours... did I mention hours? 


Yes,
fucking hours of falling, hurting and being grateful for some limited ability
to balance, otherwise I would’ve sported far worse gravel rash.



 

Summer.


Blake
actually did pretty well with skateboarding, I should’ve introduced him to it
years ago, but he’d always scoffed at it before.


On
Wednesday, he didn’t show at my house, and so we texted each other over the
course of the day.  I learnt his morning
boot camp session alongside Jordan had put them both out of action for the
day.  


On
Thursday, when he came over to practice, he brought his own skateboard deck,
trucks and wheels, which we put together, and he dutifully launched back into
practice.  He was worse than on Tuesday,
but considering he was struggling with walking after the previous day, I
thought he did okay.


Friday came
along quite rapidly... Blake went to boot camp with Jordan again and then again
spent the day at home recovering from the experience.


Sally got
her results from Monday’s blood tests... yes, they were fine, as I knew they
would be, and in celebration, she was taking me shopping the following day.


And then
Julie came back.


All week
she hadn’t returned any of my calls, texts or requests to hang out.  She had broken up with Jordan on Wednesday,
via a text message, and she had refused to talk to Blake for days.


Debbie
knocked on my door.  I was reading the
second book in the Underland series,
by Suzanne Collins, lying on my bed.


“Summer,
you have a visitor.” Debbie said, opening the door.


I looked
over the top of my book.  Julie was
standing there, looking down at her shoes. 
They were nice shoes... cute red ballet flats with a little silver clasp
on the toe.  They matched her vintage
inspired, mid thigh length, A-line red and green tulip dress.  


She was not
here to get tips on riding a skateboard.


Regardless
of the brush off all week, I smiled at her.


“Hey
Jewels.”


“Hi,” she
replied quietly.


Debbie
turned and left, and I sat further up the bed and patted my hand on the quilt
cover, encouraging her to approach and take a seat.


Julie
wandered across my room, from the door. 
She was a pretty girl, and she was a girly girl, unlike me.


Sitting
down a little farther away from me than I had indicated, she looked up at me
through her made up eyes and gave me a shy smile.


“What are
you doing?” she asked.


“Reading
about Gregor’s subterranean adventures,” I replied,
holding the face of the book up for her to see. 
“His sister was taken you know... he’s on a mission to recover her.” I
said.


“Oh.” Julie
said, nodding absentmindedly.


I sighed
and put the book down.


“What’s up
Jewels?” I asked.


She
wouldn’t look at me; she just looked over at my stereo.  The doors of my entertainment unit were
pealed back to allow the music to flow freely. 
I was playing my Death Cab for
Cutie CD, Narrow Stairs, which I
had purchased with some of my birthday money. 
It was playing low enough so that it was really only background music,
so I didn’t think she was imploring me to turn it down.


“Jewels?”
I repeated, leaning forward and grabbing her wrist.  She flinched, but she didn’t pull away.


“I have to
tell you something, but I’m kind of scared.” She said.


“Okay,
well... I’m here, I’ll listen, and you know me Jewels... I won’t judge.” I
replied.  I was thinking about her dropping
Jordan, so I was kind of curious to know what she had to say.


She nodded,
and looked up at me.  Her eyes were
glistening, but no tears... yet.  I was
concerned this was going to need tissues.


“Hold that
thought...” I said jumping off the bed and running towards the ensuite.  I returned with a box of tissues and slumped
down on the bed next to Julie. “What do you need to talk about?” I asked her,
bending forward and turning my face up to her.


“You’re
going to hate me.” She said.


“Did you
hurt Sally?” I asked.  She shook her
head... “Did you do something to Debbie and Max?” I asked, again a shake of the
head... “Blake?  Did you hurt Blake?” I
asked her... again the negative shake.  I
smiled warmly at her... “So, I’m thinking that unless you’re admitting to being
a serial killer, I won’t hate you!” I finished.


Julie
relaxed a little, and smiled a lot.


“So what is
it?” I asked.


She sighed,
her smile was gone.


“The other
day... you remember Monday?” she asked.


“How could
I ever forget Monday?” I grunted.  “It’s
permanently imprinted on my brain!” I joked.


“Hmmm...”
she murmured.  “I was a jerk!” she said.


“It wasn’t
your finest moment... no!” I said.


“I... I
mean... It was a shock to see you two... you know!” she fumbled.


“Me too.”
I said.


“Well,
after that, I was stupid...  I was
immature, and I was way, way out of line.” She explained.


“I agree...
but I still love you.” I said, smiling. 
“But I think we give that Starbucks
a wide berth for a while, hey?” I reasoned.


“Um,
yeah...” She chuckled.


“Why were you
so determined with your argument, Jewels?” I asked, curious about what she had
to say.


“I really
wanted Blake to be gay.” She said.


Obviously, I thought.


“Obviously,
but why?” I asked.


“Because it would make things easier.” She reasoned.


“For who?”
I asked.


“For me...”
she murmured.


Come again? I thought.


“How?” I
asked.


Julie
sighed a mega huge sigh... she rolled her eyes to the ceiling.


“I think
I’m gay.” She said, eyes still up, a tear spilling down her face.


“Is that
all?” I said, although, I sounded more confident than I felt... I was
shocked!  I grabbed the tissues and
pulled one out, handing it to her.  I
moved in closer, I supposed she was in shock too... so I just put my arm around
her.


“I’m pretty
sure I am... and I just struggle with it so much.” She was crying now.


“Does Blake
know?” I asked her.


“No!” she
stressed through her tears.


“Why is it
such a problem for you, if you’re sure? I mean, there are some absolutely
gorgeous gay women out there!” I reasoned.


“I can’t
tell you why I’m struggling, I just am.” She said with her face in her
hands.  “Do you hate me?”


I scoffed
at her question... “Uh... No!” I said.


She looked
up at me, her makeup was smearing.  I
gave her more tissues.


“I was
jealous... of Blake for kissing you.” She said meekly.


What? She was jealous?


“I’m...
sorry?” I said, unsure of what to say.


“It’s not
your fault.” She said.  “But I know
you’re not like me, I never get a vibe from you that you might want to, you
know... go there!” she whispered.  “Now
do you hate me, for liking you... like that?”


I was
confused... so Julie had a ‘thing’ for me? I couldn’t pretend to reciprocate
it, I didn’t have one for her, but I definitely didn’t hate her.


“I don’t
hate you... I love you... just... just, not in that way.” I finished.


“I know.”
She said.  “I broke up with Jordan, too.”


“I heard,
since Blake and he are now besties.” I chuckled.  “I heard he took it... well.”


“Like hell
he did. He stormed over to my house and demanded I come and tell him to his
face.” She explained.


I’d heard
this too, obviously... Blake told me all about it.


“I couldn’t
face him... so I just told Blake to tell him to get lost.” She said.


I knew this
as well, although, Blake didn’t tell him to get lost - what he actually did was
head Jordan out the door and explain to him that Julie was a temperamental
girl, and that Jordan was lucky to be rid of her... he also said that Jordan
should cut his losses and run for freedom while the getting was good.  Jordan didn’t take it so well, but he was
still hanging out with Blake and doing boot camp, regardless.


“So...” I
began.  “Do you still want to be friends
with me?” I asked her.


“What?”
Julie looked at me.  She looked
confused.  “You still want to be
friends?”


“Of course!” I replied, giving her an incredulous look.  “Why wouldn’t I?”


“Because of what I just told you.” She reasoned.


I
humphed... “That’s just silly!  Of course
I want to be your friend... of course I do! 
Unless it makes things too hard for you... I
mean, I’m sorry I just can’t go there with you!” I reasoned. 


Julie
smiled.  “I want to be friends... I’ll be
okay.  But, don’t tell Blake, I don’t
want him to know!” she said.


“I won’t,
but you know... it’ll all come out in the end.” I reasoned with her.


“Well,
let’s wait till the end then.” She said.


*


The
holidays flew past...  Summer break
always did, it was just never long enough.


Julie
didn’t hang with me as much as she used to, much of it was because of Blake,
but more importantly, because of Blake and Jordan.


Blake and I
had scheduled much of our Freshman year together, with
the exception of his Fine Arts and Media and Graphic Arts courses, which I was
not interested in – although, I took photography.  And while he was busy with those subjects, I
took French language and Music theory.


Of most import
was the dynamics of our group, which for me essentially had progressed to Blake
and Jordan; along with Cameron, Dylan (blow-ins accompanying Jordan) and
Stephanie, a quiet and studious friend that Blake, Julie and I used to hang
with in our previous year.  She had been
AWOL during the holidays, on account of having to spend it with her
grandparents in Wyoming.  Julie was
intermittent, preferring to stay away from Jordan, and probably Blake too.  She returned to hanging with some of her old
crowd from Elementary days.


Stephanie
was a really cute girl, as in petite and little.  She had sky blue eyes, pale skin and almost
black hair, which was long and always kept in a ponytail.  She had one of those upturned noses, and her
eyes had a slight almond shape to them. 
I think she was about 5ft 3in, and she sported a little weight, but it
looked right on her.  She wore reading
glasses in class and when she studied, which were super cool.  She liked to wear a similar vintage style to
that which Julie had perfected, and it looked really funky.


Over the
break, Blake had begun to get pretty fit. 
He was still all skinny, but he was stronger, and his endurance on his
skateboard was impressive.  It was fun to
be hanging out with him, skating around town, and Jordan was pretty cool
too.  I was still unsure of how I felt
about Cameron and Dylan... the jury was still out concerning them, but I was
willing to let them prove themselves.
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Blake.


Stepping
out of the DMV, I scanned around the
parking lot looking for Summer.  She was supposed to be waiting for me out there.


I felt her
hands on my shoulders, before I felt her pull herself up and jump on my
back.  I grabbed her legs which were now
wrapped around me, and I walked a few steps forward.


Summer had
always been a bit touchy feely... and I didn’t mind, in fact I encouraged it
when I could, but recently, our mucking around had been getting a little out of
hand.


Last week,
while she was studying for her learner’s permit test; she was seated at my
desk, and I was on my bed, asking her questions; she had gotten bored and
started throwing spit wads at me, using some scrap paper I had left on my desk.


“Summer!”
I warned.


Another
spit wad... on my cheek... and she was smiling.


“Don’t
start something you can’t finish!” I growled, wiping off the offending glob.


So she
picked up my jar of paper clips and tossed them all over me, before sprinting
out my door laughing.


I howled
aggressively and made chase, down the stairs... through the kitchen and into
our back yard.  She would’ve been at a
greater advantage if she had’ve run through the front door.  As it stood, our back yard was fenced in and
locked... with 6ft fences.


She ducked
around garden furniture, threw outdoor cushioned seating at me and continued to
evade me for as long as she could.


When I
finally caught her... I tackled her to the grass and pinned her on her back
beneath me.


Her hair
had fallen out of her standard ponytail, and it was splayed across the grass
around her head.  Her hands were pinned
beside her shoulders by my hands pushing her wrists into the soft grass, and
her body was trapped by mine, since I was straddled over the top of her hips.


She was
laughing up at me, and her chest was rising and falling in big waves.


“You’re in
trouble now!” I warned... feeling more in trouble myself than the other way
around.


“Yeah?  What are you gonna do?” she challenged,
sarcastically.


And the
fact was... what came to my mind immediately was that I should lean in and kiss
her.  My cock began to stir at the
thought, and I had to stop myself, but not before leaning in an inch from her
face.


“Uncomfortable?”
I asked.  Her eyes hadn’t even blinked...
I wasn’t sure if she was actually wanting me to kiss her, or not believing I’d
do it.


She had a
boyfriend... Jordan... and he was my friend too!


I had a
girlfriend... Stephanie... and she was friends with
Summer too!


Complicated!


“Not at
all!” she answered... but there was something distinctly different about her
voice... was it huskier?


We stayed
like that for a minute more, staring into each other’s eyes; before I stopped
myself from ruining things, and instead, turned my head, and licked her cheek
from her jaw to her temple.


“Aaarrrrrhhhh!” Summer screamed, giggling and thrashing
underneath me.


“Told you!”
I chuckled.  Leaning back and watching
her face shows signs of distress and disgust.


“You’re
disgusting!” she laughed, and I finally let her up... yet I stayed there and
let her hit me, before I could get up from the grass myself... for fear of her
seeing my reaction to her close proximity to me moments before... clearly
displayed in my pants.  All the same, I
had no doubt she’d felt it, despite my attempts to lift my hips slightly from
her body.  I was just glad she hadn’t
said anything.


Now outside
the DMV, with Summer
on my back, talking directly into my ear, I was working hard not to... um...
get excited!


“So, you
got it too now... another few months and we’ll be able to drive everywhere
instead of skating.” She enthused.


“Yep.” I
agreed, a tickle spreading from my neck and down my entire right side till it
pooled in my groin.  I swallowed, “At
least it will be handy during Winter.  I can’t say I’ll miss trying to get to school
through the cold weather with just a skateboard.” I laughed.


“Like you ever did.” She huffed, as she shifted further up my back to get a better purchase.
“You walk everywhere when there’s ice around.”


“I’m smart,
what can I say?” I replied.


Jordan was
walking up the path; he’d gone and bought ice-creams... a celebration?!  


I dropped Summer from my back, since I felt funny touching her with
him around.  I knew he didn’t like it...
I wouldn’t either.


Jordan had
finally hit 5ft 11in.  Summer had slowed
down in her growing, maintaining a 5ft 9in height for the last year. I too had
slowed down, measuring in at 6ft 3in at last Christmas.  I didn’t feel as though I was going to grow
much more, I had been filling out a bit since the Winter break.


Jordan and
I had maintained our boot camp antics throughout the last two years, and it was
noticeable.  I was the happy owner of a
decent six pack, and Stephanie, my girl, was pleased too.


Thoughts of
Stephanie often brought with them, feelings of guilt.  Don’t get me wrong, I really did like her...
a lot.  But Summer
was still my goal.  I texted Stephanie
that I had successfully obtained my learners permit.


“Blake.”
Jordan announced, handing me an ice-cream, and patting me on my shoulder.


I tilted my
head up in answer, took the ice-cream and smiled, before I referred back to my
texting conversation with Stephanie.


Jordan
grabbed Summer by the waist and swung her into
him.  She giggled, and I felt an urge to
vomit.  I covertly watched as he planted
a kiss on her cherry glossed lips, before taking a bite of her ice-cream.


“Hey you...
eat your own ice-cream!” she squealed back. 
He just grinned at her.


Yep, I was
intensely jealous.  Worse still, although
I got to touch her too... she wasn’t mine, and our contact wasn’t anything like
the way Jordan described their making out... fuck!


Summer, to
her credit, never, ever talked about Jordan to me.  Since we hung out alone a lot of the time, it
was good to know when we were alone, it was just us.


“Glad
that’s over!” Julie said from the DMV
doorway, walking over to us.


Summer
grabbed the last ice-cream from Jordan’s hand and trundled over to Julie to
hand it to her, giving her a great big hug.


“A couple
of months, and we’ll be driving everywhere!” Summer said to her.


Julie
smiled knowingly at Summer and gave her a cheeky wink.


“Now,”
Julie started, “Summer and I are going shopping for
dresses... you two go and do boy things.” She announced.


This had
been the deal from the get go... Julie had made it perfectly clear that she
wanted to buy herself gifts today... for getting her permit.  She’d also made it perfectly clear that she
didn’t want any guys to attend.


That was
cool... we were off to Cameron’s house anyway. 
He had a games room, with a pool table and a huge TV that we could play Playstation on.  We would be in boy heaven for hours.


Summer went
over to Jordan and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, before he grabbed her
and forced a breath stealing kiss on her mouth... Ugh!  I turned away... forming another text on my
phone.  I still had time to put my phone
away before he had finished with her.


Then, she
turned to me and for the first time in ages... at least in public; she grabbed
my left cheek and forced my right cheek into her lips for a crushing kiss.


“Mwah!” she
said as her lips mashed against my face, leaving sticky traces of her lip gloss
on my cheek.  She stood back and gave me
a wicked grin before meandering off with Julie, arms interlocked.


I looked
momentarily in shock at Jordan... but he just shrugged and shook his head.


“Ah...
sorry, man!” I apologized.


“Pffft...
it was nothing!” Jordan announced. 
“She’s just being Summer.” He smiled, but I
could tell he was pissed about it.


“So how is Steph?” Jordan asked, as we turned to leave in the opposite
direction.


“Yeah good.” I answered.


“Hey, can I
ask you something?” Jordan asked.  He had
that uncomfortable look he sometimes got when he wanted to ask me about
something to do with Summer.  I didn’t like that look, it made me
defensive.


“Um... sure?” I said uncertainly.


“How far
have you gone with Steph?” Jordan asked.


“How far?”
I returned.


“Yeah, you
know... making out.” He explained.


“Oh... um,
I’m not sure she’d like me tellin’ you.” I suggested.


“Blake...
I’m not gonna tell her, I’m just needing some direction... some comparison.”
Jordan reasoned.


“Oh,
okay... well, I’ve copped a feel before... you know... her breasts.” I
replied.  It was only last weekend in
fact.  Stephanie wanted to go further,
but my nerves got the better of me.


“Yeah?  Skin?” he inquired.


“Yeah!” I
confirmed.


“Cool,”
Jordan said, and then he offered, “Summer won’t let me
touch her like that at all.  It’s all
outside the clothes!”


Thank God! I thought... I didn’t want her to let him
touch her either.


“Yeah, I
imagine she’s one of those girls who’ll wait till she’s 17.” Jordan said.


“I imagine
you’re right.” I suggested.  Could we get off this topic now?


*


Summer was
one of those girls after all, so... I was one of those guys too... by which
time, Stephanie had moved on from me, and was ‘doing it’ with Cameron... and my
first time was with a girl named Kim - who was just a random girl at Dylan’s
17th birthday party, who I took a momentary fancy to, after finding out Summer
and Jordan had done the deed; information courtesy from Jordan... of
course.  


I had
wanted to punch Jordan’s face in, before I realised I couldn’t!  So I did the next best thing, and fucked some
random chick!  Just handed over my ‘virginity’
to a complete stranger!  I didn’t want to
get to know her... since any girl would’ve been okay!


I was
between my junior and senior year, and I had been without a girlfriend for
about 5 months, since I just couldn’t lie to myself anymore and continue to use
girlfriends as preparation for Summer.  It was far better to use random girls who
knew that they were only getting a one night fling.  So, the remainder of the holidays saw me
whoring myself around at every possible party... one night stands were the
order of the day!


After the
break, our senior year continued in much the same way as previous years.  Summer and I returned to a semblance of
normalcy... I ignored the intimacy of her relationship, and continued to broker
several short relationships with different girls; they always were concerned
over my ‘odd’ relationship with Summer.  None of them lasted very long.


Summer
continued in an on-again, off-again situation with Jordan.  This of course, was like manna from heaven
for me, as it was living proof that both of us were maintaining unsustainable
relationships.



 

Summer.


It was
Winter break... and I’d just gotten off the phone from Jordan again.  I’d broken up with him because he had started
following me around outside of school, making sure I was safe.  But I’d heard from Cameron, that he’d been
threatening some of his team mates with violence, because they had been talking
to me when they’d seen me out Christmas shopping.  He hadn’t denied it... he had just said that
they shouldn’t be treading on his territory.


I was
scared for Blake, because maybe he was in danger from Jordan’s over-the-top
possessiveness too.


Sitting on
my bed... I was sorting through my music on my phone now, and changing personal
ringtones for my friends.  But I was
actually thinking of Blake.


I had been
giving him a green light to ‘extend’ our friendship for years... but he had
never indicated that he wanted to.


Damn... I
had been practically cheating on Jordan... doing everything in my power to get
Blake to touch me.  But Blake preferred
fucking girl’s he could let go of easily. 
He was certainly not interested in me... no more than friends.  That’s why I’d always end up back with
Jordan... his persistence wore me down.


But I had
to admit... once I left for college... I wasn’t taking the whole Jordan mess
with me.  I wanted a new start then.


I was in
love with my best friend!  I was fucking
his friend, on and off, and I was making a mess of my final year of High
School.


Why... why couldn’t Blake fall for me too?


I thought
about the last time I had had sex with Jordan. 
It wasn’t the first time I had thought about Blake while we made out,
but it was the first time I projected his image on the entire scene, as if it
were him that I was being intimate with.


Jordan had
collected me from my place, to take me over to his house for dinner with his
family.  We had made our way to his
bedroom, since dinner was still forty minutes away.


When Jordan
had closed the door, he pulled me into his arms to kiss me.


Hands on my
face... at first they were Jordan’s. 
They became Blake’s the moment I closed my eyes.


The thought
that I was kissing Blake and not Jordan fuelled my desire.  I rarely instigated sex... but I wanted my
fantasy to flourish.


“Fuck me!”
I said breathlessly... I’d almost said Fuck
me Blake... but I reined it in, and kept the Blake bit in my head.


Jordan
growled... Blake growled!


He
maneuvered me towards the bed until my legs bumped up against the mattress.


“Summer!”
He said seductively, as he proceeded to undress me.  I placed my finger on his lips and opened my
eyes.


“Shhh! We
have to be quiet.” I said, thinking about his parents, in addition to my
fantasies.


Jordan
smiled knowingly, as he peeled my clothes off and threw them on his floor.


Once I was
naked, and standing in front of a naked Jordan, he pushed me gently back onto
the bed and into the mattress.


“Can we try
skin on skin?” Jordan asked, hovering over me.


“No way...
it’s too risky!” I said in a panic. 
Jordan was always trying to convince me to let him use the withdrawal
method.


He sighed,
reached over to his dresser and grabbed a condom out of the top drawer.


After
rolling the condom down over his ready penis, he looked at me with a smirk and
lay back over my body again, as I spread my legs open and around his hips.


I was
losing my vibe... my desire and fantasy had all but dried up.  Reality was Jordan... Blake wasn’t here.  It almost made me want to cry.  


Jordan
wasn’t inconsiderate; he just didn’t have my complete attention... I wasn’t in
love with him.


Jordan felt
my pussy to make sure I was ready for him. 
I wasn’t really that ready after all.


He produced
some saliva and licked it onto his hand, before smearing the moisture over the
lips of my pussy.  The action kinda
cooled me down a whole lot more.


Jordan held
his penis at the entrance to my vagina and then eased himself into me with a
groan.


He began to
move inside of me.  I closed my eyes and
tried to concentrate on the friction... attempting to mentally boost my
desire.  It was working... but only
slightly. I thought of Blake again, and wondered what he would do... and just
like that, by mentally picturing him again, my desire levels rose.  My pussy became wet; I was thinking about his
cock inside me, I began pushing back into Blake...
I mean Jordan/Blake... with forceful
thrusts that helped him to reach areas of my vagina Jordan hadn’t explored.


In no time,
I had rolled Jordan/Blake over and
was astride him... and fucking him for all I was worth... fucking Blake in my head!


“I’m gonna
come.” Jordan lamented into my fantasy.


“Hold on...
I’m not there yet!” I said.  Thrusting
harder, trying to achieve my release.


“I can’t...
you’re too fucking good!” Jordan frantically breathed, before his body jerked,
he became rigid and a cry, stifled by a pillow reached my ears.


Fuck! Even in my fantasies I couldn’t get Blake
to fall for me... to come with me... I began to cry!


Jordan
thought it was because the sex was so good... but I was so frustrated, I had to
take it out on myself later with my fingers.


I had
broken up with Jordan two days later... he had been persistently calling me
since.  I wondered how long it would be
before the pattern of going back to him would be fulfilled... or if this time I
could walk away forever.



 

Blake.


Julie, Summer and I had had a large joint 18th birthday party on
15th May. It was two days before Julie’s and my birthday and four days after Summer’s.  Debbie and
Max, alongside my parents, hired out a hall, had a band, and everything was
fully catered for.  The best present for
me though, was that Summer had broken up with Jordan
during the week.  It appeared to be
permanent.  She maintained his behavior
was bordering on unacceptable... he seemed the same as usual to me, but it was
all good news in any case.


At prom
night, despite the split still being maintained, Jordan still took Summer (it had been arranged ages before).  But she wasn’t speaking to him that much,
since they were still apart... and since I went stag, she ended up dancing most
of the night with Julie and I.


We were all
off to college very soon.  Julie was
heading for Newark, New Jersey, to attend Berkley
College; and there do a Bachelor of Science in Fashion Marketing and
Management.


Because
Summer and I had always discussed going to college together, and local colleges
didn’t cater for her, despite some of the best fine arts and graphic design
courses available to me right here, we were planning on doing the next best
thing.


Summer and
I were attending Centenary College in
Hackettstown, New Jersey together... I had convinced her for eighteen months
that Centenary had everything I
wanted; despite it being in the middle of nowhere.  At least as far as my experience was
concerned.


She was
enrolling for a Bachelor of Arts, with an English
major and a Creative Writing minor... and I was availing myself of their
Bachelor of Fine Arts in Art and Design. 
We would be moving into our own apartment, and having to find a third
flat mate ourselves, to assist with the rent, in six weeks. 


Today was
July 16th... tonight, we were back at celebrating Dylan’s birthday... a full
circle... he was turning eighteen.


I had just
completed the final touches to my hair in the bathroom and was heading back to
my bedroom, when I heard through Julie’s closed door (I may have been listening), Summer talking to Julie...


“Yes,
marriage... can you believe Jordan proposed to me last night?”


I choked...
I froze...


And then
the tinkling of the smashed pieces of my heart could be heard for miles (they were that loud in my head anyway),
as they skidded across the floor of the hallway in all directions.  In six weeks we were supposed to be moving in
together, I had made so many plans... hitched my star to her wagon...
Fuck!  What did this mean?


My
breathing had stopped, and when I remembered to breathe again, it rattled
through my rib cage and caught in my throat on its way back out.  I wanted to move my body... I had to move,
away from the door, but I couldn’t.  My
body was in such shock, my feet wouldn’t work.


“I didn’t
know you were meeting up with him again...You okay?” I heard Julie voice.


“Yeah...”
Summer said, unaffected.  “I mean it
hurt, you know, to see him like that, but... well.”  She sighed, “It was very romantic... it
was... sweet.” Summer explained.


“Helen...
well, she talks about us living together now that school’s finished and I can
get away from here... God, she makes me feel so special.” Julie enthused.


What? 
Helen Daniels?  Julie’s friend who
was a year older than us... the one already in college?  AT BERKLEY!!! What... The...
Fuck!  I burst through the door.


They stood
there... like deer in the headlights. 
Julie was about to put her second earring in.


“Were you
listening at the door?” Julie asked me... already knowing the answer.


I was
shaking... I shouldn’t have burst in... I couldn’t hurt Summer...
I couldn’t lose her either!  Had I
already lost her...? But oh, I was so angry! 
I narrowed in on the only thing that could keep this moment in some
semblance of perspective.


Julie was
wearing her standard style; a vintage dress in an indigo blue color that
matched her eyes.  Her pumps were the
same color, and gave her another two inches in height.  Her hair had remained in her short pixie
style all these years.  I had never
picked her for a lesbian, but then, she had never told me, or trusted me with
that information.


She had
trusted Summer with it, but Summer hadn’t given me a
heads up either... Right now, despite reason telling me otherwise, I couldn’t
entertain that Summer had no right to offer that
information to me, that it wasn’t hers to give... and I doubted very much that
Summer would know what complications this information had either.


But I was
even angrier with Summer than Julie at this moment,
despite having no right to be, and God Damn... if I wasn’t going to hang her
out to dry right now too!


Summer was
in a banded fabric cream mini dress, with matching heels; her figure was lean
but beautiful, like a Victoria’s Secret model... her hair was out and slightly
messy; her makeup, courtesy of Julie, highlighted her face flawlessly, and I
had to suck in a breath because I was so taken by her.  Fortunately, my sudden intake of breath
didn’t detract from my initial ‘burst through the door’ antics.


“What did
you hear?” Julie asked, her shock slowly turning to anger.


I lifted a
shaking hand into a quivering stop signal.


“Helen?” I
asked, or perhaps I squeaked, because it didn’t sound very loud.


Julie’s
face was burning... Summer’s mouth had dropped open; shock was still registered
on her face.


Pointing my
shaking finger at Summer, I continued, “You couldn’t
tell me?  How long have you known this?”
I forcefully spat.


“Um...” she
quietly murmured, “Since Starbucks?”
she said timidly.


Fuck that... since Starbucks? Since Julie gave
me all that bullshit about being gay?  I was
now very angry.


“It wasn’t
her secret to tell, asshole!” Julie screamed.


“You
fucking give me hell for 6 months... then drag out your tantrums for another 2
months; and for at least those last 2 months, Summer could’ve given me piece of
mind about the whole God damn experience?... Whose fault is it Jewels?” I
shouted back.


Summer was
shifting nervously on her feet; she was biting her lip, her eyes were downcast.


“Don’t you
dare,” Julie seethed.  “I couldn’t tell
anyone else... I had a crush on her and I thought she needed to know, so she
could choose whether she still wanted to hang with me or not... other than
that, Helen is the only one that knows.” Julie shouted.


“That’s
because you’ve been trading pussy with her.” I seethed; I was being an absolute
bastard.


Julie’s
whole body exploded.  Her arms flung out,
her face started shouting and spitting... but I couldn’t hear her.  All I could comprehend was Summer,
quietly moving to the other side of the bed, dropping into the chair in the
corner and quietly zoning out.  She then
dropped her face in her hands.  I
couldn’t tell what else happened, because by then Julie had clocked me in the
face and was shoving me out the door.



 

Summer.


If he heard
about Julie, he’d probably heard about Jordan... he knew about the proposal...
It felt like my stomach had decided to depart from my body, the same time my
heart dropped through the resultant hole left behind.
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Blake.


Kelly was a
good distraction... both times.  However,
she was a bit domineering for my liking. 
She was older by two years, and I think she felt she had something to
teach me.  But her condescending tone
about my youth, kind of put this experience into perspective, as just another
one night stand.


Summer
didn’t attend the party in the end... Julie told me she was sick.  I should’ve gone to see her, but I was too
busy getting ‘busy’, because I thought she was marrying Jordan.


Apart from
Julie informing me rudely about Summer’s no show, she
otherwise did a perfectly determined performance of ignoring me... giving the
term ‘Ice Queen’ a whole new image.


Jordan
appeared briefly towards the end... I didn’t get to talk to him, but he
appeared devastated.  It was obvious I’d
been wrong and it made me feel like shit... because all of a sudden, Kelly
hadn’t been necessary.  It made me feel
like a cheating bastard... 


*


“Summer,
please open your door.” I asked, knocking loudly on the door.  


Debbie
stood behind me.


“You know,
she’s not been herself all week, and today... she’s been a mess.” Debbie
explained, chewing her fingernail.


No, I didn’t really know, because I’ve been
feeling guilty about behaving like a dick; and haven’t been around to check on
her!


Turning to
her, I whispered, “Can I go through Sal’s old room?” 


“She’s
locked the ensuite door.” Debbie replied.


I looked at
Debbie; did she truly have no idea?  Was I about to break some secret code of
teenagers everywhere by divulging my knowledge of ensuite bathroom doors?


“Can I have
a butter knife please?” I asked.


Butter
knife in hand, I snicked the ensuite door open on Sally’s side, turned to give
the knife back to Debbie, and implored her to leave us alone, so I could attend
to Summer on my own.  She acquiesced, so
I walked through to Summer’s bedroom, closing both
ensuite doors behind me.


She was lying
in her bed.  The radio played on her
laptop.  She looked up at me before
ducking under her covers.


I hadn’t
talked to her all week... and I was sick of waiting for her to contact me.  Debbie’s phone call twenty minutes ago put
things entirely into perspective... I was a tool!


“Go away
Blake.” Her muffled voice sounded through the covers.


“No... I
came to apologize.” I told her, making my way to her bed and climbing on top to
lie beside her.


“I don’t
care.” She said.


“You do
care... you love me... long, long time!” I replied.


“I’m upset;
I can’t do this right now.” Summer pleaded.


“Look, I’ll
talk, you listen.” I said.  “Jordan
texted me... he said you broke his heart this morning.”


“He came
over, and I told him it was really over... I broke up with him months ago!” She
confirmed croakily.


“You’re not
listening... you’re talking!” I stated, a smile playing on my lips.  She remained under her covers, quiet!


“Now, I
need to tell you something,” I began, “I’m a hot-headed dumbass!” I said.


“Huh!”
Summer grunted in agreement.


“But I need
to tell you some stuff that will explain a bit better about me being a dumbass,
so you can understand why I’m a dumbass.” I said.


This was
going to be hard.  


This wasn’t
just my secret... this was also Julie’s secret. 
I had argued with Julie for years that we needed to tell Summer our secret... and until the phone call from Debbie,
demanding I get my ass over to Summer and fix whatever was wrong, she had
refused.  Even then, she only agreed with
me, when I confessed my feelings for Summer.


Summer’s
face poked out from under the covers, as she lifted them from her head.  She rolled onto her side so she faced
me.  Her face was wet with tears, and her
eyes were swollen and red.  Yet despite
this, she still looked beautiful.


I took a
deep breath, and told her my story:


When Julie and I were 5 years old, our Dad was
in business with another Solicitor, a woman named Anthea Farley.  He handled the personal litigation cases,
while she handled the company litigation cases. 
They were partners for several years, under the banner of a larger
firm... and she was our godmother.  She
was apparently, a very good lawyer, a great partner too.  But she had a dark side... a very dark
side...  


She was sexually attracted to Julie and me.


For a period of three months she manipulated
every situation she had at her disposal to subject us to her sexual deviancy...
I didn’t want to go into details... I couldn’t really, but it was really
horrible!  She had this control over us
for such a long time, and we both thought she loved us.  We thought what was happening was alright,
that it was normal.


Anthea was caught in the end... when I
attempted to love my own mother the same way Anthea expected from me.


Julie’s expectation that I would be gay was her
misguided idea that Anthea ruined women for me... and her attempts to deny her
own sexuality was anchored in her disgust of the same.


I continued to have anger issues... I dealt
with them through painting.  Since
becoming a teenager, I had sometimes felt the need to get verbally abusive to
people I care about... but although there isn’t and shouldn’t be an excuse for
my outbursts, it is what it is, and I am always trying to stop it.


By the time
I had finished telling Summer my murky past, she had crawled further out from
under the covers... she was holding my hand, with her head on my chest and her
body was molded to mine through the covers.


“I’m sorry
I’m such an asshole sometimes.” I said, my voice breaking a little. 


I wanted to
tell her now how much I loved her, how I wanted to be with her, but my throat
had decided to close over.


“I’m sorry
you had to go through that.” Summer said... she sounded like she was in
shock.  She lifted her face to look at
me.  I smiled down at her, and a couple
of tears escaped me and began to roll down my face.  I didn’t know how to tell her that these
tears weren’t for my past, but for my behavior over the last week.



 

Summer.


His face
looked so tortured.  I wanted him to
heal... I wanted to stop the tears, and for him to feel secure that his secret
was safe, and that I didn’t think less of him.


“Debbie and
Max aren’t my aunt and uncle.” I said, trying out those words before launching
into my own experience that would allow him to understand that I could
understand him.


He raised
his eyebrows, questioning. He wiped his face with his hand, and then he
returned his gaze to me.


He looked
so handsome... his face had thinned out over the years, and his prettiness had
altered to handsomeness.  He now had a
piercing in his right eyebrow, above the outer corner of his eye.  One of a number piercings he had collected
this last year.  


His left
ear had three piercings; a tragus, rook and snug piercing.  And his right ear had two piercings, an
orbital and another snug piercing.  He
had stayed with silver jewelry, and he didn’t change or remove them ever.  They were crazy good... in fact, they were
fucking cool! 


His body
felt strong next to mine... he was cut for sure, I’d seen it.  He had turned into such a gorgeous guy... I
felt plain next to him, but I loved him... and although I couldn’t tell him
that today, I would like to think that after a little time beyond the Jordan
thing I would be able to.  For now, I
just wanted him to know he was still special to me.  I continued with my explanations...


“Up until I
turned eighteen... they were actually my foster parents.” I explained.


His face
changed, dawning on what I was saying.  I
came from a bad background, and I had secrets too.


He bit his
lip and forced a rumbling breath out.


“I guess we
both have secrets.” He said quietly.


I placed my
head back on his chest and told him about Marjorie... about being hungry and
cold, about being abused by a string of men, and I told him about the rape of
my sister, the attempted rape of me, and the resulting death of the
perpetrator.  I didn’t cry, but I held
his hand so tight, I believe he lost all circulation.


We stayed
there for about an hour after that, silent... just him smoothing the hair back
from my forehead; and with me playing with his fingers that were interlaced
with my own... until Debbie came in through the ensuite, to see that we were
alright.  She brought with her some
bottles of water and a bottle of Tylenol...
she checked on us, gave me and Blake a kiss on the head each, and retreated
back the way she had entered, closing the doors as she did.



 

Blake.


I was
overwhelmed.


She
understood me, because she’d experienced real pain and shit too.  When we’d met all those years ago, we were
already damaged... and we had gravitated to each other, because we needed
to.  We’d known without having to know!


 If this girl wasn’t meant for me, then I knew
no-one else was.  Right now, I just
wanted to stop her pain.  Had she felt
really close to Jordan for those two years? 
Despite a twinge of jealousy and a deep desire to knock Jordan out, I
needed to stay focused on Summer.


Debbie came
in and gave us some bottles of water before leaving us again.  It was getting dark outside.  I took the opportunity to break away from Summer and turned to the water.  I grabbed a couple of capsules and twisted
the lid off of one of the bottles, handing the water and medicine to her.


“So you and
Jordan are definitely over for good?” I asked, cringing at my lack of
timing.  But they’d been on and off
before.  


She nodded.


“At least
you did it to his face.” I said, smiling weakly; referring to the incident
months ago, as well as today.


Summer
winced, but smiled, before explaining. 
She had confirmed the split multiple times throughout the last two
months; the latest rejection was through her doorway.  He had come over to see her and she asked him
to stay at the doorway, while she sat on her bed and told him things were
final.  He left, she slammed the door
after he had, and that was where things had stayed all day.


I went to
the lamps and turned on a couple of them, to give us some light.  I also stretched, and went into the ensuite
to use the toilet and wash my face.


I locked
the ensuite door on Sally’s room side, and returned to Summer
with a washcloth.


Climbing up
to her on her bed, I lifted her face and applied the cool material to her eyes,
dabbing at them.


“So, he
proposed?” I asked softly... yes, I was going there... now!


“Yes,” she
croaked.


“Just the once?” I asked her, my breathing picking up.


“Three
times this week.” She said, a slight smile passing over her lips, as I wiped
over her brow.


I smiled
and shook my head... I kept reminding myself that she’d refused him.


 “No wonder he was distressed then.” I said,
but I wasn’t trying to stick up for him or suggest she should return to him; it
was just true.  He’d found and tasted
heaven, and now hell wanted its payback.


She
whimpered.  I stopped wiping her face and
began wiping her hair back from her brow with the cloth.


“I’m
sorry... I’m sure you did the right thing.” I said.


I leant
down and kissed her forehead.  She was
shaking.  I threw the washcloth over the
other side of the bed to the floor, and I held her to me, lying my body back
down alongside her.  The covers remained
between us.


I kissed
her forehead again.  She was crying
again.


“I’m
sorry... I’m really sorry... I’m such an asshole.” I said, kissing her temple.


“I told you
I’m an asshole.  Please Summer, stop
crying... it’s okay.” I said, kissing her eyes.


And then I
felt her shift... her hands came up to the front of my shirt and rested on my
chest.  She leant her face forward and
kissed me lightly on the neck, just behind my ear.  The butterflies that had until that moment
lay captive in the cage I so often put them, escaped... and dive bombed my
heart.  Who knew butterflies could be so
dangerous and savage.


She didn’t
stop; she leant her face up and began kissing along my jaw line.  Oh. My. God! 
I was going to explode...  or die
first from lack of oxygen!  I had stopped
breathing.


Grabbing
control of myself, I reasoned for one second that I shouldn’t take advantage of
the situation, before I dismissed the thought completely.


I noticed
my hands, which had somehow miraculously wound their way into her hair, behind
her head; that they were shaking.  I
tilted her face toward me, and I leant down and kissed the corner of her
mouth.  She let me, breathing in short
and sharp before releasing a ragged breath.


I’d already
registered that my heart rate was through the roof... I’d also noted that I
hadn’t felt this way with any other girl – period; and I knew I’d never feel
like this with anyone else.


I wanted to
be all soft and sweet right then, but I didn’t feel all cute and cuddly, I felt
like I was on fire... I wanted to devour her... but I reined it in as much as
possible.


I slightly
levered across so that my lips were hovering over hers.  Our eyes met, but there wasn’t a smirk...
there was pain... and a connection through understanding.  Normally right about now, I’d have closed my
eyes, but I kept them on hers, taking her image in... noting
that she was real, I wasn’t pretending with someone else.  


Then I
began to kiss her lips, slightly sucking and releasing them, playing softly
with them between my tongue and top lip. 
My hands had moved forward onto her face, cradling her jaw; my fingers
remained in her hair behind the delicate shells of her ears and my thumbs
traced lightly over her cheeks.  My left
shoulder was uncomfortable with the position, but it was just going to have to
suffer.  


I was so
turned on; I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold on to my hunger for her
by merely kissing her.


She closed
her eyes, she touched my tongue with her own, and my body erupted in
inextinguishable desire.



 

Summer.


He was
washing my face when he confirmed my worst fear... he’d heard my admission to
Julie regarding the proposal.  I felt
deflated... but I answered his questions, and tried to return some semblance of
familiar banter, but I was heartbroken... I cried, because I didn’t feel the
same as Jordan did!


He kissed
me on the forehead.  I stopped breathing,
but I still somehow managed to cry.


He kissed
me on my temple... my breathing returned... shallow.


He kissed
me on my eyes... oh, God, he was setting me on fire.  Jordan never set me on fire.  Why was
I thinking of him right now?


I leant in
and kissed him on his throat.  I couldn’t
help it.  His cologne was incredible, and
mixed with the smell of him... delicious! 
So good...!  I kissed along his
jaw line.  I could detect a change in his
breathing, in fact I thought perhaps for a moment he had stopped.


I
continued...


He shifted,
so that his hands in my hair pulled my face to his, and he kissed the corner of
my mouth.  My quick intake of breath
raggedly left me moments later; by then he had progressed to overwhelm my mouth...  and I watched him, as he watched me, and my
chest was filled to bursting with a longing that would surely kill me.


I closed my
eyes, and on his next suckle of my bottom lip, I brazenly engaged him with my
tongue.  He groaned, and he forced my
tongue aside, lifting it up and around in an erotic dance as he mashed his
mouth to mine and forcefully kissed me senseless. 


I was aware
my hands had circled to his back and I had again shifted or he had shifted me,
so that he lay on top of me, supporting his weight on his elbows; and despite
the covers remaining between us, I had moved my legs to either side of his
body, so he could fit snugly between them.



 

Blake.


She was
consuming me... I was being devoured.  I
was drowning in her... I wanted to gain control.


I needed to
move us, so I shifted across her, and assisted her in opening her legs under
those covers with my knee, before claiming the space created and hovering over
the top of her.  She moaned, she reached
around my back, and she crept her hands up and under the back of my shirt,
touching the muscles I had worked so hard to get... for her.  She stopped at my shoulder blades and pulled
me into her.


I relaxed
my pelvis against hers, my penis was so tight against my pants, I felt like it was being strangled.  I could feel her mound, rubbing up against my
cock... and God; I wanted what was below me so bad.


Her moans
sounded desperate.  I was moaning right
alongside her... my mouth was bruised from kissing her so hard... my tongue
wanted to be elsewhere... on her breasts... on her stomach... on her clit.  I wanted to make her come... I wanted to hear
her scream in passion... I wanted to make her unravel, like she was unraveling
me.


I began
kissing her down her neck, occasionally licking her all the way back up to her
ear and sucking on her lobe.  I moved
down to the prominence of her left clavicle, licking and kissing across it.


Summer’s
breath was short and labored... she moaned constantly, it was soft and quiet,
and it turned me on ever impossibly more. 
She was wearing a spaghetti strapped camisole; she had most likely not
left bed today at all.  I pushed my
finger under the strap and slid it down over her left shoulder and followed it
with kisses... returning to do the same with the other side; when a loud knock
on her door startled us.


“Guys,”
Julie hissed.  “Jordan’s on his way up
here.  Let me in!  Quick!” she stressed.


I looked at
Summer... saw her wild eyes and I groaned loudly,
before jumping off the bed and racing to let Julie in.  Julie took one look at me, and noticed the
obvious; so she squinted her eyes shut and motioned for me to attend to myself
in the ensuite.  She closed the door
behind her swiftly and ran over to the bed, jumping on it and getting in.  She made herself comfortable, and just as I was
closing the door she stated,


“He’s been
calling all day, and I’ve ignored it... and Blake left his phone at home, so he
obviously didn’t answer Jordan’s calls either; and then he texted me 15 minutes
ago saying it’s not over between you two, and that he planned on getting you
back... so I raced over here to protect you both.  I got inside the door just as he was pulling
up.” She said.


This hard
on wasn’t going down in a hurry, but under the circumstances, I wasn’t going to
be able to beat it out either... My sister, a lesbian... was in bed with the
girl I wanted to be with more than breathe (and one she’d had an extensive
crush on in years past), and that same girl’s ex-boyfriend was about to burst
in... and, he was a friend of mine... this was so
fucked up!


I heard
Julie’s lament, not long before I heard Jordan’s footsteps race up the stairs.


“I’m afraid
Jordan’s not a person who likes to lose sweetie.” She said.


Shit...
Julie was right.  This could go on for
weeks, till we moved away for college.
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Summer.


Blake was
in the ensuite... Julie was in the bed with me, and a red faced and emotional
Jordan, all muscle and athlete, was standing in my room, breathing as though
he’d only just finished a game.


My body
felt truly sick...  My foreplay with Blake
had turned my hormones into enemies of my body, which now shivered and felt
bereft of his touch.  My brain couldn’t
seem to comprehend what on earth Jordan was doing here, and Julie was behaving
all protective of me... which in light of my recent knowledge made me feel
awkward... I should be protecting her!


I
groaned... I held my stomach... I was going to throw up.  Ignoring both Julie and Jordan, I ran to the
ensuite and banged on the door for Blake to let me in.


“Blake...”
I cried... “Blake, let me in... I can’t hold on anymore!” I pleaded.


Blake
wrenched the door from my hands, at the same time that Jordan reached me, and
tried to grab me.


“Please
Jordan... let me go... I’m going to be sick!” I appealed.


“I can’t...
I want to help you!” Jordan said, attempting to hold me up just as Blake
reached a hand out to my left arm and went to pull me through the door.


“Jordan...”
Blake said, “I’ve got this.” 


Jordan
wouldn’t leave it, “but she’s my girl!” he growled.  Grabbing the same arm Blake had a hold of.


I doubled
over and started to make gagging noises.


“Jordan... please!  Blake can
handle this.” Julie pleaded from the bed.


Blake
pulled me through as Jordan was about to protest.  He slammed the door, and locked it.  Jordan began to bang on the other side,
growling to let him in.


“Jordan!”
Blake shouted.  “She’s sick man... for
the love of Christ... stop making it worse and calm
the fuck down before we come back out.” He seethed.


I was
already over the toilet, spewing up the water I’d consumed earlier.  Blake held my hair back from my face, and I
noticed he was breathing hard... really hard.


 


Blake.


What had I
done in my previous life to have had this impossible combination of bad luck?


I couldn’t
do this... not with the way it needed to be handled... the way it should be
handled!  I wanted to go out there and
knock Jordan out; I wanted to make love to Summer,
despite her spewing over the toilet bowl; and I wanted to strangle myself for
waiting to tell her that I was in love with her.  Maybe if I had’ve told her before Jordan,
things would’ve been better.  All of
which was not the way this moment needed to be handled.


Thank God
for Debbie MacFarlane... she was a messenger from heaven, sent to calm down the
proverbial teenage drama... I could hear her on the other side of the ensuite
door, scolding Jordan, and requesting he calm down.  It was going to buy me time.


Summer was
already standing, shakily... I put the lid down on the toilet and flushed it...
then I moved Summer over to the vanity, and washed her
face, while she washed her hands in the sink and then gargled.  After this, when she turned to me and folded
herself into my chest, I grabbed her up and carried her into Sal’s room.  


It was a
little difficult to open the ensuite door, and then maneuver through it,
because the ensuite wasn’t very large; but I managed.  I placed her on Sal’s bed, ran to the bedroom
door to lock it, and returned to the side of the bed; where I knelt down to
look her directly in the eyes.


“Summer?”
I questioned.


“Blake?”
she responded... she looked bewildered.


“I need to
tell you something.” I pleaded.  I had to
say it now, because if I didn’t, my opportunity to do so again, may never
happen.


“I’m in
love with you.” I said, looking at her directly in the eyes, willing her to
know the truth.  She gasped, and put her
hand to her mouth.  I ploughed on, “I
have been in love with you since that first day in the library.” I sighed.


“You love
me?” Summer asked, quietly.


“Yes.” I
replied, reaching out to brush her tears away.


“Why didn’t
you tell me before?” she asked.


“Because I
want you so much, I don’t want it to end.” I reasoned.


“Huh? I
don’t understand!” she responded, her eyes spilling more tears, and a sniffle
sounding through her nose.


“I want
you, for... forever! I know that sounds dumb... I know we are like really young
and stuff, but that’s kind of why. 
That’s why I couldn’t tell you, because I want you to be mine till we
grow old.” I explained... my voice was wavering.  “And teenage romance, as cute as it sounds
doesn’t tend to last, so, because I want more... I didn’t want to tell you till
we were older.”


Summer
displayed a mixture of anger and dismay in her eyes.  She hadn’t moved... I was unsure whether she
had even breathed.


“That’s
fucked up!” she growled. 


“I’m sorry.”
I said, “I hadn’t really thought it through sensibly!”


“You
planned this?”  Summer reacted, sitting
up in the bed.


A knock on Summer’s ensuite door broke through.  I ran to the door.


“Blake...
Summer... I’m just going to take Jordan and Julie downstairs and give them
something to eat, since its dinner time. 
I want to see you both downstairs shortly, or I’m going to come in.”
Debbie said, strongly.


“Okay Mrs.
MacFarlane.” I responded close to the door, so she thought we were still in the
ensuite.


I ran back
to Sal’s bed, where Summer now sat with her legs over
the side, her head in her hands.


“You let me
be strung along with other guys... with Jordan... while you waited for us to
grow up?” she said coldly, knifing me in the gut.


“I... look,
Summer... it has killed me every second to see you
with him.  I’ve wanted to kill him on a
daily basis.” I explained.


“What about
me?” she asked, looking up with confused eyes, that continued to spill tears.


“Did you
think it was okay that I gave my body to someone else?  Did you think I needed to get experience with
someone else, so that when you got to have a turn I’d be good in bed?” She
seethed.


I gasped...
I was struck by her words, like a blow to my face.


“No
Summer... I... I obviously fucked up!” I reasoned.


“Monumentally!”
she bitterly replied.


I grabbed
her hands, and she tried to wrench them free from me, but I wouldn’t let her.


“I know
right now you want to tear me to shreds... but I didn’t plan for anything that
complicated... I just knew, I mean, I know - that I love you Summer
Rogerson.  I just didn’t want a brief
teenage experience... I want it all!” I said roughly.


She
winced...  Her anger was still there, but
she was listening.


“Please
tell me if you do or can love me back, after knowing all of this.” My voice
cracked.


She started
crying again.


“Summer,
please!” I begged, still holding her hands and moving to keep eye contact with
her, even when she closed her eyes.


“You’re and
idiot!” Summer screeched through her tears. 
“I have been struggling for years with how I felt about you... but after
Starbucks when you said we could only
be friends...” she trailed off, oh... she was mad... she was really mad!


“I loved
you for years and years!” she seethed. 
“I kept telling myself that I wasn’t good enough for you that way...
that you were gorgeous, talented and... and... Aargh!”
she screeched.  “You wanted to be
friends!  That’s what you said!  That’s how you acted! And it was an act...
wasn’t it!” she stated, beginning to choke up.


“No, it
wasn’t an act... I loved you and I wanted to be your friend... like I said Summer, I want everything!” I said quietly.


She
wrestled her right hand from me, reached back and proceeded to slap me hard
across the face...


I whipped
my face back around, grabbed her wrist again to stop her from lashing out
another time, pushed her back on the bed and growled at her... my anger and
desire struggling for supremacy.


She looked
at me defiantly, but there was no fear in her eyes.


I pushed
her roughly back into the softness of the bed, pinning her arms above her head
with one hand, after wrenching her across the bed by wrapping my other arm
under her rib cage and heaving her over, I then proceeded to push my right leg
up between her legs so that I straddled her right leg, whilst maintaining
pressure against her crotch with my thigh.


“I love
you.” I growled.  “I want you to be mine... but I wanted it to be right!”


She still
didn’t look intimidated... her pupils were dilated from the lack of light, her
tears had stopped, and her breathing had altered completely, almost like she
was in the throes of passion.  I knew,
because mine had too, although my heart was beating so fast, I swear I could
feel it bashing her chest too.


She tilted
her head slightly, she licked her lips tentatively, and I dashed forward to
devour her mouth.



 

Summer.


Oh. My.
God... this is what I wanted.  I wanted
him.  Jordan had been sweet in his
passion, gentle, even in his urgency... but right now I realised that in sex, I
wanted fire!  I wanted to be
dominated!  I wanted to be possessed...
and Blake wanted to possess me.  Blake,
the sweet artsy guy, who talked music, literature and fashion with me... he was
the guy who wanted to take me... to consume me. 
It scared the hell out of me, but right now I just wanted him to.  I just wanted him to take what he desired
from me... every cell in my body was begging him to, desperately.


He was
kissing me... consuming me, and I was returning the kiss wantonly.


I moved my
crotch so that it generated heat with the friction against his thigh, so he
pushed his leg in harder.  I pushed my
chest up towards him, so he moved his arm out from behind me, and started to
feel up under my camisole, till he reached my breast and began rolling my
nipple and massaging my c-cup boob.


A grunt
escaped me, as fire generated from my nipple and my crotch simultaneously
towards my centre, and began to bank and swell in my belly.


Blake was
roughly holding my arms in place above my head, but I wanted him to. His throat
emitted harsh moans, and I could feel the swell of his penis against my hip.


I wanted
him to fuck me... hard!  I began to arch
into him and he responded by moving his mouth down to my throat, suckling and
biting it at the junction with my shoulder. 
He continued the pressure with his thigh against my pussy, and I
continued to make movements that were going to bring me to orgasm.


Blake
pinched my nipple, hard, and a shudder ran through me, and I gasped.


“You like that?”
he asked huskily.


“Yes.” I
replied.


“God
Summer, I want you so much...” Blake moaned.


I sought
out his mouth... so, he clamped it over mine, and his incredible ministrations
with his hand continued relentlessly.  I
was trapped beneath him... and I desperately wanted more.


I could
feel my orgasm build up in me... it was like being in a runaway cart, without a
brake pedal.  There was no way I could
prevent the oncoming slaughter of my soul. 
I wanted to reach the end, because of the ache... because it promised
bliss.


My hips
were operating on their own agenda now, free from my influence; my breath was
maintaining me, keeping me alive, but doing little more than that; my mind was
screaming for release, and my heart was beating uncontrollably.  I was so overwhelmed!


From deep
within my womb, my heart and my mind... an explosion occurred... shattering!
Every muscle in the core of my body was twitching, I tried to scream out,
arching my neck to throw out my guttural roar, but Blake kept his mouth on
mine, and absorbed as much of the sound as he could.  I was ragged, I felt like cotton wool... I
wanted to cry! I also wanted Blake to go on... and fuck me, but he didn’t.



 

Blake.


Debbie was
going to return any minute now.  I was
caught between wanting Summer, and not wanting to get
caught.


The wanting
Summer was more consuming, bordering on
psychotic.  I felt desperate.  I wanted to seize her, claim her, and make
her mine.


She wanted
me to, I could feel it in the way she kissed me, the way she moved against
me.  I removed my arm from under her and
travelled up under her camisole till her found her breast, it was free from a
bra, which was handy... so I grabbed her breast and began to play with her
nipple.  It tightened further than it had
already, and I rolled it under my hand.


My right
thigh was pressed up against her mound... she was warm; I felt the clammy heat
from her pussy permeate through her panties, tiny bed shorts and my jeans.  It made me want to
go down on her and taste her, but I needed to stay where I was at the moment in
case we were interrupted, which was high on the agenda.


I applied
more pressure with my thigh, she was moaning wildly now, and wantonly thrusting
along my thigh, it was turning me on so much, I knew I might blow in my
boxers.  I grabbed her nipple and pinched
it hard, this caused her to spasm... oh she liked that!


I kept up
kissing her, playing aggressively with her nipple and applying pressure to her
pussy until she came.  Guttural,
all consuming and absolutely magnificent.  I felt her unravel against me.  I could feel her twitching, her body spasm
underneath me... 


I almost
came too... except Debbie had chosen that moment to knock on the door.


“You two
need to come downstairs... I need to talk to you... to everyone!” Debbie said.


“Be right
down.” I replied, hoping she couldn’t tell what had just occurred, since my
voice was kind of betraying me.


I looked
down on Summer, who was still shaking slightly.  I sighed, and dropped my forehead to her
chest.


“It’s
okay,” she said, “we better go.”


I couldn’t
reply, I just pushed off of her, and made my way to the ensuite.  I was getting a serious case of blue balls...
I needed a moment to masturbate... yep... just had to get that sorted out right
then.  Otherwise everyone downstairs
would be witness to an explosion.



 

Summer.


I felt
bliss, but also intense frustration at the interruption... all at the same
time.  And then I had realization... I
was on Sal’s bed.  Oh no, that’s not
where I wanted to be... and seconds later... I remembered a ten-year-old being
submitted to a violent act of sex... no, rape! 



I gasped...
this unbidden image was altering my experience with Blake.  What kind of slut was I?  I wanted to be dominated by someone... not
just someone... by Blake!  Blake who’d been molested as a child.  I suddenly felt like a sick fuck!  I didn’t know why I desired that kind of
experience.  


I was
screwed up in the head... I was mental! 
Something was wrong with me!


I got up
off the bed.  I made my way to the
hallway, and down to my door.  I entered
my room, whisked off my shorts and panties, grabbed some tissues and wiped from
between my legs any trace of my arousal, before dumping the tissues into my bin
and replacing my panties with fresh ones, and putting on a skirt.  I tore my camisole over my head, and replaced
it with a bra and singlet top.


I could
hear Blake calling me from Sal’s room...


I’m sorry Blake, but you don’t want me...
there’s something seriously wrong with me.


The door to
my room swung open, just as I was about to reach for it.


“There you
are,” a flushed Blake said.  “Let’s get
downstairs then.”


“Okay.” I
said quietly, unable to meet his gaze.



 

Blake.


We made our
way downstairs and into the dining room. 
Jordan was sitting between Max and Julie, Debbie sat opposite Max, and
there were two more place settings along her side for us.


I struggled
to focus on the food on our plates due to the intense stare Jordan was giving Summer; I wanted to jump across the table and rip his eyes
out.  She was no longer his... he had no
claim to her anymore... I hoped.


Summer was
seated beside Debbie, which meant she was immediately opposite Jordan... an
oversight if ever there was one. 
Couldn’t her aunt and uncle... oh, no; her foster parents... see how
this was screwed up?


Max cleared
his throat.


“Summer,
we’re very worried about you.” He began, “For the last week, you’ve been moping
around, and steadily declining; today... well today, Debbie tells me you’ve
been almost inconsolable.” He stated.


Summer
nodded, but refused to look up.


“Well, some
decisions need to be made, and I’m afraid that Deb and I have made them for
you.” He said politely.


I did a
double take... what decisions?


Max
continued, turning to Jordan; “Jordan... I appreciate that you have a great
affection for Summer, but you need to cool your heels
boy.  If she’s asked you to leave, or
told you she doesn’t want to be with you, then you have to man up and take the
hit!” Max explained, bluntly but kindly. 



Yes, I liked this... I wanted Jordan out of
this as well.


“Now, the
fact is... although Summer appears to be a strong
girl, full of high spirits and resilient; she is in fact quite a fragile young
lady.  I hate to have to say it, but I
believe she needs a change of scenery while this difficult time is being navigated.”
Max explained, looking at all of us directly in the eye.


What do you
mean, change of scenery?


“Look,
Debbie phoned Sally today, and despite Sally just taking on a new job, and
Henry doing his Masters degree this year, she has offered to have Summer stay
with them for the remainder of the holidays, until Blake and her move to New
Jersey to attend college in five weeks.” Max explained.


I couldn’t
help it, I visibly slumped.  Julie did a
quick eye scan of the situation and then gave me a sympathetic look, and Jordan
sat stiff and angry in his seat, boring a hole into the top of Summer’s head with his intense stare.


Summer just
remained static, like a statue.


Sally lived
in Jersey City, about an hour and a half away, but it might as well have been
on another planet in terms of accessibility ease.


“Now, it’s
just another month, and then you’ll all be so busy with your new studies and
adult lives that all of this won’t even matter anymore. I hope all this angst
will clear and Summer will return to her normal
cheerful self by then.” Max explained, smiling at us all.


“How about
it honey?” Debbie asked Summer.  “I’ll drive you there in the morning.”


“Sure...
why not?” Summer replied flatly.


Not what
I’d expected... I was thinking she might say ‘no way,’ or ‘I’m okay, things are
going to get better!’ but no, she simply accepted their decision without
batting an eye.


I was
furious!



 

Summer.


It was a
good idea... it would allow me time to think about what I needed to do about
Blake.  It might give me time to
rearrange our living arrangements for college too.  Plus Jordan might calm down by the time
college started.  


Anyway, I
missed Sally... I could talk to her... she could help me get things into
perspective.



 

Blake.


I helped
clear the table.  Jordan had already made
his goodbyes to Max and Debbie.  He had
pulled Summer aside... and I had struggled to let him
get so close, but I couldn’t let him know what my intentions were just
now.  He was still my friend, and he
deserved at least my continued pretend ambivalence.


When he’d
moved his body into her, stooping, and looking up into her eyes which remained
downcast, he appeared gentle, soft and kind. 
He pulled her hair away from her face... “I love you.” I heard him
say... it felt like a kick in the gut.


Back in the
kitchen, Debbie and Julie were rinsing and stacking the dishes, talking
excitedly about what Summer would be privy to in New
York for the break.


Putting the
last of the condiments in the fridge, and giving the room a quick scan to
ascertain whether Max was around... he wasn’t... I approached Debbie.


“Mrs. MacFarlane... when do you plan on leaving in the morning?” 


“Umm... I
don’t want to be hitting traffic on Meeker Avenue and so forth; so, probably
around 8:00am.” She answered.


“Can I come
along? I’ll return with you.” I asked.  I
had a good reason to want to go... I didn’t know where Sal lived... if I knew I
may be able to convince Sally to let me visit Summer
on my own.


Debbie
sighed... Looking down at her wet hands, she grabbed a hand towel and proceeded
to dry them.  Looking up at me, she
smiled.  It wasn’t a very convincing
smile, I was expecting her to say no, but she surprised me.


“Sure, why
not.” And turning to Julie, she asked, “Did you want to tag along as well?”


I gave my
sister a hopeful look.  If she went, then
Summer and I could share the back seat, in addition to Julie providing
interference for me while we were there.


Julie
recognised my look for what it was, “Sure... it’ll be fun!  Can we do a spot of shopping while we’re
there too?”


“We won’t
have a lot of time, but maybe we can drive over to Jersey Gardens and pick up a
few bargains.” Debbie winked at Julie... Julie beamed.


I returned
to the dining room to find it empty. 
Walking around the downstairs area, I didn’t locate Summer
till I heard some murmuring from Max’s office. 
A quick listen, confirmed that both Summer and
Max were inside the office, but I felt wrong about entering Max’s domain.


I took a
seat on the bottom step.  It was a good
lookout spot.  


Down the
hallway, I saw Summer retreat from the office.  Looking up she saw me.  She momentarily stopped before continuing to
walk to me.


“Hi,” she
said, walking up to me.


“Hi...” I
replied, smiling.  “We need to talk.”


“I know.” 


“Well, how
about we duck out the back and ‘talk’.” I offered.


“Okay.” She
sighed.



 

Summer.


After
confirming with Max that I indeed wanted to go to Sal’s, and having a brief
conversation about how he felt I perhaps should lay off boyfriends for a while
and concentrate on myself, since things were affecting me so badly to be in
complicated relationships; I stepped out of the office, only to see Blake
seated on the bottom step of the stairs.


It was time
for damage control... I didn’t want to lose Blake’s friendship... but there was
something wrong with me, psychologically... especially given that his closeness
throughout dinner had caused my desire levels to go through the roof; with
thoughts of him throwing me over the dining table and taking me roughly and
passionately amongst the food; plaguing the conversation that surrounded me.


Blake
indicated that we needed to talk, and I agreed... yes, we really needed to talk.


Outside, we
folded ourselves into the swing seat for two that was conveniently out of
earshot on the verandah leading off of the dining area.  Blake placed his arm around me and drew me
in.


The
electricity surging into my body through his touch was confusing, and it made
my concentration waver.


“Summer...
Julie and I are going to go with you and Deb tomorrow, to settle you in at your
sister’s.” Blake said.  I sat up
abruptly, looking at him... his handsome features, his broad shoulders, his
chest rising and falling erratically, as he too struggled with our close
proximity.


“We won’t
be staying... we’re coming back with Deb in the afternoon.” He said, “But I’m
going to miss you so much.” He pulled me back into him tightly.


When had he
gotten so strong?  Why hadn’t I noticed
just how handsome he was before...? I mean, sure... I had been in love with him
for a long time, but it was more to do with his personality than his looks; the
way we eased into each other’s mindset... it was the main reason I had felt
this way.  Now, as I recognised his looks
for what they really were... stunning... I felt even more betrayed by my
distasteful lust towards him.


“Blake,” I
decided to cut to the chase... I went straight for the jugular.  “We can’t be together, other than friends.”


I thought I
heard his soul break.  I knew I heard his
intake of breath, and I felt a jolt run through him.  This was confirmed in his reply.  His voice broke, just like it used to when he
was going through puberty.


“What do
you mean...? I mean, why are you saying that?” he
croaked.


“I’m no
good for you.” I supplied.


His
uncertainty and grief rapidly turned into controlled anger.  I could feel it, I tried to remove myself
from him, but he held on tight.


“Excuse
me?  What does that mean?  You’re no good for me!?” he grumbled heatedly.


“I can’t
explain... but there is something profoundly wrong with ‘you and me’.” I said
weakly.


“I have no
idea what you mean... because what just happened upstairs was not lacking in
chemistry.” He argued.  He continued to
hold me to his side in a vice-like grip.


I wanted to
cry, but I wanted to try and explain too, and if I cried, my arguments would be
useless.


“I liked
what happened... too much!” I reasoned.


Blake
actually looked at me like I was nuts. 
He tried to say something, but obviously couldn’t formulate a
sentence.  His mouth moved as though
words should come out, but couldn’t... his face was the picture of confusion.


“When I
lived in Rochester, I was subjected to a constant stream of abuse,” I began,
“and to deal with it, both Sal and I became invisible.  When we weren’t invisible, we would be
submissive... and do whatever we were told or forced to do.” I swallowed.  I looked up at Blake.


“I make you
feel like you did back then?” he choked out.


“No!” I
quickly advised him.  “This isn’t coming
out the way I want it to.” I reasoned.


“I’m really
confused right now.” Blake confirmed. 
His grip had lessoned, but it was still there, holding me to him.


“Oh God!”
I wailed, dropping my head.  Tears were
building up, waiting to spill... I swallowed them back.


“Please,
let me explain...” I pleaded.


“Please
do.” He appealed.


“Your... I... hmmm.” I stopped,
breathed deeply, and tried again. “Your forcefulness upstairs was a massive
turn on for me...”


“And this
is a problem?” Blake interrupted.


“Please,
Blake... yes it’s a problem!” I argued.


“How?”
Blake argued back.


“It means I
liked what I went through when I was a kid! 
Don’t you see?  I’m a
monster!”  I did burst into tears now.


“That’s
just stupid!” Blake said aggravatedly. 
He pulled me tightly into him again, and sighed. His tone turned
soothing, “What is it about you girls? 
First Julie thinks she shouldn’t be a lesbian and fights it for all
she’s worth, because of her experience with Anthea... and now you think,
because you like someone else to take control during sex, that you’re a
freak!  And all because when you were a
kid, you were constantly terrorized!” he looked down at me, shook his head and
then kissed the top of my head.


“Well, what
does it say about me? After what I saw with Sal...?  After what almost happened to me...? After
what did happen to me for six years?” I cried.


Blake
sighed.  “I don’t treat you unkindly day
after day... and I haven’t tried or forced you to do anything against your
will.  I’m not a monster Summer.”


“No, of course
you’re not...” I started.  But he kept on
going.


“...But,
even though what happened upstairs was pretty tame, you’re right!  I do like to take control with sex... even
with my sporadic experience I know this. 
But I don’t compare my sexual drive with my childhood shit!” He
argued.  “And... I would never force you
to do something that you didn’t want me to do. 
I’m not a monster!” Blake finished by repeating himself.


“Oh, Blake,
I know you’re not a monster, and it isn’t you.” I sniffed.  “Now, I know you don’t want to hear this...
but I need to explain.” I took a deep breath. 
“With Jordan, he was so methodical, sweet and gentle... except the first
time, when he was a bit eager.” I explained. 



Blake had
tensed up, he didn’t want to hear this, but he didn’t interrupt.


“It was...
nice!” I struggled for words.  “With you,
my feelings, my desires, and we haven’t even gone there, but with you... it’s
intense!  It’s... like an inferno!” I
shook my head... dumb, dumb, dumb!


Blake
looked at me like I was seriously losing my sanity.


“Intense and blazingly hot?  How’s
that an issue?”  Blake questioned.


“Look...
I’m not able to effectively put my argument across.” I reasoned.


“I agree...
your debating skills suck!” Blake replied.


I stifled a
chuckle and attempted to drive home my argument.  “You know what I was thinking during dinner?”
I asked.


“How you
could crawl into a hole and find yourself in Wonderland?” Blake quizzically
answered.


“Besides
that...” I chuckled.  “I was thinking
that all I wanted you to do was grab me, throw me over the table and fuck me
till I screamed.” I said... admittedly, I wanted to shock him... to make him
realize my point.


“Fuck...”
Blake gasped.  His breathing had hitched,
his chest was moving erratically.


“Amongst the food and everything.” I admitted, but I wasn’t sure I was arguing
anything.


“Minus...
the people... I hope.” Blake struggled to say.


“Yes?” I
offered.  I was very, very certain that I
had completely lost this argument, that I hadn’t achieved anything I’d set out
to do.


Blake
groaned and dragged his hand over his face. 
He looked at me; I could tell he was struggling not to smirk, so I
looked away... I hadn’t managed to convince him at all.  The look in his eyes was all predatory... he
was turned on.


“Sorry... I
obviously didn’t win any awards in debating.” I mumbled.


“You did in
persuasive writing though.  But then
perhaps you had time to construct your argument.” He chuckled.


“Point
taken... I need more time to construct my argument.” I said.


“No, Summer... you don’t.” Blake suddenly began, “you need time
to realize that there isn’t anything wrong with you.” He argued.


“I beg to
differ.” I disputed.


“Jesus...
Summer!  How can you get excited and
blurt out something like your dinner time fantasy to me, and yet think there is
something wrong with you at the same time?” Blake contended.


“Because it
all... I don’t know!” I suddenly felt bereft, confused and stupid, all at the
same time.  I slumped in his half
embrace.


“Because
nothing!” Blake growled.  “I am
struggling to get that image out of my head... it’s hot!  I’ve already had to reposition my legs in
order to readjust myself.” He reasoned, (he had, I just hadn’t realised that
was what he was doing).  “Hundreds of
thousands of women out there,” He began again, gesturing with his hand in a
sweeping motion, “are desperate for that kind of passion and heat.  They want someone to want them so much it’s
uncontrollable.”  He breathed deep,
looking at me intently.  I couldn’t say
anything... my confusion was now in the stratosphere.  So he pressed on.


“This
electricity that’s between us...” he indicated with his hand the nonexistent
space between our bodies, “...it’s magic! People trundle through life searching
for it and never find it.  They write
sonnets and music about it... pine for it... and die for it!  I’m not too young to recognize that what we
have is worth fighting for.” He maintained.


“I don’t
understand this myself!” I cried.  “I
just feel disgusted in myself.”


“And there
you have it!” Blake said softly.  “That
is the issue... your disgust.”


“Yes.” I
said weakly, tears streaming.


“You need
to square this out with yourself.  I
can’t convince you if you feel disgusted in yourself.  You need to work through those demons and put
them to rest.” Blake sighed.


“I’m sorry
Blake.” I cried.


“Why?  For being a little broken?” he asked.


I nodded.


“Oh,
well... I can understand broken.  But I’m
not going to give you up Summer Rogerson. 
I’ll give you some room to work through these issues, but I’m waiting
for you... and I’ll be at our new place when you get there after Sal’s.” He
explained.  “And I’m still coming
tomorrow.”


“Okay.” I
replied.


“I was
hoping to see you before college, but I think I shouldn’t come and see you
during the break now; but I want you to talk to me in some way, every day.” He
demanded. “Whether it be via messaging, email or
phone.” He clarified.


“Of course
Blake... I could never go a day without you... ever again!” I reasoned.


“Good.”
Blake said.



 

Blake.


Damn... for
a minute or two there, I’d nearly lost her. 
My instinct was to strongly disagree - to argue like the end of the
world was imminent.  I was glad my
arguments hadn’t gotten out of hand, that I’d reined them in at pivotal
moments.


It was a
double edged sword... those feelings she shared with me.


I now knew
that she desired me the same way I desired her, but I also knew that her past
was interfering in her interpretation of her feelings for me.  I hated to say it, but the break away for Summer would be for the best.
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Blake.


Julie sat
shotgun in Debbie’s silver Ford Focus
sedan, while Summer and I sat in the back.


I’d left Summer last night at the bottom of her front steps, with a
soft, swift kiss on the lips.  She’d
promised me that she’d consider what I’d said to her while she was on
sabbatical.  I told her that I loved her;
she returned the words with a frantic hug, and an ‘I love you too,’ before turning and climbing the stairs to the
front door, and retreating inside.


I spent the
night sleeping poorly, and waking on the hour, every hour.  I was scared at the sudden direction my
relationship was heading with Summer.  I was scared she wouldn’t be at peace with
her demons, and that she wouldn’t be able to return my affections... my
feelings, my love.


Today I had
more hope.  Sitting in the rear of the
sedan, it was Summer who had reached out for my hand,
and once she did, she entwined her fingers within mine.  


She smiled
up at me with a genuinely warm smile, and it was like the sun had broken
through the fog.


Throughout
the whole journey, we had all discussed incidental topics, and Summer’s hand had remained clasped in my own.



 

Summer.


I wanted to
try with Blake... somehow.  After what he
said last night, I wanted to work on myself... and I wanted to try!


After
loving him for so long, and even despite my fucked up night without sleep and
second guessing myself; I wanted to let him know that he meant something more
to me than friends normally do.



 

Blake.


“This is
it.” Debbie stated, parking the car outside a three story condominium.  “They’re on the middle floor.” 


I looked at
the condo’s middle floor windows.  They
were open, and lace curtains were spilling out of them.  Summer squeezed my hand, let it go and
proceeded to get out of her side of the vehicle.  I took her cue, and vacated too.


Debbie was
opening the trunk.


“You three
go on up,” I said, relieving Debbie of a suitcase.  “I’ll bring this stuff up.”


“Such a gentleman!” Debbie enthused, giving my arm a squeeze, before shuffling the girls
toward the front door.


They’d
barely reached it, when Sally emerged screaming, her arms out, flapping... they
all started to scream... Geez... what was
it about girls?


I grabbed
everything and used my elbow to shove the trunk closed.  Sally remained at the door, holding it open
for me.


“Hey Sal.”
I said.


“Hey there
you!” she replied, jumping up to peck me on the cheek.  I blushed.


“Straight up the stairs.” She indicated with her arm.


Upon
entering the condo, I was pleasantly surrounded by the smell of home
baking.  Sal had been busy.


“Just put
it all in the second bedroom you come to Blake.” She motioned me towards the
rear of the condo.


I found the
bedroom and dumped the bags on the floor beside a single bed.  The room’s walls were a lavender color... but
everything else was white.  Despite
this... it appeared... nice.


I walked
back out to the kitchen.


“Blake, I’m
sorry... but Henry isn’t in today, you’ll be surrounded by us girls.” Sal said
enthusiastically.


“That’s
okay.” I replied, “I like girls.” 


Sal gave me
a knowing smile... Debbie smirked and looked at the ground... Julie thumped me
on the shoulder, and Summer smiled at me with a cheeky
grin.


After a
light brunch, which consisted of cups of tea, macaroons, scones with cream and
jam and pancakes with maple syrup and icecream; we headed out the door to drive
to Jersey Gardens to shop.


This time
Sal got to ride shotgun, and Julie sat behind her, placing Summer
in the middle of the back seat, squashed up against me.


I didn’t
mind... especially when Summer placed her hand on my
thigh and leant her upper body into my bicep. 
In order to remain comfortable, I placed my arm around her on the back
of the seat.  I was happy when she moved
closer into me... so; I dropped my arm to pull her in to my body.


At Jersey
Gardens, I followed... and was sometimes dragged, from one store to
another.  


At any
given time when I wasn’t being observed, I was making restricted contact with Summer in some way... brushing up against her, touching the
small of her back, pulling a strand of hair from her face, and even leaning in
to whisper, yet taking the opportunity to press my lips softly to her ear.


Then, Summer returned my touches with one of her own.


We were in
the middle of Nine West, and I was
looking at some shoes I thought Summer might like,
when she walked up to me and parked her hand firmly on my backside, cupping my
left butt cheek.  I just about dropped
the shoes.  Looking over her head, I
couldn’t see the others.  


I looked
down at her.


“Hi,” she
said, looking up with a smirk.


I was
confused today... happy... but majorly confused!  Last night she was disgusted in herself...
today she was touching me, and letting me touch her in a flirtatious
manner.  And now she had my butt in her
hand.


“Hi.” I
replied, my mouth suddenly dry.


She moved
around to the front of me, relieved me of the shoes, and closed the gap between
us.  


“Is
everything okay?” I asked her quietly.


She sighed,
“I don’t know.” She replied, looking down.


Oh, so she was still conflicted then.


I lifted her
face with my fingers and looked into her eyes. 
Green today, with just a hint of honey brown, and a ring of darker sea
green, separating the color from the white. 
I was overwhelmed with feelings for her. 
I’m sure she noticed my reaction, our hips were closed in together...
but she didn’t move away.


“I just...”
she sighed.


I continued
to look at her, imploring her to talk, to say more... she was breaking me up
inside.


“I love
you... so much, and I’m so scared, and I want to feel okay about how I feel when
I’m around you.” She offered... failing to look me in the eyes after confessing
her love; instead, steadying her gaze on my lips.


I knew my
breathing was erratic... it was always the first thing to suffer where Summer was concerned, apart from my manhood.  


My fingers
were still supporting her chin; I leant down closer, and measured her reaction
to my proximity.  She simply put her
other hand on my other butt cheek and dragged my hips forward into her.


I leant
into her then, pulling her toward me with my other arm at the same time.  Mashing my lips against hers, I kissed her,
deeply; my eyes closing and my instincts taking over.


Summer
returned the kiss fervently.  I could
feel the fluttering of her chest against mine... I could feel the urgency in
her hands pulling my hips forward into her... I could taste her sweet lip
gloss... I could feel her moans of pleasure humming from her throat, into my
mouth as we kissed deeply and intensely.


My cock had
solidified into stone... it was desperate to feel her... I was desperate to
feel her too.


A light tap
on my shoulder broke the moment.


“Ahem...”
Debbie cleared her throat.


I pulled up
from Summer, but not away... no, away would reveal my
bulge... and that was so not going to happen.


“Sorry to
interrupt you two, but for the sake of everyone surrounding us, let’s keep this
trip PG rated.” She suggested.  “Stick to
the strategic touching... ah... the innocent sort anyway.” She smiled.


She’d
noticed... of course she did!



 

Summer.


All day
he’d been setting small fires alight on my skin.  Admittedly, I had started and wanted this to
happen.


I was still
incredibly confused... he’d made sense last night, I had decided to try today,
and now that I was around him, things did make sense.  But I also remembered when I was alone in my
room last night, how the doubt had crept in, and the demons of disgust had
returned. 


Throughout
the day, I had touched him softly, held his hand and leant into his body.  Then I had watched him... caught him watching
me... felt his light touches and experienced the tingles and burning that each
one had elicited.


Plastered
up against him now, his erection pressed into my lower abdomen, I once again
felt consumed, especially after that kiss. 
Thank God, Debbie had intervened. 
I was at serious risk of self-combustion.


“Okay,
we’ll keep it clean.” Blake apologized to Debbie.


Debbie
nodded, and left us again.


Yet he
continued to hold me close to him... I assumed he didn’t want my foster mother
seeing his response to me... I couldn’t help it... I laughed.


“What?”
Blake asked, smiling down at me.


“You’re
um... compromised, so you’re using me as a human shield.” I suggested.


His grin
was huge, “Yep.” He confirmed.


“So how do
we do this?” I enquired, placing my hands on his shoulders.


“Do what.”
He asked coyly.


“Break
apart.” I answered.


“Do you
think it will look strange if we simply slow danced our way out of the shops
and found a quiet corner away from the public eye?” He quizzed me.


“Um... I’m
thinking yes!” I chuckled.


“Damn...”
he cursed.  “Well, somehow I need to stay
covered and away from you at the same time... because it’s not going down while
you’re brushing up against it.” He reasoned.


I feigned
shock... his smile increased, if it was at all possible.


“Julie!” I
shouted across to his sister, who was over at the opposite wall looking at some
sequined wedged heels.  She turned, and I
beckoned her toward us.


“Yes?” she
said, her eyebrows rising.


“Blake
wants to carry some of your shopping... he wants to be helpful!” I said.


Julie
humphed... and a smirk appeared on her face, as she gave him three large bags
full of her purchases.


“Thanks,”
he said to Julie sarcastically.


Holding the
bags strategically in front of him, he grabbed my hand and walked outside the
shop to seat us on a bench.  He let go of
my hand, slid his arm around my shoulders and pulled me into his side.


“God, I’m
going to miss you.” He said, turning in to kiss my hair.


“Same.” I
responded.  “It’s only a month though...
I can work out a lot of shit in my head in a month, and if you still want me at
the end of it... at least the Jordan thing won’t be so hard.” I reasoned.


“I doubt
the Jordan thing is a given... but... are you suggesting that after your time
away, you might consider increasing our status from ‘friends’ to ‘more than friends?’”
he asked hopefully.


“Maybe.”
I replied coyly.  In truth, it’s what I
wanted right at that moment, but it wasn’t necessarily how I’d feel when he
went home, and I was once again left with those friggin demons.


His face
was simply shining... had I ever mentioned how extremely handsome he was...
right then I noticed that I wasn’t the only one to recognize his sexy, smoking
hot appeal.  He was getting seductive
glances from just about every interested woman in the near vicinity; including
women well and truly old enough to be his mother.  He was totally oblivious.


*


Back at the
condo, Debbie packed away my things into their place in my new room, while Sal
and Julie gossiped in the kitchen over a cup of coffee.  Blake had dragged me outside the back where a
balcony overlooked the small yard downstairs.


“If I’m
going to leave you in a moment, I can’t leave without giving you at least
something to think about.” He said.


I smiled
and then gasped when he gave me a smoldering look.


Pulling me
to him, he swung around and pushed me back into the wall, nowhere near as
forcefully as I felt he was capable of. I groaned, and he responded by covering
my mouth with his own.


The fire
was instantaneous... it rekindled at the exact same point it had been
extinguished earlier in Nine West.


His mouth
claimed me... his tongue was making love to my mouth, thrusting inside... and I
was responding in kind.


I had been
concerned that morning when I wore a skirt... it looked a little old, but it
was a pretty little flowing piece, in light pinks, greens and creams.  It looked sweet, and I had matched it with an
off white tailored short sleeved blouse that I had found at the thrift store,
and a pair of tan leather laced up sandals. 
My toenails were painted a pale pink.


Right at
this moment, I couldn’t be happier that I had worn the skirt.


Blake had
by now lifted my left leg... the leg furthest from the door; and he had hooked
it around his back, slowly moving his hand up the outside of my thigh.  My stomach wasn’t just flipping, it was in
utter turmoil.  My pussy was praying for
intrusion, and my breasts were on high alert.


Blake
pulled back from my mouth, and looking between us, he repositioned his hips
closer to me, so that he supported my weight bearing single leg better.  I could feel his responding erection against
me again, as I had earlier.


“Is this
okay?” he asked.  Looking me in the eyes
- his gaze was smoldering.


“Yes,” I
answered breathlessly.  Oh.... the
fire... it was already burning me, and he’d barely done anything!


He smiled,
and moved in to suck on my jaw line and kiss around the edges of my face.


“Can I
touch you?” he mumbled, against my neck, his voice sounded strained.


“You’d
better, or I’ll have to do it myself.” I replied wantonly, it was a surprise I
could say such a thing, but in his presence, like this, I was someone else.


He growled,
from deep within his throat.  His hand
which had stopped at the top of my outer thigh, now shifted up to my backside,
sliding under the edge of my panties.  He
then circumnavigated my left butt cheek, before meeting my inner folds.  Somehow, he eased without issue his thumb
into my panties, and cupped my mound and pussy, rubbing gently with his entire
hand... his thumb bent at the apex of my folds, just above my clitoris.


“Is this okay?”
he asked torturously, his voice scratchy and needy.


The
throbbing in my core was matched to the twitching in my pelvic floor.  I knew he felt it.


“Yes!” I
replied, my voice breaking up.


I wanted
his fingers inside me, I wanted his thumb circling my clitoris, and I wanted
his mouth on mine again, instead of buried in my neck.


“Kiss me.”
I pleaded.


“I can’t...
I won’t be able to stop myself if I do.” He complained... pain clearly evident
in his voice.


“I don’t
want you to stop... I want to feel you.” I whined.


He groaned,
and then took a deep breath.


“Where...
where do you want to feel me, Summer?” he asked, again
the pain was there.


“I want to
feel you inside, I want to feel you down there.” I appealed to him.


“Down
here?” he asked, squeezing my pussy enough that I was quivering rather than
twitching.


“Yes,” I
implored him.


“I want to
fuck you... so much!  But I just can’t
use my cock, I don’t have any protection.” He groaned again.  He didn’t move his hand, just kept the
pressure applied.


I
whimpered.


“So tell me
what I can do for you, Summer?!” he demanded softly.


“Make me
come.” I asked him, “please!” 


“With my
hand?” he asked huskily.


God damn... why was he taking so long?  I was about to die here!


I started
shaking all over, my leg was about to give way.


“Please
Blake... I want you... to touch me... touch my pussy, please!” 


His growl
was feral.  I felt it rumble right
through his body.


“Shhh....”
he purred.  


What was his experience anyway?


And then he
began to move his thumb, applying pressure to my clitoris, while kissing my
neck.


I wanted
him to enter me with his fingers, but he didn’t... perhaps that was too hard
for him too.  Just as my moaning
increased and I began moving against his thumb, he lifted his face so he could
look down on me.  His eyes were
possessive, aching and raw; yet his face looked a little tender, he was biting
his lip fiercely.  He caught my sight and
I went to close my eyes, my mouth slightly ajar, emitting small moans of
ecstasy.


“Keep your
eyes open... look at me.” He commanded me gruffly... forcefully!


I did.  It was my undoing... The ecstasy intensified,
and my body began to convulse.  I began
to moan louder... in waves, so he moved his mouth forward to cover mine and
muffle the scream that was emerging... still, I thought it was at least loud
enough that anyone in this building or the immediate surrounds would’ve heard
and identified it.


My body was
still jittering when he dropped my leg and repositioned my skirt.



 

Blake.


I hadn’t
been exactly sure whether approaching Summer like this
was a wise move or not.  However, over
the course of the day, we had flirted so outrageously, that I threw caution to
the wind.


Her
response was more than I could hope for... and now I struggled to maintain my
control.


I wanted to
be inside her... I really did!  But I
knew I would’ve followed through... I wouldn’t have been able to stop
myself.  But her plea... oh... it was
heartbreaking.


I squeezed
her pussy with my hand.  She was
pulsing... I could feel her.


Damn, Damn, Damn, Damn!


I was struggling
so much to control myself!  


I just
wanted to ram her up against the wall... I wanted to fuck her hard... right
now!  I wanted her pussy wrapped around
my cock.  This was my best friend... this
was fucking insane!  I was so incredibly
turned on!


Her body
wanted me too, but her mind was still confused... I had to walk a bloody narrow
path of control, although I obviously had very little control to have wandered
down this avenue in the first place.  But
I had never before wanted something so much as I wanted her.


She pleaded
with me to make her come... Shit, she
asked me to touch her pussy!  I damn
near fell apart then and there... I would’ve yanked my jeans off and fucked her
hard in front of the whole God Damn world, but I couldn’t fuck this up!


She needed
to stop talking before my control was unraveled... before I ruined anything.


“Shhh...” I
implored her.


I began to
move my thumb; I could feel the growth in her nub as I administered friction to
it. I could also feel how wet she had become on my hand.  Her pussy was smooth... she obviously had no
hair there, apart for the smattering I felt directly above her clitoris, which
was in itself short.  


My
breathing was ragged...


I was
touching Summer’s pussy...


I wanted to
be with her... badly!  Her... just her...
it had always and only ever been... her!


I needed
her to look at me... to know that it was me touching her, that it was me making
her feel this way.


I demanded
as nicely as I could that she remained looking directly at me.  As a result, she instantaneously began to
completely unravel.


Her moans
were increasing, her throbbing throughout her pussy had increased, and the
waves of both were beginning to overlap. 
I had no doubt that if my fingers were inside her, the clenching of her
pussy would’ve stopped the circulation in them. 
It was beautiful, she was so beautiful, and my insides turned into mush
watching this.  Watching her body spiral
out of control; watching her eyes plead with me to stop and continue all at the
same time; watching her sweet mouth tremble in pain and pleasure all at once.


If this was
how it was, just masturbating her... my mind was inundated with the
possibilities of where this heat between us could lead.


Christ...
she was going to scream... I had to prevent that from happening... I slammed my
mouth over hers, and muffled the intense wail she emitted to the best of my
ability.


When she
quietened down, and felt like she could collapse after the momentous waves had
subsided to lighter convulsions, I pulled my mouth from hers; and then I pulled
my hand away from her soft and slick folds. 



I lowered
her leg and smoothed down her skirt.  I
subsequently lowered her to a seated position on the floor, propped up against
the wall.  I sat beside her... shoulder
to shoulder.


We were
both breathing as though we’d run for miles.


My erection
quite possibly wouldn’t depart for a week. 
My balls hated me right now; in fact they’d hated me for the last two
days.  I understood their pain... I not
only felt it there, I felt it in my chest. 
If Summer
didn’t choose to be with me... I was totally and unequivocally fucked!


She grabbed
my hand and wove her fingers between mine, but apart from that, we both didn’t
move... we just couldn’t.


That’s how
they found us... dazed, staring out at the rear of other condos in the
immediate vicinity, but not really seeing them... and still holding hands.
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Summer.


Now that
Blake was gone, and I was alone in my bedroom, waiting to go to sleep, having
shared dinner with both Sally and Henry; (Henry, whom Sally was sickeningly and
obviously in love with); the demons had emerged.


Why
couldn’t it be easy?  Why did I have to
equate what I shared with Blake alongside the tortures of my childhood?  It wasn’t even him I equated with doing
anything wrong... it was me!  The disgust
was my own.


*


F: summer_chicken_rogerson@gmail.com  07/23/11,
23:08


T: blake_austen_1994@gmail.com


Re: Demons



 

Hi,


I wish I
could report that my demons have decided to leave me alone and clear out,
but... no, they haven’t.


I wish I
could just believe what you said when you aren’t around.


I promise
I’m going to try though.


I just
wanted your permission to talk to my sister about this shit.  She is wise and all knowing... if you know
what I mean, and she’s super cool.  I’ll
leave out stuff about your background... I don’t think that will assist with
this situation anyway.


I need to
sleep, but... it’s difficult.


I’m such a
fuck up!


What’s
wrong with me?


I miss
you...


Summer x



 

F:
blake_austen_1994@gmail.com 
07/23/11, 23:17


T: summer_chicken_rogerson@gmail.com


Re: Demons



 

Summer,


This is
your journey... so, talk to your sister; tell her what you need to.  I won’t get mad.


I ask only
that you leave at least my sister’s part out of my past, but if you can get
around things without mentioning mine either, then that would be greatly
appreciated.  However, as noted above...
I really won’t get mad or even upset if you do go there with Sal.


I wish you
could’ve kept me there too, so I could hold you overnight, when you feel the
worst, but then you wouldn’t get the chance to deal with this shit.


You are not
a fuck up... not even close!


I hope you
can believe me too one day... soon!


It’s only
been several hours, and I feel as though it’s been months... I miss you too.


I don’t
think there’s anything actually wrong with you... you’re just working through
past shit.  I had to go there too, and it
took me years... and I mean years!


I suspect
you’ve dealt with most stuff, but this is a new thing to knock on the head.


I love you.


Blake x


P.S. I’ll
be waiting for you.



 

It took me
two days to work up enough courage to talk to my sister about things.  She had started a week of morning shifts at
the hospital the day before, and she had just walked through the door.  It was 4 o’clock in the afternoon.  After two nights with little sleep, and nothing
else going on, bar my disgust, I felt it was time to talk to her.


“Sal,” I
approached her as she slung her bag on the table and proceeded to pull the band
out of her hair and give her scalp a scratch.


“Yeah?” she
replied.


“I need to
talk to you... it’s kind of important.”  I said softly.


“Okay...
fire away chicken.” She offered, blowing out a huge sigh and settling in a
chair opposite me.


“Oh, God...
I don’t know where to begin!” I moaned, dramatically launching my head on top
of my arms on the table.  I was acting
over the top... I knew it!


“Okay...”
she chuckled, “let’s start with the beginning, and don’t skimp on details...
then just plough on through it till you get to the end.” She suggested.


I decided I
could do this, as long as I kept my face on the table and didn’t look at Sal.


I began at
the start... that I had lost my virginity to Jordan a year ago.  I told her about his modus operandi, and I
then explained about my feelings for Blake. 
I peeked up through my hair, to see her intently staring at me.


“I think
anyone with eyes can see what you feel for Blake.  I can tell you now... he feels the same for
you.” She explained, smiling.


I groaned,
dumped my head back on my forearms and continued.  I decided not to tell her about Blake’s past,
it just didn’t figure in my problems; and she didn’t need to know.


However, I
told her about that day in my bed... then on her bed (I inwardly cringed when I explained this bit), and I told her the
aftermath during that evening.


I again
looked through my hair... Sal’s face showed concern... but there wasn’t a hint
of scorn.  I plunged forward... finishing
with the episode on their back balcony, before outlining my disgust with myself
and why.


Sally had
come around and hunched down beside me, reaching her arm around and squeezing
me tightly.


I stopped,
a small sob now escaping me.


“And you think
that because you like Blake taking charge saying some risqué things and even
being a little rougher than Jordan during sex, or at least the encounters
you’ve had with him, makes you some sort of sick monster... all because of our
past?” she asked me.


“Yes,” I
replied weakly.


“Honey...
that’s not what this is at all.”  She
began, “Look, I’m just going to go have a shower, change, and then I’ll meet
you on the couch in fifteen minutes, okay?” she implored me.


“Okay,” I
answered.


*


Sally came
out with an armload of novels.


She dumped
them on the coffee table and slumped into the couch beside me.


“What are
they?”  I asked.


“Romance novels.” She said, smiling.


“Yuck!” I
groaned.


“Hold on...
and listen to me... because I know what you’re going through... I’ve been there
myself.” She explained, holding my hand back from reaching for the books.  She probably guessed I planned on throwing
them across the room.


“Okay, talk
to me.” I offered.


She spent
the next twenty minutes explaining that forced sex and exploitation, had
nothing to do with the act of intimacy... that in fact it was all about
aggression and control.  She explained
that those acts we... and she... experienced as children, were not consensual,
and they didn’t factor into love and sex associated with love.


Then she
grabbed one of the novels from the table, and shoved it in my hands.


“Okay, so
I’m hearing you about the difference between consent, and non-consent.  I even get that as long as nobody gets hurt
and the dominance doesn’t merge with everyday life, then it’s
okay... not dirty!  But I fail to see the
relevance of this book.” I said rolling my eyes.


 “A vast majority of women and men really love
the whole submissive thing.  What you
described is actually pretty, I don’t know... standard stuff.” She explained.


“Standard?”
I squeaked.


“Yep.”
She nodded.


“And what
do you want me to do with this book?” I asked... my lip curling.


“Read it.”
She said.


I groaned
again.  “Therapy
through romance?” I grumbled.


“I like it!
Therapy through romance.” She laughed.


“I think
I’m gonna throw up.” I grimaced.


Sally just
laughed.  She started neatly pilling up
the books, and gave me half of them.


“Come on
chicken... let’s set these up in your room. 
All these books are best sellers... so you know they’ve been highly
successful with women everywhere.  So
assuming all those women and me, can’t be wrong...  you’ll be right on target to eliminate your
disgust!” She preached, collecting up the other half of the books and wandering
in the direction of my room.


*


F:  summer_chicken_rogerson@gmail.com  07/25/11, 20:31


T:  blake_austen_1994@gmail.com


Re: Homework



 

Hey Blake,


I wanted to
call you, but my phone was flat.


I blame it
on Sal... not sure why, but I don’t want to blame myself... so I blame her.


I have it
on charge, so it should have enough charge later on if you care to call.


Sally has
me doing homework... and you won’t guess what it is.


NO... it’s
not housework.


IT’s...


Reading romance novels.


STOP
LAUGHING!!!


I know that
you’re pissing yourself laughing, and I’m laughing just writing this... but
please!  Who said homework was ever easy?


You see, I talked
to her today... I totally left you out of it... except for our intimate
encounters... she knows about those now. 
She wasn’t surprised in the least.


She had a
lot to say... it made sense... so much sense that I feel really quite stupid
now.


She made
things sound so simple and easy... and I hate to say it... but you may have
been right about this.


Oh, and
then she threw a bunch of best selling romance novels at me and told me to read
them.


Her
argument is how can millions of women be wrong?


I seem to recall
this is an argument of religions the world over... and it hasn’t changed my
view on religion... they’re all nuts.


However, as
much as I hate to admit it... I’m almost half way through the first novel...
and it’s kind of sexy.


Oh well...


As always,
I’m missing you heaps.


Love you


Summer x


*


I was still
reading when my phone rang.  The screen
informed me the time was 10:30pm, and since I was sitting up in my bed I could
also see the caller ID was Blake.  I
scrambled across the small distance between my bed and the desk.


“Hello.” I
answered the call.


“Hey... got
your email...” Blake said sultrily.


“Good, but
you didn’t send one back.”  I sulked.


“I wanted
to phone you instead.” He replied.  I
smiled.


“So... Was
I right about you laughing or what?” I asked, grinning.


“Or
what...” he replied.


“No way... you would’ve found it a laugh.” I argued.


“It was
merely chuckle-worthy.” He humphed.


 “You did not just chuckle... you would’ve
almost peed in your pants.” I remonstrated.


“No,
seriously... I did chuckle... but I actually thought it was a good idea.” He
reasoned.


“Really?”
I queried.


“Really!”
he confirmed.


“Oh... why?” I asked.


“Well,
you’ll have heaps of great ideas when you get home... you may even want to
practice on me.” He chuckled.


“Oh, now we
get to it.” I laughed.


“How do
these books make you feel?  All hot and
sweaty?” he growled.


I laughed,
“Sort of.” I replied.  “Not sweaty.”


“Yeah... I
suppose I’ll have to get you sweaty.” He said.


“Blake!” I
mocked shock.


He just
laughed heartily down the phone.


“I hope it
works,” he said sincerely.  “I mean, I
really, really do.”


“Me too.”
I conferred. 


*


It was a
Monday... and Sal had a day off of work before she began a week of afternoon
shifts.


I’d spent
the entire weekend with Henry... we’d seen the
Orioles versus Yankees game on Saturday, and I know, I know... it was a big
game and all that... but I’m not that into baseball, but since Henry is, he
actually put on a good day; and since, as he put it... ‘The Yankees whipped Baltimore butt,’ ...he was in an exuberant
mood.


Today
however, was a girl’s day out.


Sally and I
were doing French at Les Patrie Bistro followed by a movie up on Broadway.


I had
ordered the Chicken Caesar salad, and Sally ordered a Cobb Salad.


“Summer?”
Sally asked.


“Yeah?” I
replied, taking a sip of water.


“How’s
Blake?” she enquired brazenly.


“Good!” I
answered evasively.


“Just good?  Have you been talking to him?” Sally asked,
looking at me knowingly.


“Of course.” I hedged.


“And?”
Sally quizzed.


“And... what?” I asked, still avoiding her questions.


“God! I
want to know if you’re feeling better about all that stuff!” Sally humphed
pensively.


I
giggled... “Are you asking me whether your therapy through romance reading
worked?” I asked, taking another sip.


“Yes!”
Sally fumed affectionately.


“Well... I
don’t know, but I don’t feel bad about things anymore... but then again, I
probably won’t know for sure until I tried... um... if you know what I mean?!”
I winked.


Sally
squealed... she actually squealed!  I
just looked at her like she was a mental case.


“You two
should definitely be together... and you know what?” she asked.


“What?” I
bit.


“I knew you
two were going to get together since that day you told me about your first
kiss.” Sally enthused.


Now I
laughed... a full throaty one.


“I’m going
to make you an appointment to see my gynecologist.” Sally said.


“Why?” I
queried.


“To get you
placed on the pill.” Sally explained.


“Oh... I
have always just used protection.” I argued, shaking my head.


“Well...
sometimes when it gets all hot and heavy, timing can go out the door.  I reckon you’re both probably clean... so the
biggest worry you’d have would be a pregnancy.” She reasoned.


“Oh...kayyyy!?” I gave an incredulous look at her through my
glass of water as I began to take yet another sip.


Sally
pulled out her phone; she scrolled through the numbers and pressed the screen
on the one she desired.


“Hi
Jenny... Sally Rogerson here... yeah, I’m well, but I was wondering if you have
any cancellations or open appointments for my sister over the next couple of
weeks... yeah, I’ll hold.” She said into the phone.  She squinted at me with one of her face
smiles that she did when she was trying to appear cute... of course it just
made her look sly.


She waited
only a moment.


“Today?
Ummm... what time?” she asked, a disappointed look passing over her face.  “I’ll just ask her.” She said, and then
holding her phone to her chest she addressed me.


“3:45 this
afternoon?  We can do the movies another
day!  I ‘really’ think this is
important.” Sally winced.


I just did
the shrug and quizzical look you give someone, when you kind of don’t really
care and want them to make their own mind up about something.


“Yep...
we’ll be there!”  Sally confirmed.  She signed off with some inane banter, and I
sat there marveling at Sally’s ability to make me do things.


“We’ll do
some shopping instead shall we?” Sally enthused.


I smiled
mockingly at Sally, at around the same time as a woman, wearing a tailored
black pinstriped suit and stilettos, with a ruffled cream blouse spilling out
of her open jacket, approached our table.


“Sorry to
interrupt you both,” she began with a smile; she had a business card with her,
which she was presenting toward us as she spoke.  She was a beautiful woman, perhaps early
thirties, with a huge smile, flawless makeup and amazing crystal clear, sky
blue eyes, contrasting strongly with chestnut hair and pale skin.


“My name is
Peta Fletcher... I’m a model scout for IMG.  We’re located on Park Avenue.” She smiled,
like this should mean something to me. 
Sally was breathing weirdly.


“I noticed
this young lady from where I was seated with my friend over in the corner, and
I just had to come over and introduce myself.” She enthused.


“Oh!” I
said.


Sally piped
up, “This is Summer, and I’m her sister Sally.” She
said, offering her hand and shaking Peta’s. 



Peta seemed
genuinely friendly... I supposed she’d need to be, if she was selling things to
strangers.  Peta smiled at Sally
generously before turning back to me.


“How old
are you Summer?” she asked, pulling up an unused chair
from a nearby table.


“Um... 18.”
I answered.


Sally
looked excited... I was just confused.


“Have you
ever thought of a career in modeling? 
You’re very pretty, and you have great bone structure and a fresh, clean
and crisp look that is very easy to market.” She explained, smiling.


“Ah... no.  I haven’t ever really thought about it.” I
replied.


“I would
really love to see how your look works for the camera.  Would you be interested in coming in to our
offices to have a couple of test shots?” she enthused.


“I...” 


“Go on,
Summer.” Sally interrupted.  “It would be
fun!”


“I guess I
could.” I said.


“Would you
be available tomorrow?  I mean, I’m out
of the offices today, but I’m in on Tuesday, and we can get a portfolio
started, if your shots look good.” Peta smiled brightly.


“Is this
normal?” I asked.


“Do you
mean me finding girls on the street to harass?” Peta laughed.


I nodded.


“Yes and
no... sometimes... you’re not the first girl I’ve met
like this.” She explained.


I looked at
Sally who looked like she was becoming a smiling plastic mannequin.  Her cheeks must’ve hurt.


“Okay.” I
murmured.


Peta
arranged a time to meet up at her ‘offices’ before leaving our table and
returning to her ‘friend’ just as our lunch arrived.


Sally was
quite literally beside herself.


“Oh... My... God!” Sally squealed at
me.  “You’re on fire girl!  Wait till I tell everyone.”


I could
already think of two people I wanted to tell... so, I texted them both.



 

Me:


Just
approached by modeling scout... Have appt 2moro for test shots.


Today,
12:13PM



 

Blake:


Well ur beautiful... totally expected! Ring me x


Today,
12:14PM



 

Julie:


Holy
shit!!! Ring me!


Today,
12:15PM



 

Me:


Will ring 1
of u @ 1pm... who?


Today,
12:16PM



 

Blake:


Jewels...
will stand next 2 her.  Ring me 2nite x


Today,
12:17PM



 

Julie:


ME! Totally
me!


Today,
12:17PM


*


Sally
talked right through lunch... I think I got a nod in here and there, but she
was able to mumble right through every mouthful.


At 1
o’clock, I rang Julie.  We had just
arrived at Jersey Gardens, despite leaving behind the possibilities of some
killer shopping across the river in Manhattan; due to my impending appointment
that afternoon.


“Julie...”
I began.  Julie squealed... ugh!


“Tell me,
tell me, tell me!” she demanded.


“We were
eating in a little cafe called Les Patrie Bistro... and this woman comes up and introduces
herself as Peta... and then she asks me if I’ve ever considered modeling.”  I said, getting out of Sally’s car.


“Oh... My... God! A scout!!!” Julie
enthused.


“Is Blake
there?” I asked.


“Yeah, he’s
sitting on the couch next to me.” She confirmed.  Then she talked to him... ‘she was scouted at
lunch.’


‘Who by?’ I heard Blake


“Who by...
I mean what agency?” Julie asked.


“IMG?” I quizzed... I didn’t know that
stuff.


“IMG!!! Oh shit... shit, shit, shit, shit!”
she was screaming.


I’d pulled
the phone away from my ear, before she’d burst my eardrum.


Returning it when I couldn’t hear her screaming anymore, I continued,
“Is that good?”
I asked.


“Yes!!!”
Julie gushed.  ‘Blake, bring them up on the screen... yes, that’s them... Yes!’


“Ahhh... more information?” I asked


“They’re
big!” Sally supplied from behind me. “As in mega big!  They have some mega big names on their
books.”


“Heidi Klum
and Gisele Bundchen
kinda good.”
Julie explained.


“Oh... I
highly doubt I would ever meet them or anything.” I dismissed.


“But, what
if you did?” Julie asked.


“I’d say
hi!” I reasoned.


Julie
giggled.


Another ten
minutes of that, and I was over it all already. 
I’m sure Blake must’ve been too, because I couldn’t hear him in the
background.


Sally had
moved on too, she was riffling through some pretty summer frocks.


“Um,
Jewels, I’m gonna have to go in a minute... I have to get ready for a doctor’s
appointment this afternoon.” I explained.


“A doctor’s appointment?” Julie asked.


“A gynecologist.” I replied in a dismissive tone.


“Why?  Is everything alright?” She asked.


“Sally
thought I should go on the pill!”  I
said, at the same time it became apparent that the phone had switched hands.


“You’re
going on the pill?” Blake asked... I could hear Julie cursing him in the
background.


“Um...” I
felt stupidly speechless.


“Summer?”
Blake asked.


“Yeah...?!” I replied.  I
could hear his grin through the phone.


“I’ll talk
to you tonight...” he managed before the phone was obviously wrestled off him.


‘You’re such an asshole Blake.  She’s talking to me at the moment.’ Julie said away from the
phone.  I heard Blake chuckle.


“You’re
going on the pill?” she said into the phone.


“Sally
thought if... um... if I was...” I struggled.


“He’s
gone.” Julie said.  “You two really do
need to sort out something, because for all intents and purposes, you’re
already going out with each other.”


“Yeah,
well... um... we’ve been friends for so long, that it seems a bit weird.” I
said, while eyeing off some skate shoes in a window display.


“That’s
crap! You two? When we dropped you off at your
sister’s you two couldn’t keep your eyes or hands off each other.” Julie
laughed.


I giggled
stupidly for a moment.


“You
know... he was completely silent for the entire return trip.  He just sat there looking out the window,
seated in the backseat.” She explained.


“Blake is
silent a lot.” I reasoned.


“His brain
obviously wasn’t... I could hear the wheels of industry moving in there.” Julie
laughed.


“Yeah,
well... we’ve certainly got a lot to talk about.  We’re moving in together next month.” I said.


“Well, I
don’t see any problem.  You two are so
good for each other.  Even
if he is my brother... and a jerk.” She replied.


*


Dr Penny
Drake was really nice.  She was a middle
aged woman with kind eyes and a warm smile. 
She instantly put me at ease.


She
insisted I had a pap smear, which was uncomfortable... and quite a bit
yucky!  Her nurse drew some blood for a
full screening as well.  Then we talked
about all the methods of birth control, including injections, condoms and the
pill.  She agreed with Sally that if I
was entering a relationship with a guy I’d been best friends with since
Elementary School, and moving in with him, then the pill was a good option.


After our
chat, she gave me a script for a combination pill, with repeats.


Since my
period was due this week, she suggested I wait for the first day of my period
and start that section of the month in correlation to the day, and that I
should be perfectly covered from then on.


She
provided me with written information and stressed the importance of taking it
the same time everyday... preferably in the morning when I woke, since that
would establish greater regularity.


I felt
pretty happy with it all really... although I’d never had unprotected sex...
some of those novels I’d been reading talked about sex au natural being so much sexier and better... I was interested
in giving it a go!


*


Blake
didn’t wait for me to call him.  He texted me at 8:00pm to ascertain whether I was available to
talk, before calling me.


“I didn’t
want to wait for you to call me, I couldn’t wait to
talk to you.” He said.


I smiled,
“That’s nice... I’m glad you want to talk to me.”


“Busy day!”
he understated.


“Indeed!” I
chuckled.


“So what happened
at the doctors?” he asked.


“Ummm...
I...” I stalled.


“Summer?” he asked, but I was silent... trying to think of
what to tell him.  


Blake
sighed... “Summer... what’s happening between us?”


I knew what
I wanted to happen between us... what I planned to happen between us.  


I didn’t
feel like that monster anymore... and all that reading was getting me pretty
horny.  I just found it hard to talk
about it with him.


“I feel
weird about talking about us like that.” I said softly.


“Why?”
Blake asked.  “We talk about all sorts of
things all the time.” He reasoned.


“I know.” I
sighed.


“Do you
love me?” Blake asked bluntly.


“You know I
do.” I confirmed.  I did... more than
ever!


“I love you
too!” Blake informed me.  “But I need to
know where you want to take this... take us!”


I sighed
again... I could do this.


“I-want-more-than-friends.” I said super fast as if it was all one word.


Blake
chuckled slightly.


“Did I just
hear you say that you want more than friends? 
Because I’m not sure if that’s what you said, since you said it
amazingly fast.” Blake questioned.


“Blake!” I
scolded... I didn’t want to say it again.


“Summer...
I want you to be more than friends too. 
Will you be my girlfriend?”  Blake
asked.


I
laughed... it was just so corny... I couldn’t help it.


“Shot
down!” he said, hurt permeating down the phone.


“No... I
mean yes!  I want to be your girlfriend.”
I gathered myself.  “I just couldn’t help
myself; it’s such a corny question... of course I do.” I explained.


“You know
how to wound a guy.” Blake said with fake hurt, when actually I could hear a
smile through it all.  “Ummm... I
probably won’t tell anyone here except Jewels though.  I like my teeth where they are.”  He reasoned.


“Jordan and
I broke up months ago.” I said.


“Tell him
that.” Blake grumbled.


“Hmmm...” I
groaned.


“So... the
doctor Summer... now that we’re a couple, you can tell
me!” Blake said cheerfully.


I
chuckled... “I’m on the pill.” I said... embarrassed.


“Okay... so
does that mean no condoms?” he asked.


He just
narrowed in on that... just like that! 
No hesitation!


“Ah,
well...” I started.  He had absolutely no
shame!  I just needed to run with it.


“Well
what?” Blake quizzed.


“I had
blood tests today too, to make sure I was clean.” I explained.


“Did you
have unprotected sex with Jordan?” Blake gasped.


“No!  She just said it was wise to do it... to be
sure!”  I replied.


“Oh, okay!”
Blake mumbled.


“Blake?  Have you had unprotected sex before?”  I suddenly voiced, scared of the answer.


“No!” he
answered.


“How many
partners have you had?”  I asked
nervously.


He
groaned... I could tell he didn’t want to answer this.


“Blake?” I
asked again.


“Fourteen.”
He said sheepishly.


“Fourteen?”
I growled... major jealousy!


Blake
sighed, “Most of them were one night stands.” He softly said.


At least he
was being honest... I didn’t want to know, but this was the first and last time
we would EVER talk about this!


“Fourteen? Why so many?” I asked, flabbergasted.  “And how is it I had no idea of them all?”


“It wasn’t
a topic for conversation between us... especially now!”  Blake said.


“I assure
you, it’s not something I really wanted to find out!” I fumed... I was trying
to calm down... I really was!


“Look...
after you lost your virginity to Jordan, he bragged about it!  I lost my senses, and went out and screwed
around!  I was angry!”  Blake explained.


Now my
anger had changed, it was now directed at me. 



“After
doing that for a while, I tried to maintain a few girlfriends... but every time
you broke up with Jordan, well... I broke up with them, so... Look... there’s
no excuse.  I wasn’t doing anything wrong
regarding you at the time.  If anything,
I was being untrue to them, because I only ever wanted you!” he clarified.


I was
silent... it was true.  He hadn’t been my
boyfriend, and I was having sex with Jordan... so why would I believe he wasn’t
allowed to have sex too?  But he’d fucked
fourteen girls in twelve months!  I felt
a little bit sick.


“Summer?  I’ll go get tested too... just to be sure.”
Blake assured me.


“Okay.” I
said quietly.


“Can we
never talk about our past sexual encounters again please?  I don’t want to tell you about mine, and I
sure as hell don’t want to know about yours... there’s a very strong
possibility I’d get violent with Jordan if I knew anything.” He explained, distress obvious in his tone.


He felt
upset about me with Jordan... who he had always known about!  I could only imagine how it would feel to
know he was off having sex with someone every other night... I could get
through this... funnily enough; this knowledge calmed me down in record time.


“Deal!” I
answered.


Blake let
out a breath.


“So... how
long does it take for the pill to start working?” Blake asked.


“We’ll be
all good to go when we get to Hackettstown.” I said bashfully.


Blake
laughed... loudly!


“She’ll be
right mate!” he said in a bad Australian accent.  It made me laugh too.


We
sobered...


“Now look,”
Blake began, “I don’t want you falling for any hot modeling guys you see
tomorrow!” he told me.


“I’ve
already fallen for a hot modeling type guy.” I assured him.


“He must be
gay!” he replied.


“He assures
me he isn’t... and from what I’ve experienced thus far, I’m fairly confident
that he was telling me the truth!”  I
smugly said.


“Damn
straight!” he said in another Aussie accent.



 

Blake.


My girl...
she was my girl now.


I wanted to
tattoo my mark on her to warn off everyone else.


I also
wanted to buy some new furniture for our place. 
The apartment wasn’t furnished, except for a fridge, washing machine and
dryer, and of course the stove.  Thus far
we had been pooling our resources regarding the lounge room stuff.  Kitchen stuff too!


I knew she
was supplying a single bed for her room, and I had decided on a basic queen
ensemble... I was too tall for anything else. 
Now I wanted something a little nicer than just a basic bed... So, I
went online to look at furniture before I went to bed for the night.


*


I wasn’t
kidding about not telling anyone other than Julie about Summer
and I.  Jordan had been over fairly
regularly to ask me how Summer was going... what she was up to... and how he
could get her back.


I had the
same standard answers:


Good... 


Shopping (just check her updates on facebook
man!)... 


Don’t think it’s gonna
happen!


He’d get
all frustrated...


“I do look at facebook, but it’s all so...
uninformative...! But I love her man... I don’t think I could ever handle
someone else even touching her, you know?”  He’d
say.


Boy, I
knew... and if he knew what I’d already managed to achieve with her... then it
would be ‘Game On!’


Julie was
over the moon... jumping up and down and squealing and shit!  Geez... she was such a weird lesbian... so
not stereotypical!  Mom and Dad didn’t
even know about her yet... she had plans to tell them after the first semester
of college.  As if the distance would
give her courage.
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Blake.


Moving day
was swiftly approaching.  


Summer’s
test shots were apparently amazing...that’s my girl! She’d been involved in
some workshops to learn some skills for the catwalk, and she had already been
taken on a couple of photo shoots to get an idea of how they did things.  Apparently her management was so keen on her,
they offered her a contract; and they were all for her education to come first
and were willing to fit work around it, which was just as well, since Summer
explained to them, that college was more important to her.


But more
importantly for me, Summer was returning home today at
lunchtime to begin packing her stuff for our move in eight days.  I was so keen on seeing her that it was
painful!


The front
door bell rang.  It was, as usual, only
Julie and I home (our parents both worked).


“I’ll get
it.” I shouted out to Julie.


Opening it,
Jordan was standing there; I went to say hi...


“Motherfucker!”
he shouted.


I don’t
remember after that... at all!


*


Where was I? 
Oh... I felt sick!  I couldn’t
see... I could hear though.


“Why would
he do this?” my Mom asked.


“Julie? Why
do you think this happened to Blake? 
They’ve been friends for years!” my Dad asked my sister.


“How the
fuck should I know!” Julie was lamenting.


‘Language!”
Mom roused.


“Julie... I
want to know what you think happened!” my Dad demanded.


“It’ll be
over Summer!” she gave in.


“What about
Summer?” my Mom asked. 
She was always so naive.


“Ella...
really?” my Dad asked my Mom.


“What?
They’ve been friends for... oh!” Mom replied.


Obviously a
look was given that said it all.


I slipped back into sleep...


*


“I came
here as fast as I could…” Summer’s alarmed voice entered the room.


“Blake!”
she voiced.


“It’ll be
okay honey… They’re keeping him in a sleeping state for a while to make sure
his brain’s okay.” My Mom explained.


That
sounded awful to me.


“Is
something wrong with his brain?  Why is
he on a respirator?” Summer choked.


“He has some
swelling,” my Dad explained, “He was king hit just behind his right ear… and he
landed awkwardly on the tiles in the entranceway of our house.  The respirator is because the drugs he is on
interfere with his ability to breathe effectively, and he needs maximum oxygen
perfusion to accelerate his healing Summer.”  Dad said.


“Oh my God,
oh my God… this is all my fault!” Summer wailed.


“Don’t be
stupid!” Julie said, “Jordan is a loose cannon… he has been for months!”


“But Blake
warned me not to tell anyone…” Summer was crying.


“What? Tell
people?” my Mom questioned… oh please!


“About us!”
she was really crying now.  “I was just
so excited to be coming home and seeing him… I just sort of posted that I was
on my way home to pack for college with my man!” she was inconsolable.


“Shit!”
Julie said.


No-one
corrected her.


I slept…


*


“It’s not
your fault you know.” My Dad said.


“I feel
like it is.” Summer replied, softly now... she was no longer crying.


“You know,
when I was just a little bit older than you... I was in college... and I sat
down in a communications lecture one day, and across the aisle, I spotted this
absolutely gorgeous young lady.  I was so
taken by her, that I followed her after class.” He explained.


“That’s
called stalking.” Summer gave a little laugh.


My Dad
chuckled.  “Well, she had a
boyfriend...  And, to cut a really long
story short... I stole her away from that boyfriend, and when he asked her why
she was breaking up with him... she told him about me.”


“Oh dear!”
Summer said.


“Oh dear, indeed.” My Dad laughed.  “His friends all
descended on my dorm, called me out, and proceeded to beat the crap out of me!”
Dad announced.


Summer took
a huge intake of breath.  “What did you
do?”


“I never
blamed the girl... and I married her at the end of the semester!” he
replied.  “It wasn’t her fault he was
such a sore loser... and if he wanted her that much, he should’ve been trying
harder! She was quite the catch... still is!”


Summer
giggled.  Then she sighed.  “Jordan and I broke up three months ago.  Blake and I only started a relationship once
I went to stay with my sister.  There was
no overlap... not even a little bit.” She explained.


“I realize
that Jordan is hot headed... it suits him on the field, but not so much off of
it.” Dad offered.


“Agreed.  He was becoming scarily controlling in my
life!  Right down to my
friendships and miscellaneous acquaintances.” Summer said, sighing.  “He wasn’t always like that... he used be
really lovely!”


“You’re a
good girl Summer... I really like you!” Dad said.


“I like you
too, Mr. Austen.” Summer replied.


I slept...


*


‘Hello?’ I tried to say... but my throat was blocked
and I was struggling to form words, then I realised I had no control over my
breathing, and I began to panic.


“Hello!!!”
a cheery female voice stated in a singsong voice, as she reached over and
pushed a button on the wall beside me. 
“You’re back with us!”


Another
nurse and a doctor arrived.  


They
removed the tube remaining in my throat, and bustled around me for a while,
checking monitors, tubes and my catheter... 



After half
an hour, I found my scratchy voice, by which time the doctor had already left.


“Can I have
some water?” I asked one of my nurses.


“Sure
sweetie, I just have to finish some observations, and then we’ll see about your
water.” She replied, smiling.



 

Summer.


How could I
be so stupid to place that update on facebook?
I really hadn’t thought it through at all... I was so excited; I had let my
guard down.


I still
couldn’t believe that Jordan had taken such drastic action against Blake.


Jordan was
most likely home today... since he’d gotten bail.  I knew I shouldn’t see him... but I just
couldn’t help it.


I drove up
to his house and parked out the front. 
I’d been there plenty of times before, but I felt like a stranger now.


I could see
the curtains pull back and release in the front room.  Then the front door opened, and his mother
walked out… hurrying to the car.


Shit, she
looked pissed.  I wound the window down.


“Summer!  What are you doing here?” she scolded, but up
close she looked confused and only slightly angry.


“I… I came
to see Jordan.” I said.


“You
shouldn’t come here… he’s not really himself.” She began.  “Turn around and go home.” She pleaded.


“Anne, I
just… I don’t know… I.” I had nothing really.


She sighed,
“I know… it is all screwed up.” She said. 
“He began losing it before school was over… he’s been… different!  I’m scared for him.”


“I feel so
guilty.” I said.


“I wish you
two had of worked out.” She said, smiling sadly.  “But life doesn’t always give you what you
want, does it!?” 


I didn’t
want to say anything that would upset her further.  I decided she was right… that I should go.


What I
hadn’t seen while we had been talking through my window, was Jordan making his
way to my car; neither had his Mom… 


The
passenger door opened, and Jordan sat himself in the seat.


“Jordan!  You should be inside… don’t go and do
anything stupid!” Anne pleaded.


“Mom!”
Jordan shouted.  I flinched… he
continued, “Summer came here to talk, obviously… so
we’ll talk!  Now!  We’ll even stay here, and you can watch from
the window.” He seethed.


Anne stood
up straight, but didn’t move.


“Mom!”
Jordan commanded.


She slowly
walked backward a few steps.


“It’s okay
Anne… here.” I pulled out the keys and threw them to her. “That way you know we
won’t be going anywhere.” I explained.


She nodded,
before moving around the car and walking back to her house.  She not only opened the curtains in the front
room window, but she left the front door open too.


I turned to
Jordan who was staring at me with a mixture of emotions on his face.


I didn’t
say anything… I waited for him to speak.


“Two years…
two years together… and you throw it away like it just didn’t mean anything.”
He stated.


I shook my
head, an overwhelming feeling of guilt swelled up inside my stomach.


“I can’t
get over you Summer… but you just seem to be able to
walk away as if it all meant nothing.” He reasoned.


“I… I don’t
think it meant nothing.” I said quietly.


His
breathing had increased and it was loud… he was crying, and though he was
trying to contain it, he shuddered with difficulty to stop it.


He choked,
“Blake?  How long?”



“A couple of weeks.” I replied.


He looked
at me as though I had lied.  His face was
the picture of pain.


“You
haven’t been here!  How could you have
gotten together during the last few weeks?” he scolded through his pain.


“It’s
complicated…” I said.


“Were you
fucking him while you were fucking me?” he said cruelly.


“No… We
haven’t even gone there.” I supplied.  I
had no intention of telling him about what had happened, especially the timing
of it.


“So, I’m
still the only guy you’ve fucked?” he said incredulously.


I cringed,
but I nodded.


“Summer…
why?” Jordan asked.


“Why what?”
I skirted around the issues.


“Why did
you break my heart?” he asked, another sob
threatening.


“Oh, Jordan…
I’m sorry, but…” I started


“…come back
to me… Please!  I know I acted like a
dick… but I’ll change, I promise!” he pleaded, and reached a hand out to touch
my face.


He looked
so wounded; I couldn’t help it, so I leant into the touch.


I looked at
him…


Did I love
him?  Yes… Did I love him enough to at
one stage try and make what we had work... if he got
help?  Yes…


But, there
was a major obstacle… Blake!


I loved him
so much more… infinitely more!  If I
hadn’t had any feelings for Blake, I’d probably accept Jordan as my world.  But Blake was always going to be the only
world for me.


Before all
of this registered and processed in my mind, Jordan had already leant over and
placed his lips on mine.


He held my
face in his hands and kissed me fiercely… but I couldn’t return the kiss.  Jordan noticed.


He pulled
his lips away, with a painful groan, and then a whimper escaped him.  He still held my face in his strong
hands.  He placed his forehead to mine.  I was crying now.


“I
should’ve noticed how you two were… I mean I did notice, but I just thought you
were friends.  I remember you two kissing
that day.  I always tried to summon that
burning passion in you, but we never had it… did we!” He said, his face
scrunching up.


I shook my
head.


He looked
so utterly defeated and forlorn.


“Summer,” he began, before kissing me gently again on the
lips… sweetly, softly and for what seemed like the longest time.  Then he pulled back slightly, his face still
close, though his eyes displayed distance… “Never, ever again contact me… I
don’t want to see you, I refuse to talk to you and I won’t acknowledge you in
any way if for some unfortunate reason you happen to be anywhere near me.  We are not only over… we are nothing!” he
cried.


With that,
he got out of his side of the car, slammed the passenger door so hard the glass
rattled violently, and left without turning around.  With his departure, he took with him a vast
number of friendly faces, that although weren’t bosom buddy close, still
numbered as a part of my inner circle of friends.  He also took years of friendship and love.


Anne ran
out, tears streaming down her face, to give me the keys.  She didn’t look at me either, despite having
to open the passenger door and lean across to hand me the keys, before backing
out, closing the door, turning around and running back to the house.


I placed
the keys in the ignition, placed the car in gear, got the car out of there, and
drove two blocks before my tears were becoming too hazardous for me to drive
safely anymore.  So, I pulled over.  I didn’t rejoin the traffic for another forty
minutes, and by then my eyes were red and swollen, my heart was tenderized, and
my stomach felt like it had been used as a punching bag.


I blubbered
into Debbie’s chest for hours after, as we sat on the couch and she rocked me
gently.  I fell
asleep right there in the living room… staying there for the remainder of the
day.  It meant I missed Blake waking up,
and since I was in so much pain, I failed to look at my phone, or check my
phone messages.


Debbie had
at first allowed our house phone to ring out, and then she just unplugged
it.  The answering service collected the
curious questioning as to my whereabouts.



 

Blake.


She wasn’t
answering, and her house number went to the messenger service… I was frantic.  I didn’t know where she was.  My fear was tiring me out… The staff were all telling me to relax; that it wasn’t good for
me to be stressing out.  But I was afraid
that something had happened to her… that Jordan had done something to her.


I finally
roped my sister into checking things out, but she couldn’t contact her either…
so she went and telephoned Jordan’s house to make certain that he’d been home
all day, and just to be sure he hadn’t gone to see Summer.  


When she
stepped back inside the room, the look on her face was all it took for me to
know something terrible was wrong.  


The pain in
my head was sudden.  All the monitors
around me were making noises indicating my distress; my nurse was injecting my
IV with something, and despite it all, that something was beginning to calm me
down.


“Tell me!”
I demanded, although my voice wasn’t all that forceful… the drug was already
taking effect.


Julie
sighed; she looked across to our Dad. 
Dad must’ve nodded assent, because although I couldn’t see him on the
other side of the room, with my focus on Julie, I didn’t hear him either.


“Mrs. Myers
said Summer was over there today, talking to
Jordan.  Jordan was extremely emotional,
and they had some sort of fight.  When
Jordan left Summer, Summer looked like her heart had
been torn from her chest.  She drove away
from the house alone.” Julie said.  


I felt
tears before I could stop them… I was so raw… so emotional!


“What did
he say to her?” I asked.  I felt like I
was shouting in my pain, but it all came out like a squeak.


“I don’t
know,” Julie said.  “But I’m going to go
and find out.  I’ll ring you, when I find
out.” She promised, leaning in to kiss my forehead… but I was already beginning
to drift off now that the medicine was taking away my thoughts and the pain
along with it.



 

Summer.


The
doorbell, followed by pounding at the front door woke me. Debbie answered it
and was speaking quietly to whoever was there. 
I started stretching… I threw my legs over the edge of the couch.  My head was throbbing, so I dropped it into
my hands.  Guilt was tearing at me too!


“Summer?”
Julie said softly.


“Jewels?”
I replied, and despite the pain in my head and the tears I’d already released,
I was crying all over again.


“What
happened?” she said, sitting down next to me and draping her arm around me.


I told her
about my attempt to see Jordan; thinking he might tell me why he would attack
Blake.  I told her how he pleaded for me
to return to him.  I told her he kissed
me… but that I didn’t kiss him back… her face went quite rigid at this point…
and I said about him removing me from every aspect of his future life.


Julie
sighed, she gave me a squeeze, and then she crouched down in front of me.


“Summer,
I’m going to be blunt.” Julie started. 
“You’re a fucking idiot!  Why
would you approach Jordan, knowing that he was so volatile at the moment?”  She seethed.


I went to
say something, but she held her hand up to stop me, before continuing.


“Why would
you let him kiss you?  Why?” she asked.


“I didn’t…
I didn’t want him to. I just didn’t realize he was going to.” I reasoned… fresh
tears coursing down my face.


“Well you
should’ve smacked him across his face! 
Shoved him out of the car!  Done
something that would make him realize you aren’t his!”  She angrily replied.


“Well we
aren’t anything now… nothing at all.” I said mollified.


“On his terms!”  She argued.  “It should’ve been on your terms!  What if Blake finds out?” 


I looked at
her with genuine fear… I’d have to tell him… I’d have to explain this to him,
in case Jordan did first.


I started
to get all panicky.  I was rocking back
and forth on the chair.


“I fucked
up… he’ll be heartbroken.” I vacantly murmured.


“Get
yourself together!” Julie scoffed.  “He
loves you more than life itself… but, it’s gonna hurt him!” she reasoned.


I nodded.


“Wait a few
days till he gets better… actually, wait till you move in together, so he has
time to really get his head right.” She suggested.


“But
Jordan… maybe he’ll say something?!” I cried.


“Look…
Summer… I am not above threatening Jordan Myers to shut the fuck up… however;
he’s not allowed to contact Blake in any way. 
And come on!  If he wants to come
out the other side of all this fuck-up-ery… and
collect on his football scholarship, he’s gonna need to tow the line!” Julie
explained.


I nodded.


“Now, go
wash your face, change your clothes and get in my God Damn car… Blake woke up
today, and he’s beside himself because he couldn’t get a hold of you.” She
scolded.


Now I felt
even more God Damn awful… I hadn’t been there for Blake… I’d caused him more
pain!


So, I did
what she told me to do… promptly!  


*


It was a
forty-five minute drive to North Shore
University Hospital in Manhasset... and visiting hours finished at
8pm.  We left my place just before
6:30pm.  When you factored in any traffic
concerns, parking, walking to the hospital entrance and navigating your way
from there to Blake’s room... we were cutting it fine!


Julie had
help tonight from just about every karma point she commanded.  She made it to the hospital in thirty-four
minutes.  Yes, she was speeding!  We found a convenient park next to the
pedestrian exit closest the hospital. 
The entrance was fairly empty, and the lifts weren’t delayed.  I ran the whole way.


I made it
to his room at 7:17pm... I was still crying.



 

Blake.


I had been
drifting in and out of a light sleep most of the evening.  Julie hadn’t called me, and I was getting
worried.  I would give her till the end
of visiting hours... then I was going to pursue things again.  That way nobody would be around to see me get
upset yet again.


Then she
was upon me... my Summer was there.  Leaning over me, touching my face gently, and
shaking like a leaf as she held my hand. 
She was smiling, even though tears were drenching her face.


I smiled; I
just about broke my face I smiled so big. 
I hadn’t seen her since we dropped her off at her sister’s place in
July.  Her mere presence was therapy!


“Hi,” I
croaked.


She
couldn’t reply verbally... so she leant down and softly brushed my lips with
her own.  Then she sat down on the chair
my Dad had pushed in almost underneath her, and held my hand to her face...
looking at me.


“I know you
went and saw Jordan.” I said, swallowing the huge ball in my throat and
attempting to wet the dry huskiness that was my voice.


She looked
at me... devastated.


“We can talk
about it another time... I don’t really want to talk about it now.” I said
tiredly.


She nodded,
tears still spilling.


“I love you
Blake.” She managed to croak out, looking deeply into my eyes... imploring me
to know what she felt was real.


“Good...
because I love you too.”  I said, and I
meant it, I’d said it so many times over the last couple of weeks... over the
phone, in texts and emails; that it was easy to admit this fact... I had loved
her for years, but I was still angry too. 



“And
although I said I don’t want to talk about it, just know this! Don’t you ever
again go and confront someone who’s angry, violent and is desperate for you...
again!  I was beside myself with worry...
it nearly killed me!” I explained... I was suddenly out of breath; hurt was
obvious... lacing my words that sounded cracked and pained.


She
nodded... pain evident on her face too.
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Summer.


“Just plop
that box down there.” I told Blake.  


When I saw
him come inside our apartment, I had been on my knees on top of the kitchen
bench packing the cupboards above the bench. 
He gave me a smirk, looking as though he was going to come over and do
something wicked to me; but he was prevented, when Debbie came through the door
carrying an armful load of pillows and sparing a look in our direction.


We hadn’t
had a moment alone the whole week.  Now
it was Saturday... We’d left early that morning for our two and a half hour
journey to our new lives; getting here at 8am. 
Max had organized to meet the realtor here at that time, so we were able
to pretty much walk straight inside. 
Blake was supposed to take it easy... but he was typical Blake... doing
what he wanted to do.


Once Blake
had gotten out of the hospital on Tuesday morning, he’d made it clear he didn’t
want to be mollycoddled... however, his Mom and Dad had kept a keen eye on him
and made him stay basically still and sedate till yesterday morning; when he
growled mutiny at them and got about finishing packing his stuff.


I’d visited
him daily, but apart from some fairly innocent kissing, nothing had had the
capacity to eventuate; his mother had been hovering the whole time.  I was certain that she thought he would
regress if his heart beat got above a certain rate.


Now Debbie
and Max were here helping us unload and unpack, while his parents were in
Newark, settling Julie into accommodation with Helen... hmmm!


It had
taken forever to convince them that he would be fine with just Debbie and Max
to supervise him.  His mother had been
pushing to come and assist, leaving his father to help Julie move by
himself.  By the end of the week, after
numerous times denying his mother’s help was necessary; Blake got a little
psycho over the whole thing, and his obvious distress was enough to prevent her
from her ‘thoughtful’ course of action,
and stick with the original plan.


By midday,
we’d pretty much unpacked just about all there was to unpack.  We really didn’t have heaps... we had a
little more than what we needed, alongside our personal stuff... but with all
the help, it was pretty easy to have everything finalized in record time.


Max had
managed to con some unsuspecting strong young guys into helping Blake and
himself to bring the heavy furniture in, by bribing them with a couple of six
packs of Bud.  They were obviously underage... but Max was
ignorant; his back was more important... oh well, ignorance is bliss!


Debbie
hadn’t even batted an eye when Blake had asked her to unpack all of my stuff
alongside his in the main bedroom; she had done so without a word, just a smug
smile.  I on the other hand felt
nervous.  This was concrete!  I was living with my boyfriend now... and we
hadn’t even really been together yet! 
So, despite Blake’s efforts, I still managed to have my single bed made
up in the smallest room, just in case I needed it.  Blake countered this move by having all of
our bulky items of clothing stored in the wardrobe in there, so he was still
sharing the room.  His winter jackets
were butting up against mine, in the smaller built in robe... leaving more
storage room for less bulky items in the main room.  


I felt like
a virgin bride must feel like, when she is embarking on a marriage to her
intended, despite never having experienced living with her man before.  The ‘unknown’ was slightly exciting, but
desperately scary all at once. 
Admittedly, I already knew we had chemistry; and we knew a great deal
about one another, so we were ahead in the game in many respects.  However, those jittering nerves that had
steadily tattooed their drums throughout this week were almost deafening today
and were going to beat me apart.  


Just after
we finished with the unpacking, everyone decided they were starving; so we
headed out for food, and found ourselves driving along Mountain Avenue.  Stopping at a place called ‘Toni’s’, we
headed in for a bite to eat.  The food
was amazing... and Blake and I collectively agreed this would be a regular
joint to come to.  I had a Moresca gourmet salad, Blake had an Italian sub with a side
serving of onion rings, and Debbie and Max both enjoyed a personally designed
pizza each.


Afterwards,
Max and Debbie dropped us off at our apartment; and since they were both keen
to get back to New York to stay at Phoebe’s tonight; they left promptly.  They were to meet Elspeth and Sally at
Phoebe’s for dinner.


Debbie pulled
me aside.


“Honey, I’m
going to miss you so much!” she said, pulling me in for a massive squeeze.


“I’m
already missing you!” I grumbled.  Her
departing hug reminded me of the predicament I was in.  Blake and me, living together... in the same
bed... TOGETHER!


“What’s
wrong?” she asked, pushing me back to arms length and looking at me with that
curiosity I was accustomed to from her.


“I’m a
little scared.” I whispered, looking over at the camaraderie evident between
Max and Blake as they discussed the... whatever...


Debbie
didn’t miss my obvious glance toward Blake. 
She smiled... huge!


“Oh
Summer... you have been best friends with that boy since you were kids... he
adores you, he’ll be good for you, so stop worrying!” she enthused.


Whose side was she on?


“Traitor...
you’re supposed to tell me something useful to help me get through this first
major step... right here and now!” I grumbled.


Debbie
laughed... she actually threw her head back and laughed.


“I just
did!” she replied... pulling me in for another hug.


Max did the
whole hug thing too, before they took off to go and annoy some of their other
children.


*


Blake had
me drive his 2009 Audi TTS Coupe, which he’d gotten for his 18th birthday,
here; and we’d parked in our designated parking bay.  His parents had gone way overboard with both
Julie and Blake’s birthday presents, but it was a nice car, for a two door, 6 speed, ‘Lucifer Red’, compact car.


I didn’t
own a car... I usually drove Debbie’s car. 
So Blake was to be my transport around here, other than skating, taxi’s
and buses.


Now as we
made our way into our apartment on the third floor of our building, I felt my
mentioned nervousness to Debbie grow beyond reason.  This realization that I had quite literally
tied myself to Blake for a decent length of time, regardless as to how it might
possibly work out; was almost crippling me.


My
unreasonable fear and doubt doubled, or perhaps it was reasonable that it
should; as Blake opened the door and went to carry me across the
threshold.  At least he didn’t fully
carry me like a bride.  He simply lifted
me and swung my legs through the door and around him in a half arc.


“Welcome
home.” He said, leaning in to kiss me gently. 
I returned his kiss, but I couldn’t feel any of our normally burning
desire to continue it, so I broke it off and immediately pushed myself back.


All week I
had desired him... desperately.  Now I
was just so full of nerves, I wanted to vomit! 
It was obvious he wasn’t afflicted in the same way.


“What’s
wrong?” he asked, looking at me puzzled.


I
swallowed... “Nerves!” I said, suddenly reduced to
single syllable words.


He smiled,
and stepped forward, pulling me back in to hold me tightly to him.


My nerves
were at war with my stomach, and in that moment, whilst I attempted to analyze
things, my brain kicked into gear and managed to unfortunately remember that I
had something to tell him... something that we needed to air before our
relationship continued past this very point. 
I groaned.  So he loosened his
hold and held me out.


“Summer?” he asked nervously. 
“Not having regrets are you?” he squeaked.  His face was all concern... his hands were
shaking, and his breathe was ragged, as though he could cry; but I knew it was
fear that was shutting him down.


Finally my
voice and brain connected...


“No!” I
assured him, looking him directly in the eyes and placing my hands on his
chest... his face relaxed.  “Look, I
really am nervous about all this... this is big!  It’s not like we’re walking down the halls at
high school holding hands and pashing in-between classes.” I reasoned.  “We are living together!  We’re sharing a bed tonight... and all this
has completely bypassed the whole boyfriend and girlfriend stage and headed straight
into de facto status.” I explained.


Blake
looked concerned, perhaps a little hurt. 
“Do you want to stick to individual bedrooms?” he asked meekly.


“No... I...
Look.” I said, breathing a moment to collect my thoughts.  “We just need to get some dialogue out of the
road before I can feel more comfortable. 
We haven’t talked about the Jordan thing... I want to get that out of
the way.” I said uncomfortably.


He was
uncomfortable about this too.


“Okay.” He
replied, pulling my hands off his chest by holding onto my wrists.


“Just so as
there aren’t any secrets or anything... so you know everything, and we can move
forward.”  I explained.  I noted that I had begun to perspire.  I felt very worried about what this information
would do to him, but I was more scared of what would happen if he found out
from a means other than me.  If I got
this out, perhaps things could soon return to normal, and my nerves would
slowly dissipate. 


“First, I
need a shower.” I said.


“Okay...
here’s what we’ll do.” Blake said, maintaining a distance between us, but
dropping my wrists and holding the top of my arms, like a protective
parent.  “You have a shower, I’ll
finalize our wireless setup for our internet; and then I’ll have a shower, and
meet you at the dining table for our discussion.” He looked at me with a questioning
gaze.  “Yeah?” he asked.


“Yeah.” I
answered him, nodding bleakly.


The shower
was glorious.  I used our ensuite
shower.  There was of course a full bath
and shower bathroom down the hallway, but I wanted to use our ensuite for my
first shower.  The raspberry and mango
body wash I used smelt sweet and enticing, and the vanilla bean shampoo and
conditioner made me think of home baked goods.


Stepping
out of the shower smelling appealing, I already felt better about the nerves of
living with Blake... funny how a shower could make your troubles seem
smaller.  However, my fear over the
Jordan issue was still very real.


I had
thrown my other clothes in the hamper, and now I put on my lilac blue, lacy bra
and panties set I had bought while staying with my sister.  We had spent quite a lot of time buying new
lingerie.  Sally had a thing about never
having enough pretty lingerie; I wasn’t complaining... it meant she knew where
all the bargains were.


Blake’s
parents were paying for the vast majority of our rental; and all his college
expenses were provided for by a college fund his parents had put money in for
him over the years; even so, he had still needed to secure a financial
scholarship for academic merit, which would provide him with sufficient money
for other living expenses.  I on the
other hand had to rely on a scholarship that paid for my tuition and texts
only, whilst Debbie and Max had demanded they pay for the remaining component
of the rent.  We were due to get a
boarder in and sublet the third room to help us pay for our electricity and other
bills.  We were responsible for setting
this up ourselves.


I had
originally designed to get a part-time job, to provide me with cash to survive
and eat... however, my agency had already confirmed a decent contract with me
and noted my schedules; and they were very determined to work alongside me, in
order to give me work placements that wouldn’t interfere with my studies.  I had to admit that the agency was rather
amazing like that... So, I would see my first payment in about a month.


Stepping
out of the ensuite, with my faded azure blue, light summer dress covering my
lacy intimates, I walked out into the living area.


“I’m out of
the shower.” I said with a raised voice.


“Okay.”
Blake said... coming out from the kitchen... he quickly pecked me on my cheek,
before making his way swiftly into our room. 
I sat on our couch, looking around my new home.



 

Blake.


When Summer gave me that whole spiel about needing to talk...
I’ll be honest; my panic levels began to rise. 
I had no idea what she was going to say, and how hurt or murderous
toward Jordan I was going to become.  I
just had to keep reminding myself that she had moved in with me... that she
hadn’t backed out of our relationship at any point this week.  That she said that she still wanted to be
with me, and that her eyes hadn’t lied when she’d said these things.  Whatever she had to say needed to be said...
I needed to deal with it, and then we could start this relationship, from this
point - the right way!


I
completely got why she was nervous... I was too, but for me, my nervousness was
akin to Christmas morning; not quite knowing what you were unwrapping, but
knowing the people around you knew you so well, and loved you so much, that you
were going to love the gift. 


I got into
the shower and could smell the traces of Summer.  I decided to stick to my own ‘Molton Brown’ body wash, especially since the
spicy scent was something Summer not only liked, but one I could tolerate
having to smell all the time too.


Since we
were unlikely to go out to dinner, having decided over lunch to shop for
groceries this afternoon; and Summer had changed into
a little dress, I decided to wear my well worn raven colored, G-Star loose fitted shorts and a simple
round neck, white fitted t-shirt.  I was
a boxer guy, so you could just see the waist band of my ‘Calvin Klein’s’ before I’d pulled down my t-shirt.


I looked in
the mirror and wondered whether I should shave. 
I thought about Summer, and decided if things
went well tonight, I’d kick myself if I hadn’t. 
So I ran the hot water, pulled out my razor and shaving cream from
amongst the collection of toiletry necessities, which remained stored behind
the vanity mirror, and then set about shaving my face.


I thought
about the last time Summer and I had collided
intimately.  When I got to touch her...
she was so smooth... silky.  I knew she
frequented a day spa in Northport; it was a girl’s day out with her foster mother
Debbie and more often than not Julie.  I
also knew that she had been to one in New York with her sister, before she
left.  She was bragging about the
incredible massage she’d had.  I wondered
what would be around here; however, considering her imminent modeling work;
she’d need to keep on top of all that grooming... lucky for me!


Splashing
some aftershave over my mug... I ignored the quick and slight sting of it.  I gave myself a once over in the mirror,
before leaving the ensuite.  I had
already cleaned up after myself, as had Summer before
me, so I made my way out of our bedroom and sat down at the dining table, where
Summer now sat chewing on her thumbnail.


I smiled at
her and slouched back in the chair opposite her, attempting to appear
relaxed.  Her body language though
screamed nervousness.  It was putting me
on edge.


I took a
deep breath, “Okay... let’s get this done. 
Tomorrow we have Orientation, and we really need to hit the ground
running.” I said.


Summer
looked up through her eyelashes at me... I was now nervous as all hell.  My anger was on standby, and I had to remind
myself that I had to be careful with it... Summer was not my parents, or my
sister for that matter.  There were some
things she didn’t really know about me, regardless of my hints at them; even if
she’d seen me angry before... really, she’d seen nothing.


“Where do
you want me to start?” she asked.


Okay, so I
had to admit that I’d originally told her we would need to talk about this, so
maybe I should get this off my chest too.


“Why did
you go and see him?” I asked curiously.


“I wanted
to know why he hit you.” She replied.


I gave her
a quizzical look, “You know why he hit me... he hit me because he found out
about us.” I reasoned.


“I mean,
why he had to use violence when he found out about us, rather than just talking
to you about it.” She explained. 


She was
looking at the floor... her feet were up on the chair and she was hugging her
knees.  It was a defensive position, and
it unnerved me; however, so far, this wasn’t too bad.


“And what
did he say, when you asked him?” I asked. 



“I didn’t
get to ask him.” She answered.


I could
feel my eyebrows scrunch up and my eyes squint... “So what did you ask?”


“I... he
asked me questions instead.” She explained, mumbling slightly.


This wasn’t
going as well as I’d hoped... but it wasn’t in the toilet yet... so, soldiering
on I asked, “What questions?”


She let out
a big sigh, and then took a deep breath; then another... and another.


Her
avoidance was unacceptable... she had called this discussion to air the
stupidity of the Jordan shit, and now she wasn’t talking.


“Summer,
what did Jordan ask you... what did you two talk about?” I repeated
myself.  I was travelling beyond nervous
now... her hesitation was scaring me... and I was quickly descending into
anger; it was imminent.


She took
another breathe.


“He asked
me why I hurt him.  Then he asked me why
I got with you.  Then he asked me if you
and I were fucking before I broke up with him.” She said, taking yet another
deep breath, before she continued, “He asked me to return to him... he
pleaded.” She said dropping her head back to her knees.


I breathed
deeply; this wasn’t far from what I’d expected. 
But Summer’s behavior was indicating there was
more.  A sinking feeling preceded my next
question.


“Did he
touch you?” I asked hesitantly... I didn’t really want to know this, but I knew
that if he had, I really needed to know.


Summer
didn’t say anything... just sat there, head bent down, tears now dropping from
her chin... the sinking feeling had now become a sinkhole in my stomach,
sucking down everything that had previously been there. 


“Summer?  How did he touch you?” I demanded... I
growled!  It wasn’t a question of if he
touched her now... it was evident by her composure that he had.  I wanted to know the circumstances, so when I
drove back to Northport that night and killed him; I knew how to formulate my
argument to the cops afterward.


“Summer?”
I now shouted.


She looked
up at me, surprised at my vehemence.


“He kissed
me.” She replied, quietly.


“What do
you mean he kissed you?  And how did you
react?” I hissed.  I wanted to know that
she told him to fuck off; I wanted to know that she kicked him in the balls...
I didn’t want to find out she’d kissed him back... oh no!  That would be a nuclear meltdown!


“He took my
face in his hands... and before I realised, he was kissing me.” She cried.


“What did
you do?” I shouted, slamming my hand on the table.  “Tell me your reaction!  Did you kiss him too?” I blasted.


Her tears
were still there, but her face showed some semblance of indignation.  “I didn’t do anything!” she said.


“Did you
hit him?  Did you tell him to get
lost?  You didn’t do anything?” I
continued to shout as I stood, menacingly. 
My fists were clenched.  If I had
something to hit like a punching bag, right now, I would punch it till my
knuckles were raw!  I needed my car keys… NOW!


“No!” She
shouted back, slamming her feet to the floor and rising from her chair.


“So you
kissed him, too!” I hollered.


“No!” she
hollered right back at me, but tears were still coursing down her face. 


I couldn’t
temper the anger... I didn’t know how to right now... I couldn’t run into the
back yard and bash at trees, or rip out shrubs, I couldn’t go to the gym and
burn it off, and I didn’t even know where one was yet anyway.  I couldn’t break furniture or punch a hole in
the wall, and despite my anger... there was absolutely no way I would ever hit Summer!  I was being
devoured by my rage!


“Aargh!”
I vented loudly.  Every muscle in my body
was tensing with anger, my blood was swamped with
adrenaline.  I was bent over in my rage.


“I didn’t
do anything wrong!” Summer shouted.  “I
didn’t know he was going to kiss me!  I
was shocked by everything!  By what he
did to you, and by what he was saying to me.” She reasoned aggressively, and
despite my unwillingness to touch her, push her or hurt her in any way, she
displayed no such hesitancy.  She just
came right up and started pushing me in the chest.  I’d never seen her do this... ever!


“You
should’ve told him off... you should’ve knocked him out!” I heatedly argued...
stepping back when she unbalanced me with her push.  I threw my arms wide to emphasize my point.


“I didn’t
know what to do!  I froze!” she said
vehemently... pushing me again.  I was
heading back toward the living room.


I growled
at her, as though I didn’t believe her... but for some reason, I did believe her...
but I was hell angry and demanding justice.


“My
inaction spoke loudly to him!” she continued, still angry but not quite as
volatile.  “He knew I didn’t want
him!  So he cut me off forever... told me
we were nothing... that I was nothing!” she screamed at me.


“As it should be!  As it is!”
I shouted back.  I had meant to convey
that there should be nothing between them; obviously she took it to mean she
meant nothing.  She pulled her hand back
and slapped me hard across the face.


She then
went to push me aggressively again.  But
I caught her wrists.  She struggled
against my grip.  My face stung,
especially given that I’d just shaved.  I
was also worried that she might use her legs next and knee me in the nuts... so
I clarified my statement.


“You
shouldn’t have a relationship with him... at all!  That’s what I’m saying Summer...
that’s what I mean!” I seethed.


She didn’t
introduce her knees or begin kicking me, but she was mega pissed! 


Good! So
was I!



 

Summer.


I knew
Blake had every right to get upset with me... hell; I was upset with me after
Julie had talked to me about the whole fiasco. 
But I couldn’t seem to control the volatility that began to consume me
when he started mounting in anger.


I just
seemed to feed off the fumes rolling off of him.  I had seen him angry before, I had seen him
shouting at Julie before, but he’d never been angry like this at me; close, but
not this bad.


I could
even tell this was not the limit of his anger. 
He was shaking as he attempted to put a rein on his temper.  I on the other hand didn’t normally have a
temper... I just suffered from intense passion around him.  So his mounting anger was stoking my own.


Then he
made reference to me being nothing and I saw red... bam!


However,
when he explained it away, it made sense... too bad I’d already gone there... I
just didn’t want to stop now... the flame was hot... I was burning!  I needed to release it!



 

Blake.


She
wouldn’t calm down, and neither could I. 
Our breathing was rapid yet deep... intense heat radiated off of both of
us.  Her chest rose and fell in great
gasping waves.  Her eyes were burning.


She
struggled, her arms twisting, trying to set herself free from my grip.


“Let go of
me!” she growled.


I looked at
her menacingly... I was gritting my teeth. 
She was mine... my girlfriend, my soul; my
salvation... my God Damned everything!  MINE! 
Primitive... caveman... possessive! 
I wanted her, she was supposed to be mine, and I needed her to know
that... I needed to know that!  This fire had to be spent somewhere... It was
sure providing me with enough passion to consume several teenagers!


I wrenched
her around to my left and backed her up to the wall that was a few feet
away.  I didn’t actually mean to slam her
into it, but she did smack against it. 
It jolted her but wouldn’t have hurt her by the look on her face... if
anything, it fired her up more.


“Let go of
me!” she demanded through her teeth.


I didn’t, I
just held her there staring at her, pushing her into the wall with my body; her
hands were on either side of her shoulders, held in place by my hands on her
wrists.  I had parted her feet and pushed
in between them with my own, as I had rushed forward to pin her to the wall, so
she was stuck, and couldn’t bring her leg up. 
My thighs were pressing against her thighs.  My hips pinned her upper hips and her lower
abdomen.  My chest pressed strongly up
against her breasts.  My God Damn dick
was so aroused; it was being strangled in its clothing prison.


My head was
back slightly so I could glare down at her... she glared right back, so I
rushed in to cover her mouth with my own.



 

Summer.


Blake was
strong... very strong.  I was in no
position to break free.  This fire wasn’t
abating, it was building, and now I was pressed up to the wall, with Blake
going all territorial on me.  I was
confused right now.  This shit happened
in heaps of the books I’d read at Sally’s place... but I was certain that it
never happened in real life!  


It was a
huge turn on... but I didn’t want him to know that... I was angry with
him.  And then I noticed the blaringly
obvious... shit... of course!  He was
fucking aroused!  I could feel his
erection clearly pushing up against my lower abdomen, immediately above my mound.


I was
glaring up at him, and he was glaring down at me.  His jaw was tense... I should’ve been afraid,
but all I could think at that moment was, bring
it on!


He read my
mind... his mouth smashed into mine.



 

Blake.


I wanted my
hands free, but that wasn’t happening while I was holding her wrists against
the wall.  Besides, despite the fact that
I believed she was as turned on as me, I wanted her to be free to push me away
if she wanted to.  I didn’t want to force
her into anything... although if she did fend me off,
I knew I’d be forced to go and trash downtown Hackettstown. 


I let go of
her hands, and whipped my hands up to hold her face; where I had been
forcefully kissing her and now was attempting to gain entry to her mouth.


The moment
I let go of her hands, she allowed my tongue access through her now parting
lips.  She grabbed the hair at the back
of my head and almost wrenched the hair right out of my scalp with her grip as
she forced me unyieldingly to her face.


She began
making sounds in her throat.  Soft little
grunts of desperation.  I knew I was
making them too, yet mine were more like growling.


She reefed
my head back, so my mouth popped off of hers.


“Fuck me
Blake.” She breathed, before ramming my face back to hers.  Shit... okay... no problem.


I
growled...


I pulled
back from her body enough to peel her dress up around her waist.  My mouth was still on hers, our tongues were
clashing... we were tasting and devouring each other
all at once.


I lifted
her left leg with my right hand, as I had that day when I masturbated her at
her sister’s condo back in July, locking it around my back with my elbow.  With my left hand I reached up and pulled the
thin strap of her summer dress off her shoulder, along with her bra; before
tugging the right side of her dress along with the cup of her bra down, to
expose her right breast.  She placed her
hand on my waist, as the straps tentatively held her arm down.


She was
whimpering by the time I slid my hand up her thigh, toward her entrance, before
directly entering her pussy with my middle finger.  She released my hair with her left hand, and placed
it on my bicep in tandem with releasing my mouth and releasing a loud anguished
moan.


I attended
to her right nipple with my left hand, and watched her face as she rose in
blissful agony.


I was
surprised at how restrained I was being, considering how enraged I had been
moments ago, and how desperate my cock was to be released and introduced to her
pussy.


Thinking of
this, I replaced my middle finger with my index and middle fingers, and began a
slow rhythm in and out of her pussy, paying particular and intense attention to
the rough ridges inside her, and feeling the slick wetness that had moistened
and readied her for my penis.  I stayed
away from her clitoris at the present, since I wanted this to last a little
longer.


“Blake...
please fuck me!” she pleaded and groaned.


“I am
fucking you.” I replied, groggily.


“Not with
your fingers!” she begged, looking up at me.


“Tell me
what you want me to fuck you with Summer?” I asked,
finding my voice and strengthening it into a command. My breathing was erratic...
my pulse was soaring.  Her vital signs
were displaying the same properties.


“Blake,
please!” she begged again.


“Tell me
what you want me to fuck you with Summer?!” I growled.


“You... I
want you inside me.” She answered desperately.


“Are you
asking me to fuck you with my cock?” I asked her confidently, and then I bent
forward and took her nipple in my mouth, lifting her breast up with my hand and
sucking her nipple aggressively inward.


“Ahhh!” she
screamed in delight.  “Yes! I want your
cock inside me Blake.” She said breathlessly. 
I ignored her momentarily, and suckled her nipple while fucking her with
my fingers until I felt her getting closer and closer to the threshold of an
orgasm.  


“God damn
it!  Blake!” she cried out.


Keeping my
mouth on her nipple, I pull my fingers out and lifted my hips back from her,
fiddling with my button and zipper, I opened my shorts to gain access to my
raging hard on, still momentarily trapped by my boxers.  I put my hand in my boxers and lifted my
entire package over the band as I simultaneously shoved the band down.  It wasn’t hard to do, since my cock was so
ready, it could have crawled out of my pants on its own if it had the
ability.  I bent my knees and widened my
stance, in readiness to enter her in a moment.


My arm was
still around her leg, holding it behind my back with my elbow.  She was whimpering with every breath, and
moaning at regular intervals.  I lifted
my mouth from her breast, around the same time that I pulled the fabric of her
panties aside to hitch at the side of her crotch and remain out of my way.


I grabbed
my penis.


“I love you
Summer.” I said softly, looking in her eyes.


I held the
tip of my penis just inside the entrance to her pussy, just nuzzling and
waiting; and the moment she said,


“I love you Blake.” Breathlessly,


I rammed it
inside her, while I proceeded to stand up, lifting her off the floor; grabbing
her right leg with my left arm and wrapping it around my back; before holding
her butt in both my hands.


We both
screamed out desperately upon my intrusion. 
Then, I stayed still... wrapped in her.


“You’re so
fucking tight!” I breathlessly said in amazement.  She’d seemed so slick just moments ago that I
hadn’t fully tested how elastic she was down there.


“You’re so
fucking big!” she countered.


I moved so
that the wall assisted me in supporting her better.  It meant that I was in her deep, not as deep
as I could get in another position, but deep all the same.  Her arms were over my shoulders, and the
strap of her bra and dress looked as though they were about to snap.


“Fix your
strap.” I indicated with a nod of my head, but I remained still otherwise,
while I adjusted to her, and she to me.


She lifted
the straps up with her left hand, so that they weren’t stretched anymore, but
now her boob was covered.


“Did I hurt
you?” I asked her.  I felt adjusted
now... I hoped she did too.


“No!  I’m just a bit shocked.”  She said, still breathless.


I didn’t
wait for any more confirmation or conversation; I began to pull out of her
slowly, moaning in pleasure as I did; leaving only an inch of length inside
her, I hesitated before I slammed back inside her... I repeated this
performance again and again, until our breaths became ragged, and sweat was
beading across my forehead in addition to dripping down my back.


“Oh
Blake... shit!  You feel so good!” Summer
moaned.


My
possessiveness had rekindled after the shock of entering her, and I knew that I
never wanted to be inside another woman... just her!  And the exquisite feeling of her skin against
mine; no barrier... Fuck!


“Summer!”
I said gruffly.


“Ugh...
Blake!” she appealed... 


“Tell me
that you’re mine! My girl!  No-one
else’s...” I demanded.


“Yes
Blake!  Your girl...
definitely your girl.” She moaned in ecstasy.


I could
feel her shuddering... I didn’t want to come myself yet, I wanted a marathon
orgasm for her... and if she came on me, I would definitely come too, and then
flake.  I needed to buy some time.


I pulled
her body into me and stepped away from the wall, her legs wrapped around me, my
biceps bulging, holding her up so she didn’t snap my cock off by sliding down
my body even minutely.


“Blake?”
she questioned.


“Shhh...” I
demanded.


I walked to
the dining table where all this angst had derived from.


I pulled
out of her immediately before I sat her on the table.


“Blake!”
she said in exasperation.  I knew how she
felt; I was feeling at a loss now that I was gone from inside her.


“Summer...
I’m not leaving you hanging... I just need to stop for a minute or it’s going
to be over before I want it to be.” I growled.


I stepped
back and dropped my shorts and boxers on the floor, and then I lifted my ankles
out of the mess; kicking the clothes over to the wall.  Her eyes went directly to my package and
slightly widened.  Of course I stifled a
chuckle at her bright eyes.  But I still
managed to give her a smirk.  I then
pulled my t-shirt off, grabbing it from behind my head and lifting it up my
torso, and then over my shoulders and head; finally pulling it off my arms and
throwing it aside.


I tilted my
head back slightly, looking down at Summer from hooded
eyes.  Summer sat panting and looking at
me with a great amount of appreciation. 
I’d worked hard to get this body... I’d started doing it at fourteen,
and after 4 years, I’d succeeded in making it look pretty damn good – for her!



 

Summer.


Shit... Holy Fuck!  Aargh!


His
intrusion inside me with his fingers was driving me crazy... I wanted more!


I demanded
it from him... he counter-demanded I asked him properly!  I knew what he was doing... dominating
me!  I didn’t give a snit though... I
wanted him to!  I wanted him to demand...
to growl at me; and to fuck me blind; wrapping my soul up with his as we either
descended into hell or ascended into heaven!


I loved
him... oh God!  I loved him so much!


When his
cock finally slammed into me, like I had wanted it to; a wave of painful
pleasure surged through my lower abdomen and leached throughout my body like an
electric current, reaching its tendrils of power out further.  I had never experienced this.  Jordan had been a decent size, but Blake was
bigger; and he seemed to know what he was doing far better too, juggling me
effortlessly into his arms against the wall.


He
confirmed that he hadn’t hurt me before he began to move inside me... slowly
dragging his cock out, pulling deliciously at my insides as they quivered in
the suction he created, before slamming back into me, and filling me with his
hard penis once more.


I could
feel the buildup of my orgasm, which had slowed when he stilled in me before,
after bringing me to the brink with his fingers previously.  I was building up... the exquisiteness was
beginning to overwhelm me... I was going to lose control... and then, oh
shit!  He stopped moving and carried me
over to the table... I tried to protest, but he silenced me.  Removing himself, he plonked me on the table,
and stood back from me.  He was torturing
me.


I moaned
his name... I was fractured and desiring his presence promptly.


“Summer...
I’m not leaving you hanging... I just need to stop for a minute or it’s going
to be over before I want it to be.” he growled.


He
proceeded to undress.


Oh, Jeezus!


He was
magnificent.  What had I denied myself
all these years?


His cock
was indeed an impressive sight, erect, it was wet from our contact, a contact I
wanted to continue.  His legs were no
longer the skinny sight that for years had presented at the beach, extending
out from his board shorts when we were freshmen.  His hips were slim, and incredibly
toned.  His shoulders were broad... his
arms toned and muscled, his chest strong, slim but well muscled all the
same.  And his stomach... shit!  His workout with me thus far had proved to
display every bump and definition to perfection.  A perfect six pack, with a well defined ‘V’
extending down to his package, was now on display for my viewing pleasure.


I had to
inwardly pinch myself... and I had no-one to brag about this to.  My closest and most likely my only friend
left, other than my sister, who I would refuse to share such knowledge with,
was Blake’s sister Julie... and I knew she’d vomit if I ever went there with
her, I mean... No!


Blake
stepped forward, across the small distance between us.


“Like?” he asked, obviously referring to himself.


Biting my
lip I nodded my agreement.


“Shall we
remove some of your clothing too?” he asked, as he tugged at the hem of my
skirt.


I nodded.


“Aren’t you
going to ask me to remove your clothes for you? 
If that’s what you want!?” he said.


Fuck Blake... I’m self combusting here... I’m
on fire... so either burn me up or douse me... ahhh... no, don’t douse me!  More fire! I inwardly pleaded.


“Blake, I’m
burning up here... get these fucking clothes off me!  They’re stifling!” I growled.


He smiled
seductively before wrenching the dress up my body and over my head... throwing
it somewhere to the west.  He leant
forward, and hooking his left arm around my back, he undid my bra and pulled it
forward and off of my breasts and arms.


He pushed
me back down on the table, so my back touched the wood surface, and my breasts
pointed to the stars.  My legs were
hanging over the edge, but obviously my butt wasn’t close enough to the
edge.  Positioning himself in-between my
legs, he grabbed my thighs, just above my knees and roughly slid me towards him
till my pussy bumped up against his balls.


My panties
were still between us, since they’d pulled back across.


He looked
down at me and leant over me, placing his elbows in a locked position, his
hands either side of my chest as it rose and fell in anticipation and expectant
arousal.


“Beautiful.”
He said, “You’re beautiful Summer.”  He repeated.


“Your fucking hot!” I lamented.  He was going to be my complete and utter
ruin!


He beamed
his biggest smile, which made his face light up.  His sandy blond hair was still a little on
the longer side, brushing into his eyes as he bent forward, and his indigo blue
eyes smoldered in their aroused state. 
The silver glint in his right eyebrow added to his gorgeousness.  His lips were generous, but not overly plump.
His skin was still smooth and perfect... the biggest changes over the last year
had been his piercings. 


My
observations had taken seconds, by which time; he’d moved his gaze down to my
panties.


“They’ve
gotta go!” he said, shaking his head negatively.  “But, since they’re very pretty and match
your bra, I won’t rip them off.” He stated, as he began tugging them down from
my hips, out from under my butt and down my legs.


Moving back
into the space between my legs, I could now feel his skin against the apex of
my thighs.


“Fuck!”
Blake said, looking directly down at my pussy, pressing up against him.


“You’re so
sexy Summer! 
I’ve never seen anything so perfect!” He groaned.


He leant
forward again, and hovering over me, looking directly into my eyes, he said, “I
love you Summer. 
You’re mine... My muse... Nobody else’s! 
No-one else gets to see this, unless they’re your doctor or beauty
therapist... and then they better be a fucking woman!”
he growled.


It’s
probably before now that I should’ve explained that my tests from the
gynecologist came back normal... Blake’s blood tests did too.


I giggled
my pleasure.


Blake
lunged to my left breast, and began lathing his tongue across the nipple,
flicking and teasing it into an aroused peak. 
He kept up the pleasure with the other nipple using his left hand...
teasing and encouraging both my nipples to form matching tight peaks.  The pleasure that radiated from them, poured
into my lower abdomen, encouraging the reddened coal that awaited there into a
burning inferno.  I could feel a pulsing
in my clitoris, and I began to plead with Blake once again.



 

Blake.


Insane!  I was going to end up like all those artists
of old, that went insane from continued observation of the extreme beauty of
their muses... and here she was, laid out on my dining table... good enough to
eat!


I began by consuming
her nipples... holding her generous breasts in my hands, administering her left
nipple with suckling from my mouth, and torturing her right nipple with my
index finger and thumb; her pale mocha colored nipples tightened into balls...
her areolas wrinkling in support of their nipple counterparts.  I swapped over.


“Blake...
please... you’re torturing me.” She pleaded.


“You’re
rather demanding aren’t you?!” I chuckled, vibrating her nipple in my mouth.


“Oh!” she
moaned out high pitched.  She began to
use my contact against her to her advantage, much like the first time we had
been together on Sally’s bed.  She arched
her hips up into me and began moving against my cock.


“Uh uh!”
I growled.  Placing my hands on her hips
and pushing down to stop her.


“Blake!  Fuck! Don’t leave me like this!”  She cried out.


Again I
chuckled.  I loved her begging me... I
loved being in charge.


Pushing
down on her hips, I changed breasts again, and suckled her left nipple briefly,
before I began to kiss down her stomach, making my way to her clitoris.


She was
moaning and whimpering before I even got there. 
She knew what I was about to give her... and she was so turned on, I
doubted it would take long to push her over the edge.


My mouth
connected with her nub, and the taste of her was incredible.  Musky because of the activities we had
already engaged in.


“You taste
so good!” I murmured against her.


She brought
her hands down to the back of my head and touched my hair.  It felt nice, but I wanted her to watch me
instead.


Pulling up
slightly, I told her...


“Use your
elbows to lift yourself off the table... I want you to watch me eat your
pussy.”  I demanded.


“Blake?”
she asked, lifting herself up.


“Don’t
close your eyes... watch me!” I said, grinning at her as I hovered over her
waiting clit.


“Ugh!” she
moaned, as I returned to her clitoris.  I
looked at her to make sure she was watching.


I wanted to
slip a finger inside her, but I wanted to focus on her clit this time.


She kept
eye contact with me, sometimes half closing her eyes, and biting the heck out
of her bottom lip.  I hadn’t been down on
her long, but I wanted to touch her too... so much.


I reached
up to her nipples with both my hands and begun pulling and tugging at her
nipples.  She struggled almost instantly
with all the sensation.  She was failing
more and more to keep her eyes on me as her pleasure crashed over her, yet she
still would return to look at me.  


My cock was
at risk of ejaculating, despite being nowhere near her or within any realm of
touching anything.  Those blue balls were
going to destroy me... but I had to get to the prize!


Summer was
struggling with her control, the immense pleasure my tongue and fingers were
giving her was rolling across her, I could feel it tremor across her stomach
and I could feel the growth in her clitoris, alongside a quivering tick behind
it.  She opened her mouth and began
building the moans up in her mouth, riding the pleasurable pain.  Her hips were moving in a rhythm against me,
despite my weight over her hips and thighs. 
I removed my hands from her nipples, and lifted both her legs over my
shoulders, without my mouth severing contact, so she had greater movement, and
I could stay with her during her orgasm. 
Her eyes remained on me, and the pleading in their depths were drowning
in her impending orgasm.


Her moans
climaxed toward a scream, and as she flung her head back and screamed my name,
loud enough for other residents of the building to hear, her thighs came in for
a crushing blow.  Yet I was just able to
keep them from tearing my head off; using all my strength to keep her thighs
apart, as I continued through her orgasm to suckle her clit.


“Blake!  Stop! 
Please!  Fuck!  BLAKE!” she screamed, each word louder and
higher pitched than the last.


I finally
stopped, and managed to get my head out from her thighs, with all my earrings
intact.


She lay
there curled in on herself, quivering and moaning.  I collected her up and carried her to our
bed.


Laying her
down on the bed, I went and wiped my face on a towel in the ensuite quickly,
before returning to her, lying beside her and beginning to kiss her.  She stepped right up to the plate once
more... despite her quivering frame.


“I taste
myself on you.” She said against my lips.


I chuckled,
“Could have something to do with the fact that I just suckled you to an
orgasm.” I replied.


“Hmmm...
The taste of Summer.” She giggled seductively.


Oh God! She was my undoing... she made me
groan... loudly in desperate pain... what a sexy thing to say!


She was
still twitching, so I had to battle my way in between her legs.  Finally, though she lay below me... as I
hovered over her... on our bed... in our apartment... and she was mine!


I angled
the tip of my penis at her entrance.


“Fuck me
Blake... and don’t stop... please!” she asked me softly.


I
groaned... And then I slowly pushed inside her, as she put her legs up around
my lower back.  I placed my left hand
under her butt, and pulled her up into me; so that I was even deeper than
before... she moaned her appreciation.  I
just moaned in defeat... she was my murderer... this was death... it was bliss!


I began
moving in her.


She was
still twitching, so she instantly returned to her highly aroused and orgasmic
climb.  I worked my way in and out of
her, as tempered as I could, but I couldn’t hold back.


“Fuck!” I
shouted... picking up speed and beginning to pound into her, and pulling out as
fiercely.  She didn’t miss a beat.


“Fuck me
Blake... harder!”  Summer begged.  Her pussy was pulsing on me, building up to
another eruption.


“Fuck!” I
yelled... unsure, but trying my hardest not to come before she did.


“Harder
Blake... Fuck me!” Summer cried... she was almost climaxing now.


“Oh Fuck!”
I shouted out... still crashing into her, while holding her up.  She was meeting my thrusts perfectly by
angling her pelvis into my trajectory, allowing my cock maximum penetration.


“Blake...
Don’t. Stop! Don’t. Stop!... Aargh!...
BLAKE!” she screamed as her orgasm milked me for all I was worth, igniting my
own cataclysmic orgasm.


“FUCK!  SUMMER!” I yelled...
before moaning a tremendously loud and guttural groan, as I exploded inside
her... the pleasure shooting up my cock, to my pelvis and cluster bombing my
entire body.  My scalp was tingling in
its aftermath.  I probably wouldn’t be
able to walk for ages.


I didn’t want
to disconnect with her either, so I repositioned my exhausted arms, so I could
rest on my elbows over her, till she wanted me to move.  Every muscle was twitching, like they did
when I had first begun boot camp.


“Amazing!”
I said to her.


“I’m just
speechless!  How could I have ever
thought it could be less than that!” She said


“It’s never
been like that for me either.” I said.


She looked
at me through half closed eyes.  I
lowered my weak body to hers, and rolled us on our sides, unfortunately
breaking free as a result.


“Oh,” she
sighed.


“It’s
because it’s us... as we are together. 
We’d never be this good with someone else.” I reasoned.


“I know!”
she said, reaching her face forward and kissing me lightly on the lips, before
her head fell back to the bed in exhaustion. 


“I love
you, Summer.” I said smiling.


“I love you
too, Blake!” she replied, snuggling into my chest.


 


Summer.


I remained
in Blake’s arms for an hour or so, snoozing, before I nudged him so I could go
to the toilet.


Best part
about condoms... the resultant... um... stuff... is not a girl’s problem.  As much as the act was hot, and I had no
plans to change what we had started; I thought next time, I would trot off to
the toilet almost immediately after, and get rid of the evidence, before it
decided to... you know, leak out! 


Blake
groggily muttered something about what the time was.


I looked up
at the clock beside the bed on top of our beside
drawers, under the lamp.


“5:13.” I
answered, before pushing back from him and carefully getting off the bed, and
moving stealthily to the bathroom.  The
urgency had gone from a toilet stop to a shower... damn!


I started
the shower, and quickly scooped out a hair band from the top draw of the
vanity.  Stepping into the water, I quickly
bunched my hair on top of my head to keep it from the jet of water.  I peed in the shower to force any residual
stuff out of my vagina.


“Are you
peeing in the shower?” Blake asked, looming just outside the glass.


I hadn’t
seen him, since my eyes were closed.


“Blake!” I
squeaked, jumping.


He grinned
huge!  I didn’t have anything to say... I
was guilty as charged... my face was blushing all
shades of pink as my mortification registered.


He opened
the door and stepped into the stream of the shower.  There we were... naked in the shower.


“I’m
assuming you don’t want to rewash your hair.” He said, grabbing my body wash,
and squishing a decent amount onto his palm. 



I shook my
head in the negative, and smiled shyly at him. 
I had no idea why I was so shy... he’d been intimately introduced to my
nether regions... I was sure he was all good to wash me.


“Turn
around.” He requested... mashing his hands together and rubbing the body wash
between his palms.


He began to
knead my back muscles with his hands, cleaning my skin from the sweat we had
created.  It felt so good... God!  From now on, I was having showers with him,
whenever possible!  He massaged my
glutes, before reaching around through my legs and washing me between
them.  He took the opportunity to lean
into my ear.


“I’m still
annoyed with you.” He said softly.


“I’m
sorry.” I said somewhat breathlessly. 
His hand washing my pussy was distracting to say the least.


I pulled
back, and turned myself around.


“Let’s
leave it be... nothing can be done about it anyway.” He said, grabbing the body
wash and squirting more on his palm.  He
lathered it again between his palms before reaching for my chest and cleaning
me thoroughly, paying particular attention to my breasts, in addition to moving
up under my arms.


“However...”
Blake suddenly uttered... “Don’t do anything stupid like that again... please!”
he requested, stressing the please.


“I won’t...
I promise!” I replied.  And it was
true... I had no intention to do anything of the sort.


Blake
nodded, and let out a sigh.


“What do
you want to use on your face?” he asked.


“A wash cloth.” I answered.  He looked up at the
small square of still wet, fluffy material that was slung over the top of the
glass shower screen, and pulled it down, handing it to me.


As I rinsed
the washer, he grabbed his own body wash and squirted a decent amount on his
palm.


“Uh uh uh!” I scolded. 
“You don’t get to wash me if I don’t get to wash you!” I argued.


“Okay.” He
replied, grinning.


I quickly
finished scrubbing my face, since I’d already used face scrub today, and I
didn’t like to use it too often, otherwise my skin dried out.


Scooping
the body wash out of his palm, I indicated for him to turn around, before I
proceeded to give him the same treatment he’d delivered me.


Once I got
to in-between his legs, it was a little bit more difficult.  So I cleaned everything behind his balls
before getting him to turn around... he was already in hysterics laughing at
me.  


“I’ll do
this bit.” He finally managed to say with just a chuckle.


“No you
won’t!” I argued.  He was pissing me off
with his stupid laughter... it wasn’t like I’d ever washed a guys dick
before... he needed to realize that and cut me some slack.


I grabbed
his body wash and went to squirt some onto my hand.


“Whoa...
you don’t need heaps, just a little bit.” He reasoned.


So I
squeezed a little bit onto my palm and lathered it up.  I cupped his balls in my right hand and
gently fondled them.  I thought this may
have made him a bit horny, but whatever I was doing was making him laugh.


I refused
to give up, and I was not going to laugh! 
Despite the sly smile that was creeping up on me now.


I grabbed
his shaft in my left hand and lathered him up like I was about to wank him.


“You need
to pull the foreskin back and wash the head.” He managed through his chuckles.


I couldn’t
help it... I grunted out a chortle... then I pulled his foreskin back and began
to gently clean around the glands of his penis. 
I continued for a short period till I was personally satisfied with my
ministrations.


Blake was
now chuckling heavily, sighing out his light laughter as I turned to get some
more body wash.


“What?” I
pretend roused at him.


“Nothing!”
He said, juggling his package so that the suds were washed away.  “Very thorough!” he smiled.


I smirked,
before I began to sud up his chest, and clean under his arms and them down
them.


After
washing off all the suds, I turned the shower head to the side, so it was
blasting water away from us to the wall. 
I wanted to revisit his dick.


“What are
you doing?” Blake asked.


I gave him
a coy look and leant my face in to kiss him gently on the lips.  Taking his cock in my right hand, I began to
stroke him to an erection.


“Mmm...”
Blake sounded through our kiss.


When I
managed to get him hard enough to work him better with my mouth, I suddenly
released my mouth from his and dropped to my knees.


“Summer?” he breathlessly asked.


“Shhh!” I
said, looking up at him as though I was an angel about to defy my maker.


“Shit!” he
breathed.


I had his
shaft in my hand; however, I really needed to use more than just my one
hand.  I darted my tongue toward the head
of his cock and licked the small slit that had released some clear precum.



 

Blake.


Holy
hell... she had dropped down to look directly at my cock after teasing it to
attention.  Darting her tongue out and
licking the bead of precum that had emerged from her ministrations, my breath
caught in my throat and my balls praised all things holy.


“Oh shit Summer... you’re gonna kill me!” I lamented, just as she
placed the head of my dick in her mouth and sucked back like I was a lollipop.


“I want to
make you come in my mouth, just like you did to me!” she explained seductively,
before placing her mouth back onto my penis and putting more of it in her
mouth, sucking with her glorious mouth and moving her hand along the shaft with
just the right amount of pressure.


I was light
headed... I went to place my hands in her hair, but I remembered she hadn’t
wanted her hair to get wet, which was probably why she also turned the showerhead
away.  So I reached up and grabbed the
top of the glass screen.


Looking
down at her working my cock with her hand and mouth, her tongue darting out and
licking up the underside of my cock, while she lifted it up so I could see; I
began to shudder with pleasure.


She opened
her eyes and looked into mine.  I was
mesmerized... my Summer, the girl I had loved since second grade, the girl who
I’d daydreamed about doing this with, the girl who filled every wet dream I’d
ever experienced - was sucking my cock! 
It wasn’t a dream!


She used
her other hand to cup my balls and began to massage them, all the while
maintaining my eye contact.


“Oh...
Jesus Summer... Fuck!” I breathlessly managed to moan.  “I’m gonna come!” I said.


She just
continued to watch me... taking more of me into her mouth... taking me as far
inside as she could, and then sucking the length back out.


My biceps
were definitely getting a workout today. 
Right now they kept my from falling in a heap
as she sucked me off, unabashed and completely wanton.  I just hoped the glass would continue to hold
me up... I was counting on it!


She was
staring at me, which was causing my body to convulse... it was so erotic.  Her hands were soft yet unforgiving, milking
my shaft and balls for all they could offer... her tongue and mouth were
spectacular!


“Fuck!” I
began thrusting my hips, and she kept time with me.  I maintained eye contact with her for as long
as I could.


“Ugh! Ah,
fuck! Fuck!” I could feel the build up about to erupt... the tingling tremors
were shifting... my ejaculation was seconds away.


She
obviously felt the pulsing in my balls, since she increased the pressure in her
hands, and began sucking with a vacuum of pressure that was sure to suck every
drop of cum I had.


I released
myself from her intimate eye lock... and screamed her name to the ceiling.  She sucked until I begged her to stop.  My legs were weak, but I could stand... just!


Summer
raised herself and took a mouthful of water from the stream of water, swished
and swallowed.  Oh God!  She didn’t even spit the residual... she
swallowed every last drop!  Not something
I had expected... but sexy as all hell!


*


Entertaining!  I was going to enjoy showering with Summer at every chance I got.  I retreated from the shower first, and
grabbed a towel, drying myself and wrapping the towel around my hips before she
stepped out.


Draping
another towel around her, I proceeded to rub her body, despite her
protests.  I dried her thoroughly, and
then wrapped it around her body, under her arms... tucking the end in so that
the towel held.


I returned
to our living area and dining, grabbing up our
clothes, before returning to the bedroom.


Summer was
standing next to her draws, pulling up a new set of panties along her long
legs.  She was only half turned to me, so
she was in profile.  She arched her butt
back so the panties slid up the curves of her butt, and glided over her
hips.  Her breasts... a perfect
handful... were teardrop shaped, with her nipples up turned.  She was breathtaking.  I watched her as she put her bra on, before
speaking.


“So... what
do you want to do with these?” I asked, raising her clothes.


“Oh...” she
said, turning, so I could appreciate the new bra and panties set that now
seductively covered her.  They were a
pale yellow.


“I’ll put
the bra and panties in the hamper... I don’t think I can wear the panties again
before I wash them!” she smirked, walking across to me and grabbing her things
out of my hand.  “As for the dress, I
think I’ll wear it.” She said, winking, before turning around and making her
way to the ensuite.


“You know
I’ll be thinking about what we just did the whole time you wear that?” I
questioned her.


“Yep!” she
replied, walking out of the ensuite and pulling the dress over her head.


“You’re
such a tease!” I said, dropping my towel and grabbing my boxers that I wore for
all of fifteen minutes before, and pulling them up.


Summer
pulled the band from her hair, allowing it to fall free, before sauntering over
to me, just as I successfully pulled up and secured my shorts.


“Look who’s
talking!” she said, giving me a cheeky grin, and trailing her fingertips down
my chest, stomach and across the top of my shorts, tracing the band of my
boxers.


“You keep
doing that, and you’ll need another shower.” I warned.


She just
chuckled and stepped back, turning to go.


No
way!  I grabbed her, threw her on the bed
and crawled over the top of her... growling!


My lips
connected with her lips, and we began to devour each other again, her hands
pulling my face to hers as before.  But
once I heard her whimper, and knew I was seconds away from no return myself, I
pulled back.


“Shopping!”
I said huskily.  Now that was a
tease!  My balls and cock hated me right
now... but I promised them some more action later.


She
groaned.
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Summer.


Towards the
end of September, Blake and I still hadn’t found a suitable flat mate.  It may have had something to do with all of
the hot sex we were having; we weren’t that receptive to the idea of sharing
our space with anyone else... at least, neither of us had talked about that as
being a possible reason, but I knew at least that I didn’t want to share our
bubble.  


Regardless...
the modeling agency had been true to their word, and already I had been put to
work, attending three photo shoots in New York (accompanied by Blake and
staying with Sally), and sauntered down one catwalk, glad to have been to the
workshops offered to me during my summer break with Sally.  Now, my first payment had come through, and
not a moment too soon.  It was decent
money (once it had filtered down to me); at least it was decent for me!  So now I didn’t feel so bad about Blake and I not finding anyone to share our space.  Besides... the extra room was working out rather
well as an art studio for Blake... I couldn’t see him wanting to give it up in
a hurry.  My room, the one with a single
bed in it, hadn’t been used as anything more than our study (and as a sex
den... sex while seated on a computer chair was a little difficult, but so
worth it!).  Both Blake’s and my desks
were set up in there.  In addition, Blake
had set up throughout the apartment a set of wireless speakers, so we could
listen to our favourite radio station all the time.


We had
divided chores weekly; alternating cooking and cleaning with laundry and
dishes.  We shared the shopping,
attending the grocery store on Thursday nights to do a weekly shop.


Blake’s
class schedule was better than mine... I wasn’t sure how he’d managed it, but
he had every Friday off, in addition to Monday mornings.  It was almost like he had a four day
weekend!  My schedule gave me Friday
afternoons off and Monday mornings till 11am. 
My Friday mornings started at 8am though, so generally when I was
leaving home, Blake was still in bed, trying to lure me back into our said
‘bed’ with him unsuccessfully.


All this
situation had really done was to enforce our isolation.  Since the Jordan thing, not to mention moving
a state away from home, we had been reduced to counting our friends as our pool
of family members, with a sprinkle of some tentative association with
classmates and online friends. 
Essentially we were our own island.


I had a
free weekend this weekend; it was the weekend before the emergence of our off
week, which usually began the Sunday evening or Monday morning of my sugar
pill.  I didn’t like having sex during my
period; not that Blake was complaining... I mean, just because I didn’t want
any attention beyond some heavy petting, didn’t mean he had to miss out!  


I had definitely
perfected my blow jobs and masturbating techniques!  Our second week together saw my off week
ushered in, and so I established a routine that had successfully seen Blake
through that menstrual cycle, and hopefully those to come.


We were
leaving for Newark this afternoon, to attend a gig and after party with Julie
and Helen; who were friends with two of the band members.  I was looking forward to it immensely.  Blake was excited too.  It wasn’t very far away, and since we had
been to see Julie nearly every time we’d gone in to New York, we had gotten to
know a couple of her flat mates, and hung out with Helen as well.


They had a
sofa bed in their living room, which would be for our use.  However, they were a little low on blankets
and pillows, so we needed to bring those ourselves.


We packed
up Blake’s car after lunch... we were a little late at doing so, since Blake
had found it necessary to accost me in the kitchen while I made us some
sandwiches.  Two orgasms later, we
showered, ate and then packed our things into the Audi.


*


Julie and
Helen came running out to us the moment we pulled up in front of their
complex.  They’d been waiting for us.


Helen was a
gorgeous woman, with milk chocolate brown skin, grey eyes, short hair akin to a
Halle Berry pixie cut and a face the
angels wanted back.  Her body was another
perfect example of the hourglass shape, and she was just a smidgeon shorter
than Julie.  Julie had recently admitted
that Helen was in fact bisexual; however, she was committed wholeheartedly to
Julie.  They’d now been seeing each other
for such a long time, I was certain she was right.


“You made
it!” Julie enthused, hugging first me and then Blake.  Helen held back and then when the coast was
clear, she too gave us hugs.


“You three
head in.  I’ll follow in with our stuff.”
Blake announced.


I leant in
and gave him a kiss on the cheek.


“Thanks
babe!” I said.


In the
apartment, Julie and Helen alongside their two flat mates, Jason and Susie, who
had both shared classes with Helen from the beginning; began pulling out shot
glasses and alcohol for our celebratory beginnings of a great weekend out.


“Tequila!”
Susie squealed, while Jason cut up lemons and Helen pulled out a salt shaker
from above their stove.


“That’s
everything!” Blake announced, as he dumped the last of our bags in the corner
of the lounge room for later, and came over to the kitchen; coming up behind me
and pulling me into his body by curling his arms around my waist.


“Shots?”
Blake questioned, “Already?”


“Yep!”
Julie answered him... “You need to be buzzed before we go out!” she argued.


“It’s 3
o’clock!  When does this thing start?” he
asked, confusion evident.


“8
o’clock!” Helen answered.  “But we’ll be
eating, there’ll be more people here soon and we’ll need to spend some time getting
ready, so it will all be gone too soon!” she reasoned.


“I’ll be
paralytic before then if this is how we get started!” Blake laughed.


“No, silly!” Julie scolded.  “Two shots to start, then beer for the next few hours to keep the
buzz going!  Just pace yourself... please!” she laughed.  “You won’t be able to buy anything when we
get there you know!”


“Um... durr!” Blake sarcastically responded.


Julie
stomped over and melodramatically slapped Blake, before turning and darting out
of reach from his return swing.  It made
me smile to see them playing around like that.


*


The build
up to the evening out was in full swing. 
The apartment was packed!


I liked
everyone here... all of Julie’s new friends, with the exception of Mandy, who
was the typical blond bombshell... absolutely gorgeous and aware of it.  She had taken one look at Blake and
introduced herself, thrusting her boobs forward into his shocked and watching
face.


“Hello!”
she drooled, (it was disgusting). 
“Mandy! And you are?”


“Blake!”
Julie answered for him. “My brother!” she clarified.


“Oh...
older or younger?” she asked, her eyes undressing him right there in front of
everyone.


I was
talking to Jason at the time about the legitimacy of haiku poems, but my
conversation was quickly stalling.


“Um... older!” Blake responded, a confused look passing over his face.


I walked to
them and placed my hand on his arm.


“And this
is Summer, his girlfriend!” Julie said sharply.


“Oh... Hi!”
Mandy said, barely sparing me a look.


“Um...
Summer, it’s time we got ready!” Julie announced, looking at her watch, before
looking up and giving Mandy a dirty look.


“Okay.” I
answered.


I lifted up
and kissed Blake on the cheek and whispered, “Won’t be long!”


“Okay.” He
said, looking at me with a smile and kissing my forehead.


Leaving, I
threw a filthy look at Mandy, who didn’t see, since she was staring at Blake’s
butt, in view of the fact that he had turned around and accepted another beer
from Jason; showing Mandy his back.


*


Julie,
Helen and I were getting ready together in their bedroom.  I was sporting the skinny jeans, heels and
sequined top look.  My hair was left out,
and my makeup was sultry.  Helen and Julie
were doing the punk thing... knee high laced boots, short tartan skirts and
tight black t-shirts... together they looked really good!  It was a totally different look for Julie,
and she actually owned it!


After
makeup was applied, we stepped out the room and back into the throng of surging
college kids.


“OKAY!”
Helen shouted, encouraging everyone to quieten down, “It’s time to be heading
out!” she announced.


I looked
for Blake, and found him seated on the couch, next to Mandy; her hand was on
his chest, in addition to another on his left ear, and his face was turned in
to hers.  I noted his hand was wrapped
around the wrist of the hand that was resting on his chest.


“What the
fuck is going on here?” I seethed.



 

Blake.


Who the
fuck did she think she was?  I’d sat down
here to get away from her, after already dodging her when she purposefully
ignored Summer when introducing herself.


She’d
sought me out and sat down next to me, asking me about my piercings.  I endured it to begin with, but I was
uncomfortable.  This girl was hot...
totally the type of girl I’d have been interested in tapping when I was without
Summer. 
However, I was with Summer now... and those days were thankfully long
forgotten.  She was just another one
night stand for someone else to deal with... my interest registered in the
negative digits. 


Then she
was touching my ear and attempting to coo in it.  No amount of alcohol was going to get me
interested in following this road.


I informed
her not to touch me, my girlfriend wouldn’t appreciate it, and so she gushed,
placing her hand on my chest and leaning in tight, saying that she wasn’t trying
to cut in, that she was just interested in my jewelry.


Um… yeah! I was so buying that!


I grabbed
her wrist and was just pulling her hand off me, explaining to her that I had
zero interest in her skanky ass, when Summer stood
before us and angrily addressed the scene.


“What the
fuck is going on here?” she seethed.


Now I was
just fucking angry!  Summer and I had
come this weekend to reconnect with friends and have fun... not get into fights
over stupid shit!


I looked up
at Summer so she could see my anger and hopefully interpret it correctly... she
narrowed her eyes and turned to face Mandy, who had by now pulled back from me
following my words about being skanky and having no interest in her.


Summer
wasn’t normally a confrontational person, she wasn’t exactly physically built
to duke it out, although she’d whip the girl’s ass in a skateboarding contest,
beauty contest and personality contest. 
So, Summer did things differently.


Like the
time when Natasha Sorrel had been teasing Julie about her quirky dress style,
and had Julie in tears, back in seventh grade. 
Summer fearlessly walked towards Natasha, grabbed Owen Hammond’s tray
out from under his face, with unfinished burger on board; and proceeded to walk
directly up to Natasha, pick the burger up and smash the food into Natasha’s
chest.  She then took a step back and
brandished the tray as a weapon, taunting Natasha about her choice in
outfit.  She’d received a detention, but
then so did Natasha after the reason was discovered for Summer’s
outburst.


Summer
grabbed a plastic cup from a passerby’s hand and without hesitation, threw the
entire contents into Mandy’s face.  Lucky
for me I had seen it coming and moved away far enough not to get too much
splash back.


She then
lifted her leg and grabbed one of her stiletto heels into her hand.


“Get the
fuck off of my man bitch!” she said.


“What the
fuck!” Mandy screamed.


“Skanky
whore doesn’t work for him... so get your diseased slutty self out of here!”
she warned, brandishing her stiletto.


Mandy shot
up and went to grab Summer; at the same time that Julie barged through and told
Mandy to get the fuck out of her house, and I had jumped up and pushed Mandy to
the side so she didn’t have a good shot at Summer.


The whole
apartment full of people watched Mandy leave. 
Perhaps she had been overly punished for her stupid insistence of trying
to get me to show some interest; but looking at Summer,
I felt she deserved those ‘just desserts’.


“I know it
wasn’t your fault... but if you weren’t so God Damned sexy, this wouldn’t have
happened!” Summer said aggressively.


I just
mouthed openly like a fish... what could you say to that?


“I’ll be
pissed now for hours!  And the bitch
stole my buzz!” she complained.


Yep, the
girl definitely got her ‘just desserts’... I was gonna have to tread carefully
for the next couple of hours, and it wasn’t even my fault!


It was time
to make it well known that Summer and I were both
completely off the market.  I already had
plans as to how we could achieve that heightened status, these plans needed to
be instigated really soon. 



 

Summer.


The
previous weekend ended up being awesome, despite the slut!  My period had held off till the Monday
morning, and we had enjoyed blissful sex over the weekend, as Blake attempted
to make up to me for doing absolutely nothing wrong!


Now Friday,
the off week was at another successful end. 
Waking up and dressing for class I ignored Blake’s moaning for me to get
my ass back into bed, because he had something to show me; since he knew my
period had eased off yesterday, and was non-existent today; but he should’ve
known I wouldn’t have sex till later.


His
eagerness this morning confirmed my suspicions that he had something planned
for me this afternoon.  


Blake
preferred penetration... he wanted to be sharing the experience with me.  And now to top off my ‘off week’, I also had
to get to New York this evening, since I was flying down to Cozumel, Mexico
tonight at 9pm, for a photo shoot on Saturday. 


I’d be returning
home on Sunday night, with Blake collecting me from JFK airport and bringing me home so that I could return to classes
on the Monday.  This was the first time
we’d been apart since we moved in together. 
I was already missing him, yet I was excited to be travelling for the
first time out of the states as well.  I
mean it was the Caribbean side of Mexico after all!  


Blake was
going to go home for the weekend, since JFK
airport wasn’t far from Northport.


*


A strenuous
morning with my lecturer Mr. Holmstrom, who was a
strict and inflexible character, not to mention regimented disciplinarian...
left me feeling a little wilted.


I pushed
through the door, dropping my bag off my shoulder, to land in my hand, and
being careful not to scrape my skateboard along the paint of the door, I
wandered into the entrance area. 


“Honey...
I’m home!” I trilled.


“In the living room!”  Blake shouted back.


He was
alone, thank God!  


Amongst our
new tentative college friendships, Blake and I had secured a couple of
interesting characters.  Blake’s friend
Geoff was a regular Friday morning gamer with Blake... passionate about his
game to the point of overkill.  Blake
found him hilarious.  Sometimes, we even
had a mixture of guests over; Chloe from my Creative Writing classes was
perhaps the most interesting girl I had ever met... I could see us becoming
good friends over the next three years. 
However, right now, the apartment was our space... and due to my
impending departure; I just didn’t want to share Blake with anyone for the rest
of the day.


Blake was
however, engrossed in attacking Nazi
Zombies online, on our Xbox 360.  So despite being alone, he was talking to
someone online, as they coordinated their attacks to live another round.


I made my
way towards the study room, dumping my back pack and skateboard in their
place.  One thing was certain, both Blake
and I were tidy and clean, so our apartment was always clutter free.


I then
returned to the living room and made my way toward the couch.  I slumped down next to Blake, and watched as
the swarms of zombies died at the hands of Blake and his comrades.  When the round was complete, Blake made his
move.


“Hey
guys... I gotta go! My girls here.” He said.


The typical
replies came over the television audio.


“Pussy!”


“Pussy
whipped!!!”


“Fuck man!
We’re winning!”


“Hey
guys... she can hear you!” Blake chuckled.


No
apologies, just laughter as he logged out and turned it all off.


Turning to
me, he grabbed my waist and hauled me over his lap so that I straddled him.


Placing his
left hand behind my head to cup the base of my skull,
and pull me towards him, he settled in to kiss me, softly yet persistent.  His tongue tentatively made its way into my
mouth and encouraged me to invite him in to deepen the kiss.


I
encouraged right back.


His right
hand pulled the bottom of my t-shirt open, and slid up inside it to cup my
breast, tease my nipple through my bra, and begin making promises to my body of
impending pleasure.


He pulled
his face back.


“This has
got to go!” he said, tugging at the t-shirt.


“This?” I
asked coyly, pointing at my ‘Don’t feed the boys’ shirt.


“Yes!” he
said, pulling it up over my head and throwing it toward the television.


“And this!”
he said as he unclasped my bra at the back and whipped it off... throwing it in
the approximate vicinity of where the t-shirt had landed.


Normally
about now he would begin to lavish my breasts with kisses, but he had obviously
missed my body too much and was desperate; so he went straight to the waistband
of my jeans and undid the button there.


“Take these
off... and don’t forget the panties too.” He demanded, lifting me up to a
stand.


“You’re in
a hurry.” I chuckled, unzipping my jeans and beginning to slide them over my
hips, along with my panties.


“Less talk,
more undressing!” he growled.  But I
detected a smile, as he whipped his shorts and boxers off by lifting his hips
off the couch, and sitting back down to reef them from off his legs.  He then removed his t-shirt in his typical
fashion by grabbing it at the neck behind his head and lifting it off of
himself.


I finished
removing all of my clothes by the time he was sitting naked on the couch
waiting for me to sit back down on top of him.


He didn’t
wait for me to make my own way to him; he grabbed my wrists and pulled me to
him, so that I had to sit down in a straddle across him.  He was already erect... he was always quickly
erect!


His
erection pressed up against my pussy, awaiting redirection into my depths;
however, Blake then began to lavish kisses across my breasts... suckling them
each in turn until they were prominent and I was wanting more.


He introduce
his hand to my clit, moving back and forth from the entrance of my pussy in
order to lubricate my nub, before settling on administrating all his focus on
my clit and suckling my breasts.


I was
watching his tongue lick and then his mouth suck in my left nipple as the
exquisite feelings of an orgasm began to build intensely.  I could feel the promise of his cock still
pressed hard against me... waiting for his turn.


I moaned
deep and long.  Blake changed nipples and
rhythm.  The rhythm was far more vigorous
and insistent; I groaned and gasped.  The
waves were building.  I was going to lose
control.


“Do you
want me to fuck you to orgasm?” Blake asked huskily, lightly teasing my nipple
with his speaking lips.


“Yes!” I
whimpered, and since I already knew what he wanted me to say, I added, “Fuck me
Blake... make me come!” A breathless plea.


He growled,
dropped his face, removed his hand from my clit, and guided his penis into my
pussy.  Holding my hips, he pulled me
down onto him and groaned loudly.


“You feel
so good!” he hissed, as I began to move on top of him.


“Fuck!” I
snarled... his size was still surprising, the first time after five days of his
absence.


I wanted it
to be rough; I wanted to drive myself down on him... Blake liked control, and
since I also got off on him being possessive, I began to drive down on him;
knowing it would make him take over and behave rougher to display his control
of the situation.


He began
thrusting up, moving his hips up to meet me. 
I was groaning... he was growling, and he began to become
possessive.  He used his hand to push him
forward on the couch, so that although he was still inside me, I was unable to
get a good purchase to thrust against him.


“Don’t move... or I’ll drop you.” He demanded.


“Don’t stop... or I’ll finish this myself!” I responded,
goading.  It had the desired effect,
Blake went from slightly possessive to control freak!  He grabbed me close to him, and then found
the strength to stand, remaining intact inside me.


He stomped
over to the table, bent himself over so that I was lying on my back on it, with
him still inside me; and then he adjusted us so that my butt was perched at the
very edge of the table, my legs around his waist.  Blake then continued plunging his cock deep
inside me.  Next, in order to force
himself even deeper, and continue his control, he lifted both my legs away from
his waist and promptly straightened them upwards, so that he held them up
beside his head on his left side.  His
right arm was wrapped around my thighs, to maintain my position.


“I want you
to look at me as I fuck you!” Blake stipulated. 
“Look at me in the eyes!” he growled.


Oh. My.
God!  He was so deep... so deep it almost
actually hurt... and now he was thrusting into me roughly and rapid...
Shit!  This was faster and harder than
he’d ever fucked me before.  I instantly
clamped down, making my pussy incredibly tight. 
He shouted out something unintelligible, but he didn’t stop... I wasn’t
sure about this... and then my body was super aware of an impending and concentrated
orgasm.


I was
trapped... I couldn’t move against him, and he was pounding into me so fucking
fast and hard that I was at risk of becoming incoherent... Shit!  I was unraveling... my body was rolling in
waves of the most overwhelming and uncontrollable emotions and electric
current.  I was looking at him, his eyes
bore into mine and his face appeared strained from the pace he maintained.  I had begun to lose touch with reality, the
only feelings were those intense surreal sensations he was enforcing.


“Ugh,
ugh... Ahhh!!!” I heard my high pitched and
uncontrollable wails.  My breathing had
become erratic, my chest heaving and trembling at the same time.


Blake had
been mirroring my sounds, it occurred to me. 
As I looked into his eyes, I noted his pupils were now dilated, his body
was sweating profusely... and time had seemingly stopped; I had no idea how
long he’d been fucking me.  He reached
around with his left hand and began to massage my clit.


We were
both screaming out, when my orgasm ripped through me and tore me to pieces... a
cataclysmic explosion that separated my soul from my physical self.


I had still
managed to scream his name, as he had mine; and I realised that we had come
simultaneously.  It was a first, since
he’d always waited for me to come before allowing himself to in the past.



 

Blake.


Shattering...
soul shattering... and extreme!  I wanted
to cry!  But I was in shock at how
intense our orgasm had been.


Every time
with Summer was amazing to me... this time my orgasm was enormous... in truth
it was a joint orgasm, and except that it was healing in its destruction, it
was by far the most amazing orgasm I’d ever had... I’d bet the same could be
said for her.  Forget a tingling
aftermath; try fire ants crawling under my skin... it was delightful pain!


I took this
moment as a sign that what I was about to do was right.



 

Summer.


Blake
couldn’t remain standing, so he withdrew with a loud groan... his penis was
still rock hard.  He lowered himself
directly to the floor and sat down.  To
maintain contact, he nuzzled up against my foot... I couldn’t tell you which
one; I had no understanding of any feeling below my waist.


We stayed
like that for a long time... shit... had we destroyed my ability to get to the
airport tonight?


“Blake?” I
croaked.


“Hmmm?” he
mumbled.


“I have a
plane to catch tonight!” I reminded him.


“It’s
okay...  it’s still only 11: 36... It’s
like really early.” He said.  He must’ve
had a view of one of the clocks.  I
wouldn’t be able to see one if I tried; even if it was two feet from me.  But wow! We were only doing that for a
relatively moderate length of time... could’ve fooled me... it felt like ages!


“Shit
Blake... I think you killed me and resurrected me concurrently!” I said.


“I know
what you mean.” He replied.


“Shower?”
I asked.


“Bath...
definitely bath.  I need to recuperate.”
He pleaded.


“Okay!” I
replied.  I knew I was going to be
wobbly, but I suspected he wouldn’t be able to move yet without the real fear
of falling and breaking his neck.


I began to
sit up; looking down at him I could see his body still breathing heavily.  He’d put far more effort into that than I
had.


I managed
to wobble down the hallway; collapsing at the edge of the bath, I put the plug
in and began the water flowing into it. 
I grabbed the bubble bath mixture, and squirted the strawberry scented
gel into the line of water crashing into the tub.


I turned
toward the toilet and crawled over to it, pulling myself up and sitting on top
of it to remove Blake’s deposit and have a pee.


Blake’s
timing was always impeccable.  He chose
that moment to crawl into the room.  I
was getting used to it... what was the point of getting precious about it
now?  He’d had my body in almost every
possible way that I would allow... why worry about a bit of pee?


He didn’t
even look anymore... he just crawled to within two feet of me, and waited for
me to finish.


Grabbing
some toilet paper and wiping myself before dropping it in the toilet bowl, I
unsteadily stood, and moved out of his way.


“Damn...
I’m fucked!” Blake said flatly.


I couldn’t
help it... I began to giggle... “Yep... me too!” I
laughed.


Giving me a
knowing grin, he pulled himself up on the toilet, chuckling along with me.  Using the vanity to assist him up; he sat
down to pee.  


I felt a
little better, even though I was still wobbly. 
I quickly washed my hands in the bathwater, and walked out to the
kitchen; I grabbed a couple of energy drinks from the fridge, returning with
them to the bathroom.


Blake was
flushing the toilet while he was still seated on it.


“Babe!” I
scolded.


He
grunted... shrugging his shoulders and offering me another huge grin.


He hopped
off, and crawled over to me.  I stopped
the bath water, and he crawled into the bath...


“I think
you’re overdoing the crawling.” I said sarcastically.


“No way!  I feel as though I was shattered and re-glued
together by a six-year-old with super glue!” he argued, sitting back and
motioning for me to get in the water.


Hopping
over the edge of the bath, and settling between his legs, I asked him, “Does
that mean I can drive?”


“No... It
means I’m gonna sit here and gather my strength till it’s time to go!” he
replied.  “Now, I thought I saw you bring
in a drink?”


I reached
over the edge and grabbed the energy drinks, lifting one of them to his hand.


*


We soaked
for half an hour, talking about my day, and what he was going to get up to this
weekend.


Blake
informed me of a slight change in plans. 
Debbie and Max had rung and asked if we’d go to their place for an early
dinner.  I had hoped to go out in New
York with Blake, but it would be good to catch up with family.


Energy
restored, we hopped out of the bath all wrinkled, but refreshed.


“I laid out
your clothes for you.  And I packed your
bag.” Blake said as he dried my back.


I trusted
his judgment... he always had had good taste in clothes.


“Thanks
babe!” I said, moving in for a kiss, and getting a quick pash from him.


I shuffled
out the door naked, after hanging my towel over the rack.


On our bed
on my side, was a dark grey pair of skinny jeans I had years ago stolen from
Sally, my pre-loved green op shop t-shirt, with tulip sleeves and skulls... and
on the floor was a dark grey pair of DC skate shoes that Blake had recently
bought for me.


Coming in
behind me, Blake motioned toward the ensemble.


“Went for comfort... flights can be uncomfortable at the best of times.” He said.


“Are we
still going to have time to do a spot of shopping?” I said,
putting on the pale pink bra and panties he’d left on the bed beside the
clothes.


“Yeah, we
are... but I thought we’d hit some of the old thrift stores in Northport.  And since we’ll be there to see Debbie and
Max, it will all work out well!” He reasoned.


“Okay,” I
shrugged.  It sounded good to me.  So I started dressing in the clothes he’d
laid out.


Blake began
to dress as well.  He pulled up a pair of
his standard ‘Calvin Klein’ boxers,
before pulling on a pair of ‘Diesel’
grey/blue denim jeans.


“Have I
seen those before?” I asked, scrutinizing his jeans.


“These?” he
looked down... “No, I bought them on eBay
two weeks ago; they came in the mail a couple of days ago.  Though, I have had Diesel jeans like these before.” He answered, smiling at me.


“Oh,
okay... that’ll be it then.” I chuckled. 
He had good taste... his jeans were loose fitting, and hung low on his
hips, I was happy to see him in these sexy, buttoned up jeans.


He coupled
the jeans with a white, buttoned shirt, that was slightly crumpled, but looked
excellent like that.


I went and
sat down next to him on his side of the bed, and began to put on my DC’s.  He leant down and pulled out an old pair of
red Converse sneakers.


“You still
have those?” I asked him.  He’d initially
learned to skate in them.


“Sure I
do!” he said, smiling.  “They were a
little big for me back in the day, but they’re nicely worn and comfortable
these days.  Good for driving in
anyway.”  He reasoned.


“Cool... we
look as though we could step back in time into high school.” I said.


Blake
laughed out loud... “We were only in high school a few months ago!” he said.


“You know
what I mean.” I laughed.


“Sure I
do!” he replied jokingly.



 

Blake.


I couldn’t
believe I’d gotten away with it thus far... she hadn’t recognised the
outfits... no doubt she would definitely recognize them when the time came...
my nerves were working overtime.


We were out
of Hackettstown at the right time - 1pm, because Summer
had wanted to get some shopping in before she left for Mexico on the
plane.  We drove without incident to
Northport.  She failed to notice anything
different, and seemed a little excited to be going home for a few hours.  She was giving me quizzical looks for more
than half an hour as we approached Northport though, since my nervousness was
beginning to show.  So I had to lie and
tell her I felt a little ‘off’ and tired. 
Although I actually did feel a little 'off', but not for the reasons I
alluded to.
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Blake.


We pulled
up at Fort Salonga Road Starbucks at
2:45 pm.


I was
absolutely packing it.  I was shitting myself! 
Thank God for body spray and antiperspirant, otherwise I would’ve been
sweating a swimming pool!


“Blake!”
Summer was a little worried.  “What’s
going on?”


“I need a
coffee... someone really tired me out this morning.” I smirked.


That did
it; it got a smile out of her.


“Come on,
we’ll sit in...  We’ve got time. We don’t
need to leave here till 6:30 tonight.” 


“Okay... I
could use a shot of coffee too.” She agreed.


We made our
way into Starbucks.  It was perfect... the self same booth was
vacant... another sign!  I made my way
toward it... it had been our booth more often than not, throughout our high
school years.


Summer sat
down on what used to be our side of the booth. 
I rapped my knuckles on the table...


“What do
you want?” I asked.


“I think
I’ll go a Cinnamon Latte today.”  She
replied.


“Excellent choice madam!” I said in an English accent.


She
laughed.


I went to
the counter and ordered her Cinnamon Latte, alongside a Macchiato for myself,
and paid for them.


I subtly
felt in my pocket for the little box that would change my life one way or
another, as I awaited the coffees.


The last
time Summer went to New York for the weekend to do a
shoot, Sally and I went shopping for engagement rings.  I wanted something that was going to last
forever.  It needed to be good quality...
but of course I wasn’t made of money, so I had to access my college fund...
with my parents help, so that I could buy it. 
I’d have to find a job before I finished my three year college degree in
order to replace that money, but she was worth it.


It was a
diamond solitaire engagement ring; white gold with six prongs holding a beautiful
1 carat diamond.


Sally was
my partner in crime, trying on the rings to make sure and get the right size.


Sally had
been engaged to Henry for over four years... I had no intention on waiting that
long to marry Summer; I wasn’t sure how I’d manage a wedding
while at college; however, since our friend pool was pretty small, I was
certain we could manage a small wedding sooner rather than later.


The coffees
were ready... and my stomach was in my throat as I made my way to the booth.


My parents
knew what I was doing... plus, I’d asked Max permission to ask Summer to marry me; and of course Debbie was beside herself
with excitement over the whole thing. 
They would all be at an early dinner tonight, all four of them, in order
to either console me or congratulate us.


“Here you
go babe!” I said, moving around the booth in order to sit in the exact same
seat that we had been in when we kissed four years ago, and placed her coffee
in front of her.


She smiled
at me and leant in to give me an appreciative kiss.


I sat there
for what felt like years... plucking up the last bit of courage I needed before
I failed to go through with it.  We
talked about non-consequential bullshit.


“Summer!”
I requested her attention from whatever she was currently yammering on about.  I couldn’t concentrate on her words at that
moment anyway... not till I got this over with.


“Blake!”
she returned, smiling.


“You know I
love you... and I’m going to miss you like hell this weekend.” I started.


“Aww...” she crooned, and moved into me.


I breathed
deep...


“Summer...
four years ago, we sat here in this very spot and I kissed you for the first
time.  It confirmed for me that I would
never love anyone else... that it would always be you.” I swallowed... she went
to say something... but I gave her a look that nonverbally asked her not to
talk.  She stopped before she really
started.


I got up
out of the seat, and walked around to her other side.  My legs felt like jelly, my throat felt like
I’d eaten razor blades, and my chest felt like I was in the clutches of a Boa
constrictor.


I got down
on one knee in front of everyone there, and pulled the pretty little box out of
my pocket, holding it unopened in front of her. 
The entire cafe began to silence, as one after another, the patrons
noticed me on one knee and looking up into Summer’s
beautiful eyes... Summer had covered her mouth with both her hands after a
sharp intake of breath.  I’d taken her
completely by surprise.  I cleared my
throat...  I had practiced this for days;
surely I could do it by rote by now.


“I know
we’re both young... and we’ve been together legitimately for only a short
while... but for all intents and purposes, we’ve had an eleven year
relationship.  We’ve been madly in love
with each other for four years, despite both of us being too stubborn to
recognize it before the summer break.  I
love you immensely, and I’ll quite literally fail in life if you aren’t by my
side.  I can’t imagine how I’ll be able
to breathe when you’re away from me this weekend, without knowing that you are
legitimately mine and I am yours!” I took a breath; she was crying... a squeak
escaped her, but her mouth remained covered, and I hadn’t finished my speech
yet.  


The cafe
behind me was by now completely quiet... not a pin drop... even the music was
turned off or down.  I swallowed
again.  My eyes never left hers.


“I promise
to take care of you... to love you unconditionally... to share the bullshit in
addition to the amazing.  I promise to
listen to you and put your needs first at all times.  I love you so much, it consumes me.  Summer Lilly Rogerson... will you do me the
honor and be my wife?”  I asked, opening
the box to show her the ring I had chosen for her.



 

Summer.


I was
frozen... no, not quite frozen, my breathing was making my chest rise and fall
dramatically.  He was kneeling on one
knee... at my feet.  He’d pulled a small
navy blue and silver velvet box out of his pocket and held it up in front of
me.


I
blanched... all the blood drained from my face, and then I began to cry... so I
covered my mouth with my hands to prevent my crying from escalating.


Blake
poured his heart out to me... I heard every word and knew it was honest... that
he truly meant every single word.


I never had
any doubt that this would happen one day... but this early on?  Not on your life!  I was totally taken by surprise.


He asked me
to marry him... no, he asked me to be his wife! 
Before showing me his chosen ring... a solitaire white gold, amazing
diamond ring!


I was
shocked... the tears were there, but the sobs stilled so I could talk...
barely!


“The
clothes... they’re what we were wearing four years ago.” I said.


“Yes.” He
answered; his eyes frightened... his tone of voice scared.


“The
cafe... everything... it’s the same!” I said, quietly.


“Yes
summer.” He said again... his voice cracking.


“Your hair
though, it’s not pink!” I pointed out.


“Summer,
please... I would’ve done it, but then you would’ve been suspicious.” He
explained.


I nodded.


“Blake?” I
asked.


“Yes?” he
was beginning to shake.


“You really
love me this much?” I asked.


“Absolutely!”
he answered... his eyes were moistening... he was going to cry.


I went to
say something but my mouth wouldn’t formulate any words... I was stalling.


“Summer... please... your killing me!” he pleaded.


I knew my
answer already... I had no doubt from the moment he knelt down what my answer
would be.  I wasn’t trying to hurt him
right now; I was just making certain he was certain.


Of course
he was!


“Yes
Blake... I’ll be your wife.” I answered huskily, before a fresh bout of tears
fell from my eyes.


“Oh!” Blake
sighed dramatically.  His shoulders
collapsed a little, but he managed to get a shaking hand up, to pull the ring
from its display and place it on my left ring finger.


He reached
up with his left hand, as his body stretched up, and then he pulled my face to
his, so he could kiss me.


The place
erupted in applause.



 

Blake.


I felt as
though I’d run the New York marathon.  I
felt so weak... I was terrified for a moment... and then she’d said yes.  She wanted to be mine, and wanted me in return.


After
kissing her, I remained a short while on my knees, hugging her around her
waist, with my head in her lap, as she rubbed my back and kissed the back of my
head.


As we left
the joint, I had handshakes, pats on my back and congratulations galore thrust
upon me... but the people that really mattered awaited us at Summer’s
place.


*


“Your
parents are here?” Summer asked, noticing my Dad’s car out the front of her
place, as I pulled up to the curb.


“Yep.” I
replied... the smile now on my face was immense.  I had gotten some form of energizing second
wind.  I felt incredible.  Summer wasn’t my girlfriend anymore... she
was my fiancée, and one day ‘soonish’, she’d be my wife.


We stepped
out of the car, and the moment I grabbed Summer’s hand
(the signal that she said yes) both Debbie and my Mom raced out doing the
screaming woman thing.


Max and my
Dad stood at the front door as I retreated from the three of them and made my
way over to them.


“Congratulations
son.”  Dad said, coming up and giving me
a big hug.


“Thanks
Dad.” I beamed.


“You know I
was 18 when I proposed to your Mom. True, a week later I turned 19, but still,
we were young too.” He said, pulling back away from me and clapping me on the
back.


Max put his
hand forward to shake, and I grabbed it enthusiastically.


“I have two
biological daughters who seem to be determined to remain single forever, and
two daughters by good chance that are engaged to a couple of decent young
men.  I think I got it right with the two
younger girls.” He explained.


“Yes sir!”
I agreed.


*


We had a
light early dinner... the parents’ and Summer all sharing a toast with
Champaign, while I stuck to a low alcohol ‘Bud’;
just the one since I was driving later.


“It’s such
a gorgeous ring Blake... you have incredible taste.” Debbie said.


“Um... how
did you afford it?” Summer asked.  Then
she tried to reel it in... “I don’t want to know what it cost... I was just
concerned how you... could... afford... it.” She had slowed, looking at the two
sets of parents who obviously disapproved of the question.


I laughed.
“Let’s just say my college fund isn’t as large as it once was.” I said,
grabbing her hand and kissing it.


“Oh.”
Summer said, blushing.


“You’re
worth it!” I said, winking at her.


She knew
this would mean me working while attending college.


The meal
was over too soon, and I was beginning to feel lonely at the thought that Summer would soon be heading off for two nights in the
coming hours.


I felt some
comfort though that she’d now promised to be mine.
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Summer.


Blake
stayed with me for as long as he was able at the airport, until the flight was
called, and I went through the gates.


The whole
time we sat waiting, we’d behaved like a couple of disgusting
fourteen-year-olds.  


The flight
was uneventful, and my lift at the other end was prompt.


I was
sharing a room at our hotel with one other girl... who was a bit of a bitch, so
when I said hello and put my hand out to shake hers and she looked at my hand
like it was diseased, I didn’t feel too bad about ditching and going straight
to bed.



 

Me:


Here... now
I’m off to bed, have a bitch for a roomie... yay!  I love you!


Today,
11:43PM



 

Blake:


Fuck the
roomie off! Please tell me it’s a girl, boys can be bitches too!  I really, really love you xox


Today,
11:44PM



 

Me:


Yes a
girl!  I don’t care about the roomie...
I’ll be gone Sunday at lunchtime! x


Today,
11:44PM



 

Blake:


And back in
my arms xox


Today,
11:45PM



 

Me:


You’re so
corny! x


Today,
11:46PM



 

Blake:


And yet
you’re keen to marry me xox


Today,
11:47PM



 

Me:


Yes, what
does that make me? xxx


Today,
11:47PM



 

Blake:


Mine... it
makes you mine.  I love you! xox


Today,
11:48PM


 


Me:


I’ll call
you in the morning? I’ve gotta get some sleep. 
It’s been an emotional day! I love you heaps and heaps! xxx


Today,
11:49PM



 

Blake:


I’ll wait
till you do, that way I won’t interrupt anything!  I miss you xox


Today,
11:50PM



 

Me:


Miss you
too!  Goodnight xxx


Today,
11:50PM



 

Blake:


Goodnight
xox


Today,
11:51PM


*


The roomies
name was Bianca... and she was a Class A bitch. 
We were sharing the male model Sean throughout the shoot.  He was pretty okay, and I thought his opinion
of her was the same as mine by the end of the day.


We were
wearing some pretty amazing clothes, with the beautiful Cozumel backdrop of
azure water and virgin white sands, with pebbles and shells spotted across it.


During a
break I phoned Blake and talked mushy with him, before returning to the shoot.


Bitchy
Bianca didn’t like the fact that the photographer liked the chemistry between
Sean and I on camera. 
I was pretty certain Blake wouldn’t like it either when I returned home
and told him... but since he would end up seeing some of these photo’s it was
gonna have to happen that I tell him.


We had had
a conversation after another shoot, during which he had had to watch me get in
close and heavy with another male model... he had promised then to understand
the nature of my job.  Well, we’d
see.  Perhaps I’d get the conversation
over and done with tonight over the phone, so that it would be sorted before I
returned home.


At any
rate, I was coming back from another break, when Bianca shoulder barged me, and
I stumbled onto a rough patch of sand and shells.


“Shit!” I
screamed, lifting my foot.  A small piece
of glass was protruding from the arch of my foot.


John, the
photographer came and had a look. “Damn... can you walk on it if I pull it
out?” he asked.


“Sure,” I
winced, as he pulled out a long sliver. 
He grabbed his water bottle and poured water over it.  The cut went in deep, but the actual entrance
wound was very little.


“I
skateboard, so I’m used to a few cuts and bruises.” I announced.


Sean came
up and patted me on the bum, “You’ll be fine sexy!” he said winking. (I
wouldn’t be telling Blake about that).


Bianca
scoffed, “Skateboarding?”


“So cool!”
Sean said again, putting his arm around me to assist me in walking a few
steps.  I moved away from Sean after it
was established I would be able to walk fine.


That night,
I told Bianca she was a bitch, and to fuck off... I also told Sean I was
engaged and couldn’t ‘get cozy’ with him; and I telephoned Blake and told him
about the photo’s.  I also told him that
Sean had hit on me but that I had told him to fuck off... which wasn’t true,
since it was Bianca I had told to fuck off... but it meant he was happier,
despite behaving a little possessive over the phone.


The
following morning, John came up to get us to complete a couple more shots at
the break of dawn, since he was after the change in light.


By the time
we were finishing up, it was obvious that my cut was a little infected.  John took me up to a local medical centre to
get it checked, since we were in a tropical climate, and he was responsible for
us - and the wardrobe guys were a bit scatter brained.  We waited to see a doctor, who had my foot
properly cleaned and wrapped, in addition to starting me on a course of
antibiotics.


The doctor
had a limited and basic skill with English, but John explained to me on his
behalf that I would have to take the full course of antibiotics even after the
infection stopped, in order to prevent any resistant bacteria from occurring.


I was just
relieved that it was just a simple infection, and not some tropical infectious
disease.


I was in
Blake’s arms by 4:25pm on the Sunday.
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Blake.


Summer was
decorating the apartment for Halloween with some of the props she’d conned out
of the art department of a recent modeling job. 



Her
modeling money was building up, but she kept managing to win over the crews
with whom she worked with into give her freebies… I could understand, she had
me wrapped around her finger much of the time too.  Her most recent check from the agency was
quite generous, since it included a bonus of some sort, since her image had
been getting picked up by some of the better known magazines and companies; she
was generating quite a bit of demand.  


After her
trip to Mexico, she had had another weekend trip to LA and two more catwalk
gigs in New York, all crowded around photo shoots.  Our weekends were always busy.  They often asked her for more, giving her the
option… but she was pushing for a college degree. 


I’d been
busy painting.  One of my teachers was
displaying interest in me getting an exhibit together.  It felt pretty amazing, since I was a
Freshman… yet she assured me of my skill, and wanted to see what I could pull
together to show a friend of hers who owned a boutique gallery in Tribeca, New
York… it was just talk at the moment, but I was keen to impress.


We’d
recently discussed whether we wanted to re-advertise for a flat mate, yet after
talking about it, both of us decided once and for all that we liked things the
way they were, and didn’t want to share our space with someone else yet.  The money Summer was
now making was not only sufficient for her own needs and assisted with our
bills; but there was also enough to put away for some limited but important
savings.


 This was supposed to be her off week, but
apart from what she termed as a light period for two days, she hadn’t really
had an off week.  As much as I
appreciated the ability to keep up our hectic schedule of sex, I was also
worried that her body wasn’t behaving normally.


“Summer,
have you phoned the gynecologist?” I asked, as I untangled another spider for
her.


“Oh, no I
forgot!” she replied.


“It’s
important!  This isn’t normal for you!” I
reasoned.


“Yeah, but
I still think its stress.  With college,
modeling and you... there’s a lot of stress in my life.” She chuckled.


I gave her
my exasperated look and looked at the clock on the kitchen wall.


“They’re
still open for another twenty minutes. 
Just get it over and done with.” I told her.


“Okay.” She
sighed, getting ready to jump down off the bench.


I moved in
and lifted her off the bench, sliding her body down mine till she stood.  As her lips passed mine, I held her for a few
moments and kissed her softly, before releasing her.


She went to
her cell phone and scrolled through it till she found the number and dialed.


“Hello,
it’s Summer Rogerson... I was hoping to make an appointment to see Dr Drake...
um... probably mid December if she’s available, I’m finished exams by then, and
it’s not an emergency... 16th December? 
What day is that...?  Friday, 11am? 
Sure!  Okay, I’ll put it in my
calendar... Thank you!” she finished.


“That’s
nearly two months away!” I said, thinking hopefully that it was just like she
said and it was stress.  Lifting her up
on the bench and leaning into her body, I pulled her legs open and tugged her
towards me.


“It’s
stress... I feel fine!” she said, putting her arms around my neck.


“Do you
want me to come with you?” I asked, not exactly sure if I did want to, but
thinking husbands would do that sort of thing... and I was a husband in training.


“Do you
want to?” she asked, giving me a suspicious eye.


“Of course!” I lied, though not entirely.


“Okay...
you come along with me.” She said, giving me a quick peck on the lips and
attempting to return to her decorations.


“No you
don’t.” I said.  Scooping her up again in
my arms and taking her to our bedroom.



 

Summer.


Thanksgiving
break in November began with us travelling on the Wednesday to Debbie and Max’s
place and sleeping there overnight in my bed. 



Blake took
the opportunity to make love to me... and even sweet, our sex was incredible,
though not as loud.


Thursday
morning saw us having breakfast with Debbie and Max before they raced off to
New York to spend thanksgiving lunch with the three girls and Henry.


We spent
lunch with Blake’s parents and Julie, along with some cousins and aunts and
uncles of Blake’s and Julie’s that I barely knew.


It had been
meant to be another off week this week, yet this time I had nothing.  I had lost some weight too over the last
month... just another sign that I was stressed. 
I had asked not to be called on for any work this holiday break... I
needed the rest.


I told
Blake that I had a light period on the Monday and Tuesday... the same as last
time, which wasn’t true, but I didn’t want him to worry; especially considering
that it was Thanksgiving.


Blake’s
uncle Brian turned up with a very ill ten-year-old daughter named Sara.  We tried to quarantine her to the living
area, but she was distressed, and she kept returning to seek out her father,
since it was his contact visit, and she had no-one else to turn to.


By her
fourth visit to our dinner table, I decided enough was enough, and I took her
to her couch, bundled her up, and watched television with her till her Father
grew some sense and took her home... which was unfortunately a good three hours
later... asshole!


I was
driving, since Blake had been roped in by a couple of his uncles to have a
couple of beers, so I only had a small glass of sparkling wine with lunch,
which remained unfinished due to my retreat with Sara.


Once Sara
was gone, I returned to the kitchen to assist with the clean up.


“Need any
help?” I asked.


“Sure
honey,” Mrs. Austen replied, placing plastic wrap over the remaining turkey.


“What can I
do for you, Mrs. Austen?” I asked.


“First, you
can call me Ella... you’re practically my daughter-in-law... so enough of the
Mrs. Austen!” she requested.


I smiled,
“Okay, Ella.” I answered.


“And as for
Mr. Austen... call him Jim!” she enthused.


“Okay, Jim
it is then.” I responded enthusiastically.


“You’re lucky...
I thought they were going to get you to call them Mom and Dad!”  Julie chuckled, coming in from the back
verandah.


“Well, we
had thought it would be nice, but we know better than to ask that.” She
explained.


Julie
looked at her with amusement. “Whatever!” she chimed. 


I knew what
Ella meant... she’d been friends with Debbie and Max for years... I had no
doubt she knew they were my foster parents... and if I didn’t call them Mom and
Dad then it would be disrespectful to call my in-laws Mom and Dad.


“I like
Ella and Jim... it’s fitting!”  I said.


Julie
chuckled, and gave me a shove, coming right up to my ear.


“I’m coming
out tonight.” She whispered.


I looked
around to see who might hear her, and then turned to face her with an excited
look on my face.


“Really?”
I enthused quietly.


“Yeah, when
the cousins and everyone leave... watch this space!” she said.


I gave her
a one armed hug and a quick peck on the cheek, before I returned to assisting
with the clean up.


*


 It was just Jim, Ella, Julie, Blake and I
sitting around the dining table for a very light supper, since we’d all stuffed
ourselves silly over the Thanksgiving lunch.


Julie
cleared her throat, half way through the meal.


“Um... I
was hoping to talk to you, now that everyone has gone home.” She began.


“What’s
wrong honey?” Ella asked softly.


“First, I
want you to understand that I love you all, and I am the same old Jewels!” she
announced.


Blake put
down his fork... I’d already done that.


Ella and
Jim looked worriedly at their daughter.


“What’s happened?”
Jim asked.


“Nothing
really, well nothing lately!” she said. 
“I need to say something, and I don’t want you to interrupt.”


“Are you
quitting school?” Ella frantically demanded.


“Mom... please! I really need you to stay quiet for a second, so I
can tell you... so stop guessing.” Julie pleaded.


Ella
nodded... Jim drew his eyebrows inward... Blake held my hand, he knew what was
coming... and since I did too, I held Julie’s hand.


She took a
deep breath.


“I’m
gay!  As in I’m a lesbian... and I have
been for years!” she blurted.


Jim and
Ella sat there... mouths slightly gaping.


“Can you
still love me?” Julie asked... tears beginning to prick in her eyes.


No words...
Ella, very sweet Ella, stood up and walked around the table to hug her
daughter.  Jim sat there a moment longer
before standing and following his wife’s lead.


“At least I
don’t have to beat idiot men off with a stick.” He said absently.


Blake burst
out laughing... I gave him a serious, snarling gaze.  It made him worse.


“Shut up
Blake!” Julie lamented.


“I love you
Jewels!” he voiced loudly.


“You’re an
idiot!” she replied with a huge grin.


 


Blake.


Summer got
out of her bed and ran to her ensuite.  I
could hear her dry heaving.  I quickly
got up, and glanced at the clock on her bedside table; it read 8:10am.


Rushing in
to her, she had her face over the porcelain. 
So I pulled her hair back for her.


“Summer?”
I questioned.


“Your
bloody uncle!” she began... heave...
“what was he thinking?” heave... “Poor Sara!”  heave... “This is
awful!”


“Bloody hell,
now we’ll all get it!” I said, soothing my hand over her back till she stopped
heaving.


I grabbed a
washcloth and wet it with cold water, before walking her back to bed, and
laying her down.  I washed her face, and
placed the cloth on her forehead.


“Where will
I find a bucket?” I asked her.


“Laundry!”
she replied.


Returning
with a bucket, I collect my phone up and rang my parents.


“Hello!”
Mom chimed.


“Mom...
Summer’s sick!” I said.


“Sara?” she
asked.


“We think
so.  Can you suggest anything?” I asked.


“Damn...
um... dry crackers, lots of water for sipping and ginger tablets from the
pharmacy.” She offered.


“Okay, be
on the lookout, everyone will get sick now.” I surmised.


“Look, I’ll
go get the stuff so you don’t share... when do Debbie
and Max come home?” she asked.


“Sunday,
but we were leaving today.” I answered.


“Blake,
just wait till tomorrow, till she’s over the worst of it.” Mom reasoned.


“By then I
might be sick, and we’ll be stuck!” I responded.


“True...
okay. Maybe pack yourselves up now... I’ll go and get the stuff and you can
slowly wend your way home over the course of the day!” she brokered.


“Okay...
sounds good!” I replied.


*


We were
home in reasonably normal time... Summer slept... and she looked pale.  Yet we had to stop twice to deal with her
bouts of illness.


When we got
home, I put her to bed and rugged her up, with her foster parent’s bucket
beside her. 


She was
still nauseas by Monday, when she was due back at school.  I was lucky, although I got sick too the day
after we returned home, it had lasted only a day for me.


Mom had
also gotten sick, but it seemed that apart from that, Uncle Brian was the only
other one that had gotten Sara’s illness.


Mom and I
felt that Sara had spent more time with Summer, so
Summer got the brunt of it.  In addition,
Summer had been feeling stressed recently, so she was
already weakened.


Summer
wasn’t completely out of the woods for nearly ten days, she had momentary bouts
of nausea throughout every day, though not as bad as at the beginning, and she
had lost more weight due to not being able to always keep her food down.  I asked her to see the campus doctor, but
because she was already starting to feel better, she had said no.  I hated it during this time... she wasn’t herself,
and we had regressed to just cuddling and simple touching most of the time.
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Blake.


Summer was
completely back to her normal self the week before our exams started. We
returned after classes on Monday and she was cheery; and then she cornered me
in the kitchen, while I was cooking dinner.


“Hey babe.”
She said, coming up behind me and wrapping her arms around my waist.


“Well
hello!  You said you felt good this
morning... how are you feeling now?” I asked, stirring the goulash.  She smelled of strawberries and lime... her
latest body wash.


“Horny!”
she answered, giggling.  


I dropped
the wooden spoon I was using to stir the food. 
It clattered on the bench.


We’d had
sporadic and fairly standard sex over the last week and a half.  Nowhere up to scratch for us.  Her words gave me an almost instant hard on.


I turned
around to find her wearing only her underwear; a black lacy bra and thong
set... I couldn’t remember having seen this set... but I was looking forward
very much to removing it from her. 
Despite losing some weight, her breasts still filled her c-cup bra.  I was glad she hadn’t lost them... they were
definitely a favourite of mine.


“But you
have to cook!” she pouted sexily. 


God I had missed this... my girl was back!
Damn... I was already on fire... Fuck the food!


 “Ah... shit!” I said, as my arm accidentally
brushed up against the electric skillet. 
I had a sweater on, but I had pushed the sleeves up to my elbows while I
cooked.  Summer had distracted me, so I
turned back and turned the skillet down, so the food would simmer on a very low
heat.


Summer had
stepped away from me when I turned back to the food, and now she was out of my
reach.  The oven was on, but I hadn’t
placed the rolls in it yet, so I wasn’t worried about it.  I lurched forward to grab Summer,
but she jumped back laughing, and then she turned and ran... oh yeah... she was back!  I ran after her... she was on the other side
of the bed in our room, panting from her run and the excitement of the chase.


I tore my
sweater and the shirt underneath it over my head and off my body... I watched
her appreciative stare as I walked toward her, but she was grinning, and about
to jump up on the bed to climb over to an escape.  I could play this game!  I stopped, before she made a break for it,
and unbuttoned my jeans, before pulling them down and off... throwing them in
the corner with my sweater and shirt. 
She was giggling wildly, grinning at me as I prepared to rush in and
grab her.


I took a
step forward... another step... I judged the distance between grabbing her
directly, or reaching out to the side and grabbing her if she made a dash over
the bed.


She’d
thought this out better than I had.  I
was mid step toward her... she leapt on the bed... scrambled across it... off
the opposite side and dashed out the door into the hallway.  I was immediately behind her.  By the time she made it to the living and
dining area, attempting to put the table between us, I’d caught up with her and
pulled her into me.


She was
laughing so hard now... her face was shining brightly... she looked radiant and
beautiful!


“Oh you’re
a naughty girl!” I growled, dropping my shoulder and placing her over it.


She was
squealing loudly now, like a five-year-old in the throes of excitement!


I smacked
her butt as I travelled back to our room. 
I closed the door behind us, to give me time to get to her, if she tried
to escape again.


She was
still giggling when I threw her down on her back on the bed.


I climbed
over the top of her, effectively pinning her down.  She put her hands against my chest and
attempted to push me away, though not very convincingly, since her legs were
already wrapping around my hips.


I grabbed
both her hands and placed them above her head, holding them in place with my
dominant left hand.


“What’s
this?” I asked, lifting the edge of her lacy black bra with my finger.


“A bra!”
she said uncooperatively.


“Well...
why is it on?” I growled.


“To hold my
boobs up!” she laughed.  “Do you like my
thong?” she asked all innocently. 


I
groaned... Yes! Damn it, yes!  I do!


“I think my
cock would like it better if it weren’t there at all!”  I reasoned huskily.


“Oh... so
you know how to use that piece down there do you?” she teased.


I began a
smooth rhythm, humping her through our clothes... rubbing the hard ridge of my
cock against her clit.  In addition, I
lifted both her breasts out of the lacy cups of her bra and began to suck on
them.


Yes... I definitely know how to use my ‘piece’, I inwardly chuckled. 



 

Summer.


It had been
so long since I felt energized... and I was so horny my body needed to have
multiple orgasms... stat!


I’d goaded
Blake into pursuit... not that it was hard to do... he was always a willing
participant.


He finally
had me pinned under him, so he began to move against me.  Coupled with his sudden suckling of my
breasts, I was being torn apart.  My
breasts were so desperate for release... so sensitive to touch; and my clit was
so ready to explode, that my orgasm had already booked passage.  I was a goner the moment he touched me.


My orgasm
was building in record time... the heightened intensity a tribute to my recent
lack of potent sex.


Talking for
me ceased... I couldn’t hear or concentrate on anything Blake said... I was
being devoured by bliss uncontrollable!



 

Blake.


Summer was
moaning so much, and her responses were so turned on that I didn’t have time to
change my game plan, except that I knew I wanted to ride this wave of pleasure
with her.  In less than a quarter of her
normal time to orgasm, she was almost there. 
I was in awe.


“I want to
fuck you Summer... I want your panties off!”  I said, breathlessly.


I wasn’t
going to touch any other part of her... she was super aroused already.  A slight breeze could tip her over.


I let go of
her hands... then I quickly stood on the bed over the top of her, taking my
boxers off, before sitting back down on my feet in a prayer position.  I pulled off her panties... she still looked
highly aroused; the mere moments it took me thus far to remove unwanted
clothing had done nothing to diminish her arousal.


I couldn’t
help it... I was an asshole that wanted her to tell me she wanted me, even
though it was clearly evident she did.


“Do you
want me to fuck you?” I asked.


“God damn
it Blake!” she shouted, “Fuck me, NOW!”


I grinned
from ear to ear... as I pulled her legs out and over my thighs; positioning my
cock at her entrance, I quickly felt her there, before ramming myself in as
hard as I could.


FUCK!  She was
so wet... so bloody aroused.  Her slim
fit was still tight, but the lubrication made the tightness smoother to plunge
into.


I didn’t
even still myself... I just started fucking her for all I was worth, making up
for the last ten days... claiming her pussy for myself all over again.  She suddenly surged forward in her climax...
she’d never done that before... she normally had a predictable climb.


“Aaaahhh!” she screamed, quickly followed by an
ear-splitting version of my name.


I
continued, my climax building swifter than normal, since she came so quickly,
but on the tail of my own, I could feel her quaking and shivering... hear her
moans and whimpers... and recognised her building up again into another
orgasm...


Jeezus! These were fast... almost on top of each
other.  I couldn’t remain silent.


“You feel
so fucking good Summer... ahhh... Shit!  Come for me again!  Come Summer... let yourself go!” I coaxed.


“Ugh,” she
groaned, over and over.  Her hands
grabbing at the bed cover.


“Damn...
your pussy’s grabbing my dick Summer!”  I said... our eyes had remained locked...
hers rolled up a little, but immediately returned.  I was pounding into her...  we were almost there.  Her sounds were rattling over each
other.  I was calling out single syllable
swear words.


Then it was
just her name... I was calling her name, over and over!


My cock was
jerking, I was screaming, my cum was being buried deep within her, and her
screams as she too orgasmed for a second time were music to my ears... my name!


*


Summer’s
return to normal was immensely satisfying. 
Our sex was exquisite... she was horny all the time!  I was finding it difficult to keep up with her
after a week... simply because I was so God Damned tired!


Her
appetite had returned too.  She was
scared to put weight on too fast, so she tempered it so she wouldn’t overshoot
her normal weight, especially given her current profession.  But it was hard for her... she said she
hadn’t felt this starved since she was a little girl.  It broke my heart to hear her say that, but I
was glad the circumstances were nothing alike.


She
continued her modeling work on the weekends, and I travelled with her more often
than not.  We traversed the exam period
relatively unscathed.


December
16th finally arrived; on the calendar that also listed her off week as next
week.  She was convinced that now things
were getting back to normal, everything would fall into place, and she didn’t
really need the appointment; but even though I felt she was probably right, I
still wanted her to go and just be sure about everything, before we settled in
for our Winter break and the Christmas and New Year season.


Of course
this meant I was attending, since I said I would.  I had to admit... I was nervous at seeing her
‘female issues’ doctor.
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Summer.


We headed
out the door of our apartment, en route to my appointment with Dr Drake, by
9am.  I was feeling great... I really
was!  However, I completely understood
Blake’s concerns... I’d be the same with him.


Blake
drove... as per usual; making great time along the I-80 and I-280, despite a
fairly decent amount of traffic.  The
remaining journey after exiting onto the Newark Turnpike was tedious... This
was why we had left with plenty of time. 
I occupied myself by singing along to my latest CD purchase... Playing in the Shadows by British singer
and rapper, ‘Example.’


Blake
ignored my terrible singing... hey; people couldn’t be great at
everything.  He kept his eyes forward,
monitoring the traffic around him.


He was
looking decidedly cool today, with a pair of charcoal denim loose-fit jeans, a
crisp white long sleeved shirt, with the arms turned up to his elbows over the
top of his bottle green v-neck sweater, his shirt collar neatly folding out the
top.  He had a double breasted, black
woolen, thigh length jacket in the back to keep him warm outside.  On his feet he was wearing a pair of black ‘Emerica’ skate shoes, which added funk
to his model worthy outfit.  He also
currently wore a dark pair of Aviator Ray-Ban
sunglasses, and his hair had the messy, just fucked look... YUM!


I was
wearing blue denim skinny jeans, and a white skivvy under a Brown ‘Paul Smith’ jacket I had pilfered from a
recent shoot; alongside tan suede lace up boots, and a multicolored ‘Target’ light woolen scarf with matching
cable knit beanie over my loose hair.  My
choice in sunnies was another freebie from work, a pair of gold colored Balenciaga sunglasses.  My hand bag was a thrift shop find... a denim jeans styled bag with red tartan lining.


We’d packed
a travel bag, since I had work on the Upper East Side the whole weekend, and we
were going to stay with Sally for the weekend.  We would be visiting with Julie on Sunday
evening, on our way home.


By the time
we found a car park, made our way into the doctor’s offices and notified
reception of our appearance... we were merely on time.


“I’m so
glad we didn’t leave any later... we wouldn’t have been on time at all!” I
suggested.


“Just as
well I didn’t succumb to your wiles then.” Blake murmured in my ear. 


“Um... I
believe it was the other way around!” I replied, looking at him through slitted
eyes.  I thought about that morning, how Blake
had been spooning me when I woke.  How
he’d reached around and began playing gently with my breast, while he kissed me
behind my ear... and how I could feel his cock... hard against my butt.


“If that’s
what you think!” Blake said shrugging.


I gave him
a playful shoulder barge.  I’d nearly
succumbed alright... I nearly couldn’t back out at all, until I saw the
time.  He’d make up for it later.


“I’m the
only guy here!” Blake announced softly.


I looked
around... it was true, but with only three gynecologists at this practice...
there weren’t a lot of waiting patients anyway.


“Look at
those women, jealously stabbing me with their eyes!  Their men are gonna get it when they get
home!” I chuckled.


He just
smiled at me, before reaching over to grab a magazine from the rack.


“Oh... Cosmopolitan!  Let’s see what they have to say about life!”
he joked.


One of my
photos was in there... he found it and cursed it... it was one from Cozumel
with Sean.


*


“Summer
Rogerson?” a warm friendly voice called out.


Looking up,
I noticed Dr Penny Drake... she always called in her own patients... she was
charming.


I grabbed
Blake’s hand and we stood and made our way to the door, introducing Blake as we
entered.


Settling in
her rooms, I gave Blake’s hand a squeeze.


“Now what
brings you here today?” she asked.


“My periods
have been all messed up.” I answered.


“What do
you mean by messed up?” she quizzed.


“Non-existent.” Blake answered for me.


Dr Drake
smiled.  “Okay, when was your last
‘existent’ period?” she asked.


“Um... the week following the 25th September.” I replied.  She raised her eyebrows... so I added, “I had
a very light period the one after that.” 


“Very light
how... I mean, if you were to put it somewhere between spotting and a light
flow like at the end of your period, where would you put it?” she asked kindly.


“Spotting.”
I answered.


“How long
did the spotting last?” she asked.


“Two days.”
I answered.


“Okay,” she
turned and typed something on her computer, before turning back around to face
me.


“Have you
been good at taking your pill?” she asked.


“Haven’t missed any... especially since I have my phone alarm set for
the same time every morning!” I replied.


“So tell me
about what happened around this September period, either during, or immediately
after.” She asked.


“Um...
nothing during, except the stress of college and work,” I said... looking at
Blake; he shrugged and slightly shook his head. 
“I’m not sure what you mean otherwise.” I said.


“Did you
get sick... did anything happen out of the ordinary?” she enquired.


“Oh, the
weekend at the end of that week... I went on location for work in Cozumel.  I stepped on a shard of glass and it got
infected... so I was put on antibiotics. 
But I didn’t get sick.” I answered; the photo in Cosmo had conveniently
reminded me... and then I thought of Thanksgiving.  “Oh, I was sick for ten days after
Thanksgiving, but since then I’ve felt really good.”


“Your next
period would be due?” she asked, rising her eyebrows.


“Sunday.”
I answered.


“Of
course!” she agreed.  “Okay, I’m just
going to call Miranda in to get some blood, and after that I’ll get you to give
me a urine sample... is that okay?” she asked, I nodded.  “Then we’ll talk some more.” She said,
getting up and going out through another door.


She
returned with her nurse Miranda, who had me sit on the bed in the corner.


Miranda
finished taking two vials of blood, and tidied me up, before handing me a
little urine specimen jar.


“Just go
through there Summer.” She
indicated the toilet door.  “And we need
a mid stream sample... do you know what to do?” she asked sweetly.


“Yes.” I
answered.


Returning
with my sample, after having scrubbed my hands, Dr Drake was talking to Blake.


“Are you
also a model Blake?” she asked.


“No, I’m a
student... and an artist.” He said.


“Wonderful...!”
and looking up, she said, “And here she is.”


She took
the specimen as I sat down; she popped the jar on top of a couple of tissues on
her desk, pulled some rubber gloves on, and undid the top of the jar.  Pulling out a small white packet, she ripped
it open and a plastic square approximately two inches by two inches, fell out
onto the desk along with a little dropper.


“What is
that?” Blake asked.


“A pregnancy test.” Dr Drake answered serenely.


Blake sat
up stiff, and my stomach dropped.


She placed
the tiny dropper in the urine and collected some of my sample.  She then hovered over a tiny hole at the
corner of the plastic square and dripped in a couple of drops.  She then placed the dropper into the upturned
lid of the specimen jar and pulled off her gloves, throwing them across the
room and nailing the shot of dropping them into the bin there.


“Now, while
we wait, just a couple of other questions.” She stated... she was super nice,
but I was scared.


“Have you
had sensitive breasts?” she asked.


I nodded.


“How about emotional
fluctuations outside your normal experience?” she asked.


Again, I
nodded.


“Alright...
what about sex... feeling a bit more frisky?” she asked with a huge grin.


Blake
answered. “She’s been insatiable.” He had
his arm around me... when did that get there?


She
nodded... and looked at the test.  She
nodded again.


“You’re
pregnant.” She announced.


You
could’ve heard a pin drop.


Blake was
breathing hard, and his eyes had a bewildered, frightened look.


I was
choking... was it possible to die of
shock?  I mean... really?


I gasped.


“I have
time to do an ultrasound... We have a basic facility... after today, I’ll be
sending you to the specialists... but I’ll just go get my setup ready.  Then I want you to come into this room with
just this gown and your panties on... okay?” she said, pointing to the room
Miranda had entered through, and handing me a paper gown.  Then she stood up, smiling, and exited.


“Blake?” I
croaked.


His voice
was shaking, but he was able to stand, “Come on babe, let’s get you in that gown
and get you in there.


He moved me
across to the bed, pulled the curtain and began to undress me, placing each
item of clothing on the bed.


As he did,
I watched his face.  He was shocked, but
he was containing it... better than I was.


“What are
we going to do?” I asked him.


“Love
him... or her!” he said, yanking down my tight jeans.


“But... the expense... everything!” I asked.


“Look...”
he said, standing up... “I want kids... I just wasn’t expecting them now.  Mom and Dad will help... they’re invested in
this too!” he reasoned.


“Shit...
Blake!  I feel terrible accepting help!”
I said softly.


“Don’t...
they’ll do it because they love us... they’ll do it because they wanted oodles
of kids but could only have two!  They’ll
do it because that’s who they are!” he said... looking me dead in the eye.  I knew he was right.


I was now
completely naked except for my panties. 
Blake dressed me in the gown.


“You
ready?” I heard Dr Drake from the door.


“Yes.” I
replied, making my way out from behind the curtain, and to the door.


*


Lying on
the bed, Dr Drake began lubricating the scanning instrument with gel, while
Blake got in a comfortable position next to me on a chair so he could see
everything, she explained what she thought had happened.


“Antibiotics
interfere with the pill... they are contraindicative... so your body was
effectively not on the pill, and preparing to ovulate.” She explained.


“Why didn’t
I know that?” I asked.


“I’m
surprised the doctor didn’t tell you!” she said, laying the very cold
instrument on my lower belly.


“He didn’t
speak much English, maybe he did tell me, and I didn’t know, because of the
language barrier.” I sighed.


“Too late
now!” she reasoned, as she moved a ball on the consul and clicked away.


She made
some appreciative noises... Blake was looking... I was looking, but I wasn’t
completely sure what I was seeing, I could make out a weird looking profile at
one stage... Oh. My. God!  Blake and I made a baby!


After a
little while, I looked at Blake who from his point of view was probably getting
a much better look; I realised that Blake was in some kind of awe.


“Okay, I
will be taking some further measurements next, but I want to show you your
bundle of joy.” She said... smiling.


Blake held
my hand tight... his awe was beginning to rub off on me.


“Okay, this
here is the gestational sac for baby one, and over here is the gestational sac
for baby two.” She explained.


“What?”
Blake suddenly verbalized... “Two?  We
have twins?” he asked.


“Yes.  Fraternal twins!” she confirmed.


Blake was
excited... I was somewhere between shocked and excited... and tremendously
scared.


Blake leant
in and kissed my forehead.  Pulling back
he said, “Babe, when we do things out of sync... we make sure we do a thorough
job!” and then he began to chuckle, kissing me firmly on the lips, before
sitting back down.


Dr Drake
pointed out faces and limbs, in addition to capturing their heart sounds for us
to hear; and she confirmed that we were around 12 weeks pregnant.  She gave us a couple of printouts of
different views, before making copies for our family members.


When I was
dressed, and sitting in a chair in her office, she finally gave me an
appointment schedule and informed me that the babies estimated due date was on
1st July.  She explained that twins often
came along premature, so I needed to be very conscious to keep my nutrition up
in order to give them the best chance if they were early.


Blake
promised my compliance.



 

Blake.


We’d gone
into the good doctor’s offices with no expectations of anything in particular,
and came out as expecting parents.


I was so
glad that I chose to go with Summer... I couldn’t
imagine not being there to find out about our
babies!  I was overwhelmed!


We were
sitting in a cafe not far from the doctor’s offices... Summer was talking to
Sally, who had met us there, and I was building up to ring my parents.


Summer had
at first looked like her world had collapsed when she found out about our
twins.  However, right now... she was
beaming.  I couldn’t believe how
beautiful she appeared to me in this moment... she was my Venus!


She’s carrying my children!


I was again
consumed... with desire... but mainly with love.  Suddenly it hit me... I knew what I needed to
do.


“Summer...”
I interrupted them; leaning across the space between us, “Marry me.”


“I already
said yes to that.” She smiled.


“No, you
said yes to be my wife!  Marry me...
let’s get married... as soon as we can! 
I want you to be my wife now!”  I
explained urgently.


“You’re
serious!” Summer said, her eyes opening, her eyebrows rising.


Sally’s
smile was huge, and so she covered it with her hand.  Her eyes remained big.


“Of course
I’m serious!” I reasoned passionately.


Sally
started laughing.


Summer
looked at her sister, “What about our families? 
What about the money?” she asked.


“I don’t
give a fuck about the money... and we’ll invite our family.” I said.  Yes,
this could work!


“I...”
Summer just stopped, flabbergasted.


“Come on Summer... don’t wait forever like me!  Besides, do you want to be fat in your
wedding photos?” Sally asked.


That got Summer’s attention.


“We can get
a license today... and we can work out a date with everyone after that.” I
argued.


“You
haven’t even told your parents about the babies!” she argued back.


“I think I
should tell them all the news at once.” I reasoned.


“I don’t
know... they may have heart attacks.” She smiled.


“Summer...
I want to take my wife to the
appointments... my wife to the
hospital.  I don’t want to be considered
less than your husband!” I reasoned. 


“Okay?” she
squeaked.


Sally
screamed, and hugged Summer fiercely... I moved in and
grabbed my woman away from her... pulling her up into my arms and kissing her
senseless.


*


By the end
of the weekend, despite Summer’s hectic schedule,
everyone knew about the twins... and they were ecstatic. We were getting
married on Saturday, 7th January... in a small family filled ceremony at a
charming venue in Centrepoint.  Debbie
and Max insisted on paying, and my Mom and Debbie were in charge of organizing
everything!


Julie was
to be my best man... Sally was the bridesmaid. 
Everything was to be low key and as Summer put
it... sweet!


Summer was
getting married in Winter... perfect!
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Summer.


On
Christmas eve, Blake and I were waiting on Sally and
Henry to show up at Debbie and Max’s, alongside everyone else.  Phoebe and Elspeth were already there asking
me again about the pregnancy, and again offering their assistance as aunties
once the babies arrived; as they both had been since the news was announced the
previous week.  I had always had contact
with the two of them, but it seemed this last week I was never off the phone
outside of bedtime with my family.  It
was driving Blake mad.


“You know,
I really want to thank you Summer.” Phoebe announced,
flopping down onto the couch beside me.


“Why’s
that?” I asked.


“For taking the pressure off me to reproduce and give Mom and Dad
grandchildren.”
She laughed.


“I second
that motion!” Elspeth cheered, raising her glass of wine.


I looked at
the two of them, grinning over at me. 
They had high profile careers and mega bucks incomes.  A family right now, or possibly ever, was way
off the mark for either of them.  They
were driven in a whole other direction.


“You two
have time left to have children... I would really liked to see you girls have
families of your own.” Debbie said, meandering in to present us with a platter
of cheeses and biscuits.


“Mom!”
Elspeth said warningly, “I have never been the domestic type... not that there
is anything wrong with that!” she clarified to me, before continuing. “I
really, really don’t want a family beyond what I have here!  I will thoroughly enjoy being an aunt!  I can categorically state that these kids
will be my outlet for anything motherly. 
It works out perfectly!” she explained.


Debbie put
on a pout and a sour face.


“I am
definitely on the same page!” Phoebe agreed. 
“I’m definitely keen to spoil these little brats and spend all my
motherly instinct on children I can hand back at the end of the day!” she
chuckled, touching my arm and smiling enthusiastically at me.


“I think
it’s time to formally adopt Summer and Sally so that I
really do have a true claim on their kids!” Debbie grumbled.  She appeared to be serious.


I just
baulked... Adopt?  Can that even happen?  I’m an adult!


“I think
you should!” Elspeth, a high flying corporate lawyer, agreed with a huge grin.


I
laughed... weakly!


Blake and
Max had been in Max’s den, discussing whatever ‘man’ things they were up
to.  As they left the room, I could see
Max shaking Blake’s hand and lean in to say something to Blake.  Blake pulled back, still clasping Max’s hand
and laughing heartily.





I was so
happy that Blake got on with Max... and Debbie. 
For all intents and purposes, they were my parents.  


Just before
I had turned eighteen, a letter came from Child Services, addressed to me - it
explained my rights as I exited the foster system.  When I had approached Max about it all, he
took one look at the letter, asked me if I wanted to continue on with them as
before; and when I said I did, he took the ‘offending letter’ as he referred to
it, over to the fireplace in the family room and set it alight.  It had made me cry, so he hugged me and told
me that I was his daughter regardless of birth... which of course made me cry
even more.


It was hard
to reconcile that that event happened only eight months before... so much had
happened and changed since then.  A whole
lifetime had occurred in the subsequent months.


*


Sally and
Henry rocked up at the house three hours late. 
Sally looked exhausted and her eyes looked puffy, like she’d been
crying.


Henry
looked agitated.


After
sitting down for dinner, we all retired to the Family room, where the Christmas
tree stood, and a warm fire was roaring.


Pulling
Sally aside, I moved in to ask her about her and Henry.


“What’s
going on?” I asked.


“What do
you mean?” she sighed.


“You and Henry!  Something is definitely wrong!”
I explained.


“Oh... it’s
nothing!” she answered, pouting slightly.


My eyebrows
shot up... nothing my ass!


“Do you
wanna try pulling the wool over someone else’s eyes Sal?  I mean I’m not stupid!” I argued in a fierce
whisper.


Sally
looked at me with sad eyes.


She sighed,
“Henry still isn’t ready to get married, and we’ve been fighting about it
non-stop.” She admitted.


“Not
because of me?” I asked worriedly.


“No... and yes!” Sally began. 
“I’ve been asking him to commit to a date for the last 6 months,
however, when you two announced your wedding date; he just kind of got all
worked up, like I was trying to make him uncomfortable about us not moving
forward.  The thing is, I hadn’t said
anything different from before; he’s the one that sees it all as a slap in the
face!” she looked up at me a little broken.


“I’m
sorry!” I said apologetically.


“No!” Sally
gasped, “Please don’t be sorry! I’m thrilled by your wedding and the
babies!  He’s the one that isn’t!” she
smiled.


“I want you
to be happy!” I explained.  I knew how
she felt about this... her greatest dream was to have a functional family of
her own.


“I will
be... he’ll come around eventually.” She smiled.



 

Blake.


I watched Summer mingle with her family and felt a huge warmth radiate
through my chest.  My girl... my woman...
was carrying my children, and wandering around talking to everyone she held
dear.  I wondered if she knew how
absolutely beautiful she looked right at that moment.


Sally and her were quietly discussing something.  The looks on their faces made it obvious it
was a slightly painful discussion.  I
wanted to go over and intervene, make things better, but just as I had decided
to move across to them, Henry sat beside me and addressed me.


“So...
you’re going to be a father and a married man!” he said.


I was
unsure about his tone... it was jovial, but there was an underlying current of
unease.


“Yeah man!”
I enthused.


“And you’re
okay with all of that?” he asked perplexed.


“Of course!  I did ask her!” I explained.


“Yeah, but
you don’t have to get married because she’s pregnant!” he stated.  He must of seen the incredulous face I was
presenting, because he added, “just saying!”


“I proposed
to Summer before we got pregnant... and sure, I sped up the wedding because of the
babies, but it wasn’t because I was trying to make an honest woman out of her
or anything.  I did it for completely
selfish reasons!” I explained, sitting further back into my seat.


“Oh!  Okay... I just find the whole marriage thing
scary... you know?” he chuckled nervously.


“Nah man...
can’t say I do!” I answered, taking a sip of my beer.  “I am so desperate to make sure that woman is
mine... I can’t stop thinking about it! 
And the fact that she’s carrying my kids just makes me even more
desperate!” I enthused.  It was true!  I wanted to be sure that everyone around us
knew that this woman was everything to me, that she would be my
everything forever!


“Good for
you!” Henry nodded.  His face still
carried a generous amount of confusion. 
Obviously he didn’t feel the same about Sally.  I couldn’t understand that... Sally was a
seriously gorgeous woman in her own right, and she was sweet, kind and a
domestic goddess as well.  She was the
whole package.  The guy needed to wake up
to himself.


“Sally’s a
keeper you know.” I risked saying.


“Hmmm...”
Henry mumbled, looking into his beer and guzzling the second half of it
promptly.  “You’re still in the honeymoon
stage of your relationship... things change after a while, you’ll see.” He
outlined bleakly.


I
laughed.  It was definitely not the
response he had expected; he looked at me like I was nuts.


“No way,” I
began, “I’ve been in love with Summer for 11 years;
and I’ve been manufacturing ways to get her to be mine for the last 4 of those
years.” I smiled.  “Now I’ve got her,
there’s no way I’m ever gonna question my decisions to be with her.” I
explained.


Henry
raised his eyebrows at my declaration.


“You and
me,” I said, indicating the two of us with the beer bottle in my hand, “We’re
cut from completely different cloth, I believe!” I offered.


“Obviously.” Henry replied bleakly, before getting up to go to the kitchen and
gather up another beer.


*


Christmas
morning was to be spent with Max and Debbie, as was the previous evening, but
from 10am, my parents would have us all to themselves,
alongside Julie and Helen.  It was going
to be the first time my parents had contact with Helen as anything more than
Julie’s friend.  


Since
Thanksgiving, they’d been working out their feelings about their daughter’s
outburst.  They were doing well... and it
probably helped that Summer was pregnant, which eliminated their whole lament
of Julie choosing a lifestyle which may make her not want to have a family,
though that wasn’t a deal set in concrete... she may find the right girl and
settle down.  Perhaps Helen was the right
girl!


Christmas
morning at Max’s and Debbie’s though was a riot!  Phoebe and Elspeth gave both of us joint
gifts of baby items and expensive gift vouchers for baby furniture and
supplies, from several up market baby boutique stores throughout the Manhattan
area.  The amount that they’d spent was
completely outrageous!  It was suffice to
say that we wouldn’t need to buy anything ourselves, and I hoped that my parents
had not also purchased anything, because the thunder had been completely stolen
right out from under them.


Summer and
I had limited each other to spend no more than $100 on each other.  I purchased for her three CDs that she had
been desperately wanting, alongside a vibrating handheld massager for her back
as she got heavier with our babies (which generated a lot of inappropriate
banter) and a tub of body butter, which she had been eyeing off in a catalogue.


Summer had
bought me a set of high quality brushes and an electric razor.  Then she leant into me and whispered.


“Your other
present is not for their eyes.” She suggestively said.


I grinned
stupidly.


“Come with
me.” She requested.


“Okay.” I
whispered back conspiratorially.


When we
rose, Max asked us to wait.


“There’s
another present for you Summer.” He said urgently.


“I’ll be
right back... I just have to show something to Blake.” She said.  Grabbing my hand and tugging me toward the
door.


Max’s
eyebrows rose, Debbie’s face broke into a smirk, as did Phoebe and Elspeth’s;
but Henry grimaced and Sally sat rigid.


“Get your
minds out of the gutter!” Summer laughed, before yanking my arm and pulling me
in the direction of the stairs.


As we
ascended the stairs, I leant into Summer to grumble,


“My mind
was completely in the gutter... now it’s just disappointed.”


She
chuckled, “Come on lover boy.” She said, pulling me into her old room, where we
had been sleeping.


She went to
our bags in the corner and pulled a little gift bag out, handing it to me.


“For me?”
I joked in a silly childlike voice.


“Yes!” she
laughed.


I looked
inside the top of the bag... It looked like leather, whatever it was.  I must’ve looked confused, because she told
me to pull them out.  My confusion fled
when I pulled out leather handcuffs, connected by a chain... rather, I started
getting a hard on... Fuck!


“Jesus
woman... you’ve undone me!  Can we use
them now?” I asked enthusiastically.


“No!” she
laughed.  “Later we can, tonight in your
bed!” she enthused.


“I’m going
to fucking explode between now and then you realize.” I lamented.  I was so turned on right at that moment.


“Rein it
in... we’re needed downstairs!” she argued.


If it
wasn’t for the fact that I knew what present awaited her, I would’ve made
everyone wait while I devoured every inch of her, while she lay cuffed to her
bed.


I growled,
and attempted to think of gross things to temper my arousal.


*


Summer
slumped back down in the seat we had vacated only moments before.  I sat beside her legs on the floor once more,
making sure to keep my own legs curled up as far as I could while I continued
to struggle with my thoughts.


“Okay,” Max
began, grabbing all of our attention. 
“The last presents are for Summer and Sally.”
He said, pulling out two tubes with ribbon tied around
the middle.  He gave the red ribboned
tube to Sally and the green ribboned tube to Summer.


Sally and Summer, seated next to each other, looked at each other and
opened the tubes simultaneously.


Pulling out
the papers held within, Sally gasped and placed her slender hand across her
mouth.  Summer squealed,


“Oh. My.
God... Oh my God!” she scanned the papers, her hands clenched and scrunching
the edges of the paper.


Sally’s
hands were shaking, the paper in her hands vibrating.


Summer
launched up out of her seat and screamed. 
Pelting across the small space between herself and Max and Debbie, who
sat opposite on a love seat under the window; in order to throw herself into
their arms.


“You really
want me?” she cried.


“Yes!” Max
croaked.  “You’re both my girls.”


Debbie
couldn’t talk, she just nodded and cried, holding
Summer fiercely.


Sally
walked tentatively over to the three of them and threw herself over the back of
Summer for a group hug.


I teared
up... as did everyone else, even the stoic Henry.


After
several minutes of hugging and crying, Summer stood up
and ran out of the room, coming back just as I was making my way out to be sure
she was alright.  She was carrying two
pens.


“Sal... here.” She said, handing a pen to her sister.


She whirled
around and slammed the papers in her hands down on the coffee table.  She furiously scrubbed tears from her eyes,
as I knelt beside her and placed my arm around her shoulders.


“I’m so...
happy, Blake!” She blurted out around her sobs.


I squeezed
her tight as she smoothed the papers she’d crumpled in her hands.


She signed
in every space that had a little sticky ‘signature required’ post it positioned
for her attention.  Then she threw down
the pen, grabbed my face in her hands and kissed me deeply.  After a minute or two of trying to devour me
(not that I was complaining), she jumped back up and dashed back over to Max
and Debbie... handing them the paperwork and declaring to everyone how much she
loved them all.  Sally followed suit.


Before we
left for my parents place, Summer had asked permission
to call Max and Debbie Mom and Dad, which of course established another round
of tears and kisses.  Summer was over the
moon... I was grinning like the Cheshire Cat... 2011
was the best year ever!


*


Actually,
2011 ended on a low... Henry, the asshole, hadn’t woken up to himself; rather,
he ran as fast as he could two days before the New Year... and the
circumstances had me wanting to find him and punch some sense into him.
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Sally.


It was her
day... she was no longer mine... I was no longer the centre of her
universe!  And despite being 15 weeks
pregnant with twins, she was still so small that if you didn’t know her, you’d
think she wasn’t pregnant at all... though her breasts were huge!  She was still more beautiful than ever.


Her silk
and chiffon ‘Champaign’ dress was exquisite. 
She chose Champaign as the color due to her inability to drink a glass
of it... it seemed fitting.


The dress
was sleeveless, with a heart shaped bodice of silk, and a gathered silk
waist.  The skirt extended only to her
knees, and below the waist, the dress had chiffon gauze softly falling over the
silk skirt in an ethereal combination; her bodice was supported by chiffon
shoulder straps that extended to fan across her breasts, finishing just below them.  


Her hair
was left out in a soft messy curl and she had blond highlights; tiny flowers
and diamantes were strategically assorted throughout.


Her makeup
was minimal and perfect.


She wore
simple little ballet-style slippers, ribbons lacing up her ankles.   


In her
hands, rather than carrying flowers, she carried a posy of colorful fake
butterflies.  It looked awesome... she
looked awesome!  The little fairy I had
conjured up all those years ago was real... she was stunning!


I carried
nothing... just wearing a simple black cocktail dress... as did Julie.


Blake wore
a dark grey three piece suit, white shirt and Champaign accents.


When he saw
her walking towards him... his face looked enchanted... she was full of magic,
and she was giving her magic to him now.


Adding to
the magical atmosphere were the tea lights, candles and fairy lights.


The wedding
was quiet and beautiful... I wanted it to
be mine!


*


I had been
feeling depressed for some time now... January was half over.  Henry left me just before New Years; after
the extensive happiness of Christmas, he plunged my bubble of light into the
depths of gloom, where it promptly burst. 
It was nearing three weeks since I was unceremoniously dumped for
another woman. 


The
numbness hadn’t gone.


I was
walking by rote...


Talking by
rote...


Working by
rote...


Nothing had
taste, nothing gave me satisfaction, I couldn’t really care... he was gone...
four years... he knew everything there was to know about me, and I wasn’t what
he wanted.  He wanted someone else.


Summer
visits weekly, but it doesn’t mean anything anymore... she is his now... she is
his heart now... mine is broken!


*


Breathe in,
breathe out... repeat!


Breathe in,
breathe out... repeat!


Tediousness... I lay in the darkness... and I
breathe.


*


Another
day, another shift...  nobody notices the
Morphine going missing... it is meant to be discarded, we don’t keep it once we
take what we need, but I pretend, write it up as discarded and pocket it.


I used to steal... I was good at it...
apparently I still am.


*


Considering
my weight, I worked out my lethal dosage, and added some... Sleep will come...
soon.


Breathe in,
breathe out... repeat!


No! Make it stop... no repeat... please!  I’m damaged... unwanted.


*


I write a
letter to Summer, telling her I love her, that I’m
sorry to cause her pain, and that I want her to go on to greater things!


It’s kind
of a lie... I don’t care... it’s just the right thing to say... my last
responsibility.  I ask her to love me
enough to understand.


I work... I
offer to countersign every restricted medication I can... they’ll know in the
end... by then it won’t matter anyway.


*


300mg...
Should be plenty...


I draw it
up.


It’s the
23rd January today... Henry’s birthday!


I turn off
all the heat in the condo.


I lay on
our bed... on my side of it of course.


I inject it
in my foot, so I have time to lie down and drift off.  I take off the tourniquet... 



 

So I lay there.


Breathe in,
breathe out... repeat.


Breathe in,
breathe out... repeat.


Breathe in,
breathe out... repeat.


Breathe
in... breathe out... repeat.


Drowsy...


Breathe
in... breathe out... repeat.


Sleepy...


Breathe
in... 


Breathe
out... 


Repeat...


No more...
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Blake.


She stares,
empty and silent… I had held her for hours while she vomited, screamed and
cried, in that order.  Her glassy eyes
simply stare now, as she lies on the floor where she first found out, next to a
wet patch on the floor, where she had emptied the contents of her stomach;
since which I had cleaned it up.


She stares…
at the candle I have lit on the windowsill. 


I feel
gutted… the churning that first appeared when she took the phone call drained
with her every purge; every scream; …every tear!  Now my insides feel as hollow as her eyes.  I move about in complete silence… trying to
make things easier for her.  But my soul
is rent as well.


These
feelings of desperate pain begin to parallel my emotions when I was five… after
Anthea… and now suddenly I remember everything she’d made me do.


I remember
the sound of her voice…


I remember
her promises…


I remember
her intimate touch…


I remember her taste… and I want to remove her once
again from my body; from the hold she had, the hold that I had removed and yet
in this grief, have allowed to resurface. 


I charge
down the hall, to my ‘studio’, I slam the door… I yell!  And I yell! 
And I yell!


I tear off
my shirt, and topless I begin to gather my paints and a canvas.


I paint…


I paint out my pain…


I paint for
hours!


I don’t
wait for the picture to dry… it is not art… it is pain!  I have purged it, and now I need to get rid
of it.  This pain does not belong in my
life… it does not belong here with Summer and I… It does not belong!


I grab the
pain and storm out of the room.  The
candle is at its end… Summer remains, empty on the floor… I briefly attend to
her to be sure she is still breathing… she looks dead!


She
breathes, she has a pulse, but her hollow eyes remain on the fading candle;
never blinking, like a fragile china dolls’ eyes… all glass and no substance.


I grab the
lighter I used for the candle; I hasten through the front door of our
apartment… down the stairs, out into the snow and away from the buildings.


I light up
my intense and searing pain and drop it to the ground.  I watch it burn… the oils ignite with ease.


I watch it burn!


Somewhere
in my mind it registers that I am cold… yet still I watch it all burn… burn
away.


I am
satisfied only when ashes remain… it all burned away fast… I think.


I return to
the apartment… light another candle, grab a blanket and two pillows off our bed
and lie next to Summer on the floor.


She doesn’t
move…


I hold her
regardless.



 

Summer.


The funeral
was on Friday, 27th January.  We’d found
her on the Wednesday; she hadn’t been to work... I got the call after Mom went
to see her after Sally’s work reported her as having missed another shift. I
was going to stay with her this weekend. 
I have an ultrasound on Monday.


I’m unable to comprehend this... this pain is
unyielding... I’m dying... but my babies... I can’t give up... I can’t give
up... and I can’t fix the hole in my gaping chest!  Why did you think I didn’t need you?



 

Blake.


Motherfucker! 
What’s he doing here?


I’m
enraged... My wife had been sitting in complete and utter despair, and then
confusion flittered across her face.  I
followed her gaze, and I saw Henry. 


I now see
Max... he’s reacting.  I see Debbie...
try to pull him back.  I see Max knock
Debbie’s hand aside.


He’s
stalking directly toward him, and his face is murderous.  This dark skinned man makes anger look
utterly terrifying.


I jump up
and run across to join in... I want to decimate this cock sucker too!


*


Max
absolutely cracked one across Henry’s jaw, before I even got there.  Not bad! 
It knocked Henry to the floor.


I managed
to get Max to momentarily back off.


Henry stood
up... he was babbling about how sorry he was... how confused he’d been... how
scared about forever he’d been... and how he’d planned on returning this week
coming.


I did a
double take... Holding back a screaming, swearing and murderous Max, I still
heard Henry quietly say he’d loved her, had broken up with his other chick and
was planning on returning to Sally.


One of
Sally’s workmates, a big guy, was now holding Max back.  He didn’t realize I had designs on this
fucker too... He should’ve held me back instead.


“Too fucking late cunt!” I shout, just before I knock him out and someone goes to Henry’s aid,
shouting out for 911.


*


The cops
are here now... Nobody’s talking, but someone is bound to say something soon.


Debbie has
taken Summer to the bathroom.


Max steps
up to me...


“It was
me!” he growls.


“What?” I’m
sporting busted knuckles... but so is he.


“It was me
who knocked him out!” Max hisses, so only I can hear.


“No fucking
way man... I’ll take the blame... it’s my stupid fault!” I respond.


Max isn’t
playing around... he grabs the front of my shirt and wrenches me to him... all
fury.


“It...
Was... Me!” he growls.  “You need to look
after my daughter and grandchildren.  Do
me a favor! Let me have this!” He looks in my eyes... he’s broken... “Please.”
He croaks.


“Okay.” I
agree.  He smoothes my shirt... smiles at
me and pats my shoulder before he goes over to the cops and hands himself in.


*


The weekend
was weird... we were staying with Debbie while Max was in the lock up for
grievous bodily harm.  My Dad’s a
solicitor... he’s organized the best guy from his firm to represent Max, since
Elspeth is all corporate and business law. 
But all weekend Max has been held, pending this charge... we’re not sure
how they’re able to keep him, but apparently he wants to be there... he’s
cooling down and needs distance.


But what
made things really weird was the women... amazingly, despite their initial
reaction... Summer and Debbie were both beginning to cheer up.


Summer told
me that it was because Sally got justice... that Henry got what was coming to
him.  They keep replaying that moment in
their conversations... applauding Max and I. 



Summer is
warming up again, after the shittiest week on record.  She turned to me on the Saturday night and
asked me to make love to her... I did... it was healing.


She did the
same on the Sunday night, except she didn’t ask, she just began kissing me in
bed, until I got turned on; and then, she proceeded to climb on my lap and fuck
me, until I took control of the situation and things got more strenuous.  I made her come... twice.  Admittedly, I had to muffle her cries and
mine by kissing her through them.


After
connecting on that deeper level... she cried.


“Summer...
I love you... tell me what to do?” I asked her.


“You’re
doing it.” She said, wiping her face.


“Okay...  Did I make you feel better?” I asked.


Then
unexpectedly, she giggled.


“Summer?”
I asked.


She laughed
with her head on my chest... her hand in mine. 
She looked up at me.


“When you
smashed Henry in the face... that’s when you did the right thing and made it
all better.  What you just did then...
always makes me feel better.” She smiled.


“Really?  I mean, you’re really happy about the other
day?” I questioned.


“Abso-fucking-lutely!” she
confirmed.  “That’s why Mom feels better
too.  We’re so proud of you guys.  You both made it all better.  Even if things will never
be perfect.” 



 

Summer.


The men had
made it better... not perfect, since I was still frozen in grief... but it was
decidedly bearable after what had happened.


It was
Monday 30th January - Blake and I were heading home after our ultrasound.
Classes had already begun last week, but with the week being the way it had
been, we’d missed everything after Wednesday’s call. 


My Mom (God, I would never get over saying that)
was expecting my Dad (sigh) to return later.


We had
decided to find out if at all possible the sex of the babies.  I was hoping for one of each... Blake was
hoping they were both girls.


I guess we
both got it wrong.


“Mr. and
Mrs. Austen... from what I can tell, you are having two boys.” The radiologist
said.


“Are you
sure?” Blake asked.  He was scrutinizing
the images.


“See this?”
the lady pointed. “That’s a scrotum.” She smiled.  “And this here is another...”


“Scrotum!”
Blake interrupted, but he was smiling.


“Are you
disappointed?” I asked.  I sounded like
I’d been crying… because I had.  I would
suddenly and unexpectedly burst into tears at any given moment.  It hadn’t even been a week.


“Of course
not!” he answered.  “I should’ve known
there was only ever going to be one of you... You broke the mold.” He chuckled
and I rolled my eyes... he was so corny!


I smiled...
“The first born boy should have Sal as his middle name.” I croaked.


Blake
stopped and looked at me... “Okay!” he said softly, leaning in to kiss me.  “Sal then.”


“Short for
Salvation... you know, Sal is short for salvation?” I said, wiping a tear from
my cheek.


“You suck
at naming...” Blake said giving me an incredulous look, attempting to make me
smile. “You can’t make it Salvation... he’ll hate it as he grows up.”


“No,
silly... we’ll know its short for
that... but it will just be Sal on his birth certificate, like a 1920’s
prohibition gangster!” I smiled... it was a done deal.


“Great...
he’ll be a criminal thug!” Blake joked.


*


It took me
months to feel right again, but even then I missed my sister… my friend and my
protector… I talked to her almost every day. 
Despite not believing in religion, I had to believe that somewhere, her
soul was listening.


It helped
that I had Blake, the boys growing inside me, and an extended family that
wouldn’t leave me alone.


Time… I
needed time!
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Blake.


Dropping
off Summer at the MacFarlane house was difficult; it
meant that I was leaving her for the week. 
We were at 36 weeks pregnant, and we had been told the babies could come
at any time from now.  I would be gone
all week till the following Saturday night with my art exhibition in Tribeca,
at the independent boutique gallery my lecturer had connections with; and I was
staying in New York to be in attendance. 
We had reasoned that it wasn’t so far to return if she did go into
labor.


Summer’s
pregnancy had been going well, although she worried about any stretch marks;
and so, much her beauty regime had focused on body butter concoctions that she
managed to get me to massage into her. 
She looked heavy for sure, but I marveled at the changes... she was so
God Damned beautiful!


We’d
completed our first year of college with decent marks... I had secured a
further scholarship... which was necessary, since the babies were sure to add
quite a lot of expense to our household. 
Summer had struggled more than I, but she still passed.  She did quite well in her favourite subjects
though.


Summer had
continued her tentative connection with Chloe who turned out, previously
unknown to me, to be a single mother a couple of years older than us; and now
Chloe was a fairly regular visitor, collecting Summer for classes, and sharing
with us her little bruiser of a girl on a regular basis, when visiting our
apartment and talking shop with Summer. 
Chloe was the ideal friend for Summer. Summer
now had someone to bounce her ideas off of for characters... dystopian
societies... crime sequences and romance. 
Of course Chloe now had this too, amongst talking about children.


My friend
Geoff was still Geoff.  He was still my
weekday off, Xbox partner!


He was also
cool to go to gym with... although he wasn’t as serious as me.


Now that I
was dragging all the bags inside the house for Summer’s
stay, I felt apprehension fill me.  We
hadn’t really been apart for the last year... apart for a couple of sporadic
days when I couldn’t follow her on location. 
We’d been through so much this year... horrible things and wonderful
things... I could get whiplash thinking about the events of the last year.  Summer was my best friend, my wife and the
mother of my children... I was going to be at a severe loss over the next week.  I swallowed down my anxiety and proceeded to
take the bags upstairs, hearing the excited voices of Debbie and Max with their
daughter coming from the kitchen.



 

Summer.


I was lying
on my right side, and had a pillow between my legs preventing the cramps and
knee rubbing that I hated having; I had another pillow under my right arm,
supporting my torso and heavy breasts... and then there were the two pillows
under my head supporting my fatigued brain inside my tired skull.  Blake was using the handheld vibrating
massager he gave me for Christmas on my lower back.  It made me smile... anyone outside the
bedroom hearing the hum of the device may confuse it with a vibrator used for
sexual purposes; coupled with my groans and moans, they’d definitely think we
were in the process of something a little naughty.  I began to giggle.


“What are
you laughing at?” Blake asked behind me.


I told him
and he laughed to.


“You have a
dirty mind... not everyone thinks like you do.” He reasoned, chuckling.


“Yeah...
right... aha!” I said sarcastically.


“I’m glad
you do though.” He said huskily, up close to my ear.


I’d gotten
rather uncomfortable and large... most people were shocked that I was having
twins, since they reckoned I was about as big as a single pregnancy, but since
I had an extra thirty-five pounds on my frame, and all around the middle
section, I felt like a blimp.  This had
caused some serious changes in our sex life. 
I was astounded that Blake still found me attractive... not that I was
complaining... I was horny right up until a couple of weeks ago... but now I
was just tired, cramp ridden and sore.  This last week had merged into a no go for
strenuous sex... I had kind of put a stop to anything past heavy petting, and
blow jobs.


I could
feel Blake’s hand snake around my hip and reach down to the front of my
panties.


“One for
the road?” he whispered in my ear.  I
felt my smile spreading across my face at the same time I felt his fingers
slide into my panties.


*


Blake was
gone a little later that morning.  It was
Sunday, and Mom and Dad were pampering me.


The heat
had started earlier this year, so I was wearing the bare essentials... bra,
panties and a long t-shirt.  I didn’t
care that my Dad could see my ass... he was respectfully ignoring my level of
dress... and Mom was wonderful... bringing me cool drinks of iced tea, and
forcing me to put my feet up.


I was glad
that I had come to stay with them, although I’d be on my own during the day
this week, since they’d be going to work.


Mom had
wasted no time in returning to work after I had left for college... she was one
of those people that desperately had to be busy all the time... and it was good
to see her have something to do that was making her happy, especially after
being the one to find Sally dead... she needed focus.
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Summer.


“So we’ll
be late coming home tonight darling.” Mom said over the phone.


“That’s
okay.” I replied.


Mom worked
in the same offices as Dad, although not for him... and a setback with one of
her boss’s clients had meant that she needed to work back another hour.  Dad would be waiting for her, catching up on
some of his own work, since they travelled to work together in Dad’s car.


“What do
you want us to get for dinner?” Mom asked... her voice apologetic.


“Um... you
know what?” I said


“What?” she
asked back.


“I’m gonna
cook something... I’m over take out!” I explained.  “Do you mind if I drive your car to the
shops?” I asked.


“I don’t
know...” she said nervously, “You shouldn’t be driving.”


“Oh, come
on... It’s just to the food store... I’ll be back in a jiffy, and Blake won’t
ever have to know!” I argued.


“Blake will
kill me if he found out!” she said.


“Look...
I’m taking your protests into consideration, and I’m doing it regardless... I’m
still a teenager... 19 remember?” I argued chuckling.  “I’m meant to be irresponsible... and I feel
fine today... it’s been a bit cooler, so I actually feel a little energized.” I
reasoned.


“Well I’m
saying no, and if you choose to stay home, we’ll order in when we get there.”
She replied, only a slight scolding detectable. 
She’d been pregnant before, she knew the incredible restlessness
pregnant ladies felt when they were bored.


“Okay...
your opposition is noted... I’ll see you both when you get here.” I said,
before we both said goodbye and hung up.


*


I just
needed to get some French bread sticks and some minced meat for a lasagna.  All the
other ingredients were in the pantry.  I
planned on making a fresh green salad for the side, and since there were still
plenty of ingredients left from Sunday, I didn’t require anything else.


I parked in
a space two rows back from the store, as it was nearest to the front doors of
the store that I could possibly get.  I
noticed that hellishly dark clouds had built up overhead and their impending
release was imminent.  I needed to get in
and out as quickly as possible, so that I didn’t get caught in the deluge;
easier said than done, once you considered my uncomfortable state.  I edged my way from behind the steering
wheel, and lumbered up from the car seat, closing the door behind me, and
leaning heavily on the side of the car, while I locked it with the remote.  I ambled into the cool confines of the food
store, making my way directly to the ingredients necessary, before returning to
the front of the store to pay for the groceries at the checkout.


I was
standing in line behind a man in a motorized wheel chair, who joked warmly with
me about how he should be a gentleman and give me his seat; when Jordan walked
through the front doors of the store.


My eyes
locked on him.  He looked good... I was
surprised!  He was still his handsome
self, and he’d muscled up even more.  He
was wearing khaki cargo shorts and a white, sleeveless muscle shirt, which
outlined his torso perfectly.  On his
head, hiding his hair was a ‘Boston Red
Sox’ cap.


I had last
heard about Jordan when Blake had refused to go ahead with any charges.  It had been an infuriating time, for the
police and his parents... it made me feel better though, and I knew Blake kind
of understood why Jordan had done what he did, and on top of it... Blake didn’t
want to cripple his former good friend’s chances for a future.


I expected
Jordan to walk straight past and completely ignore me... or even turn around
and walk quickly back out the doors.  I
didn’t expect him to stop dead in his tracks and stare at me... deep in the
eyes with a pained expression, before stumbling out of his shock and moving off
towards the back of the store.


After
paying for my groceries, I walked out of the store towards Mom’s car, unlocking
it remotely as I neared it.  Looking down
at the door handle to open the driver’s side door, I notice the front tire was
flat... and not just slightly down, but completely flat... the rim was down to
the bitumen.


“Shit!” I
shouted... not really caring who heard me. 
I couldn’t change a tire in my state, and I couldn’t drive it home like
this.  I slammed the door and walked
around to the passenger side, with the thought to go through the glove box and
get the details for roadside assistance.


“Summer?”
I heard from nearby.  It was Jordan, I
knew his voice anywhere.  He’d probably
come out of the store and been privy to my verbal outburst.


I looked
heavenward, then swiveled my head around to see him with a grocery bag in one
hand, cautiously approaching.


“Can I help
you?” he said, slowly inching forward.


I sighed...
“Flat tire, but it’s okay, I’ll call roadside for
help.” I replied.


“Don’t...
um... I’ll change it for you.” He said, coming up and looking down at the tire
nearest me, before heading to the other side and checking the driver’s
side.  He stood back and whistled.


“Did you go
through a set of spike strips?” he chuckled.


“No...” I
said, cautiously.  If Blake knew I was
talking to him... heck...! If any of my family knew I was talking to him... I’d
be chewed up, spit out and then yelled at!


“I thought
you were going to ignore me.” I said.


He winced,
“Um... I can’t have you standing there... helpless... like that!” he said,
waving his arm in my general direction. 
But he wouldn’t look at me.


“Oh...” I
trailed off.  He was trying to be nice...
a one off type of nice.


“Okay...”
he said, expiring a gush of air simultaneously.  “Let’s pop the trunk.”  He said.


I nodded
and placed the groceries and my purse on the passenger seat, and propped my
phone on the dashboard, while he opened the driver’s door and pulled the latch
for the trunk.


While
Jordan rustled around in the boot, I stood beside the rear of the car watching
him.  Then finally, after all the
warning... the clouds began dumping their burden down on us.


‘God Damn
it!” I shouted, about the same time as Jordan shouted,


“Ah crap!”


The rain
was an absolute deluge.  Jordan slammed
the trunk, closed the driver’s door and came back around to me.


“Grab your
groceries... I’ll drop you off.  You can
come back for the car in the morning, or get Max to get it later after the rain
eases.” He shouted over the noise of the pouring rain.


I just
nodded... it made sense.  I’d have to ask
him not to mention any of this to anyone though... it could get me into some
serious trouble.


I grabbed
the grocery bag and my purse, closed the door and pressed the remote to lock
the car up.


Jordan
gently held my elbow and steered me through the pouring rain to a dark blue SUV
parked in the next row, visible from my Mom’s car.  He assisted me up into the passenger’s seat,
before closing the door and running around to the driver’s side door, and
jumping in.


“Phew... what a storm!  Must be making up for all that
stinking hot weather we had for the last week.” He said, smiling.


I smiled
back... he was being regular Jordan... the Jordan I’d thought I fell in love
with years ago... but not enough to eclipse the love I’d always harbored for my
best friend and now husband  Blake.


“Okay...
let’s head off!” he said, clapping his hands together and rubbing them before
placing the keys in the ignition and turning his car over.


He looked
over his shoulder and backed out of his space, before changing gears and
driving off, his wipers swishing fiercely across his windshield.


“So what
are you doing now?” I asked, softly.


“LIU... Football scholarship.” He said, shrugging.


“Wow...
that’s so good!” I replied, but I could sense his unease.  He’d had better offers.


“Thanks.”
He mumbled, but quickly turned a smile on me.


“What are
you doing here?” I asked.


“I came
home for a few days, but I’m on my way back now.” He said, distractedly...
checking the traffic.


“Oh... good!” I said.


We lapsed
into silence.


*


I realised
something wasn’t quite right when Jordan didn’t slow down for my turn.


“Oh
Jordan... you’re gonna miss my turn.” I said, watching the turn come up and
then retreat behind us.


“Jordan?” I
asked nervously.


“It’s okay... just relax!” he said, busily watching the
traffic as we drove through the pouring rain. 


I couldn’t
relax... I was beginning to panic.


“Jordan...
what’s going on?” I said breathlessly.


“Summer!  Relax!” Jordan stated, as though we were
discussing non-consequential matters.


“Jordan...
I can’t relax... I need to go home!” I argued.


“I’m taking
you home!” he said.


I watched
every possible turn pass us by for the next several minutes.


I watched
him drive his SUV... no hurry... no turning around... just – onward.


“Jordan... whose home?” I squeaked.


He
sighed... “Summer... I love you! I’m not going to hurt you... so, just relax!” 


I
whimpered.


He turned
on his music... and ‘Rise Against’
started pumping out their brand of punk over the speakers.  I liked this band... I wondered if this
moment would change that.
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Blake.


I was
pacing... where the fuck was she?  


The police
were there... Debbie’s car was found at the grocery store.  Front tire slashed... Summer’s phone was left
on the dashboard.


CCTV showed
Summer in the store... she’d not been there long.  Nobody had approached her in the store.  Nothing had looked suspicious.


The
camera’s that were facing out to the car parking areas couldn’t show anything
really, beyond a grainy image of a man approaching the car, the boot going
up... presumably to pull out the spare, and then nothing... rain so heavy that
nothing could be seen.


“Where the
fuck is my wife?” I yelled.  Someone needed
to give me answers... I was going to tear this town apart any minute now.


I’d already
lost it earlier...


The panic
had gotten me to Northport in record time... without rising to anger... but the
moment I got there... I lapsed into a rage.


I’d kicked a
dent in my car door, punched another dent into the MacFarlane’s fridge and
threw a kitchen stool through their back door, lucky for them it was open...
and in addition to this; I had sworn, cursed and hollered till everyone around
me knew not to approach without some serious battle ready armor on.


I wasn’t
just seeing red... I wanted blood!


My face
must’ve been frightening.  Even the
police didn’t come near me.


My
breathing was accelerated... I felt like angry fire ants had nested in my
veins... I felt so tightly coiled at that moment that I was going to hurt
everyone in the immediate radius.


I’d already
mortally wounded Debbie... accusing her of stupid recklessness, and blaming her
for Summer’s disappearance.


I’d offered
to remove Max’s face if he tried to even stand up for his wife again.


I had
pushed my Dad so hard he made an impression on the MacFarlane’s wall in their
entranceway... and I’d made my Mom cry by telling her to shut the fuck up and
stop telling me to calm down.


I’d stalked
outside... I needed to punch something.


There
wasn’t anything satisfactory to punch... so in complete exasperation... I’d
collapsed on the grass and started to scream... and then I cried like a baby.



 

Summer.


It was
dark... I’d been crying so much that I couldn’t tell what was around me.  It was a street, cars were parked there, but
the houses were crowded in, not spaced out. I couldn’t make out distinct
colors... they blurred through the tears.


Stupid...
bloody... hormones!


If I
could’ve been more together, I could’ve known where I was and read street
signs... I hadn’t noticed which turns Jordan had made in his SUV.  Instead, I’d cried and lamented till I was
hoarse.  In addition to this, I’d been
stupid by wasting my energy thrashing about and punching the dash board and Jordan,
almost to the point that he nearly lost control of the vehicle and told me to
stop or he’d be forced to tie me up.  I’d
stopped hitting him, but continued to stomp my feet and pound on the dash.


I was
wasted.


I had no
doubt I was bulky and a little heavy. 
But Jordan lifted me... cradled in his arms... and carried me up three
flights of narrow stairs... unlocked and opened a door, and then carried me
awkwardly up another very narrow flight of stairs.  At the top was another door... it wasn’t
locked... it was propped open with something I couldn’t see.


He put me
down on my feet... turned around and closed the door at the top of the narrow
stairs.


“Come on Summer... let’s get you in the shower.” He said softly.


I
baulked... the little bit of strength that had returned since I’d stopped
thrashing about, allowed me to slap him hard across the face and shove him away
from me.


The dim
light and my waterlogged eyes stopped me from being able to see his face
clearly... but I could certainly hear his growl.


“You’ll
need to use the toilet... and you’ll need to have a shower!” he growled.  “Don’t make this difficult!” Jordan stated.


I couldn’t
speak... I was devastated.  He grabbed me
by the wrist and dragged me somewhere down a dark hallway to a bathroom.


I was like
a puppet on strings, waiting for the master to move me.  He turned the light on in his bathroom, and
then proceeded to remove my panties from under my dress... I fought him then...
slapping him away... yet still; he swiftly removed them and forced me to sit on
the toilet.  Then he walked out of the
room... leaving the door open.


The effect
of my boys pressing down on my bladder did the work of relieving me...
otherwise I would’ve held on to spite Jordan. 
I wiped myself through rote... but I remained seated... numb!


He came
back in... He grabbed my hands and pulled me up, despite my attempts to reef
them out of his grasp.  He dragged me
over to the shower... my feet were uncooperative; he was practically lifting me
off the floor.


“Now, it’s
been a shitty day... you need to take a shower before bed.” He started, lifting
the hem of my dress.


I’m not
sure where the strength came from that time, but I used the last of it
defending my honor in that moment.


I kicked,
screamed, scratched, punched and struggled for all I was worth.  I ended up lowered to the floor... Jordan
hovering over me, trying to protect himself... and for
whatever fucked up reason... me.


“Summer!” he screamed. 
“I won’t hurt you!”


I cried.


He ended up
running a bath and placing me in it fully clothed... except for my panties of
course.


I sat
there, the suds to my armpits... my face down. 
Defeated...


“Lift your
arms.” He said.


I wouldn’t.


Sighing...
he reached forward and forcefully pulled up my dress.  It was a really pretty dress... cotton...
blue and white with little butterflies and large flowers patterned across the
hem... and little bees with their little buzzing lines across it, making them
look as though they’d been bumbling above the flowers and butterflies, dancing
across the fabric.  It was a gift from
Julie.


Next my
bra... again I fought... he got wet... I became braless.


He handed
me a washcloth.  I sat dumbfounded.


“Either you
can wash yourself... or I can wash you!” he announced... sitting on the lid of
the toilet... watching me.


“Fuck you!”
I managed to rasp out.


He smiled.


“You’re
still beautiful... even with his bastard inside you!” Jordan chuckled.


I cried...
but when I started washing myself, he stepped out of the room... my dripping
clothes went with him.


He returned
a very short time later.


“Take your
time!” he said... your clothes are in the wash... I’ll dry them too, but you’ll
be without clothes for about an hour and a half.” He said.


I stayed...
I cleaned myself... I didn’t want him looking at me if I could help it.


*


An hour and
a half is a long time to sit in a bath with someone intermittently coming in to
stare at you.  Especially if you don’t
want them to stare at you... or to be near you... or to be in the same state,
country or world as you.


I wouldn’t
get out of the bath... so he pulled the plug out.


I still
wouldn’t get out of the bath; I just pathetically sat there with my hands over
my boobs, my belly covering up my nether regions in my seated position.


So he came
at me with a towel in his hands.


I winced...
but I got the hint... I grabbed the towel and put it over myself.  I tried to get up myself, to avoid his
contact... he still steadied me as I got out of the tub.


My vision
had cleared now... I was able to see him. 
He looked completely calm and unaffected.


The
bathroom was clean and tidy.  It
consisted of a toilet, vanity, shower and bath. 
There was a high window over the bath, which I couldn’t see out of.


“Come on Summer... I’ll put you to bed.” He said, attempting to steer
me out of the bathroom by my elbow.


“Clothes,”
I began frantically, my voice remained all raspy. “You said I could have my
clothes back!” I pleaded.


“Your
clothes are in the bedroom.” He said, nodding a direction to me and placing
more pressure on my elbow.


We walked
through the only other door in the hallway, and a large room with sloping
ceilings came into view.  He lived in an
attic.  It was a nice attic... for a
prison.


A
queen-sized bed was positioned under a window on the far side of the room.  The door entered in the middle of the room
between two built-in robes.


On the
right side of the bed was a small pile of folded clothes.  I went over to them.  My panties, bra and what looked like a
t-shirt.


I looked up
at him.


“You’ll
need your dress for tomorrow... you can wear one of my shirts tonight.” He
said.


I just
nodded.


*


He settled
me into the bed, and then he sat down beside me.  I wasn’t sure what I was expecting... but he
leant toward the window, put his hand around the headboard of the bed, and
pulled something rattling from behind it... My confusion made me stupid... I
was so bewildered that he managed to clasp the first cuff on my right wrist
without me struggling, and then I was bucking and kicking under the covers as
he successfully cuffed my left wrist.


“I can’t
have you attempting to get out while I shower.” He reasoned, as though nothing
was astray.  I looked at the chain,
attached to the bed somehow out of eyesight, and attached to a set of metal
cuffs that now contained my wrists.  The
chain gave me approximately three feet of movement.


He
retreated out of the door before I could resume kicking and thrashing.


By the time
he’d returned... the bed was a mess... and I was sitting on the floor.


He sighed
and proceeded to clean up the bed.
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Blake.


It’s been a
week!  Where is she? I’m no longer
angry... I’m struggling with fears that completely surpass my childhood trauma.


I’m at my
parents... in my room... I’m not eating... Julie sleeps on the floor next to my
bed, on a mattress she dragged in here.


My face has
a beard forming... my hair is turning into dreads... I don’t brush it... ever!


The police
can’t tell me anything... they’re hoping she’ll go into labor and turn up at a
hospital.


That would
mean that she has either run away, or is with someone who’ll treat her
respectfully... and if that was the case... why haven’t we been contacted?


I hold onto
hope... but the rope attached to it is burning my fingers as it tries to pull
away.



 

Summer.


Jordan
keeps my wrists handcuffed at all times that he isn’t able to monitor me
closely.


When he
goes out...


When he
uses the toilet...


When he
showers...


When we
sleep... together...


I have
bruises around my wrists, but the cuts have healed... since he started wrapping
my wrists like a boxer.


He snuggles
up to me at night like he used to when we were a couple.  I cringe, but I still sleep... I’m too tired
now.


He kisses
me frequently... little quick kisses that he steals when I am falling asleep,
or waking up, or walking past him.  His
favourite is to kiss me on the back of the neck... I just don’t care anymore...
I need to work out how I’m going to get out of here with my babies... in one
piece!


He is
always touching me... holding my hand... brushing his fingers through my
hair... massaging my feet.


He tells me
he loves me so many times in any given day, that I don’t doubt it one bit.  Till now, I’ve talked rarely.


Today I
need to ask him a question... and I’m terrified about the answer.


“How long
did you plan this?” I ask.


“No plan...
it was totally opportunistic!” he says, eating his pizza.


I give him
an incredulous look.


“No... seriously!” he says, nodding.


“If it was
opportunistic, how come you have the cuffs in the bedroom?” I ask.


He laughs
at that.


“The chain
is from Redmond’s leash.  I had to send
him home because he couldn’t stay living with me in such close confines... and
the cuffs are from Veronica.” He explains.


Redmond was
his dog!  So... right now I’m thinking he
must’ve put the cuff and chain shit together when I was sitting in the bath the
first night... I don’t know why, but it makes me feel better that he didn’t
have the setup ready when I got here.  It
might mean he didn’t intend to have me here in the first place.  Perhaps he’ll let me go... eventually?


Then
there’s the girl he mentioned...


“Who’s
Veronica?” I ask.


“A girl I
was fucking over the Spring break... she was a bit kinky.” He answers, winking
and smiling at me.


“She didn’t
work out?” I ask, thinking that if she was still on the scene, she may find me
here when she returned.


“I don’t do
girlfriends Summer.” He replies flatly.  He makes it perfectly clear that I broke his
heart with the look he throws at me in that moment.


Jordan’s a
good looking guy... heck, if he hadn’t kidnapped me, I’d call him hot!  He still had those smoldering dark brown
eyes; the chestnut messy hair and the smattering of freckles that make him look
innocent and harmless.  He was muscled as
all heck and tall! He used to be so sweet and nice... so many girls would be
interested in that.  Then I realize how
fucked up this all is... he’s a mental case! 
And so I return to my line of questioning.


“Explain
opportunistic!” I demand, the words coming out more angry than I had thought
I’d felt.


He looks
wide eyed at me, at first taken aback... then he smiles a huge smile, wipes his
mouth on a napkin, stands up and takes both our plates to the sink, and washes
his hands.  He turns around and leans up
against the sink.  He places his hands on
the sink either side of his hips and looks at me.  


“I really
was going home after seeing my parents.” He begins.


“I was
stopped at the lights, and you turned in front of me to go into the grocery
store.  I was mesmerized by you... I had
to see you again.  So, when the lights
turned green, I almost caused a crash and turned to follow you.  I parked almost opposite you and watched you
get out of your car.”  He looks me up and
down, spending more time on my breasts, before waving a hand at me like he is
showcasing my wares.


“You were
pregnant!  But way further along than I
thought when I’d seen your recent modeling photos.  I heard about you getting married, and I saw
some photo’s online... but you didn’t look pregnant at your wedding!  I had till that moment thought you’d gotten
pregnant after your wedding.  But
no!  He’d obviously knocked you up before
that!” he chuckles inwardly... “I couldn’t believe you’d let him fuck you
without protection, given all your talk about using condoms every time with
me... so I sat there, watching you, and thinking about how stupid I was!  I should’ve knocked you up and it would’ve
been me that you’d married.” He runs a hand over his chin; his eyes are narrow
on me.  He breathes...


“It made me
angry... so I hopped out and went around your car and slashed your driver’s
side tire.  I went into the store, and
then I almost fucked everything up right then and there; because I just felt so
overwhelmed looking at you, that I was right back at the day you broke my
heart.  I went and grabbed a bag of
chips, bought them and then made my way back out.”  He explains.


Unsure of
what to say, I say nothing and let him continue.


“I had
thought to force you into my vehicle at that moment, after you worked out the
tire was slashed.  But I realised that
was stupid, because people would see it happen and I’d get caught.  So I made everything up on the spot, as
things happened, you know...?”


“The best
thing about it all was that all the things that could’ve conspired against me
didn’t!  Everything worked in my
favor!  The rain and the fact that you
were in distress and needed help... I couldn’t have planned all that.” He
chuckles.  “It was meant to happen...  I was meant to see you and take you
home...  You are meant to be with me!” he
reasons and shrugs, a big smile spreading over his face.


I can’t
believe it... if I had’ve stayed home, none of this would’ve happened.  I want to cry.


“Jordan...
this is so fucked up!  I’m due to deliver
at any time!  You’ll be caught... and
your whole life will be fucked up... forever!” I stress.


“I’ll help
you have the baby.” He says.


I feel my hope crack in two pieces in that
moment and fall to the floor.


“What does
that even mean?” I say, my voice rising with incredulity.


“Women have
been having babies at home since time began!” he reasons.


I stand
shaking... I have a birth plan!  I have a
loving, wonderful husband, wanting to see his sons born... I have chosen an
epidural, I have no doubt the pain will cause me to behave a bit psycho!


“I am
having twins!  Twins, Jordan!” I
seethe.  “I’m not deluding myself that I
want a home birth!  I do not want to push
two babies out of my vagina by myself!” I shout.


There is something hugely fucking wrong with
this man!


He does me
the courtesy of blanching.


“Shit...
I’m sorry... but I’m doing my best here!” he reasons, his shoulders slumping.


I burst
into tears.


“Don’t cry Summer... I love you! I’ll think of something... I promise!”
he says, coming over and holding me.


I just let
him... I don’t care who holds me right now... even my captor.  I am now faced with birthing twins without
Blake, pain relief or pediatric care.  I
am completely and utterly confounded! 
I’m slipping into a stupor. 


Jordan
holds my face in his hands... I can’t make out what he is saying... I can’t
comprehend stuff right now.  


I feel his
face move up to mine... feel his lips move on mine... feel him kissing me,
sweetly like he used to... and I can’t move...


*


I can’t
believe I’m merely grateful that Jordan didn’t go all the way with me, just
kissed me and held me like he was a kid in Middle School exploring things; I
should be horrified that he even touched me. 
He didn’t care that I didn’t respond... I mean, it must’ve been like
kissing and holding a dead person.


He has
returned to the bedroom after going to the bathroom to have a shower.  I don’t doubt he spent the time pulling
himself off... he was sporting an erection when he left me, attaching me to the
bed first. 


“Come on Summer... let’s get you ready for bed too.” He says, leaning
across the top of me to undo the cuffs.


He pulls me
up into a seated position, and begins to undo the bandages around my wrists.


I am
watching him caressing my bruised right wrist, tenderly touching the marks with
shaking hands.  I am suddenly incensed
that he feels he has a right to touch me.


“I don’t
love you Jordan... I don’t want to be with you!” I say emphatically.


He looks me
in the eyes and smiles, “You will... I’ll help you forget him.” He says, moving
onto my left wrist.


“By raping me?” I ask indignantly.


Jordan
jerks back, but remains holding my left wrist.


“I have no
intention of raping you.” He categorically states.


“What is
all that then?” I ask, jerking my head toward the bed in reference to the
touching and kissing.


He looks
incredulously at me, before saying, “Your definition of rape is very different
to mine... my cock hasn’t touched any part of you!  And my hands haven’t gone anywhere near your
vagina, or your boobs for that matter.” He reasons.


It is true,
but I think he is merely leading up to wanting more.  His touching is intimate in its intention...
he knows that it is.


“You want
to though!” I accuse him.


“Of course!  But until you’re no longer pregnant with his
kids, I won’t!” he counters.


I begin to
cry at that moment... the thought of giving birth to my boys, and then having
to live with him in these confines, chained to the bed and trying to look after
my babies... it’s so impossibly fucked up, I can’t believe he can contemplate
that there is anything correct about his scenarios.


“Summer...
I really, really do love you.  You used
to love me... you will love me again, and you’ll want me to make love to you
then.” He reasons.


I just cry harder.


Jordan is
hugging me, and then he jumps back and giggles. 
I look at him like he’s more than disturbed; he’s fucking out of his
skull MAD!


He’s still
smiling, rubbing my belly.  He’s never
touched my belly before, sticking to my back. 
My breasts, belly and pussy have all been no go zones before.  Now he’s got both hands firmly plastered on
my stomach.


“Little
bastard kicked me.” He laughs.


‘That’s because he wants to bash your head in
for his Dad!’  I think.


Jordan’s
face is the picture of wonder... just
fucking great... he’s getting over his aversion to Blake’s offspring!  I’m left wondering how long it will be till
he deludes himself into thinking that they’re in fact his kids. 


“Come on
guys... let’s get Mom into the shower.” He tells my belly.  Fucking
amazing!  The answer to my previous
query is two seconds... it took him two bloody seconds to go from aversion to
ownership of the boys.
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Blake.


Surely this
couldn’t go on.  We had all... every one
of us; lost the fight... we were walking zombies!


My entire family were in so much distress that we couldn’t work... or
clean clothes, or do the shopping, or even shower often enough.


Two fucking
weeks...


My wife...
my beautiful Summer!


My boys... Felix Sal and Kane Blake Austen!


I cry all
the time.  I’m surprised I haven’t lost
more condition!  Except, when I’m not
crying... I’m bashing the hell out of the punching bag downstairs.  It was originally set up for me as an
adolescent, when I couldn’t deal with the residual emotions of sexual
abuse.  Now I use it to help me refrain
from killing the only people that I have left to love.


Come home Summer... I
love you... I miss you... I’m dying without you!



 

Summer.


I’m now two
days shy of being 39 weeks pregnant.  I
miss Blake so much my body is almost always in some form of a catatonic
state.  Jordan takes this as compliance
and a willingness to be with him.


His kisses
have escalated... 


He likes to
allow his fingers to softly wander under the shirts that I wear at night, his
shirts... over my shoulders, down my bare back, back around and over my belly,
skirting across the top of the elastic in my panties, and then back to trace
over the curves of my butt, and then down my legs...


I should
hate him...


I should
want to destroy him...


But apart
from the disgust that I feel when he touches me in his intimate ways, I just
feel so fucking sorry for him!  He is
monumentally fucked up!  I know he thinks
we can be together forever... raise these boys together like they were his...
become a family!


I’ll never
belong to him.


I dream of
Blake... I dream of him loving me, and I cry when I wake after those dreams.


Right now,
I feel the need to go to the toilet. 
This happens every night.


“Jordan?” I
call out.


Groggily he
replies from behind me, where he is sleeping curled up to my back, “toilet?”


“Yes.” I
reply.  WTF... what else would I possibly be asking for anyway?


He hops off
his side of the bed... grabs the key and comes around my side to unlock the
cuffs.  I inhale sharply as deep-set pain
radiates from my lower back, and across my stomach.


“Arr...” I verbalize.


“Summer?”
Jordan asks.


“Get these
things off me... I think my bladder’s about to explode!” I shout, but I know
what’s happening... and I’m scared, really scared!


Jordan
fumbles a little, before undoing the cuffs and lifting me up; carrying me
quickly to the bathroom.  As we turn to
enter the bathroom, a gush of water flushes from between my legs, followed by
another.


“Fuck!”
Jordan shouts.  He’s not stupid.  Psychologically fucked up... yes! But not
stupid!


“You’re
going into labor!” he tells me.


“No Fuck!”
I say sarcastically...


*


Four hours
into this nightmare and I’m in waves of pain... less than five minutes apart.


I scream as
the next wave overwhelms me... I feel like the boys have taken chainsaws and
begun to carve their way out of me in a reverse caesarean section.


The bliss
between each contraction though is intensely beautiful... I use this time to
zone out.


At the
beginning of this, Jordan was all good. 
Now he can’t stand to see me in pain. 
He is wandering aimlessly after each contraction... his hands are in his
hair at the back of his head.


Another
contraction is building... my cries are accompanied by tears of complete fear
and desperation... “Please Jordan... please... Please... PLEASE... PLEASE!!!” 


I asked him
earlier to take me to a hospital... now I just say please.


Twenty
minutes more, and Jordan is crying...


“I’m so
sorry Summer... I’m so stupid... but I love you so
damned much!” he says, putting his forehead on mine and looking deeply into my
eyes.


I can tell
that he is sorry... that his insides are all churned up... that he needs help!


“Please
Jordan... phone for help.” I plead as the wave ends.  “I promise I’ll be so grateful...
forever!  I understand you’ll get into
trouble, but if you really do love me... you’ll let me go to the hospital and
get help... you’ll let me go!” I reason.


He reaches
his face forward, and kisses me... as passionately as one can when the
recipient refuses to return the kiss.


Another
wave is building.  He is pulling away and
I can see the tears in his eyes.


“You were
meant to be with me... I loved you first... I love you the most and I’ll never
get over you!” he sobs.


I am not
going to tell him how wrong he is... it’s not the time.


The pain is
beginning to take my breath away; he mumbles something and kisses my mouth
again... I recognize it as a kiss of goodbye.


I ride the
next wave as he fumbles to unlock his phone and dial a number.


“Paramedics
and Police...” he looks at me with such pain in his eyes that I hope he will
get the right help... I don’t hate him... I hope they won’t hurt him.


“It’s
extremely urgent!” he begins... his voice catching.  “I need to turn myself in for the kidnapping
of Summer Rog... um... Austen...Summer Austen.” He
sighs, slumping down next to me.  I place
my hand on his shoulder and squeeze, despite my enduring pain, I want to
encourage him to go through with it and get me home.


I am on the
couch, on my left side, and he is slumped on the floor immediately in front of
me.  His back is to me... He’s shaking...
his dreams are shattering, and he’s about to face the music!


“Thank
you.” I say as bliss returns fleetingly.


He’s giving
his number and address to the operator. 
The operator must be asking him if he has any weapons in the apartment.


“No, no
weapons, just us.” He says in defeat.


He rushes
down the stairs to unlock his apartment door for the police and paramedics,
just moments before another wave of pain overtakes my body.


I begin to
pant and scream.  He’s back in front of
me, leaning over me and soothing my forehead.


“No, she’s
screaming because she’s in labor... please hurry!” I hear him say, before my
screaming gets too loud.
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Blake.


“BLAKE...
BLAKE!!!” My Mom burst through the door.


I was
drowsy from an intense anger-fest the previous evening... it had lasted until
well into the morning.


“What!”  I moaned... and then I realised... Mom was
shouting at me in an excited and intense way... What. The. Fuck!


I sat up
suddenly, almost colliding with her as she jumped onto my bed.


“Where is she!” I shouted.


“North
Shore!” she replied... tears streaming down her face.


Julie was
already pulling clothes out of my drawers and throwing them at me.


“Get
dressed... I’ll get my car out!” she demanded.


I threw
whatever the fuck Julie had thrown my way onto my body.  Julie slept in modest pajamas, since she had
started sleeping in my room to keep an eye on me, so she was covered... but I
didn’t suppose boxers were a good way to storm a hospital.


I ran down
the stairs and out the front door.  Julie
pulled the car up to me.  Mom was behind
me shoving my electric razor into my hands.


“I should
drive!” I shouted through the closed window.


“GET IN THE
FUCKING CAR BLAKE!” Julie screamed at me.


I wasn’t
about to argue with her now... she had that no nonsense look about her.


*


Julie was a
fucking psycho driver!  A forty minute drive in twenty-five minutes!  I was grateful... If she had’ve tried to go
slower, I would’ve lost it!  Despite
this, I thought I’d nearly cut myself with my electric razor she was driving so
fucking crazy!  And I was shocked that
there were no cops around.


The moment
she drove up to the entrance area, I jumped out and didn’t even bother to check
her leave to drive off to go park the car.


The
adrenalin that had fuelled my body in the car into fits of uncontrollable
shaking now realised its potential.  I
could’ve won a medal in the Olympics for my sprint through the corridors of the
hospital.


The
maternity ward had police and nursing staff talking at the desk.  It was true then.  She was here! 
I rushed desperately to the nurses’ station.


One of the
nurses behind the desk turned to me.


“Can I help
you?” she asked... she looked wary... I probably looked like a freak in my
wrinkled mismatched clothes, unkempt hair and no shoes.


“Summer...
my wife, she’s here.” I frantically explained.


She looked
at me like I was a loon.


A police
officer stepped up, “ID, son.” He asked.


“I didn’t
think to grab it!” I said.  “I ran out
the fucking door the moment I found out!” I reasoned.


“Then
you’ll just have to wait here!” he replied. 
He went to turn away and talk into his radio.


“NO FUCKING
WAY!” I screamed, and grabbed his arm. 
“I WANT TO SEE MY WIFE!”


The police
officer snapped back and pulled out a taser gun... pointing it at my chest.


“You’ll do
as I say, or you’ll be tasered Sir!” he threatened.


He gave me
that look that told me he didn’t give a fuck what I said, or who I thought I
was... he’d drop me the moment I made any move.


I was just
about to force myself through him and risk a flogging... or a tasering... when
one of the detectives handling Summer’s case came
around the corner.  I couldn’t remember
his name... I was too focused on getting through to see my wife.


“What’s
going on here?” he said... “Who’s shouting?” he demanded.  Then his eyes met mine and he recognised me.


“Jesus,
son... you look like shit!” he stated. 
“Stand down Tony... this is the husband.”


The officer
still didn’t look convinced.


“You look
like a homeless person!” the detective explained to me.


“I am,” I
croaked.  “Where’s my wife...?  She’s my home!” I cried.


Clasping me
by my right shoulder, he led me to a suite where I could hear a woman’s screams
and the cries of a baby.


*


Felix had
already arrived, and he was being checked out by the medical staff.


I looked
over at my beautiful Summer, in so much obvious pain... tears fell from my
eyes... she was attempting to crawl up off the bed, screaming... she had
obviously not had that epidural or any pain medication for that matter... but
she was alive... my boys were alive.  She
saw me being pulled closer to the bed by a nurse.


“Blake!”
she screamed.  “Blake!” she repeated,
holding her arm out.


“We need
you to focus Summer... Just one more push, and he’ll
be out!” the female doctor between her legs said.


Summer was
ignoring the woman... her face was the picture of pain... she was sobbing... I
rushed the few feet left between us.


I was in
tears too.  I dropped my torso to her,
grabbed her face and kissed her fiercely. 
She had an IV in her hand, and it was caught around me.  I went to dislodge it, but she held me
against her.


“Don’t go!”
she frantically pleaded in the high pitched voice of desperation.


I choked...
“I’m not going anywhere.” I forced out of my dry throat, past the huge ball
lodged there.


“Summer,
work with me here... let’s get this baby out on the next contraction, and then
we can put your family back together.” The doctor said sternly, yet somehow
kindly.


I got to
witness Kane being born... while I held my wife’s hand for the first time in
weeks.
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Summer.


“Felix!” I
snapped at my precocious six-year-old. 
He had painted a huge monster on his bedroom wall with Blake’s oil
paints.


He had then
proceeded to run down the hall shouting abuse at his brother, Kane, for
‘dobbing.’


Felix was
the complete picture of a younger Blake... apart from his eyes, which were like
mine.  In addition to this, just like his
Daddy, he loved to paint!  One could only
hope he would get better!


Funnily
enough, Kane was almost another Blake lookalike... There was no doubting the
paternal parentage of those two boys! 
However... he had Julie’s hair, and again, he had my eyes.  The boys looked very much like each other...
there would be no confusion that they were siblings!


Kane’s
strength leant towards the musical persuasion... he’d wanted to learn the
guitar from the age of four.


I had let
him start at aged five.  He was already
exceptional at the instrument... ‘Gifted’, his music teacher had praised.


I rounded
the fourth and last door of the hallway and made my way to the art studio.


“Blake!” I
called out... walking in to the studio.


I paced
around some of the paintings but I couldn’t see him.


“Blake!” I
called out again.


I felt the
warm heat of his breath at the back of my neck... it sent ripples of desire
through my body.


“You
called!” Blake said, nuzzling my neck behind my ear.


“Your son
painted his wall again.” I said, turning around to confront my husband face to
face.


“My son?!”
he clarified with a chuckle.


“Yes, your
son!” I confirmed, poking him in the chest.


“Let’s
leave it there.” He said, shrugging and pulling my hips forward to crash into
him; before leaning in to kiss my throat.


“Why?” I
asked, attempting to calm the sensations he was causing me to experience.


Blake
looked up, pulling me towards him even tighter... into his growing erection...
oh dear!  He smirked at me, 


“He just
keeps painting things there anyway, it’ll just be something else next time if
we remove it... so, 
let’s just leave it!  He’ll
get sick of it soon enough, and that way, maybe he’ll learn his lesson!” Blake
reasoned.


“It’s on
your head then Mr. Austen!” I argued.


“It always
is when those two do something wrong!” he chuckled, leaning back down to
flutter kisses across my jawbone and towards my ear.


“As it should be!” I laughed disjointedly... he was affecting me.


He’d
stepped to one side and dropped his hand so that it could pull the front of my
skirt up and access the front of my panties.


“Blake!” I
scowled and hit his hand away.  “The boys
could run in and see you!”


He gave me
a cheeky grin.


“When do
Nan and Pop come to get them?” Blake asked. 
Smoothing my skirt down, but paying particular
attention to my mound.


I looked up
at the clock on his wall, “Shit! Now!” I said, and
pushed out of his arms before running out of the room.


Mom and Dad
were already in the living room, I could hear them asking the boys to grab
their bags.


I went
straight to them and gave them kisses.


“Sorry, I
was out the back with Blake.” I said breathlessly.


Mom smiled
and gave me a knowing look.  It was
obscene the amount of attention my husband gave me in public.  Everyone wouldn’t hesitate to guess that he
was very sexual in private.


Mom and Dad
had easily forgiven Blake after my return from being kidnapped... they could
understand... so, life eventually went on like Blake hadn’t even hurt anyone’s
feelings.


“Debbie!
Max!” Blake hollered from behind me.


Mom went in
for a hug from him, and Dad a healthy handshake!


I walked
back to the boy’s bedroom, and grabbed their bags.


It was a
tradition since the boys were 3-years-old, to have them spend two weeks during
the Summer break with my parents, their Nan and Pop...
and another two weeks with Blake’s parents, their Grandma and Grandpa.  On the middle weekend, Blake and I would go
to see the boys and our families.


Apart from
Christmas which was spent with us in New York, with everyone... the other
holidays were spent in whatever capacity the three families could manage...
together!  This now included Julie and
her partner Carly, a gorgeous Puerto Rican girl that she had committed to two
years previously; and Elspeth and Phoebe... both still unmarried and committed
to their careers.  All the Aunties
spoiled the boys’ silly.


*


Living in
New York had its perks.  After a year of
absence, I had returned to modeling part-time, which I continued.  I had finished college and obtained my degree
in English Lit., and in recent years had successfully authored several
fictional YA stories; I wasn’t a big name or anything, I earned better money from
modeling, but I was doing something I liked and it made me happy.  Blake earned the greater portion of our
finances... he had a regular and successful exhibition at our local art
gallery, and he had a great gig illustrating children’s books.


Jordan had
pleaded not guilty on the grounds of insanity... He was sentenced, but he was
sentenced to a psychiatric unit.  I don’t
know what happened to him, I couldn’t spend any energy on that part of my life.  I hoped that he did get help though... Blake
still wanted to kill him... that would never change.  I still felt sorry for him... all that
potential, fucked up!


*


Mom and Dad
stayed for some lunch, but they adored the boys... and they always were keen to
get them home and have them to themselves. 
Especially now that they were semi retired.  So they left promptly after lunch.


I moved
back through the townhouse after the boys had gone, cleaning as I went.  Blake’s and my clean ways had yet to rub off
on our progeny.


Blake had
been talking for two years about trying for a girl... The gap with the boys
would be a little big, but since we were only 25 years old, and were still so
young, I had finally acquiesced a month ago. 
This was our first month off the pill. 


And of
course, with the fire that remained burning between Blake and I; it would be no time at all before he managed to succeed
in putting a bun in the proverbial oven. 
Blake was always telling me that he could never get enough of me... he
reasoned it with losing me and then getting a second chance after I
returned.  I guess I feel the same... life’s short!  It
helped that my husband was a Fucking Hot
Man!



 

Blake.


She was
scooting around cleaning up after the boys... 


I love grandparent month... I get to fuck her
whenever I want... and right now... I want!


I had
already indicated I was on the prowl for her; I’d tried to cop a feel in the
art studio, and I knew she felt my arousal.


I wanted
another child... I was after a little girl like Summer,
and I was hankering to get that trying for a baby thing happening!  The last time we fell pregnant was a glorious
accident... this time there’ll be no accident about it!  


Summer had
had a traumatic time birthing the boys, and of course the surrounding issues
were hard to subtract from the whole experience, so she had taken years to
convince.  She was also frightened at the
prospects of having another set of twins. 
I was hoping for only one this time too. 
Twins are fucking hard work! 
However, since the boys were older now, hopefully they’d be good big
brothers.


I followed
her down the hallway to the boy’s room, but before she got there I reached out
for her and pulled her back into my arms, turning her around so I could look at
her.


“Hello.” I
said.


“Hi!” she
said coyly, biting her bottom lip.


She’s so pretty... so insanely gorgeous to
me... my heart just speeds up every time I think of being with her!  


I think she’s even more beautiful than she used
to be.  


At
twenty-five, she’d truly grown into a woman. 
The boys didn’t destroy her body like she’d worried about during her
pregnancy.  The curves that she developed
from the pregnancy were sinfully sexy!


She was
wearing a pretty little pink buttoned up blouse, and a short and sweet, white,
flouncy skirt.


“You must
be hot!” I said, pulling at the hem of her shirt.


“Why?” she
asked, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.


“Because you have too many clothes on!” I complained, leaning into her.


“Whose
fault is that?” she asked, throwing her head back to look me dead straight in
the eyes.


I smiled
excitedly and began to undo the buttons of her blouse... slowly, one by one!


She did
nothing... just stood there waiting for me to open her blouse.  She’d dressed for the occasion.


Her breasts
were being held up by the sexiest bra I’d ever laid eyes on... and it was
definitely new!  A
lusty purple color... with a sateen lower cup that pushed her breasts up; and a
shear lace upper cup that held her nipples in, but otherwise did nothing to
hide them.  The twin straps had
tiny bows at the tops of the cups.


I slid her
blouse over her shoulders and down her arms, allowing it to fall behind her on
the floor.


I looked
into her eyes... they were smoldering... she was horny as hell!  But she was going to let me go at my pace...
for now.


I unzipped
her skirt at the side, and allowed it to fall to the floor.  Her panties matched her bra... a see through,
lacy, low riding hipster thong... Fuck!


I had
intended to take things slow, but I wanted what was being promised... I knew
the quality of the goods... I wasn’t waiting around.


I grabbed
her up and cradled her in my arms... her arms went around my neck as I carried
her to our bedroom.  We’d get a chance to
rechristen the rest of the house later... this was a bedroom job!


I threw her
on the bed... she giggled, and I smiled.


I stripped
down in record time to my boxers.


She stayed
there, looking all innocently at me as I moved towards her.


“What do
you plan on doing to me?” she asked shyly. 


God... I loved it when she played it up!


“Make you
scream my name!” I said confidently.


“Hah!” she
scoffed, smiling.  “You’ve gotta know
what you’re doing to get that reaction.” She chuckled, beginning to roll away.


I pounced
on her... grabbing her wrists and slamming them back into the bed.


“Where do
you think you’re going?” I snarled... enjoying this moment.


“My
drawer... I have a cock in there that might make me scream...” she teased.


It was
true... there was a cock in the drawer that made her scream... when I used it
on her!


“I’ve got a
cock right here that’s bigger, better, and ready... right now!” I informed her.


“Do you
know how to use it?” she asked, lifting her hips to rub her pussy up my thigh.


I groaned.


I leant
down and began to devour her mouth, at the same time that I reefed her hands up
above her head and held them in one hand, and allowed my other hand to head
straight down for her clit.


I rubbed at
her through the sheer lacy fabric... her panties were moist, and she began
moaning against my mouth.


I pulled
back, remaining in control of her wrists and continuing to rub her clit.


“Fuck!” she
breathed.


“Oh, I know
you like that!  You’re wet for me!” I
growled.


“Fuck...”
she said again... biting her bottom lip.


I let go of
her hands.


“Leave them
there.” I demanded... indicating her hands.


“Oh...” she
moaned.


I pulled
the cups... well the lace, down off her breasts.


The several
silvery stretch marks that laced over the mounds of her breasts had done
nothing to detract from the beauty of her c-cup tits.  They reminded me every time that this woman
was mine... they were my permanent mark that she was
mine... the mother of my children!  They
fuelled my possessiveness.  


Taking
turns to suckle those nipples, I placed my hand into her panties to continue
bringing her to the brink of an orgasm using my fingers on her clit.


The moment
she was about to shatter into the throes of an orgasm, I ceased.


“Blake!”
she screamed in frustration.


“Do you
want me to make you come?” I demanded.


“Fuck,
yes!” She groaned.  As I pulled her
panties off and threw them aside.


“Do you
want this cock?” I asked her, as I knelt up and pulled down my boxers... “Or
should I get that cock out?” I indicated toward her beside drawer, which held
the smaller dildo that I’d bought for my use on her.


“You... I
want you!” she pleaded.


I leant
forward... and holding my erection close to the entrance of her pussy, I teased
her, by rubbing up and down her wet folds.


“Blake... please!” she begged.


I centered
myself over the entrance and plunged into her, stopping once I had penetrated
her to the hilt.


“Fuck me
Blake!” she asked breathlessly.


She felt so
fucking good... 


I love Grandparent month... I’m gonna fuck this
woman everywhere!
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Parts of
this story dealt with mental illness and in particular… depression.  I’d like to encourage any reader who is
experiencing depression to seek assistance from family, friends, counseling
services, telephone hotlines, General Practitioners and any other service that
may be available to them.  I would also
like to encourage family and friends that are concerned about a loved one
experiencing depression, to be proactive in assisting their loved one in
accessing help to manage their illness.


Too many
tragedies occur when we do nothing.



 

I would
also encourage readers to put aside any prejudice against mental illness, and
recognize that there are many people in our communities suffering from the
debilitating effects of all types of illness; of which, mental illness is but
one type; and just as physical illnesses such as cardiac disease or diabetes
require ongoing assistance, medication and understanding; so too do mental
illnesses.


I realize
that this book at times dealt with the darker side of mental illness; but I
would like to acknowledge the many wonderful people in the world who deal
effectively with their mental illnesses, and experience vastly fulfilling and
successful lives.  I am blessed to count
some of these exceptional people amongst those that I love and love me in
return.



 

Thank you
for reading my book… I hope you enjoyed it.


Criss
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