
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
    Book One 
 
    The Dancing Wolf Series 
 
      
 
    Building the Family 
 
      
 
      
 
    By Amy DeMeritt 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Building the Family 
 
    Book One of The Dancing Wolf Series 
 
    Copyright © 2017 Amy DeMeritt 
 
    All Rights Reserved. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ISBN-13: 978-1547258802  
 
    ISBN-10: 1547258802 
 
      
 
    This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author.  
 
      
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or events is entirely coincidental.  
 
      
 
    Cover designed by Amy DeMeritt 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Contents 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    Chapter Thirty-One 
 
    Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
    Coming Soon… 
 
    Other works by Amy DeMeritt 
 
    
 
    


 
   
 
  


 Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    Packing for college has to be one of the most frustrating things I’ve ever done. When you’ve spent your entire life filling a room with bits of who you are, and things you feel like you need on a daily basis, how do you pick and choose just the “essentials”. My parents took me to buy “dorm essentials”, like bed linens, a lamp, desk organizers, school supplies, toiletries, and so forth. But now I need to pack the “life essentials” – clothes, shoes, jewelry, stuff I might want to plaster my walls with, music, books, and movies. 
 
    I have two giant suitcases open on my bed and they are completely empty, yet I leave for college tomorrow morning. My mom has already been in here several times trying to toss things at me just to get something into the black nylon life transporters that are supposed to help carry the “essential bits of me and my life” a thousand miles away from home. Each time, she gets emotional and walks out because she doesn’t want me to leave.  
 
    Well, she does and she doesn’t. My mom is happy I got into the school I wanted to, but she’s not happy about not seeing me every day. I’m feeling that too. I love my family and it’s going to be hard not seeing them every day. Maybe that’s part of why I’m having such a hard time packing. 
 
    Staring defiantly at the bags with my arms crossed, they don’t seem to be eager in helping me decide what will go into them, and what will be forced to stay behind.  
 
    “You’re still not packed?”  
 
    My defiant scowl curls upwards into a happy smile at the low raspy voice. I turn and am immediately wrapped in a warm embrace and have her lips pressed against mine. She slips her tongue between my lips and flicks and teases my tongue for a moment. She pulls back giving my bottom lip a tight pinch between her teeth and smiles.  
 
    Sam is like smooth milk with a touch of honey and cinnamon. Her skin is milky white with a light dusting of very small freckles across her small delicate face and shoulders. And her hair is honey blonde with nearly white highlights. She always reminds me of a delicate porcelain doll with her thin frame and impossibly white skin tone. I really like the way her stark white looks against my warm copper. Her honey blonde tangled with my black hair on a pillow always reminds me of honey bees and summer.  
 
    “Kayla, you know you leave tomorrow, right?” My packing frustration returns and I pull back and exhale my discontent with this task. “Yeah, I know. I can’t decide what to bring and what to leave.”  
 
    Sam pushes the suitcases over on my bed and sits down next to them.  
 
    “It’s not like you’re leaving this stuff forever. Besides, if you get out there and think you need something, your mom can just mail it to you. You’re probably just overthinking it with your overly sentimental tendencies. It’s just stuff.”  
 
    My frustration increases and I feel my brows pinch, lips purse, and eyes narrow. Sam grabs my hands and pulls me closer to stand between her legs.  
 
    “Don’t look at me like that. You know I’m right. Do you want me to help you?”  
 
    I pull back and walk across the room to lean against my dresser with my arms folded.  
 
    “No, I’ll figure it out.”  
 
    Why would I want someone that thinks the bits of me in this room is just “stuff” to help me with something this important? She’s always teasing me about being sentimental. What’s wrong with keeping something that reminds me of something or someone that makes me happy? 
 
    “Kayla, come back over here.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, you’re not just leaving this room tomorrow. I’d prefer not to have so much distance between us on our last day together.”  
 
    My frustration immediately turns into sadness and my stomach churns with a sickness that makes my head feel woozy. Sam smiles and reaches her hand out to me. I push off my dresser and walk back over to her.  
 
    When I’m between her legs again, Sam reaches for the button of my jeans and looks in my eyes with a seductive grin. I grab her hands and shake my head.  
 
    “Sam, my whole family is home. Anyone could walk in here any minute. My mom has already been in here to check on my packing progress at least five times today.” 
 
    “When has that ever stopped us? We need one more time together, before we leave for different schools’ tomorrow. Besides, we’re eighteen. We’re adults now, so they can’t say anything about it anymore.” 
 
    “How are you not freaking out? How are you so calm and carefree?” 
 
    Her smile fades and she leans back on her hands. She looks up at me with a sadness in her eyes that I’ve only ever seen when she tells me about her parents fights. I quickly turn and lock my bedroom door. I pull the suitcases off of the bed and sit down next to her. I try to wrap my arm around her to console her, but she pushes on my shoulders, pinning me to the bed, and she climbs on top of me.  
 
    “I don’t want to talk anymore. I want you to have sex with me. I need to feel you on me and in me, one last time.” 
 
    I don’t like the way she says, “one last time”, but before I can think about asking her why her tone was so “final” in that statement, she presses her lips against mine and starts kissing me with wild abandon, making my head go foggy.  
 
    I run my hands up her thin thighs and pull her down on top of myself, removing the small gap of cold air that was resting between us.  
 
    Hands, lips, tongues, legs, and fabric fly and lash together in a dizzying haze. We grind and tumble in my sheets one more time before we head in different directions tomorrow.  
 
    Sam bites down hard into my shoulder as she climaxes to stifle her sounds of pleasure. I bite my lip to choke back my own sounds of pleasure laced with the pain of her breaking the skin of my shoulder.  
 
    She rolls off of me, panting for air. I reach up and feel my shoulder. I draw my hand back and there are two small dabs of blood on two of my fingers. I look over at her and she’s grinning in a proud way. She takes my hand and sucks the blood off.  
 
    “You really are a little freak, you know that?” She laughs hard and smacks my stomach. “You like it.” She turns on her side to face me and leaves her hand on my stomach, tracing my muscles. “I’m going to miss your body. I really like feeling you against me and playing with your abs.” 
 
    “Only going to miss my body?”  
 
    “Kayla, don’t do that. You know I’m going to miss you.” She looks down in a sad way and moves her hand from my stomach to trace patterns on my arm. “I uh, do you, I mean…” 
 
    “Sam, what’s going on?” I sit up and she follows. She looks in my eyes in a way that makes my blood run cold and then she starts to stand. “Let’s get dressed.” 
 
    With a racing heart, I start putting my clothes back on. After I’ve pulled my tank top back over my head, Sam wraps her arms around me, holding me very tightly. She kisses my neck a few times and then pulls back, taking two backwards steps towards the door.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I can’t do long distance.” The blood drains from my body and I feel like the wind has been knocked out of my lungs. “Wait, what? Are you breaking up with me?” Sam looks down and takes another small step backwards. “I’m sorry.” She quickly turns to open the door, but I leap forward and grab her. “Wait, stop. Can’t we talk about this?”  
 
    She grabs the sides of my face with tears in her eyes and kisses me hard on the lips. She gives me a hard, fast kiss and then pulls back.  
 
    “Kayla, I think I could have fallen in love with you one day, and I don’t want that to happen when we’re a thousand miles apart and I can’t lay in your arms. I’ve only ever been with you. I don’t want to fall in love so young before I experience life and other people.” 
 
    “So, what the hell was this?” I wave a hand at my bed and her face flares red and more tears pour from her eyes. “Why did you insist on having sex with me one last time just to break up with me? You just horny and need a fix before you leave?”  
 
    “No! It’s not like that. God, Kayla. Do you think this is easy for me? I don’t want to break up with you, but it’s going to hurt too much talking to you without being able to be with you and see you.” 
 
    “And you want to be able to sleep with other people.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I mean, don’t you? Don’t you want to make sure what we have is the best or see if there is better out there?”  
 
    “Honestly, no. I haven’t even thought about it.” 
 
    “Not even once? You haven’t fantasized even once about meeting some really pretty girl on campus and making her your puppet and then going down on her?”  
 
    I look at her with a heavy weight in my heart. That’s how Sam and I got together. We weren’t really friends in school and didn’t really talk. I had appreciated her appearance from a safe distance because I didn’t think she’d be interested in me. She almost always had a boyfriend and she’s so much more “girlie” than I am. I’m a tomboy with a “skater” style in clothes and shoes. I was at a party one night and she saw me dancing and started dancing with me. She allowed me to make her my puppet and move her and instruct her in the moves and positions I wanted her to get into. She was so turned on after a few hours that we hooked up and have been together ever since. That was seven months ago. 
 
    “So, you don’t love me, after all this time together?” 
 
    “Do you love me? You’ve never said those words to me.” 
 
    “I don’t know. But even if I do, what’s the point of saying it now when it’s over?” She steps forward and wraps her arms around my neck, giving me a soft kiss on the lips. “It doesn’t have to be over. This can just be a break to see if we’re really supposed to be together. We’ll go to college, meet new people, have other experiences, and then maybe we’ll know for sure. Seven months is a long time to be together without us telling each other, ‘I love you’, don’t you think?” 
 
    “So, this is it. You walk out that door and I won’t see or talk to you anymore?” She shakes her head and presses her lips against mine again. Her tongue glides across my closed lips, seeking access. “Let me in, Kayla.”  
 
    I release a small sound of agitation and obey. She smiles against my lips as she engages me in a very slow soft kiss. The slow progress of her lips and tongue almost makes me forget what’s really happening here. I firmly run my hands up her back, pulling her in harder against my body. Sam releases a small moan and leans into me more, pushing me backwards towards the bed.  
 
    I land hard with her on top of me and she immediately starts trying to unbutton my jeans again. I pull back and push up on her shoulders. Her mouth breaks from mine and I feel her tears drip down onto my cheeks. She’s crying again.  
 
    “God dammit, Sam.”  
 
    I pull her back down and roll her over onto her back. I work slow and methodical, shedding her clothes and caressing her body with my hands, lips, and tongue like they are feathers. Between quiet sobs, she releases long low moans and gasping breaths of air. After she cums, I climb up next to her and hold her while she cries.  
 
    “I don’t want any other girl having you like this.” 
 
    “Are you going to be with other people?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then I’m not yours to keep like this anymore.” 
 
    “I know. I just wish…” 
 
    “What, that’d sit heartbroken in my dorm pining over you while you go sleeping with whomever you want?” 
 
    “No, that sounds horrible. I don’t know what I mean. Can we still be friends?” 
 
    “We were never friends. Would we know how to be?” She lifts her head off my chest to look at me. Her eyes are red and her face is splotchy from crying. “Can we try? It’s hard enough losing you like this. I like talking to you and confiding in you. I like your voice and your laugh.” Fresh tears prickle at her eyes and she swallows hard. “Sam, why are you doing this? The real reason. You’re a complete wreck.” She sobs and falls onto my chest. “I know. Why aren’t you?” 
 
    “Because, you’re such a wreck that I’m expecting you to change your mind.” She shakes her head against me. “I’m not changing my mind, Kayla. Will you fall apart with me now?” 
 
    “No.” She looks up at me again with so much pain it’s hard to look at. “Why not?”  
 
    “Because, you don’t get to break my heart and then watch me suffer from it. Whatever comfort you would gain from watching that, I’m not giving it to you. This is your choice. I’m not going to help you feel better about it.” 
 
    “Will you take me back if I miss you too much?”  
 
    “Possibly. We’ll try being friends and see how that works out.” 
 
    “Thanks. I really am going to miss the hell out of you. I kind of wish I could take you with me.” 
 
    “I’d just cramp your style while your trying to be a freak with the rest of the campus.” She slaps my arm pretty roughly and settles back down onto my chest. “It’s too soon for jokes.” 
 
    “Yeah, I felt it.”  
 
    She squeezes me and pushes deeper into my chest. Out of habit, I kiss the top of her head, and regret it immediately, as I feel an ache in my chest. This is the last time I’ll ever hold her like this. 
 
    She cries into my chest for a while, occasionally lifting her head to kiss my neck and lips. The longer we lay like this, the colder I feel. I know we had never said it, but I really believed she loved me. She lifts her head to look in my eyes and the sadness and regret in her eyes is painful to look at.  
 
    “I have to go.” 
 
    “I know. I guess I have to pack.” She looks around my room with sadness deeply lining her forehead. “I guess you won’t be taking any pictures of me now.” 
 
    “If you’re sticking to this breaking my heart plan, then probably not.” She kisses my lips firmly and quickly rolls over to climb off the bed. She starts putting her clothes on with a panicked urgency. She breaks down crying again as she looks down at me sitting on the edge of the bed. “Do you hate me?” I shake my head. “No.” She gives me a weak smile and pulls me up to wrap her arms around me. “I’ll text you. Goodbye, Kayla.” My chest tightens and I take a deep breath. “Goodbye, Sam.”  
 
    She pulls back, quickly wipes her eyes, and practically runs out of my room. I fall back onto my bed sitting with my head in my hands. I can’t believe that just happened.  
 
    “Uh, what’s going on? Why did Sam run out of here like that?” Sara, my oldest sister, walks in and I shake my head. “She dumped me. I don’t want to talk about it right now.” Her face shows genuine sadness and compassion for me. “Ok, you know where to find me if you want to talk.” 
 
    There’s only one person I want to talk to and be with right now, but she’s over six hundred miles away in Cherokee, North Carolina. I met Awenasa when I was five years old at a pow wow, and ever since, we have been connected in a way that I’ve never connected to another person. She is perfect in every way and knows me better than anyone. I can easily tell her I love her and she tells me she loves me, but we’ve never advanced into a physical relationship. I don’t know why. I grab my phone off my desk and send her text. I want to hear her sweet voice, but I’m afraid I’ll break down crying, and I just don’t want to do that.  
 
      
 
    Me: Sam just dumped me.  
 
    Awenasa: Hello, my love. How are you doing? 
 
    Me: Kind of in shock. My heart aches.  
 
    Awenasa: Is it my fault? I know she didn’t like how close we are. 
 
    Me: No, she said she can’t handle long distance and she wants to see if there’s something better out there. She also said she doesn’t want to fall in love so young. 
 
    Awenasa: There’s nothing better than you out there. That girl is crazy if she thinks there is. I only get to see you a couple times a year right now, but I’m so happy we fell in love so young. Your heart gives me so much joy and happiness, even when we’re apart.  
 
    Me: I love you and I wish I could see you right now. I’ve been missing you like crazy since you went home.  
 
      
 
    Awenasa and a bunch of family and friends were here visiting a month ago, for an annual tribal counsel and pow wow in state. 
 
     
 
    Awenasa: I miss you too. If I was there right now, what would you like to do? 
 
    Me: Lay in each other’s arms. Listen to you sing. Play with your long beautiful hair. 
 
    Awenasa: I really wish I could be there right now. That sounds wonderful. Are you going to be ok? 
 
    Me: Yeah, it hurts, but I guess I should have seen it coming. We’ve never said I love you to each other, so I shouldn’t have expected what we had to be strong enough to survive being a thousand miles apart and unable to see each other for months at a time.  
 
    Awenasa: Well, speaking from many years of experience, the distance is a very painful reality.  
 
    Me: I hate the distance that separates us, but it doesn’t cause me to love you any less. 
 
    Awenasa: I know, me either. We have a longer history and deeper level of emotion for each other. So, we can survive it. 
 
    Me: You’ll have my heart and spirit forever.  
 
    Awenasa: As will you always have mine. Can I do anything to help you feel better? 
 
    Me: Any chance they need a Cherokee priestess on my campus and you can come with me to college? 
 
    Awenasa: Are you asking me for more, my love? 
 
    Me: Sorry, did I cross a line or something? 
 
    Awenasa: No, I would go with you if I could. I have my duties here right now that I need to take care of first. 
 
    Me: I would like that, but I guess I’ll settle to wait till next summer to see you again.  
 
    Awenasa: I promise, I will make it worth the wait. We’ll have an amazing reunion.  
 
    Me: You are always worth the wait. I have to find some motivation to pack. I still don’t have my suitcases packed for tomorrow.  
 
    Awenasa: You haven’t packed at all? 
 
    Me: Well, I have one small, but very important item packed. Your wooden hawk carving you gave me.  
 
    Awenasa: I love you, Kayla.  
 
    Me: I love you too. 
 
    Awenasa: I’ll make you a deal. You finish packing and then you call me and I’ll sing to you. 
 
    Me: Really? That would be amazing. Ok, I’ll pack and then I’ll call you soon.  
 
    Awenasa: I’ll be here. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s amazing how fragile our sense of comfort is. Something as small as a gnat can turn an otherwise perfect moment of sitting under a tree or on a couch into an annoying experience. Or, it can be something much more drastic, like finding yourself a thousand miles away from home surrounded by unfamiliar places and people. Nothing you hear from others can prepare you for such a shock to your sense of comfort as going away to college delivers. And that broken sense of comfort is only made infinitely more agitating when you are nursing a confused heart from an unexpected breakup. The last half of senior year and all of summer had been great. But the idea of a long-distance relationship wasn’t ideal for Sam. So, I start my freshmen year of college alone and homesick. 
 
    Despite her bawling declaration of not wanting to lose what we had in being able to keep talking to each other, Sam has been very quiet since we left home. I haven’t really heard from her much. In a way, it’s been good, but in some ways, it makes me miss home even more. I miss holding her in my arms. I miss talking to her and hearing her laugh. I miss running my fingers through her hair while she lays in my lap. I miss the way she kissed me so passionately that it’d make my head spin. 
 
    I’ve been walking around campus, aimlessly, trying to overwhelm my senses with new scenes and places to try to distract myself from my thoughts, but it hasn’t been much help. I’m passing by some new campus building that’s still in mid-construction and notice my friend Josh and a big group of guys and girls are playing street hockey in the empty parking lot. I have nothing else to do, so I decide to stop along the curb to watch for a few minutes.  
 
    Josh is the only living breathing piece of home I have on this campus. We went to the same high school. We weren’t really that close before, but since we got here a few weeks ago, we have become pretty decent friends, out of a lack of anyone else familiar to talk to.  
 
    It’s no wonder why Josh was granted a full scholarship to play hockey here – he’s really good. He’s moving through the other team so quickly that its almost hard to follow him. Just as he’s about to score, a girl knocks into him and steals the puck. He recovers quickly and goes after the girl. He steals it easily and then brings his stick back and slams it down into the hard, black rubber disc. The goalie is fast and strikes it to the right. Oh, shit! 
 
    Without even thinking, I dive in front of the puck and take it right to the back, at the top of my hip bone. I instantly go down on my knees. Damn, that fucking hurts. The pain is radiating up and down my back.  
 
    “Kayla! Are you ok?” I look over at Josh and his scruffy curly brown hair is plastered to his sweaty brow with dirt and sweat smearing his cheeks. “Yeah, fine.”  
 
    I feel two gentle hands on my shoulders and quickly snap back around to look at their source. Before I can stop myself, the word “beautiful” slips off my tongue. The girl smiles, and I hear Josh laugh next to me, before he scoops up the puck and runs back to his game.  
 
    My heart starts racing as I realize the position I’m in. I’m kneeling in front of one of the most beautiful girls I have ever seen, who is sitting on a bench with both of her hands on my shoulders. My hands are firmly holding the sides of her bare thighs, yet I can’t seem to remove them. I feel frozen as I look into her amazing green eyes. They’re so intense and remind me of the green northern lights I’ve seen in pictures and documentaries.  
 
    “Kayla, thank you for blocking that puck for me. Are you ok?”  
 
    I see her amazing plump lips moving, but her words are lost on me. She smiles and giggles a little bit. Wow, she has a beautiful smile. One of her hands moves to the side of my cheek and then she holds her other hand in front of my face with one finger pointing upwards between my eyes.  
 
    “Can you follow my finger?” I can tell she’s just teasing and it actually snaps me back into focus. I laugh and shake my head. “I’m sorry. You were just minding your own business and then had a puck hurled at you and now have some random girl laying on your lap, just gawking at you. I’ll be getting up now.” She laughs and presses her hands on my shoulders to keep me from moving. “Before you move, are you ok?”  
 
    My face blushes a little bit from the realization that she has delayed me from leaving this position. A position that I would have thought would be awkward for her with people watching.  
 
    “I guess so. It hurts like hell, but I’ll be ok.” 
 
    “Can I see it?”  
 
    I feel a flutter in my stomach and nod once as I stand up. The beautiful girl scoots over on the bench and has me sit next to her. I turn and lift my tee shirt and she lets out a small gasp. I nearly moan when I feel her hand press against the spot the puck slammed into. Even in the heat of the day, her fingertips are slightly cool as they lay on my bruise. It feels nice.  
 
    “You already have a pretty bad bruise. We should get you some ice.”  
 
    I let my shirt fall and turn to face her. She’s already gathering her book she was reading before I collided with her lap. She slings a small purse over her shoulders that looks more like a wallet with a long thin strap and then stands. She smiles at me as I hesitate to leave my spot on the bench.  
 
    “Aren’t you coming? I can’t ice your bruise if you don’t come with me.” 
 
    “I don’t want to put you out. I’ll be ok.” She smiles and takes my hand, pulling me up from the bench. “You’re not putting me out. You probably just saved me from having to go to the ER or something. Helping you get some ice is the least I can do.” 
 
    “Ok, but do I get to know the name of the stranger I’m about to wander off with first?” She laughs and blushes a little. The effect is gorgeous. “Sorry. I’m Madison.”  
 
    She lets go of my hand and turns to start walking towards campus housing; where I was headed before I decided to stop to watch the game.  
 
    I had been so mesmerized by her eyes and face when I was kneeling in front of her that I didn’t notice the rest of her. She has slightly thicker thighs than me, like maybe she plays sports or is in track or something. Her ass is something amazing. Her cheeks are large and plump and firm looking. They are so round that she looks like she has two small cantaloupes in her blue cotton shorts. Madison slightly turns to look at me and I’m too slow to raise my gaze from her rear. She notices and lets out a small giggle.  
 
    “Are you going to keep walking behind me or are you going to pick up your pace and walk with me?” 
 
    “Sorry.”  
 
    I blush and step in line next to her. Feeling appropriately scolded, I stuff my hands in my pockets and keep my eyes on the ground a couple feet in front of me. I’ve always had a hard time with pretty girls. I become tongue tied or dazed just looking at them. I don’t mean to seem like a creeper or rude or anything, I just feel like my brain stops working or something when I’m around them. After I get to know the girl, it gets better, but if I fall for her and she doesn’t feel the same way, which is usually the case, it only gets worse.  
 
    Just as I’m stepping off the curb to cross the street, her hand grips my arm firmly and pulls me back.  
 
    “Whoa, Kayla, stop.” A few moments later, a car rushes by the spot I would have been standing. I look back at Madison and she has a concerned look on her face. “Are you ok?”  
 
    I shrug my shoulders and look back at the street to see if the way is clear to cross. There aren’t any cars coming, so we take off.  When we get to the other side of the street, Madison pulls me in the opposite direction I was about to start walking.  
 
    “My dorm is this way.” 
 
    I’m sure she gets it all the time, but I feel horrible that see caught me checking out her ass and legs. I don’t like when women feel objectified as meat or eye candy and I hate that I find myself doing it sometimes, even though I don’t mean to. 
 
    Madison releases my arm to swipe her keycard to open the lobby door and holds it open for me. After climbing a couple flights of stairs – her walking in front of me and me keeping my eyes firmly affixed to my low top Converses as I follow.  
 
    “You can sit on my bed. I’ll go get some ice down the hall and I’ll be right back.” I hover in the center of the room between the divided space of her side and her roommate’s side of the room and Madison smiles. “Kayla, do I make you nervous or something? I promise, I’m not a dangerous stranger that you have to be worried about being alone with.” I look up at her and my cheeks blush. “I know. Sorry.” I perch myself on the edge of her bed and she smiles.  
 
    After she closes the door behind herself, and I’m alone in her dorm, I feel even more uneasy. I don’t want her to think I’m in here snooping around in her things. I just stare at the area rug that’s been placed over the ugly old brown carpet. It’s a very feminine rug with various hues of purple, white, and gray with overlapping circles and lines. Just as I’m getting lost in following the pattern, the door opens and Madison comes in with a plastic cup full of ice.  
 
    She smiles at me and I can tell there’s amusement in the look she’s giving me, but she doesn’t say anything. I’m sure she was expecting to find me lounged out on her bed or at least not barely perched on the edge still. She grabs a hand towel from her dresser and dumps most of the ice into it before tying it up with an elastic headband.  
 
    “You should lay down so this can rest on the bruise.” I blush and shake my head. “I can hold it there.” 
 
    “Reaching behind your back for that long to hold the ice will be very uncomfortable. Just lay down.”  
 
    Madison kicks her shoes off and comes over to the bed, sitting down with her back against the wall and waits with a small smile on her face.  
 
    I mentally tell myself to just go with it and I kick my shoes off and line them up in front of her dresser, out of the way. I lay down on my stomach in front of her with my head cradled on my arms and I look back at her. She smiles and lifts my tee shirt enough to see the bruise before setting the homemade icepack on my back. I don’t feel it at first, but then the cool starts to seep through the terry cloth towel into my skin and deep into my bruise, numbing the pain. I inhale at the great sensation and my eyes close.  
 
    “Does that feel ok?”  
 
    I hum out my response and feel her weight shifting next to me. I open my eyes to see she’s laying down next to me on her back facing the ceiling. I close my eyes and try to pretend I didn’t notice her change positions. It’s both comforting and unnerving having her so close to me. I don’t trust my awkwardness with pretty girls to not embarrass myself. But it’s nice that she would feel comfortable enough to be so close like this. 
 
    “What year are you?” I slowly open my eyes, and she’s looking over at me, waiting for an answer. “Freshman. You?” She smiles. “Same. What’s you major?”  
 
    “Biology. What about you?” 
 
    “That’s cool. I’m double majoring in Psychology and Music.” 
 
    “Do you play an instrument?” 
 
    “No, I sing.” I feel a happy flutter in my chest, but don’t allow it to show on my face. “Is psychology your safety net while you make your rise to fame as a singer?” 
 
    “Something like that. What do you want to do with your Biology degree?”  
 
    “You ever hear of algae sourced fuel?” 
 
    “Yeah, I did my final thesis paper in AP Biology senior year in high school on it. The concept is great, if they can figure out a way to do it so its affordable for the consumer.” 
 
    “That’s what I want to do.” 
 
    “That’s very ambitious and admirable. How did you decide on that?” 
 
    “I hate the smell of car exhaust. It literally chokes me. So, I want to help get rid of it.” She laughs a little. “Honest answer. I was expecting a speech about climate change and saving the planet or something.” 
 
    “Well, those are great reasons too, but I guess I’m a little more selfish in my reason for doing it. I’m very sensitive to scents and prefer not to smell anything stinky.” She laughs and crosses her arms over her chest. “God, I hope I don’t stink in this heat.” I smile and lean forward, taking a deep breath of her scent. “Mm, no, you definitely do not stink.” 
 
    Oh, my god, she smells fantastic. How did I not notice that before?  
 
    “Yeah? What do I smell like?”  
 
    “Amazingness.” She laughs and turns slightly to look at me. “What does ‘amazingness’ smell like?” 
 
    “Strawberries and honeysuckles.” 
 
    “Wow, you do have a sensitive nose. That’s the scent of my shampoo and body wash.” 
 
    “You have good taste. Those are two of my favorite scents. They remind me of home.” Madison smiles and rolls back over on her back. “Where’s home?” 
 
    “Maryland.” She quickly turns on her side again, startling me and making me jump and almost roll off the bed. She laughs and leans forward grabbing my side and pulls me back over. “Sorry. I just got excited. I’m from Maryland too. What city?” 
 
    “Rising Sun.” 
 
    “Seriously? I’m from Elkton. I’m not that far from you. This is so cool. I haven’t met anyone on campus yet from anywhere near me.” The ice had slid off my back when she startled me, and is lying next to my side. I try to reach for it to put it back on my bruise, but Madison gets to it first. “Sorry. I got it.  
 
    “I can’t believe you’re from Maryland, especially so close to me. My friend Josh, the guy that ran over to see if I was ok, he’s the only other person I know here that’s from back home. We went to the same high school.” 
 
    We talk for a while about our schools and places that we liked to go to back home and what we miss. It’s so nice talking to her. For the first time in three weeks, I don’t feel as alone and homesick. After talking for a while, she rolls back over on her back and stares up at the ceiling with a serene smile on her face.  
 
    The contour of her face from the side is so adorable. She has a small slightly rounded nose with full plump lips and a small narrow chin and jawbone. She doesn’t have that same small delicate look that Sam has, but her features are very feminine. She has medium brown hair with natural golden highlights cut just to her shoulders. Her ears are small and round with a hoop and two studs on her earlobe and two small studs in her cartilage. Just below her temple is a small flat beauty mark with a slightly smaller one directly below it. Her eyelashes look like feathers – they are so long and soft looking.  
 
    Madison suddenly looks over at me out of the corner of her eyes and grins before turning her head to look at me full on. 
 
    “How’s your bruise feeling?” Her eyes scan across my face and then hold mine with a small smile on her lips. “Numb.”  
 
    She sits up and lifts the ice off of the bruise. The instant the pack is moved, a small puddle of ice water spreads across my lower back and drips around to my stomach. I gasp and lift up off the bed slightly, making Madison laugh a little.  
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t think of it leaking.”  
 
    She takes the dry portion of the towel and wipes up my lower back and around my sides. Her fingers gently glide across my lower back and my sides, causing an incredible sensation to rush through my body. I swallow hard and bite the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning. I haven’t felt something that good in weeks – since I was with Sam.  
 
    “I’m going to wring this out and get you some fresh ice.” 
 
    She scoots off the end of the bed, and a moment later, I hear her door open and close.  
 
    I’m extremely confused by how I should be feeling. I have no idea if this girl would be interested, but I can’t deny that I’m very attracted to her, and so far, I really like her personality. But am I ready for a new girlfriend? It’s only been three weeks since Sam broke up with me. Do I even want another girlfriend that’s not Awenasa? We’ve been talking a lot more since Sam dumped me and she keeps making little comments that makes me wonder if things will change between us next summer. But I could just be reading too much into it because that’s what I want to hear. If she would tell me that she wants a real relationship with me, I’d know exactly what I should be feeling right now. She’s always been the one – my soulmate. 
 
    Only a few weeks ago, I would have been in a similar position with Sam lying next to me, playing and teasing me as she talked about anything and everything. Sam loved to talk and tease. I thought she had loved me. We hadn’t spoken the words, but I thought with all the time we spent together and the things we did and talked about that she probably felt that way. After she left, I expected to break down and be a complete wreck like she was when she was breaking up with me, but I wasn’t; the shock just hasn’t allowed me to crumble like that. I do miss her though. We haven’t really talked much since saying goodbye. I miss talking to her, but I can’t get myself to text her first and when she texts me, its brief and sad.  
 
    “So, someone completely emptied the ice machine. They must be having a party. Do you want to try to get some from somewhere else?” I roll over and sit up. “No, it’s ok. It doesn’t hurt as much anymore. Thanks though. I guess I should go so I don’t take up your entire day.” I stand up and her face shows disappointment. “Oh, ok. Well, if you have to, but you can stay if you want. I don’t actually have anything to do today.” 
 
    I shuffle on my feet a little, unsure what I should do. I look at her and she’s twisting the hem of her tee shirt with one hand in a nervous way. This actually gives me the courage to sit back down on her bed. I sit and scoot back against the wall with my legs straight out in front of me. Madison smiles broadly and walks over to join me. She sits less than a foot away from me with her smooth tan legs crossed and stretched out. Next to each other, my legs are just a couple inches longer and a few shades darker.  
 
    The closeness in skin tone to Madison is a big contrast to the way Sam’s milky white skin looked next to mine. No matter how hard Sam tried, she just couldn’t tan. She would burn really bad, but after it peeled, she was stark white again. It frustrated her so much, but I thought it was cute. I like her pale smooth skin. I don’t have to try to tan; my skin is just naturally darker. If I do get even just a little bit of sun, I become very dark, like burnt sienna.  
 
    “So, what do you want to do with psychology if you decide not to pursue fame as a singer?” 
 
    “Don’t you mean, if I fail at becoming a famous singer?” 
 
    “Nope. I don’t believe in failure. If you don’t achieve something, its only because you stopped trying.” 
 
    “I like that. Well, I guess if I stop trying or need something to pay the bills while I’m trying, I want to be a child psychologist. Particularly, children that have been subjected to physical and mental abuse.” 
 
    “That’s very brave. Just thinking about having to hear the horrors they went through and help them work through them makes me feel sad. I don’t think I could do that every day. What made you want to work in that field?” 
 
    “Someone I knew a long time ago.” She looks up at the ceiling, as if in deep thought. I wait, but she doesn’t explain and I don’t pry. After a couple minutes, she says, “I’m surprised you didn’t ask me to sing for you.” I laugh and look at her confused. “I’m sorry, did you want me to?”  
 
    “No. I mean, I would if you did, but I just mean that most people do. When I tell people that I like to sing, they always ask me to sing something.”  
 
    “Well, if you had told me you’re a painter, it would be weird for me to ask you to paint me something, right?”  
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “Well, singing is also an art. If I won’t ask a painter to paint something for me, then I shouldn’t ask you to sing something for me. I respect that you’re an artist and it should come out when you are feeling inspired, not when I demand it of you.”  
 
    “You are very unique.” 
 
    “Uh, is that a good thing?” 
 
    “A very good thing. I’m sorry you got hurt in the process, but I’m really glad we met today. You’re the first person here that I actually feel comfortable with. I don’t feel like you are judging me or have any expectations of me at all. I feel like I can be myself with you.” 
 
    “Oh, I have expectations of you.” She looks over at me shocked and I laugh. “I expect you to not disappear after I leave your room today because I feel the same way.” She smiles really big and blushes again. “I’ll happily meet that expectation.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    I thought that when I came to college, it would be easier to get myself up in the mornings. I argued in my mind that my interest in high school wasn’t great enough to motivate me, but once I got to college that should change since I’ll be studying a subject I’m actually interested in. That theory hasn’t held up, however. First of all, not all of my classes have anything to do with science, which is irritating. Second of all, I’m just not a morning person – plain and simple.  
 
    My first class was at eight o’clock in the morning and I barely made it on time. I was able to grab a seat in the back just as the English professor was starting her lecture. I’m pretty sure I fell asleep with my eyes open because I don’t remember much of what was said, but I do remember her walking around the room in her tight pencil skirt, switching her hips dramatically as she turned to write on her white dry erase board.  
 
    She has that naughty librarian look that is very distracting. I pretty much stopped in my tracks the first day I walked into class and saw her standing at the board writing something with her back slightly arched, ass just barely raised, and legs spread shoulder width. She’s a beautiful woman with dirty blonde hair that she almost always wears down and straight, or up in a half ponytail. She’s built nice with just a little bit of a generous waist and a fuller face. She always has a pair of thin rectangular glasses on and paints her lips a deep crimson cherry red. She had looked over just as I was about to regain my pace to find a seat and smiled at me in a knowing way. It made my face flare bright red and I immediately found a seat in the back, where I continue to sit every class, out of embarrassment. 
 
    Sam thought it was funny that the first girl I checked out since coming to college was my professor. She joked about me having a fling with her, but then when I humored the idea just to play along, she got mad and changed the subject. I would never really try to be with a teacher – that’s just weird, even if they are close in age. Miss. Steinberg is probably no more than thirty, if that. She’s really attractive, and has a very nice voice, but I could never realistically consider being with her because she’s an authority figure. 
 
    I have an hour before my next class so I decide to go sit somewhere to read over what I missed in class. Just outside one of our commons buildings is a tall fat tree that I’ve pretty much claimed as my favorite place to sit and read or study. It has a shallow dip in its trunk that just perfectly cradles my back.  
 
    I read the same page in my textbook three times and I still have no idea what I read. I just can’t focus at all. What’s my problem? I close my eyes and lean my head back against the tree trunk. Maybe, if I take a nap, I’ll be able to focus better. 
 
    Just as my head becomes hazy and my random thoughts are starting to turn into an intricate dream, a foot gently kicks the bottom of my foot. I open my eyes and staring down at me is Madison. My face instantly spreads into a huge smile. I haven’t seen in her a few days, since she helped me ice my bruise.  
 
    “You’re in my spot. Can I join you?” 
 
    “Sure.” I scoot over a little and she sits down next to me with her arm and leg pressed against mine. “So, I realized after you left that we never exchanged numbers. I thought about trying to catch you before you reached your dorm, but I didn’t want you to think I was some weirdo running after you while I breathlessly clutched my chest as I asked you for your number.” I laugh hard and pull out my phone. “Trying not to disappear on me?” She smiles and nods. “You’re not getting rid of me.” I smile and hand her my phone. “I’m going to need your digits so I can hold you to that.”  
 
    She takes my phone and quickly adds herself and then sends herself a text from my phone before handing it back.  
 
    “Do you have time restrictions or anything that I should know about with texting you?” I look at her confused and she laughs. “I mean, I don’t plan on texting you at 3am, but my roommate is weird and gets pissed off when anyone texts her after 8pm, unless she texts them first.” 
 
    “Uh, no, I don’t have any problem with you texting me after 8pm. But if you wake me up at 3am, it better be for something really good. I’m not a morning person.” 
 
    “What if I just can’t sleep and I want to hang out?” I groan a little and lean my head back. “Ok, but you better feed me junk food and soda to help me stay awake.” Madison laughs. “What’s your favorite junk food and soda?”  
 
    “Oh man. You’re seriously going to wake me up at 3am, aren’t you?” She smiles and shrugs a shoulder. “Maybe. It would be a good test to see how much you want me to stick around.” 
 
    “And if I go along with this, what do I get to do to test your loyalty to this agreement?”  
 
    “I’m sure you’ll think of something.” I smile and laugh a little bit. I can think of plenty. “Ok, my favorite junk foods are chips and those pizza-filled pretzel bites. Soda is a toss-up between root beer and club soda.” 
 
    “I love those pizza bites. Ok, we are definitely dragging you out of bed at 3am, soon.” 
 
    “You know we can have pizza bites at normal human hours, right? We don’t have to be awake at 3am to eat them.” 
 
    “Normal human hours? What is 3am attributed to, if not humans?” 
 
    “Well, it is called the devil hour, so basically, zombies, vampires, werewolves, night crawlers, giant man eating spiders, and a whole host of other horrible things. Not humans.” Madison bends over laughing hard. “You are only digging yourself in deeper to being guaranteed a 3am wakeup call. Now I have to prove to you that there aren’t any dangerous non-human creatures running amuck at that hour.”  
 
    “Oh, my god. You’re seriously going to get me out of bed at 3am to eat pizza bites, drink soda, and hunt the evil creatures of the night?” She laughs again and bumps my shoulder playfully. “Most definitely. It sounds like a great adventure.” 
 
    “I’m going to cook up a good one for you next. You up for anything?” She looks at me with curious pinched eyebrows and a small smile. “Legal?” I nod. “Then, yes. Ok, I have to get to my next class. I’ll talk to you later.”  
 
    She stands up and she has some dirt on her butt and thighs. “Uh, you may want to dust off.” She looks over her shoulder and smiles. I blush a little as I watch her quickly run her hands over her plump rear and muscular thighs. When she finishes, she looks at me and smiles. “See you later.”  
 
     I watch her walk away till she disappears around the corner before I gather my books to start heading to my next class. I really like Madison, and not just because she’s so pretty and built so damn well. She makes me laugh and I like talking to her. For some reason, I don’t feel as silly and awkward around her as I usually do with pretty girls. I’m very comfortable around her. 
 
    I take my seat in the back of the class and open my notebook to prepare to take notes. My history professor is a very fast speaking man that spends the entire class just spouting facts with the occasional dramatic waving of his hands and body for emphasis on particularly “interesting” or “exciting” parts of the “historical story” he’s spewing. He’s pretty hard to follow. I’d be better off using a tape recorder in here and then slowing it down later when I try to study. 
 
    “Hey.”  
 
    I look to my left and a cute girl with a blonde pixie cut, gauged earlobes, and thin soft looking lips, is sitting next me. I noticed her a few days ago, looking at me from across the semi-circular lecture hall, but we’ve never spoken before.  
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    “I’m Shane.” She puts her hands up on her desk and I notice the rainbow sweatband on her left wrist. “Kayla.”  
 
    “Cool.”  
 
    She smiles and looks to the front of the class. Ok, that was possibly the least interesting conversation I’ve ever had with someone.  
 
    I jot down the date at the top of my notebook on a clean page and quietly wait for class to start. I hate getting to class early. This awkward wait for the professor to start lecturing is almost too much to sit through. I almost want to walk out and stand in the hall till the very last second.  
 
    Startled, I nearly jump out of my chair when I feel my phone vibrate in a weird way in my pocket. I pull it out and smile really big.  
 
      
 
    Madison: How do you like the vibration I picked for my contact notifications? 
 
    Me: Are you trying to prove that you’re going to use my number by teasing my leg with a vibrator? 
 
    Madison: OMG! I just laughed really hard!  
 
    Me: Aren’t you supposed to be in class? 
 
    Madison: I am in class, but it hasn’t started and these people sitting around me are boring. 
 
    Me: And I’m the most interesting person in your contacts that you could dredge up to keep you company? 
 
    Madison: Did you not just make me laugh really hard? Any interesting people in your class that I’m keeping you from?  
 
    Me: Nope. Some random girl sat down next to me and said, “hey”. The conversation literally was “hey” and my name is… then “cool” 
 
    Madison: Sounds like a riveting conversation. Sorry I missed it.   
 
      
 
    “Is that your girl?” My head snaps around so quickly that I feel my neck pinch. “Excuse me?” Shane points to my phone. “Who you’re talking to.” I’m so taken back by the bluntness of the question and the direct intrusion into my privacy that I literally stutter to respond. “No. It’s a friend.” 
 
    “That’s some smile for a friend. But good to know.”  
 
    She smiles and turns back around. What the hell? Why would she just assume that I’m texting with “my girl”? How would she know I’m gay? It’s not like I’m wearing a rainbow gay badge like she is. I know I don’t dress super feminine, but I don’t dress like a dude either – well, usually. I’m wearing girls Bermuda shorts, a tee shirt, and Converses. There really isn’t anything about my outfit that screams lesbian.  
 
    I want to tell Madison about it, but I’m afraid it will scare her away. I don’t know how she would feel about me being gay. She might not want to be friends anymore. Or if she’s into girls, and possibly me, she might think I’m making it up to try to get her to confess her attraction. She might feel like I’m trying to rush things.  
 
    Before I can decide what to do or respond to her, she sends another message and my face instantly spreads back into the huge smile I had on before Shane interrupted.  
 
      
 
    Madison: Did your new desk-mate suddenly become more interesting and steal you from me? 
 
    Me: No, sorry. She got nosey about who I was texting.  
 
    Madison: I can’t stand when people do that. Oh, damn. Class is starting. TTYL 
 
    Me: Later 
 
      
 
    I think if I hadn’t met Madison, the idea of the cute little blonde sitting next to me might have excited me. But until I know if I have a chance with Madison, or even Awenasa, I’m not the least bit interested in talking to Shane.  
 
    This class is already hard enough to follow because the teacher talks so fast and is a little erratic with his body movements, but it’s even more so with this girl sitting next to me, glancing over at me every so often.  
 
    When Sam broke it off, my sister told me not to worry about it because I’d probably find plenty of cute gay girls at college. I had been mixed on whether or not I wanted to find those cute gay girls. I want what I had with Sam back, if not something better, but I wasn’t sure if I was ready to move on yet. I thought I had loved her. I’m still not sure I didn’t, even after her crushing me the way she did. But after I literally fell into Madison’s lap, I felt ready to move on. But if things don’t happen with Madison, am I ready to move on with someone else? Could Shane possibly fill the void left after Sam? She’s not as beautiful as Sam, and definitely nowhere near the same caliber as Madison, but she is really cute. First impression of her conversation skills is seriously uninteresting. But that could just be nerves. It’s not easy just walking up to someone you don’t know and starting a conversation, especially if you are interested in more than just a friendly conversation.  
 
    My professor starts to wrap up class and explaining the week’s assignment. I start furiously writing what he’s saying on my still blank page in my notebook. I had been so distracted thinking about Sam, Madison, Shane, and my confusion that I didn’t take a single note. Damn, today just is not my day for classes.  
 
    After we’re dismissed, I start to stand, but immediately fall back into my seat. Shane is standing right at the edge of my desk, too far into my personal space. She looks down at me with a grin and places a hand on her hip. 
 
    “Do you have another class after this?”  
 
    “No.” Damn it. Why didn’t I lie and say yes? “You want to go to the Court with me and get some lunch?” My phone vibrates in my pocket in the weird irregular vibration that I recognize as Madison’s personally selected pattern and I almost say out loud, “Thank god,” but instead, I just say, “Uh, hang on. I was supposed to meet up with my friend and I think this is her.”  
 
      
 
    Madison: You made me hungry for pizza. Are you hungry? 
 
    Me: Yes! I need rescuing!  
 
    Madison: Boring girl corner you? 
 
      
 
    I laugh and look up at Shane, who is watching me with a look of both disappointment and determination. 
 
    “Sorry, but my friend is waiting. Maybe another time?” 
 
    “Ok, see you around, Kayla.”  
 
    She doesn’t wait for a response before she turns and walks down the row of desks towards the exit.  
 
      
 
    Me: Yes… I’ll meet you by the tree? 
 
    Madison: I love that we have a “tree”. Ok, see you soon. 
 
      
 
    I smile really big and start making my way to our meetup point. I told Awenasa and Sam about Madison after I had met her a few days ago. I just brought her up in conversation about how my day was going, but both of them asked me more about her and what I thought of her. Sam became pissed and jealous pretty quickly, saying I was talking about her like I was already falling for her. She really became upset when I told her she was from our home state and only lived about twenty minutes away.  
 
    Awenasa asked me what my heart was feeling. I told her I was confused. Part of me is intrigued by her and what could possibly develop, but part of me wishes I wasn’t available to allow anything to develop. She just told me to think with my heart and let it guide me. I wanted to tell her that my heart was begging for her, but I kept it to myself. Awenasa has always known what I want, but it’s never resulted in the type of relationship I want with her. 
 
    When I get to the tree, Madison is already standing with her back against the tree and her legs crossed, with her bookbag on the ground next to her. With the sun shining through the patches of leaves, she looks like she’s glittering with little sun discs dancing all over her. She’s looking in the other direction, but just before I reach her, she turns and smiles more brilliantly than the sun shining on her as our eyes lock on each other’s. 
 
    She pushes off from the tree and grabs her bag, slinging it over her shoulders.  
 
    “To the Court?”  
 
    “Uh, no. That’s where the other one is headed. Want to walk over to Oliver Street? There’s a bunch of places over there.” 
 
    “Sure. So, tell me about this girl.” She looks at me with a cute smirk and it makes me blush. “Not really anything to tell. Just before you texted, she asked if I wanted to get lunch at the Court.” 
 
    “Have you ever talked before?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What does she look like?” Madison is smiling in a mischievous way, as if she knows she’s making me uncomfortable with discussing this. I give her a brief description, leaving out the rainbow sweatband, but Madison smiles broadly. “She likes you.” 
 
    “We’ve never spoken, so she can’t like me in any way.” 
 
    “Not true. She could be attracted to you physically. You don’t need to know anything about someone to be physically attracted. Sometimes, knowing a person heightens the attraction, but it’s not necessary for the initial attraction.” 
 
    “Is that your professional psychological analysis?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Well, it sounded very scholarly. Only been here a few weeks and you’re already sounding brilliant.” Madison laughs and bumps into me playfully. “So, what are you going to do about her?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? I’m getting lunch with you.” Madison smiles and looks down at her feet for a moment before playfully bumping into me again. “What’s your favorite topping?”  
 
    “Hot fudge.” 
 
    “Why do you enjoy making me have cravings? Now we’re going to have to get sundaes after this.” I laugh and shrug my shoulders. “Well, if I’m going to be dragged out of bed at 3am to hunt dangerous mythical creatures, I need to indulge as much as possible in case I don’t survive the adventure with you.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    The pizza shop is packed with other college students standing around waiting for their orders and to place orders. We look at each other, and at the same exact time, we say, “Dessert first?”, and laugh. We walk out of the pizza shop and look up and down the street for some place to get ice cream. Oliver Street has everything – we just have to find what we want. Both sides of the street are lined with mainly restaurants and scattered with the occasional little shop or campus stores.  
 
    “There’s another pizza place up the street a little bit. Look.” She points across the street, about a block away. “Chicago Pie. You want to see if they’re less crowded?” 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
     This place is busy, but not as crowded as the first place we tried. The first place was more of just a takeout place with a couple small tables, but this is a real sit down restaurant. There are some larger groups waiting to be seated, but we’re able to be seated at a small booth as soon as we come in. 
 
    “Can I ask you something personal that might sound weird?” My stomach drops and my heart starts to race. This doesn’t sound good. “Ok.”  
 
    “Do you dye your hair?” I laugh and instantly feel my nerves relax. “No, it’s naturally this dark.” My hair is almost black, poker straight, and comes to the middle of my back. “Can I ask you another question?” She’s staring in my eyes, and I smile. “I don’t wear contacts either.” She smiles and laughs a little. “So, your eyes are naturally ocean blue?” I smile and nod. “One more question?” I laugh and wait. “How are you so tan? Your skin glows like the red clay in the creek near my house back home.” 
 
    “That would be credited to my Cherokee blood.” 
 
    “I thought so. Well, that you have Native American in you. I didn’t know what tribe. That’s really cool. Ok, your turn. Ask me three questions.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve had a really long hard day of classes and I just want to crash in my bed, but instead, I’m sitting on a bench near my dorm building, locked out of my room. Just as I was getting ready to plop down on my bed, my roommate grabbed my arm and roughly shoved me out of the room and pulled her boyfriend inside. Before I could recover my footing and try to protest, the door was locked and I was left standing in the hall.  
 
    I rarely see my roommate. She’s a morning person and is up and gone before my alarm goes off. She usually doesn’t get back till late in the evening, if she comes home at all. It’s actually pretty nice because I usually have the whole room to myself. I guess I can’t complain too much that I’m sitting on a bench instead of lying in my bed, given the usual freedom and full reign of the room that I typically have.  
 
    Madison has a late class today, so she won’t be free for a couple hours, and Josh is at hockey practice. I’m not normally so anti-social, but sitting on this bench alone and realizing I have only two people on this campus that I can call or text to hang out with makes me realize just how shut in I’ve been this month. I talk to friends from back home through text or calls, but I haven’t taken the time to try to get to know anyone else here.  
 
    I lay down on the bench with my knees in the air and my head slightly hanging backwards off the bench. The world looks so different upside down. When I was a kid, I used to like to hang upside down from tree branches and imagine I was walking in the clouds. I like to follow lines upside down and see them disappear in the distance. It’s very disorienting and makes me feel like I’m looking at an optical illusion. Just as I’m starting to feel dizzy from following the backwards lines, two smooth barely tanned legs walk into my view and stop a couple feet in front of me, or rather behind me.  
 
    I scan up the legs and small framed girl and my eyes meet Shane’s golden caramel eyes. Her thin soft lips curl into a grin and she takes a couple steps closer to me. She stops inches from me and my eyes annoyingly scan her body again, resting a moment on her smooth thighs. She’s wearing a pair of very short cutoff jean shorts, a tight black tank top, and I notice she has an intricate floral tattoo wrapping around the front of her right shoulder and halfway down to her elbow. It’s pretty. 
 
    “You are either working on some brilliant discovery in physics, or you are really bored.” 
 
     “The first makes me sound more interesting, so I’ll go with that.”  
 
    She laughs and walks around to sit down next to me, so I pull myself up and move over. All of the blood that had rushed to my brain while I was laying backwards suddenly drains, making everything go dark and then bright white for a moment.  
 
    “I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable the other day by assuming anything.” She genuinely looks sorry. “It’s ok. How did you know?” 
 
    “Wait, you are?” I nod and she smiles in a friendly way. “I noticed when you looked around the class that you just skipped over all of the guys and only settled your eyes on the girls. When our eyes locked last week, I just had a feeling.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize I did that.” 
 
    “It’s no big deal. Its natural. I do the same thing. I’m just more obvious about it. Sorry if I came on too strong. It’s weird starting over. You spend years getting to know everyone and making an identity for yourself and then you have to leave all of those people and do it all over again. Some people seem to click so quickly with everyone, but I just feel awkward and don’t know how to act.” 
 
    “Just be yourself. People are going to hate you or love you no matter what. Besides, everyone is probably feeling the same way. If you stay true to yourself, you’ll be happier and it will make others more relaxed around you.” 
 
    “I guess. So, what are you really doing out here laying on the bench like a homeless person?” 
 
    “My roommate kicked me out.” 
 
    “Seriously? Why?” 
 
    “Boyfriend came over.” 
 
    “Ah, got it. Well, if you’d like to resume your ‘scientific research’, I’ll leave you be, but if you’re interested, I was heading back to my dorm to binge watch the first season of Cabin Fever on my laptop.” 
 
    “Never heard of it, but sure. I don’t think my brain will like me much if I hang upside down anymore.”  
 
    “Can you handle gore and horror?” 
 
    “Yeah, that stuff doesn’t bother me.” 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
    I’m not surprised that her side of the room is plastered with band posters, Gay Pride stickers, a small rainbow flag, and a unicorn. Her bedspread is blue, purple, and pink tie-dye with matching pillowcases.  
 
    My side of my dorm room is pretty plain in comparison. My bedspread and sheets are navy blue with white arrows. I have a couple family and friend pictures in frames on my desk and a poster with a fantasy digital art moon and tree that my little brother picked out for me to bring. After Sam left, I basically just grabbed a few pictures and left everything else “sentimental” at home. I decided I’d try to collect those types of adornments while I’m here “gaining new experiences”.   
 
    I really like how Madison has setup her side of her dorm room. Her bedspread is bright white and green geometric designs. On her walls, she has stick-on decals of similar geometric shapes and at the head of her bed she has a large poster of a fantasy woodland fairy with bright green wings and a short tunic dress.  
 
    I’m grateful Shane sits on the floor instead of the bed. I sit down several inches away and she places her laptop on a small stepstool in front of us.  
 
    “I’m going to start at the first episode since you’ve never seen it. They’re only about twenty-minute long episodes. I’ll probably watch a few before I have to study, but you don’t have to stay for all of them if you don’t want to.” 
 
    Without waiting for me to answer, she presses play on the show and sits back. I’ve never had an issue with blood and gore before, but the opening scene is pretty hard to watch. It actually turns my stomach and I have to look away. Shane notices and slightly closes her laptop screen.  
 
    “Are you going to hurl?” 
 
    “No, I’ll be ok. Is the whole show that graphic?”  
 
    “Once you get through the first ten minutes, it starts to get into backstory and it’s not as bad. I can skip this scene if it bothers you.” 
 
    “I’ll just look away so you don’t miss it. Just tell me when it’s safe again.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    Looking away is barely enough to keep from being sick. The sounds and screams are blood curdling and stomach churning. I have an overwhelming desire to run out of here. I try not to judge her for her choice to invite me to watch this disgusting show the first time we hang out together. I did tell her to be herself, so I have to try to be fair and give her a chance, even if her taste in entertainment is nauseating and a bit disturbing. I like a good scary movie every so often, but this is just demented. I prefer suspense, twists that make you think, and paranormal scares. I’m not so much into the criminal psycho scares.  
 
    The fact that someone had to think these things up in such graphic detail to be able to write it and make a TV show makes me really question the sanity and danger level of the writer and creator behind the show. Which, of course, makes me question the sanity of the people that enjoy watching it.  
 
    “What’s your major?” Shane takes a moment to answer and looks over at me as if she didn’t quite hear me. “Oh, uh, Forensic Anthropology.” Well, that’s a little settling to know. “You?”  
 
    “Biology.” 
 
    “That’s cool.”  
 
    Is that all she ever has to say? I exhale and look back at the screen, forgetting that it’s a bloody massacre on the screen and immediately look away again, feeling even more nauseous. While she’s engrossed in her gross show, I pull my phone out and send Madison a text. I know she’s in class and probably won’t see it for a while, but I don’t care. 
 
      
 
    Me: Roommate kicked me out to test fate on getting knocked up in first semester. Shane found me laying on a bench and we talked a little. Now I’m sitting in her dorm with her watching some horrible show on her laptop that would make the guy in the Texas Chainsaw Massacre look like Santa Clause. I was in perfect peaceful bliss staring at the world upside down, now I’m in Hell.  
 
      
 
    I practically jump when my phone vibrates with a response almost immediately.  
 
      
 
    Madison: I really hope your roommate isn’t doing it on your bed… And why the hell are you still there? 
 
    Me: OMG. I didn’t even think of that. Thanks, now I have to burn everything. And I’m still here because you’re in class. 
 
    Madison: I’m going to fake being sick and come drag your ass out of there. I’m not spending my weekend making missing posters for you. Which building is it? 
 
    Me: You can’t leave class. Besides, shouldn’t I give her a chance? 
 
    Madison: A chance at what? 
 
    Me: A friend. 
 
    Madison: I think I need to meet this girl. 
 
      
 
    “Kayla, should I turn this off or do you just want to leave?” Shane is giving me a very disappointed look. “No, I don’t have to leave yet. In about an hour maybe. Sorry, I guess I just needed a distraction while I waited out the really gory part.” 
 
    “I’ll just turn it off. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Ok, I’m sorry. I’ll tell my friend I have to go.” 
 
      
 
    Me: She caught me texting… She’s turning off the show.  
 
    Madison: Ok, I’ll catch up with you after I get out of class. 
 
    Me: ok, see you soon 
 
     
 
    “So, the bloody horror is put away. What do you want to do for the next hour?” 
 
    “We can just talk. How did you get into watching that show?” 
 
    “My ex got me into it. She told me I was too quiet and sweet to go into the field I wanted to work in and said I wouldn’t be able to handle it. She would find the most horrible movies and shows and make me watch them to try to prove her point.” 
 
    “It doesn’t bother you at all watching that stuff?”  
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t say that. The blood doesn’t bother me. It’s the idea of it being real that sometimes gets to me. It bothers me that people could do horrible things like that to another person. Real life crime documentaries bother me more than shows like that because they really happened.” 
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s what makes it so hard for me to watch. Someone had to think of that to create it and then actually go through with making people act it out. Even if its fictional, it freaks me out that someone is twisted enough to create it in the first place.” 
 
    “So, what kind of movies do you like? You know, in case we get to do this again. I don’t want to make you sick next time.” 
 
    “Science fiction mostly. Some martial arts, and some comedy.”  
 
    “I can work with those.” 
 
    We end up mostly talking about movies and music till it’s time for me to go. It’s actually nice. We end up having a decent amount in common and the awkwardness I had felt with her disappears pretty quickly. When my phone vibrates in my pocket, I know its Madison, but I wait till I’m outside Shane’s dorm room before I check it. I smile and start taking two steps at a time down the stairs to go meet Madison by “our tree”. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was sleeping beautifully, dreaming about flying through the ocean and being able to breathe underwater like a fish. An incessant buzzing in my ear cuts the awesome dream short though. I pull my cellphone out from under my pillow and it takes several minutes for my eyes to adjust to the bright screen to see the time. I groan in agitation, but then sit up straight in my bed with excitement. Its 3:04am. I open my text messages and smile so big that my grin probably looks like it was manufactured in a computer photo editing program.  
 
      
 
    Madison: Time to eat pizza bites, drink soda, and show you the magic of the night. 
 
    Madison: Wake up, Kayla! 
 
    Me: It’s been over a week since we had this conversation. I was hoping you forgot about it. You coming to me or am I coming to you? 
 
    Madison: Yay! You’re awake! Of course, I didn’t forget. I had to wait till you least expected it. Is your roommate home? 
 
      
 
    I look over at my roommate’s bed and its empty, which is typical most nights. 
 
      
 
    Me: Nope. 
 
    Madison: I’ll be there in 5. 
 
    Me: Ok. 
 
      
 
    I wish she could let herself in so I could close my eyes till she gets here, but our dorm keycards only work for the building we live in. So, I slip into some flip flops, brush my hair, and make my way downstairs.  
 
    Just as I’m hitting the landing outside the dorm, Madison is turning the corner at the end of the sidewalk. She’s carrying a couple bags and has a huge smile on her face. I run my fingers through my hair and rub the rest of the sleep out of my eyes to try to look as awake as she does.  
 
    “Is this really happening or are you going to turn into a dolphin or a sexy mermaid in a second?” Madison raises an eyebrow at me and laughs. “Ocean dream?” I nod and yawn in reply. She laughs as she loops an arm in mine to guide us back inside. “Was it a fun ocean dream or a scary one like a tsunami?” She lifts my hand to swipe my keycard I’m holding and ushers me inside. “Fun dream.” I yawn again. “Sorry to tear you out of a cool dream. I figured since neither of us have early morning classes, this would be the perfect time to test your loyalty to our prior agreement.” 
 
    “I have an idea. How about we go back to sleep, and then at normal human hours, you can make me do anything you want. I’ll even try to wrestle an alligator for you.” 
 
    “No, thank you. I don’t want you having any limbs chomped off by a hungry gator. Besides, our pizza bites will get cold.” 
 
    As we come into my dorm room, Madison flicks on the lights, something I had neglected before going downstairs. She starts to sit on the middle of the floor with her bags, but I stop her and pull her towards the bed.  
 
    “It’s too hard down there. We need to sit on the nice soft bed.” Madison smiles and allows me to reroute her. “Ok, but are you going to fall asleep on me if we sit on the bed?” 
 
    “Are you soft?” She slightly blushes and lets out a small cute laugh as she runs a couple fingers through her hair. “I didn’t mean literally on me. But, I think so.” 
 
    “Then it’s a possibility, but I’ll do my best to stay awake. How long does this loyalty experiment last?” 
 
    “If you can last an hour, we’ll call it a successful experiment.” I nod and lean back against the wall covering a big yawn. “Ok. I think I can do an hour.” 
 
    Madison pulls out a plastic container with hot pizza bites, bottles of soda, and an assortment of small bags of chips. She lays everything out in front of us on my bed and looks at me with a proud grin. She’s so cute.  
 
    I grab a bottle of root beer and twist the metal cap off the glass bottle. I’m impressed that she bought the good stuff. I take a big gulp and its ice cold, creamy vanilla taste feels so smooth on my tongue and slightly bites in the back of my throat. After I swallow, I smile.  
 
    “This is really good. So, what crazy procedures are we going to perform in this experiment?” Madison laughs and holds the pizza bites out to me as she bites into one. After she swallows, she says, “After we have filled our stomachs with all of this junk, I’m taking you outside.”  
 
    I groan and fall over on my side. Madison laughs and yanks me back up. I look at her in a pathetic sleepy way and her smile melts me. She has such a beautiful smile and her bright green eyes seem to be glittering. I smile and my cheeks blush a little bit.  
 
    “Yeah, ok, fine, we’ll go outside. But if a giant man eating spider shows up, you are going to owe me big time.” 
 
    “I’ve prepaid for whatever happens tonight with this banquet I’ve prepared.” She fans her hands out over the spread of chips, soda, and pizza bites as if it’s a five-star dining experience. “Or, you’re just fattening me up for the hordes of hungry monsters out there.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s my plan, get my favorite person eaten by monsters. You know, part of this experiment is about trust. Instead of thinking the worst, you should trust that I’m going to make sure you have an amazing time.” 
 
    My cheeks flame hot with blush and my stomach flips in an excited way.  
 
    “I’m your favorite person?”  
 
    Madison blushes and smiles as she looks down at her soda in her hands. Instead of answering with words, she bumps her shoulder against mine and offers me another pizza bite. I release a small happy laugh as I take one of the offered bites and bump her back.  
 
    “Ok, I trust you.” She looks up at me with a big closed lip smile. “Good.”  
 
    It really surprises me how close I feel to Madison and how much I really do trust her when we’ve only known each other for less than two weeks. We’ve spent a lot of time together every day just talking about everything. I don’t think I’ve had as many conversations in a month with anyone back home as I have had in this short period of time with her, except Sam. Even when we’re not talking and we’re just sitting together working on homework, I feel a sense of comfort with her that I just can’t describe. Before I met her, I felt so lost in this new place. But Madison makes this place feel like home. I’ve talked with Shane a few times since we hung out in her dorm a few days ago, but I don’t feel the same closeness and comfort with her that I feel with Madison.  
 
    After we’ve finished off most of the pizza bites, a couple bags of chips, and our sodas, we’re grabbing our stomachs groaning in regret for being so glutinous.  
 
    “Ok, Mystic of the Night, time for you to weave me a magical morning, or else I’m going to fall into a food coma.” Madison laughs and starts scooting off the bed. “I thought you’d never ask.”  
 
    She takes my hands and pulls me up off the bed. When we get outside, she extends her arms out to her sides like she’s embracing the world, bends her head back with her eyes closed, and inhales deeply. While still in her backwards, world hugging pose, she looks over at me and smiles.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to copy me?” I laugh and run my fingers through my hair nervously. “Uh, why?” 
 
    “You know that feeling when you have accomplished something amazing and you are really proud of yourself?” 
 
    “Yeah, what does that have to do with what you are doing right now?” 
 
    “Everything. If you start with the attitude that something is great, then it will be great.” 
 
    “Or you’re setting yourself up for disappointment for having too high of expectations.” Madison straightens back up and turns to face me full on. She places her hands on her hips and looks at me thoughtfully. “I thought you trust me?” 
 
    “I do.” She looks at me with raised eyebrows and slightly puckered lips, as if doubtful of my truthfulness. “Ok, don’t look at me like that. Come on, let me have a do over.” 
 
    Madison smiles and tugs me back inside. A moment later, she pushes through the door and we embrace the world together and inhale the crisp cool morning air.  
 
    When we straighten up, she looks at me with a big smile. She takes my hand and starts running down the sidewalk. She leaps up onto the mid-thigh high stone wall lining the sidewalk and I clumsily follow her. While still holding my hand, she walks along the top of the wall, pulling me along after her.  
 
    After a couple minutes, she suddenly stops, making me bump into her from behind. I grab her hip with my free hand to steady us and my heart starts racing immediately. I’m pressed against her back and her amazing ass is pressed against my groin. She wraps her other arm around to grab me.  
 
    “Whoa, sorry. Are you ok?”  
 
    “Yeah, are you?” 
 
    “Yeah, look.” She looks over her shoulder at me smiling and then points at a small red fox sitting by a tree in front of us. “Oh, wow.”  
 
    He’s really pretty and surprisingly brightly colored in the dim of the early morning light. The sky is still a dark gray with the sun still hiding below the horizon, but the street lights are still on and offer a good enough glow to allow us to see him clearly.  
 
    Madison had slipped her hand free that was holding mine to point at the fox, but as we stand here admiring him, she slips her hand back in mine. As her palm presses against mine, I realize that her other hand is still wrapped behind herself, holding me close, and I still have my hand on her hip. 
 
    A rush of excitement bubbles up in my belly. There have been several moments of locked eye contact, shy blushing smiles, sitting close, and so many other little things that have made me wonder if Madison might be falling for me like I am for her. But right now, this moment feels like a turning point for us. It’s exciting. I suddenly lose all interest in going back to sleep any time soon and am anxious to see what may unfold this morning. 
 
    The fox perks up, looks side to side, and then takes off. Obviously, he heard or sensed something we could not. Madison turns to me with a smile and her eyes glittering like little stars in the early dawn light. She releases my back and starts to move again.  
 
    We make our way to “our tree” and then Madison starts to climb up the tree. She starts to slip, but I catch her foot and give her a boost up. There’s not much room up in the lap of the tree, so we’re pretty much pressed together again while we straddle the fattest branch. We’re facing east, where the horizon is starting to glow a bright dolphin gray. 
 
    “Are you still awake back there?”  
 
    She turns to look at me and I pretend to be nodding off and let my head land on her shoulder. Her hand wraps around the back of my head and she gently rubs my head as I lay on her shoulder. Oh, that feels nice. 
 
    “You have really soft hair.”  
 
    She runs her fingers through my hair several times and I feel like I’m going to start purring like a cat because it feels so amazing.  
 
    “Oh, shit!”  
 
    Madison grips my head and leans back into me hard. Her sudden impact against me almost unseats me out of the lap of the tree. I quickly wrap one arm around her waist and grab onto the tree with the other to steady us. I lift my head and she releases me and holds onto my arm holding her waist.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Man eating spider.” 
 
    “Ha, ha.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. There’s a giant spider dangling a few inches in front of my face. Oh, my god. We have to get down.” 
 
    I look around her and there is in fact a very large spider hanging in front of her. It looks like it’s just a brown garden spider so it’s actually harmless.  
 
    “Ok, hold onto me and don’t react, whatever happens, or we’ll fall and break something.” 
 
    She firmly grips my arm and I scoot in closer to her so we’re pressed very tightly together. I can just barely see the thick stand of its web that its hanging from. I carefully grab onto it and slowly pull it down and out to the side like I have watched my mother do on countless occasions in her garden. Just as I have it passed the branch, the spider drops down to the ground. I wrap my other arm around her waist and Madison exhales in relief. She presses her hands over my arms and looks over her shoulder.  
 
    “Thank you.” She scans down to my lips a moment as if she’s going to kiss me, but then looks back in my eyes with a shy smile. “Do you mind if we get down now? I wanted to try to catch the sunrise up here, but I feel like I have things crawling all over me.” 
 
    “That’s probably just me holding you.” I tease with a smile and she laughs hard. She squeezes my arms tighter against her. “No, this makes me feel safe. But if that giant thing was up here, there has to be others.” 
 
    “Ok. I have another idea. Come on.” 
 
    I reluctantly release my embrace from her waist. I was really enjoying her being in my arms so much that I’d risk several of those giant things landing on me just to keep holding her. I climb down out of the tree and as she starts to descend, I grab her hips to help steady her as she lowers herself out of the lap of the giant tree. She lands and stumbles back right into me. She grabs my hands to steady herself and then looks over her shoulder at me smiling.  
 
    “Thanks. So, what’s this grand idea you have?” 
 
    “Follow me.”  
 
    I release her hips, but she entwines one of her hands in mine and follows my lead without a second question or any hesitation. We walk a couple blocks to the Court, our main cafeteria, and I point to a high wall along the sidewalk. The wall is built from large brown rectangular paving bricks and has little spaces just large enough for a hand or foot at just the right intervals to be able to climb the wall. It’s also just wide enough that we could sit on the top and not feel like we’re going to topple over if a gust of wind rips through the street. I’ve been wanting to climb this wall since I first arrived on campus. 
 
    Madison smiles and practically leaps towards the wall like an excited kid as she skips the rest of the way, pulling me along with her. We climb the wall, and carefully pull ourselves on top to dangle our legs over the other side. Once we’re sitting facing east again, she scoots over closer to me so our arms are touching.  
 
    “This view is actually better. Are you awake enough to sit up this high with me? I don’t want you dozing off and falling over the edge.” 
 
    “I’m ok. As soon as we get back to my dorm, I’m going to crash though.”  
 
    “We?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think your roommate will appreciate you coming in and waking her up at this hour. She’s not part of the Creatures of the Night Club, so she won’t be as understanding as I am. I think it’s probably in your best interest to crash at my place.” Madison laughs and looks at me blushing. “Ok.” 
 
    We go back to watching the horizon and after a couple minutes, her hand slowly moves over top of mine that’s resting on the edge of the wall. I smile and feel an amazing excited flutter in my stomach.  
 
    Just as the sky starts to turn a buttercup yellow along the horizon, Madison starts singing softly in an angelic bluesy voice about the morning sun and dreams. Her voice feels like a tender kiss and it reaches deep into my heart, igniting it on fire. I feel like her voice is embracing me like warm arms on a cold morning. It’s the most beautiful sound I have ever heard. I feel it deep to my core and it causes a joyful longing to well up inside me.  
 
    When she finishes, she looks over at me and the golden light of the morning sun makes her eyes shine like fine green gemstones. Her eyes are slightly glistening and her lips are curled into an affectionate smile that makes me want to cling to her. She wipes a tear off my cheek and runs her fingers through my hair before taking my hand in hers.  
 
    “Madison, you have the most beautiful voice. I’ve never been moved so powerfully by someone singing. Did you make up that song?” 
 
    “Thank you. The song is by the Waifs. They’re a folk-rock group. I like some folk and bluegrass because it has so much soul and is easy to sing without music.” 
 
    “It was beautiful. You are going to put every other musician out of work when the world hears you. There’s no sound that can parallel you.” She lets out a happy laugh and looks down at her lap a moment with blushing cheeks. “So, you don’t mind me just randomly breaking out into song?” I laugh and shake my head. “You can turn every minute into a musical if you want. I could listen to your voice all day.” 
 
    She looks in my eyes and she slightly licks her lips as she toys at the corner of her bottom lip with her teeth a moment. She starts to move in closer as if to kiss me, but then freezes.  
 
    She looks passed me and whispers, “We should get down now. A maintenance worker is walking this way.”  
 
    I look behind myself, and of course, a tall heavyset man in a navy-blue collar shirt and matching pants is walking up the sidewalk, interrupting what was possibly about to be a very beautiful moment. 
 
    We carefully climb down the opposite side of the wall we climbed up so that the wall will conceal our descent from him. We wait behind the wall and watch him unlock and disappear inside the Court, before we walk out from behind the wall and start heading back to my dorm. 
 
    “I’ve never sat and watched a sunrise. Thanks for waking me up. This morning was a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Was it better than your ocean dream?” 
 
    “My dreams can’t compete with you.”  
 
    Madison smiles and bumps my arm playfully before taking my hand in hers. We walk hand in hand in silence for the last couple blocks back to my dorm.  
 
    My roommate is still gone, which is great. Madison still has not released my hand, but hesitates at the door. I start to walk towards my bed, and she follows with a shy smile curling her beautiful lips. I kick my shoes off, plop down on the bed, and gently tug on her hand to follow. I scoot over against the wall, but before she joins me, she tries to pull the covers down. I laugh and let go of her hand so I can wiggle under the covers. She climbs in next to me on her side and pulls the covers up under her chin. She inhales and smiles.  
 
    “You’re bed smells good, like the ocean. That’s probably why you had that ocean dream. I guess I kept you up long enough. It’s after five now. Goodnight, Kayla.” 
 
    “Good morning, you mean.”  
 
    She sticks her tongue out at me a moment with a smile and then rolls over to face away from me. I roll onto my back and quickly fall asleep smiling. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    The strong sweet smell of strawberries and honeysuckles starts to wake me from my deep sleep. I move my head to the side and feel something tickle under my nose. I open my eyes and find myself in a surprising position. I freeze so I won’t wake her. Madison is laying on my chest and has one arm wrapped around me loosely cupping my right breast. Her left leg is draped over mine with her knee just below my center. 
 
    I feel instantly aroused and heat creeps up my chest and neck. I’m not sure what I should do. Before I can decide if I should try to move or wake her up, I hear the doorknob to my dorm turn. I quickly snap my eyes shut and pretend to be asleep. 
 
    My roommate quietly whispers, “Oops,” and giggles. She moves around the room quietly and then leaves again. The sound of the door closing causes Madison to stir. Her head burrows deeper into my chest and her hand slightly moves over my breast and gently squeezes it. Oh, my god, that feels so good. Madison suddenly freezes, rips her hand off my chest, and lifts her head, smacking me right in the bottom of my chin. I groan and grab my chin, as I try to roll away.  
 
    “Oh, shit, I’m so sorry!” Madison grabs my hands, trying to look at my mouth. “Kayla, let me see.”  
 
    I shake my head and try to roll over. She grabs my hips and straddles me, pinning me down. As soon as she’s sitting on my lap, I freeze and feel a flood of tingling heat wash through my body. My hands drop from my face and her cool soft hands gently take my face and start to inspect it. She gently strokes over my chin and jawline.  
 
    “Does this hurt?” I can’t speak, so I just shake my head. Her thumb gently runs along my bottom lip and my eyes close in a haze. “Did you bite your lip?”  
 
    Her tone isn’t scared anymore; its hushed and breathy. I nod and feel her body lowering towards me. Her hand slips behind my neck and tilts my head up slightly. Her other hand holds my cheek, and within moments, I feel her breath on my lips. She hovers above me a moment, as if tentatively checking to see if I’m going to recoil and push her away. I don’t move an inch. 
 
    After a few seconds, her mouth presses against mine. She pulls back a moment and then gently presses her lips against mine again several times, giving me slow soft kisses. She softly nips at my bottom lip, making me inhale deeply, my insides to lurch, and my center to contract. She teases at my lips with her tongue, so I part my lips and give her access to fully kiss me.  
 
    Our mouths move together in a soft and slow kiss that feels like a gentle breath that feeds the hot embers of a dying fire, igniting it into flames. My lifeless hands suddenly become agitated with need to touch her as passion pours through my veins. I run my hands up her smooth thighs and rest them on her hips. Madison releases a small sound at my touch and her body presses down more firmly against me. I run my hands up her back and wrap a hand in her amazing hair while I hold her against me with the other.  
 
    With each minute that passes, I feel like my body is slowly turning into one of those novelty electrical balls that when you touch it, lightning is attracted to the points of contact with the clear globe and your fingers. After a few minutes, Madison releases my mouth, inhaling deeply – trying to catch her breath. We slowly open our glossy eyes and smile as our eyes lock on each other.  
 
    “That was even more amazing than I imagined. I’ve been wanting to do that for a while.” 
 
    “What, smack me in the chin with your head?” She laughs and kisses my lips. “I’m sorry I did that. I didn’t mean to grope you in your sleep.” 
 
    “Next time, I’d like to be awake for it.” She gives me a big smile and pulls me into another kiss for a moment. “Can I have you for mine?” I smile really big and let out a small happy laugh as I wrap my arms around her. “I’ve been yours since I landed in your lap. I’ve just been waiting for you to claim me.”  
 
    “You mean, I could have been straddling you and kissing you like this all this time?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “I’m going to need to make up for lost time then.”  
 
    She smiles in a sly way and then presses her lips against mine again. After kissing for several minutes, Madison adjusts her position so she’s lying flat on me with her legs extended with mine. She slides her hand out from behind my neck, and rests below my collarbone. We’re both struggling for air between the tumbling of our lips and tongues, and the longer we continue to kiss, the more aroused my body is becoming.  
 
    Madison’s hand starts to move down my chest, making me inhale deeply in anticipation. She hesitates above my breast a moment, but then firmly palms over my left breast and squeezes it. I moan and rise against her touch. I feel her smile while we kiss and then she sucks my bottom lip at the same time that she pinches my nipple, making me moan again. 
 
    I had never put a bra back on when she woke me up at 3am, so the only thing between her hand and my boob is my tee shirt. Madison adjusts her position again, sliding off of me slightly so she can get a better angle to play with my chest. She traces her thumb around my nipple in a firm continuous circle while holding the weight of my breast in her palm. After a couple minutes, my clit is ticking and I’m having a hard time keeping pace with her kiss. I pull back and gasp as she pinches my hardened nipple. 
 
    She releases my sensitized nub and rests her hand on my breast. She looks in my eyes and she looks just as aroused as I feel.  
 
    “Kayla, I’ve never done this before.” 
 
    “Make out?” She smiles and sits up slightly on an elbow. “Not with a girl, and never like this. I’ve never done anything like this before.” 
 
    “Wow, I’m the first girl you’ve kissed?”  
 
    “Yes, but I’m not yours, am I?” 
 
    “No, sorry. But honestly, I like yours the best.” She smiles and gently kisses my lips. “Thank you, but you don’t need to be sorry.” She looks down and bites her bottom lip in a shy way, before looking back in my eyes. “Have you ever, uh, you know, gone all the way?”  
 
    “Yes, with my ex. She was the only one though.” She looks nervous and waits almost a full minute to ask, “Do you want to? I mean, right now?”  
 
    “I definitely want to, but I don’t think we should today.” She looks both relieved and disappointed. “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, for one, the nervous look you have right now. I don’t want you to be nervous about anything we do. The confidence you had straddling me and kissing me was so amazing. That’s the way I want you to feel.” She smiles in an affectionate way and blushes. “Also, we’ve just been friends till this point. I don’t want our first time to be on a friend foundation.” 
 
    “Well, to be fair, I don’t think either of us viewed each other as just a friend. We both wanted more, but I know what you mean and I agree. Thank you, Kayla.” I smile and laugh a little. “I should be thanking you for finally claiming me as yours.” 
 
    “Am I allowed to kiss you in public?” 
 
    “If you feel comfortable doing it. Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Do you still like guys? Not that it would determine if I want to be with you – but just so I know how much competition I have to contend with out there.”  
 
    She smiles and kisses my lips for a moment. 
 
    “I never liked guys. I haven’t had a ‘boyfriend’ since I was fourteen. I’ve seen girls I thought were pretty, but hadn’t met any that were gay or if they were, I didn’t think they were worth getting involved with. My parents are very homophobic, so if I was going to deal with that drama, I wanted the person to be amazing. I didn’t want to just be with someone to experiment or whatever.” 
 
    “So, if we were back home and we had met there, would I be worth the drama or is it just convenient since we’re a thousand miles away from our families?” She smiles and rubs her thumb along my bottom lip a moment before resting her hand on my collarbone. “Yes, you are definitely worth dealing with them for. If I had known you in high school, I think I might have gotten myself kicked out or had to run away to be with you.” I smile and pull her into a short kiss. “That’s good because I did take a puck to the back for you, you know.” She laughs and pecks my lips. “I will proudly introduce you to my family as my girlfriend when we go home for Thanksgiving.” 
 
    Before I can answer, my dorm room door opens and my roommate peeks her head in.  
 
    “Sorry, uh, do you mind if I slip in to grab a book?”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    Whitney comes in smiling and waves to Madison. She tiptoes over to her desk as if she’s trying not to wake us up like earlier and then heads back to the door with a thick textbook in hand. She smiles and waves one last time before ducking back out of the room.  
 
    Madison leans over to grab her phone off my side table and sits bolt upright and gasps.  
 
    “We’re late for class. Really late.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s been a couple days since I’ve seen Shane, but as I’m walking across the lawn of the library, I see her sitting on a bench with a thick text book on her lap. She has a tablet poised above the book that she is taking notes on and she has hot pink headphones on and is dancing around in a fast, erratic way in her seat. I don’t know how she could possibly study like that. I smile and shake my head as I make my way over to her. I plop down next to her, purposefully bumping my shoulder against hers a little. She startles and looks up quickly with a look of panic. I laugh and she smiles. She quickly pulls her headphones off and sets her tablet down on her book. 
 
    “Hey, how’s it going?” I shrug a shoulder. “Just finished class and thought I’d come see if I could waste some time in the library pretending to look for books for a paper I need to write. How are you doing?” 
 
    “Pretend to look for books? What would you really be doing in the library if not looking at the books? You know the librarians are about eighty, right? You’re not going to find a sexy librarian in there to ogle at and fantasize about having some porno scenario with.” I laugh and shake my head. “I don’t know. Mrs. Fenigree is pretty damn hot in those beige knee-highs that always roll down mid-calf. Those blue veins in the back of her calf…” 
 
    “Ok, stop. You’re going to make me puke.” She laughs and smacks my arm roughly. “That was just a little pay back for that show you made me watch. Speaking of which, did you get through your binge-watching plans of that nightmare show?” She laughs and nods. “I did. How’d you sleep that night?” 
 
    “I don’t remember having any nightmares.” 
 
    “Cool. I’m glad I didn’t scar you for life.” 
 
    “Well, I think I’m scarred, but I won’t need therapy or anything.”  
 
    She laughs and looks in my eyes with affection. I better tell her now.  
 
    “I uh, want to tell you something.” She smiles in an excited way and turns to face me more. “So, remember that friend I was talking to when you asked me if it was my girl?” Her smile drops some and she nods. “Well, we uh, we’re not just friends anymore.” She nods in a solemn way and sits back. “I figured it would happen. Either that or you’d be heartbroken by falling for a straight girl. Did I ever have a chance? Before I showed you that horrible TV show, anyway?” 
 
    “If I hadn’t met Madison, yeah, I would have been interested, even with your scary taste in entertainment.” She smiles really big and her cheeks blush a light pink. “Well, that makes me feel a little better. At least I didn’t make a complete fool of myself by coming onto you.” I smile and shake my head. “Nope. I like your confidence. It’s very attractive.” 
 
    “Can we still hang out or will your girl disapprove of you being friends with a confident and aggressive lesbian that once hit on you?” I laugh and shake my head. “I don’t think she’d object to us being friends.” 
 
    “Good. Do you have plans for lunch or are you able to hang out today?” 
 
    “I can do lunch. Madison has a rehearsal after class.” 
 
    “Rehearsal? You dating the lead guitarist in an all-girl band?” I laugh a little. “No, she sings. She has rehearsal for the schools fall music festival.” 
 
    “That’s cool. The girl band would have been fucking awesome, but the singing is still cool. I love a girl that can sing. I can’t sing for shit. I sound like a squealing baby pig when I try to sing.” 
 
    “I can’t sing either.” 
 
    “Do you really need to go in that musty library right now to ‘pretend to look for books’, or would you like to get some lunch now? 
 
    “Let’s see, food or boring non-fiction books?” She smiles brightly and starts packing her stuff in her bookbag. “Lunch it is. Any preference? You want to go to the Court or someplace on Oliver Street?”  
 
    “I’m fine with whatever.” 
 
    “Last time you said you were fine with something I picked, you almost barfed in my dorm.” 
 
    “Ok, so my pick this time and then we’ll be even if you hate it.” She smiles and stands up with a cute excited hop. “Perfect.” 
 
    As we start across the lawn, she still has a little hop in her step and it makes me laugh. She looks over at me smiling and then quickly turns to walk backwards so she can face me.  
 
    “So, you think my confidence is attractive, huh?”  
 
    “I do. And you’re about to walk into a tree.” She smiles, glances over her shoulder, and sidesteps to miss the tree, but doesn’t turn back around. “Only my confidence?”  
 
    “Another tree.” She quickly sidesteps and continues to walk backwards. She clears her throat and smiles broadly. “Where’s this headed?”  
 
    “Boosting my ego. I’m not a girlfriend stealer so I’m not trying to snatch you from your girl.” I laugh and motion to her to look behind herself before she walks into a group of people approaching us. She turns around and gets in line next to me and we safely walk passed them. “In that case, you should feel completely confident in your appearance and you have an attractive personality.” 
 
    “That was a very diplomatically spoken compliment, but I like it. Thank you.”  
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “So, what’s she like? This girl that outshone me.” 
 
    “She’s everything.” Shane looks over at me with a smirk and a raised eyebrow. “Everything?”  
 
    I smile and look up at the sky a moment, remembering the way Madison made me embrace the world and watch a sunrise with her.  
 
    “Yeah, she’s everything. It’s like all of the beautiful things the world has to offer embodied in one of the most beautiful girls.” 
 
    “Shit, I need a girl to talk about me like that. My ex wasn’t good with compliments, or words. If she wanted to tell me something mushy like that, she’d send me song lyrics or a quote from books or TV shows.” 
 
    “Well, that’s still nice. At least she tried to tell you how she felt, even if she couldn’t figure out how to say it in her own words.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    My phone vibrates in my pocket, but it’s not Madison’s pattern. I pull my phone out while we’re waiting to be able to cross the street.  
 
      
 
    Sam: I’m hungry. What should I eat? 
 
    Me: I’m trying to figure that out right now. Getting lunch with a friend, but don’t know what to get. 
 
    Sam: Which friend? The one that replaced me? 
 
    Me: No, she has rehearsal today. This is just a friend. 
 
    Sam: So, I have been replaced? When do I get to see a picture? 
 
    Me: You are so confusing sometimes. Why do you want a picture? 
 
      
 
    “We can cross now.” I look up at Shane and she looks a little hurt that I’m on my phone. “Ok, sorry. Speaking of exes, that was mine.”  
 
    She seems to brighten up a little bit. She must have thought it was Madison and I was going to tell her I had to cancel on getting lunch.  
 
    “You were able to stay friends with your ex?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’re trying, but it’s weird. Some days, she acts like I’m still hers and she acts jealous that I’m talking to other girls and that I have a girlfriend now. But then other days, she acts like she’s happy and having the time of her life.” 
 
    “She’s faking it. She wants you back. Would you take her back, if it doesn’t work with the singer?” 
 
    “Probably.” She stops and looks at me confused. “You’re not over her yet. Is it a good idea getting into a new relationship if you haven’t gotten over your ex?” 
 
    “Are you over your ex?” She pinches her eyebrows. “Why does that matter?” 
 
    “Because, you’re looking for a new girlfriend, aren’t you?” She shrugs a shoulder. “I guess so. And no, I’m not over my ex. I’m still in love with her and I’d take her back in a heartbeat.” 
 
    “Well, then.” 
 
    “Fine, but that doesn’t answer the question.” 
 
    “Could you answer the question?”  
 
    “I sure hope you’re more open and willing to share with your girlfriends. It’s like playing twenty-one questions just to learn one thing about you.” I laugh and shrug a shoulder. “Sorry. Try something less deep.” She smiles and stops again as she looks around us. “Ok, but first, you need to pick someplace to eat, because we’ve already passed everything and now we need to turn around.”  
 
    I look around and we have somehow walked passed all of the businesses and are now in the residential part of Oliver Street. We turn around and start heading back in the other direction. 
 
    “Do you like Mexican food?” 
 
    “No, sorry.” 
 
    “Burgers?” 
 
    “I’m vegetarian.” 
 
    “Really? Ok, how about pizza or salads?”  
 
    “Salad would be awesome.” 
 
    I haven’t been here yet, but apparently, Shane has. When we walk in The Grove, there are seven touch screens for ordering with a printer next to each that prints a ticket to pay at the end of the counter. I watch Shane quickly tap through the screens building her salad and then step back with her ticket in hand. I take her place at the screen and start building my own salad. 
 
    We pay at the register and then wait at the counter for our salads to be made. While we wait at the counter, a girl Shane knows gets into a conversation with her, so I pull my buzzing phone out to answer Sam back. 
 
      
 
    Sam: Why am I confusing? And I want to see a picture to see who will be kissing you and laying with you. 
 
    Sam: Why aren’t you answering? 
 
    Sam: Fine, whatever. 
 
    Me: Sorry, I wasn’t ignoring you. I was trying to figure out what to eat. Shane is weird about me being on my phone when I hang out with her. She’s talking to someone she knows at the moment, so I only have a few minutes right now. 
 
    Sam: What did you settle on? 
 
    Me: Salads.  
 
    Sam: That doesn’t sound like you. 
 
    Me: Well, turns out Shane is a vegetarian. She doesn’t like Mexican food. Can you believe that? Who doesn’t like Mexican food.  
 
    Sam: Yeah, that’s just weird. No meat and she doesn’t like Mexican food – that’s two strikes, baby. What kind of movies does she like? 
 
      
 
    I laugh and glance to my right. Shane is still deeply engrossed in her conversation.  
 
      
 
    Me: Nasty bloody horror. Very demented shit. 
 
    Sam: That’s strike three. You need to find a new friend. I swear, if you come home a vegetarian and watching bloody massacre movies, I’m going to have to lock you up to convert you back. 
 
      
 
    I laugh really hard and Shane glances over at me. She sees the phone in my hand and looks irritated. I just ignore her and go back to my phone. How can she be irritated that I’m on my phone when she’s talking to someone? She didn’t try to make me a part of the conversation, so I’m not going to sit here doing nothing while she socializes.  
 
      
 
    Me: How would you convert me back? Starve me and only offer me meat when I’m begging for food? 
 
    Sam: That’s one way. Or I can get you so wet that you’re begging for me to go down on you, but I’ll only finish you off if you eat a steak. 
 
    Me: The image I have in my head is crazy.  
 
    Sam: I’m picturing you sitting at a table completely naked with me between your legs while you dine on a nice thick steak. Oh, and you have one of those red and white checker cloth napkins tied around your neck. 
 
    Me: Ok, get out of my head.  
 
    Sam: But it’s so nice in there. 
 
    Me: I can’t believe I’m about to eat a fucking salad. You know, she picked salad over pizza! 
 
    Sam: Why are you hanging out with this girl? I’m going to have pizza for lunch since you can’t. What toppings do you want me to eat for you? 
 
    Me: No veggies!  
 
    Sam: So, how about a meat supreme with extra sauce and cheese? 
 
    Me: I literally just moaned out loud and received a very dirty look from Shane. 
 
    Sam: I love making you moan. Have you been with my replacement yet? Have you danced with her?  
 
    Me: Not yet – to either. 
 
    Sam: Good.  
 
      
 
    They call Shane’s number and a second later they call mine. Shane takes both trays and starts walking to an empty table. I follow, and as I sit down, she glances at my phone in my hand with irritation. 
 
    “I’m telling her I have to go.” 
 
      
 
    Me: Hey, sorry, food’s ready so I have to go now. Damn, if you could see the look I’m receiving right now for texting. I’ll talk to you later, baby. 
 
    Me: Shit, sorry. 
 
    Sam: For what? Calling me baby? I never want you to stop calling me that. I wish I could smack that weird bitch across the face for taking you away from me right now. I’ll text you later. 
 
    Me: You wish you could smack every girl that talks to me. Talk to you soon. 
 
      
 
    I put my phone away and Shane’s attitude immediately changes back to her happy self again. Damn, she really is weird about the phone.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hey, V-tag. What’s up?” I look up from my psychology book just as Josh is plopping down in front of me. He has a cheesy grin on his face and is looking scruffier than ever. “V-tag?”  
 
    “Yeah, you know…” he makes a ‘V’ around his lips with his first two fingers with a smile and thankfully spares me the rapid snake tongue that typically pairs with the gesture. “Got it. What’s with the facial hair? Trying to look like a caveman?” 
 
    “I’m trying to grow in a thigh tickler. I hear the straight girls love it. So, where have you been? I haven’t seen you in over a week.” 
 
    “Been busy.” I try not to, but my face just won’t obey me and it splits into a huge smile. He laughs and pulls his knees up, wrapping his arms around them. “Who is she?” 
 
    “Hey.”  
 
    We look up and Madison is standing just to the side with her bookbag slung over one shoulder and looks uncertain if she should join. Josh smiles like a goober and opens his arms to the grass around him.  
 
    “Hey, it’s the damsel! Join us.” Madison looks at him in an odd way and hesitates to sit. He smiles and explains, “You’re the one that Kayla blocked the puck for, right?” Her face transforms with recognition and she laughs a little as she sits down next to me. “Yeah, that’s me.”  
 
    She sits down right next to me against “our tree” with our arms touching and her legs outstretched next to mine.  
 
    Josh grins as he looks between us.  
 
    “Is this her?” Madison looks at me with a curious grin, making me blush. “Am I what?”  
 
    “He wants to know if you’re the reason I’ve been so busy and he hasn’t seen me in over a week. By the way, this is Josh, a friend from high school. Josh, this is Madison.” 
 
    “Well, in that case, yes.” Josh laughs and shakes his head in disbelief. “How you manage to snatch up the hottest girls all the time, I don’t get it.” I cross my arms over my chest and pretend to be offended. He laughs and holds up his hands. “Hold up. That’s not what I meant. Look, you’re hot and all, but you’re gay, so I can’t look at you like that. But, Sam wasn’t fucking gay and she was the hottest girl in school.” He looks at Madison, and asks, “Were you gay first, or did she turn you?” 
 
    “Oh, my god. Really, Josh?”  
 
    It’s only been a week since Madison and I started calling each other “girlfriend” and we haven’t really discussed Sam yet. She knows I have an ex that I had sex with, but we haven’t discussed it any further. I don’t want Madison to feel weird or uncomfortable. 
 
    “You know I have no filter or couth or whatever you want to call it. I’m curious about something, I say it.” 
 
    “Yes, I was already gay when we met.” 
 
    “Well, that makes me a little more hopeful. Jeez, I thought Kayla had some kind of magical power or something and was going to convert all of the pretty girls to the dark side.” 
 
    “The dark side?” 
 
    “Yeah, haven’t you seen the flyers up everywhere? Some Jesus freaks club in orange tee shirts has been posting them up everywhere. The shit people write over them is great. Someone drew a cartoon of Jesus and Moses doing it next to a burning bush. Here, look.” He pulls his phone out and shows us a picture of the flyer with the cartoon. “Wow, that’s disgusting. Not the cartoon – that’s funny. But the flyer is bullshit. I can’t believe they’re allowed to post those. I thought anything that promoted hate wasn’t allowed to be posted around the campus?” 
 
    “Professors and students have been tearing them down. There’s a guy on my team that has a gay older brother, and when he saw the guy taping it up on the wall outside our locker room, he punched him in the jaw.”  
 
    “I haven’t seen any of this.” I look at Madison and she shakes her head. “I haven’t either.” 
 
    “Probably because you two have been stuck up each other’s…” 
 
    “Don’t even finish that sentence.”  
 
    I cut him off because I am pretty sure he was going to say “cooters” or “pussies” because that’s just how he talks sometimes. Madison giggles a little bit, but is blushing so brightly red that its adorable.  
 
    “Ok, too soon for pussy jokes, got it. Anyway, what are you two doing tomorrow night? My house is throwing a big party. You both should come.” 
 
    “A house full of sweaty hairy hockey players? Not sure how appealing that sounds. What do you think, Madison?” Madison laughs and shrugs a shoulder. She looks very relieved for the change of subject. “I think its required in the college student handbook to attend at least one really bad party a year.” 
 
    “That’s right. I’m offering you a guaranteed fulfilment to your contract as a college student – a night full of memorable disappointments. And if you dance like you did in high school, the night will be even better.” 
 
    “You can dance?” 
 
    “Yeah, she can dance. I still can’t get prom night out of my head when you and Sam tore it up.” I try to give him a meaningful, “shut up”, look, but he just laughs. “So, its settled. The party starts at eight; see you both tomorrow night.” 
 
    After he’s a good distance away, Madison nudges my arm gently to get my attention. I look over at her and she scans my face as if she’s trying to read me.  
 
    “We don’t have to go.”  
 
    “No, we’ll go. It will probably be a good way to unwind after my psychology test tomorrow.” Madison lifts the book off my lap and smiles. “Need help studying?” 
 
    “Sure. Wait, why aren’t you in this class if you’re majoring in psychology?” 
 
    “Well, this course is more of just basics that’s required for any major. The ones required for me are bit more…” She pauses as if she doesn’t want to insult me or something, which makes me smile and laugh a little. “A little more in depth?” She smiles and nods. “You mind taking this indoors so we’re not interrupted again?”  
 
    “Nope.”  
 
    We decide to go back to my dorm since my roommate’s usually never there and Madison’s is less predictable and tends to be very moody. Thankfully, my roommate is true to her typical habits and she’s not home when we get to my dorm. Madison takes my book and sits Indian style facing the foot of my bed and instructs me to sit with my back against hers so I can’t try to peek at the book while she drills me questions. Before I sit down, I give her the test study guide and my notes so she knows what to ask me. Before she starts, she reaches behind herself and grabs my hips.  
 
    “You need to press against me so I know you’re not peeking.”  
 
    I laugh a little and scoot back some. With our backs completely pressed together, she starts asking me questions. Being pressed against her feels so good – my whole body is tingling. It’s very hard to concentrate and I find myself taking longer than I should to answer her questions. 
 
    She gets to the last question and I’m at a complete loss for the answer. I just can’t remember it at all. My mind is too distracted with focusing on the tingling bursts that are exploding throughout my body and making me feel warm and numb. 
 
    “Do you want a hint?” 
 
    “No. I know I know this.”  
 
    She waits, but after a couple minutes, it just won’t come to me. In frustration, I plop backwards along the side of her. She looks down at me and smiles affectionately.  
 
    “Still don’t want a hint?”  
 
    I look up at her with a grumpy face and try to take the book from her. She laughs and pulls it back out of reach. While she holds it out of reach with one hand, she playfully smacks my stomach as if I’m a naughty child. She smiles and rubs her hand over my stomach, sending sparks of electricity all through my body.  
 
    “Damn, you have abs. Can I see them?” 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    After our first make out session a week ago, Madison has been a little more reserved and hasn’t tried to really explore my body much. I can tell when we kiss that she’s struggling with the desire to, but she wants to try to take things slow. We both agreed we want to date for a little bit before we go down that road. She’s worried if she touches me anywhere that she won’t be able to stop. 
 
    She sets my book down and lifts my tee shirt with both hands till my entire stomach is showing.  
 
    “Are you flexing?”  
 
    I shake my head and flex my abs. She lets out a small sound that I’m not sure is a gasp of awe or a moan of pleasure. I’ve always been very proud of my stomach. I have enough definition that you can actually see a shadow between the raised and segmented muscles when I flex. Madison runs her hand down the muscles and traces her fingertips between the segments. I watch her face and recognize a look of arousal in her eyes. I feel heat rising up my chest and neck as she runs her hand over my stomach. I want so badly to pull her down into a kiss, but I don’t want to escalate things beyond what she’s comfortable with. She drags her fingertips down my abs more firmly and then palms up them, resting her hand on my stomach with her fingertips just reaching my bra. 
 
    “These are so nice. They feel amazing. What do you do like a million crunches a day or something?” I put my arms behind my head to try to appear casual, but mainly to lock my arms under me so I can’t pull her down on top of me. “I have a routine I do four times a week.” 
 
    “I’ve never been able to get mine to have much definition, no matter what I try.” She runs her fingers down them again and the heel of her palm slightly brushes just above my center as she presses down to palm up my stomach again. “Oh, my god. I can’t stop touching them. Do you mind that I’m totally groping you right now?” 
 
    “You can touch me all you want.”  
 
    She looks in my eyes with a huge smile and her cheeks blush slightly. While holding her hand on my stomach, she gathers my book and papers and leans over the side of the bed to drop them on the floor. She lays down on her side next to me and continues to trace her fingers around my stomach. I bite the inside of my cheek and try to control my breathing. I’m ticking between the legs and want so badly for her hands to travel the remainder of my body.  
 
    “So, are you going to dance with me tomorrow night?”  
 
    “Are you going to grope me if I do?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “Then yes.”  
 
    Madison looks in my eyes and scans down to my lips a moment before looking back in my eyes.  
 
    “What kind of dancing will we do?”  
 
    Her hand palms firmly up my abs and my arousal is getting so strong that I slightly inhale and close my eyes a moment as a sharp spark lights me up between my legs. She runs her fingers down my stomach again and rests her hand on the waist of my shorts while her fingertips glide side to side over my stomach.  
 
    I swallow hard and quietly say, “Whatever kind of music they play.” She moves a little closer to me and quietly asks, “Fast or slow?” Madison moves her hand out to my hip and applies a little pressure, pulling me closer to her. I turn over onto my side and our eyes lock.  I whisper, “Both,” and she smiles as she moves in to kiss me.  
 
    Just inches from our lips touching, the door to my dorm swings open and my roommate comes bursting in.  
 
    “Oh, shit. Sorry. Hey, can you take that to her dorm? I just had a bad fight with Darren and I just need to sleep it off. I’m really sorry.”  
 
    Madison and I look at each other a moment and slowly sit up. I feel a pang of disappointment between my legs as we slide off the bed.  
 
    “Fine, we’ll go. But if you make up before I get back, you better not lock me out again. I have a test in the morning so I have to be able to sleep here tonight.” 
 
    “Ok. I really am sorry.”  
 
    She genuinely does look upset, but I’m just too frustrated to try to care about what petty fight she had with her boyfriend. Whitney and her boyfriend are high school sweethearts that didn’t want to do a long-distance relationship, so they applied to the same schools as each other. They’ve had at least four “bad fights” since we got here.   
 
    Madison grabs my book and papers off the floor and hands them to me before grabbing her bookbag. She takes my hand and we leave Whitney to wallow and sleep. 
 
    When we get outside, Madison stops along the short stone wall that lines the sidewalk. She wraps her arms around my neck and looks in my eyes smiling, but she also looks nervous.  
 
    “Kayla, I really want to kiss you right now.”  
 
    “What are you waiting for?” We actually haven’t kissed outside of our dorms yet. I think she’s been too scared. She smiles and bites her lip, moving in closer to me. “You wouldn’t mind if I kissed you right here on the sidewalk?” 
 
    “You are really killing me here.” She giggles and presses her body against mine. She inhales and swallows hard at the contact. “I’m going to kiss you now.”  
 
    Her eyes close and she presses her lips against mine. Our mouths part and our tongues slide against each other. My clit tugs hard between my legs and heat climbs up my chest and neck so fast that my face feels like the sun is baking it. Madison lets out a small moan and wraps her hand around the back of my neck, holding me close to her. After a couple minutes, she pulls back gasping for air. Her cheeks are red and her eyes are glossy. She licks her lips and swallows hard.  
 
    “You are really good at that.”  
 
    I smile in a proud way and she immediately pulls me back into another kiss. This time, I put a little more into it and gently tug her bottom lip with my teeth. Madison moans and grips my hair firmly. When I release her, she slowly opens her eyes and smiles.  
 
    “I wonder if my roommate is home. I want to touch you in places that I don’t think would be appropriate right here on the sidewalk.” 
 
    I smile and slowly trace the side of my forefinger under her jawbone and Madison’s eyes slowly close. With my knuckle under her bottom lip and with my thumb on the top, I gently tug her lip, pulling her into me. Madison moans and grabs my hip as our mouths press together and our tongues glide over each other. While we kiss, her hand creeps up my shirt and presses against my clenched stomach muscles.  
 
    “Get a room!”  
 
    I hear the loud remark as people shuffle passed us, but Madison doesn’t seem to care and doesn’t even flinch or hesitate. I hear them snicker as they walk away, but they don’t say anything more. After a couple minutes, Madison pulls back breathing hard.  
 
    “Fuck, it feels good kissing you.” She swallows and tugs me closer to her. I can tell she’s very aroused and wants more. “I’ve never felt like this before. I want to…”  
 
    She trails off, but her fingers slightly dip into the waist of my shorts and she tugs me in hard against her. She looks in my eyes and palms up my stomach. Her hand is still firmly holding me behind the neck. I’m completely locked in this moment. Nothing around us matters. If she was to cup me between the legs, right here on the sidewalk, I don’t think I could stop her to suggest a private place. Her fingertips just barely graze along the underside of my breasts, making me inhale and feel a fresh spark between my legs.  
 
    I lean in and pull her back into another kiss. As our tongues move together, my book slips from my other hand and I wrap my arms around her. With each pass of our tongues and sucking of each other’s lips, the kiss becomes more urgent and hot. Madison slides her hands under my shirt around my back and digs into my back, holding me pressed as firmly to her as possible. 
 
    I can’t believe how amazing it feels kissing Madison. I’ve kissed a few other girls, but this tops them all. Sam was a really good kisser and I loved making out with her, but kissing Madison is something different. It’s better. 
 
    I hear a noise close by my ear, but I ignore it. A second later, the noise is repeated louder. It’s someone clearing their throat. I still don’t stop. This time, as they clear their throat again, the person taps my shoulder.  
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    It’s an annoyed sounding female voice. Madison and I stop kissing, but we don’t pull apart. We look at the intruder and she blushes beet red. It’s a girl that looks about our age, maybe a couple years older. She has blonde hair and a plain look. I almost laugh when I notice that her bright orange tee shirt reads, “I speak for Jesus.” She must be a part of that club that Josh was telling us about earlier. 
 
    “Do you, now?”  
 
    She looks at me confused and I nod my head down at her shirt. She looks at her shirt and then back up at me a deeper shade of red. She clears her throat and tries to hand me a pamphlet that no doubt tells me how evil and corrupt I am for what I’m doing.  
 
    “You should read this.” I smile and slowly turn to face her, but keep one arm around Madison’s waist. “I’ll read that, if you kiss a girl.”  
 
    Her jaw drops and she stutters to try to answer. Madison lets out a small giggle next to me. Before she can answer, another voice chimes in.  
 
    “I’ll do it.” We look over and Shane is walking up with an amused smile on her face. “Hey, Kayla. So, does this baby need converting?” She eyes the girl up like she’s a delicious dessert and the girl lets out a small nervous sound. “I promise I won’t bite, unless you like that.” Shane licks her lips and takes a small step closer to the girl. “I, uh, that’s not how this works.”  
 
    “How what works? You think you have all of the answers and that we’re just supposed to stand here and listen to them? You think we have to just fall in step with what you say without countering your arguments? Maybe you are wrong and we are right. Maybe you don’t have all of the information you need to make an informed decision on how you really feel.” 
 
    “But it’s wrong.” 
 
    “Is it? Did Jesus appear and tell you that to your face?” 
 
    “No, but…” 
 
    “So, you are going by word of mouth and many rewrites of a book that was compiled thousands of years ago by a bunch of power crazed men from bits and scraps of scrolls and manuscripts to decide what to believe instead of investigating your own feelings? You ever play that game ‘telephone’?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “By the time the statement gets around the group, is it ever what it first started out as with the first person?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then how do you know what you’re preaching is what was really said the first time?” 
 
    The girl is quiet and regards Shane with doubt and curiosity. She looks at Madison and I moment before looking back at Shane.  
 
    “Ok.”  
 
    My eyes fly open in surprise and Shane smiles in a victorious way. Shane reaches for the girl’s hand and slowly steps forward. She places her finger on the underside of her chin and slowly presses her lips against hers. The girl actually closes her eyes and doesn’t pull back. They part lips and Shane gives her a soft slow kiss. When she pulls back, the girl just stands there with her eyes closed and mouth slightly parted. 
 
    Just as Shane is taking a step back, the girl opens her eyes, reaches for Shane, and pulls her back in. The girl drops her pamphlets and grips the sides of Shane’s head. Damn, she’s really getting into it. Madison and I share a look and try not to laugh. After a couple minutes, they pull apart and the girl looks at Shane with blurry eyes.  
 
    “What just happened?” 
 
    “You kissed another girl and you really liked it.” 
 
    “I did. Oh, God, I’m going to Hell.” Shane smiles in a kind way and touches the girl’s cheek. “No, you’re not. Come on, let’s go talk.”  
 
    We watch them walk away and then Madison wraps her arms around me again with a big smile on her face.  
 
    “So, that was Shane? She’s cute and very confident. You must really like me to be able to resist her advances while you waited for me to claim you.” I laugh and pull her hips against me. “I do. But, uh, do I need to be worried?” She laughs hard and kisses my lips. “Definitely not. Besides, by what we just witnessed, I’m pretty sure she just converted that bible hugger into her girl.” 
 
    “Possibly. Once the other bible huggers get to her, she may go back into that shell she was in before. I just hope she doesn’t hurt Shane. She can be a bit weird at times, but Shane is actually a very nice girl.” 
 
    “Yeah, she seems nice. I probably should help you study now, but your lips look like they want me to kiss them.” I smile really big. “They really do. How about for every answer I get correct, I get a kiss?”  
 
    “I like that idea. I’ll just give them a little encouragement to get all of them correct.”  
 
    She smiles and then presses her lips against mine. If she kisses me like this every time I get an answer correct, I’m going to forget everything, including my own name, after just a few questions.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
    Just as I get my tank top on, my phone vibrates with Madison’s signature pattern. I practically leap across my bed to grab my phone off my pillow.  
 
     
 
    Madison: I’m here 
 
    Me: I’ll be right down 
 
      
 
    I rush downstairs and when I open the door, I gasp. Madison is wearing her hair slightly wavy instead of her typical straight and is wearing a loose tank top over a pair of skin tight black leggings.  
 
    “Damn, you look good.” She smiles and pulls me outside into a hug. “Oh damn, you smell so good.”  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I nuzzle in her neck and in her hair to smell her amazing strawberries and honeysuckles shampoo and body wash. Madison laughs and tilts her neck back, giving me better access. I moan slightly as my head becomes intoxicated feeling from her scent. I press my lips to her neck and trail kisses from the side of her neck and along her jawbone till I reach her lips. I hover above her lips a moment.  
 
    “Hi. How was your day?” She giggles and grips my hips slightly. “Hey back at you.” She moves her mouth closer to mine, so we’re just barely touching, and says, “It was too long waiting to get to this moment. How was your test? Did our make out technique help you pass?”  
 
    Madison teasingly runs the tip of her tongue between my lips, but doesn’t kiss me yet as she waits for my answer.  
 
    “I think I did pretty good. Your amazing kisses burned the answers into my brain.” Madison smiles and gently nips my bottom lip. “We’ll need to study like that every time then.”  
 
    Without waiting for me to answer, she pulls me into a kiss. Oh, my god! Her tongue and lips are like the flames of a campfire that gently roast the marshmallow held against their hot dancing bodies. I start to smolder inside. Her hands firmly glide up my sides and around my back, holding me so close to her that I can feel her center and breasts pressed against mine.  
 
    I slide my hands down her back and hesitate a moment to slide over her amazing ass, but then she sucks my bottom lip and I lose to temptation and slide both hands over her cheeks. Madison moans as my hands firmly grip her, pulling her in harder against me. She pulls back from the kiss and bites her bottom lip as she looks in my eyes.  
 
    “Kayla, your hands are…”  
 
    I massage her ass in a circular motion and she closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. She swallows hard and pants out, “Oh, god.” It takes so much effort, but I slowly drag my hands off her ass and up her back to rest on her ribs. She opens her eyes looking thoroughly turned on. 
 
    “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself.” She giggles and kisses my lips. “Don’t apologize. I have no intentions of behaving when that music starts tonight.” I smile really big, take her hand, and start eagerly pulling her down the sidewalk. “Let’s go. We need to get to this party.” She laughs and skips after me. “Those jeans look really good on you. And I really like that tank top.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Josh lives in a house with several guys on his team. Its only two blocks away from dorm housing so it doesn’t take long to get there. As soon as we turn down their street, we can hear the loud music and people laughing. Josh is in the front yard with a few guys filling huge plastic totes with ice. Some totes have cans of beer and some have bottles of a variety of brightly colored alcoholic drinks. As he reaches for another bag of ice, he spots us and calls over to us with an excited grin.  
 
    “Hey! What’s your poison? We have beer, hard cider, hard lemonade, and some blue and red shit that I don’t know what it is, but they’re really good. Stay away from the lime green shit though – it’s nasty. Oh, and we have some vodka Jell-O shots inside and a few bottles of hard stuff if you can handle it.”  
 
    Madison looks over at me in an uncertain nervous way and I understand her unspoken wish to decline. I look back at Josh and shake my head.  
 
    “Thanks, maybe later.”  
 
    Madison squeezes my hand as if to say thank you. It’s a simple gesture, but it makes me feel good and warm inside. I actually don’t like to drink so it doesn’t bother me that she doesn’t want to indulge. I don’t like feeling out of control, and alcohol always makes me feel off, even if I only have one or two drinks.  
 
    “Ok, no pressure. There are sodas and bottles of water inside if you don’t want to drink.” 
 
    “Hey, man, introduce me to your pretty friends.”  
 
    A very tall guy with black slicked back hair, a square jaw, and dark eyes has walked over and is staring between Madison and I with a sickening lustful sneer on his face and his hands on his hips. Josh shakes his head and smacks the guy on the inside of his shoulder, just above his peck, a couple times. 
 
    “Don’t bother, bro. They’re here together.”  
 
    “Ah, got it. Well, that’s cool.” His sneer is replaced with a kind smile. “I’m Jake, head of the house. If anyone gives you a hard time, just let me know.” He looks back at Josh, smacks the back of his shoulder once, and says, “We ordered a bunch of pizzas. They should be here soon.” He nods his head towards us, says, “Have fun, ladies,” and then walks back in the house.  
 
    Josh is pulled away to help unload more ice and cases of drinks out of a car that just pulled up, so we go in the house to check out the party. Madison practically clings to me for life as we wade through people, some of which are only half dressed – both guys and girls are walking around topless, well, the girls are in bras. We accidently collide with a pair of girls that are wearing short shorts and only their bras and Madison blushes bright red. The girl’s breasts are pretty much spilling out of her bra and ends up completely pressed against Madison as we wait for people to move so we can disentangle from each other. 
 
    When we get to a less crowded room, I pull Madison in close to me and brush my hand across her cheek. She looks in my eyes and her nervousness seems to dissipate some.  
 
    “You’ve never been to a big party like this before, have you?” She shakes her head and presses in closer as some people try to get passed us. “No, I pretty much avoided parties like this like the plague. I had enough guys hitting on me in school constantly. I didn’t need to add alcohol, drugs, and loud music to the mix to make it worse.” 
 
    “Do you want to leave?” 
 
    “I want to dance with you.” I smile and kiss her lips. “We can dance anywhere. This house is so packed that I’m not sure we’ll actually get to dance together in here.”  
 
    She frowns and looks around us. The music is loud and they’re playing some really good dance songs, but I just don’t see how anyone will be able to dance in this house.  
 
    “We’ll stay a little longer. It’s a required college experience, right?” I laugh and squeeze her closer. “I think I remember a beautiful damsel saying something like that yesterday.”   
 
    Madison presses in closer, pushing me into a wall, as a group of laughing guys and girls rush passed us. She watches their progress as they squeeze by, and when she looks at me, her face is only an inch from mine. She smiles really big and licks her lips, before saying, “Hi.” I laugh and wrap my arms around her waist, holding her firmly against me. “Hi.”  
 
    “Your eyes are extra bright blue tonight. They remind me of the perfect clear blue waters that surround beautiful islands. I just want to go swimming in them.”  
 
    “Well, let me try to bring you to that place.”  
 
    Our mouths start to move together in a tumbling of pressing, sucking lips, and flipping, twisting tongues. As our mouths slide against each other, my mind becomes unfocused and my body heat rises. Madison’s hands had been resting on my hips, but with each twist and flick of our tongues, her hands slowly part in different directions. One is moving around to my ass, and the other is slowly riding up the inside of my tank top to rest on my stomach. She nips my top lip and then sucks my bottom lip as she fully grips my ass, causing me to release a small sound. After a few minutes, we release each other’s mouths to catch our breath.  
 
    Madison leans her head next to mine, and in an out of breath way, whispers, “Kayla, I really need to dance with you, now.” She squeezes my ass again, as if to punctuate her need. “Ok, let’s keep moving through the house. Maybe we just haven’t reached that room yet.” 
 
    Just as we’re pulling ourselves apart to get our bearings and decide which direction to go, Josh and a couple other guys are coming through with stacks of pizza boxes on their heads.  
 
    “Hey, you two aren’t dancing yet?” 
 
    “Haven’t found room to.” 
 
    “Follow us then take the first left.” 
 
    It’s hard to follow because they’re being stalked by a horde of hungry people that want the pizzas they’re bravely carrying through the house. We catch the end of the line after a couple minutes and veer off to a room to the left as instructed. It looks like it was meant to be a living room, but they use it for a game room. It’s a little less crowded in here, but it’s still far too many people for the size of the room. In the center of the room, a large group of mostly girls and some guys are dancing. Along the sides of the room, there’s an air hockey and foosball table that people are huddled around playing.  
 
    I look at Madison and her cheeks are slightly blushing again. She smiles really big and pulls me forward into the center of the room. Just as we reach the other dancers, I tug on Madison’s hand and spin her once, before pulling her ass against me. Madison laughs and grabs my hands as she looks over her shoulder at me. She just smiles and then starts moving her body in beat to the music.  
 
    She grinds her ass against me, dips and grinds up, pushing deep into me. Madison has such an amazing ass that I’m almost struck paralyzed as she works it against me. It feels so good and her body bending, shaking, and rocking in front of me is a mesmerizing erotic show that has my eyes locked open and unable to look at anything else.  
 
    After a couple songs, she turns around and we dance facing each other and grinding against each other. I mostly let her lead and just go with whatever style she’s comfortable with.  
 
    “Oh, come on, you can do better than that.” I look over and Josh is standing a foot back with a piece of pizza in his mouth. Madison looks between him and I, and asks, “Are you holding out on me?” I laugh and shrug my shoulders. “Don’t like my dancing so far?” She laughs and shakes her head. “No, I do, but are you able to turn it up more?” Josh laughs and swallows a huge bite of pizza. “You haven’t seen anything yet. Be her puppet for the next song.” She looks at him in an odd way and he grins and licks the pizza grease off of his lips. “You mind if Kayla dances with another girl for a minute so you can see what I mean?”  
 
    Madison releases me and shakes her head. I feel as if part of my own body heat is being pulled away from me as she goes to stand next to Josh.  
 
    Josh smiles and stands on his tiptoes, looking through the crowd. He spots who he’s looking for and cups his hands around his mouth, bellowing out, “Hey, Candi! Come here!”  
 
    A few seconds later, a really pretty blonde in short shorts and a hot pink bra comes out of the throng. She has a really nice body and very long hair pulled up into a ponytail. I glance at Madison and she looks a little nervous. She’s probably second guessing her decision to allow me to dance with this girl.  
 
    “What’s up?” She looks between all of us with a friendly smile and Josh motions to me. “This is my friend, Kayla, and this is her girlfriend, Madison. This is Candi and she’s a dancer. I want to show Madison how amazing Kayla is at dancing. Will you be her puppet?” She smiles and shrugs a shoulder. “Sure.”  
 
    The look on Madison’s face makes me hesitate. I lean over and whisper in her ear, “I promise, whatever you see is just a dance and means nothing to me. I’m only doing this for you. If you’re uncomfortable at all, I’ll stop.”  
 
    When I pull back, she’s smiling and doesn’t look nervous anymore. Josh pushes on my shoulder.  
 
    “I’ll take good care of your girlfriend. Get your ass dancing.”  
 
    I look at Madison again and she nods once, as if to say, she’s ok with me doing this. I turn to Candi and she smiles, takes my hand, and pulls me back over to the rest of the other dancers.  
 
    “Ok, I’m yours. I’ll follow your lead.” 
 
    “Ok, let’s see if you can follow me. Try to mirror me first.”  
 
    She smiles and steps back to watch me. I feel the music and work my feet in a fast, complicated pattern, pop my chest, and roll my body. Candi smiles and nods her approval and then nearly perfectly mimics me. I do one more series and as she’s doing the finishing spin, I step into her and grab her hips so she stops with her ass against me.  
 
    The song is just ending, so we wait for the next song to come on. I smile as I feel its beats send electricity through my veins. This song is actually too perfect. I love to do a puppet dance with a girl when the song has both slow and fast parts and I recognize this song as having plenty of alternating tempo in it.  
 
    This girl is a really good dancer. Candi seems to be able to sense what I’m going to do and reacts in nearly perfect time with me. She can almost move with me as well as Sam could, almost.  
 
    We’re facing other each and I have one arm wrapped around her waist, but pull it back to grab her hips. I tug her firmly against me, press a hand to her stomach and roll it against her like a body roll and she understands. While she rolls her body against me, she bends backwards and grinds her hips against mine. I slide my hands up her body, between her breasts, loop my thumbs in her bra-straps and tug them down and back up again quickly in a teasing motion, without revealing her chest. I grip her behind her neck and pull her back up. When she’s upright again, she smiles broadly and her body starts moving more erotically against me. I reach behind her, wrap my hand in her long ponytail and twist her hips, making her turn around.  
 
    She thrusts her ass into my groin and starts grinding hard. I push on her back, and while holding her ponytail, I direct her to swing her body in a half circle from one hip to the other. As I pull her back up by her hair, she grabs my other hand and presses it up her stomach, over her left breast, up her neck, and she firmly bites the tip of my middle finger. I release her hair and she takes my arms and wraps them around her waist.  
 
    A new song has started and she’s now guiding the dance. I really want to be dancing with Madison now. I look over at her and her arms are crossed over her chest and she looks upset. My hands are locked down on Candi’s waist, so I nod my head at her, in a beckoning way, for her to come over. She gives me a tiny smile and starts to walk over. Candi looks up at her, and instead of releasing me and allowing me to dance with my girlfriend, she takes her hand and pulls her onto the front of herself. Madison blushes, but doesn’t fight it.  
 
    We dance the next couple songs as a threesome, changing positions and grinding and groping each other. It’s fun, but I would prefer if I was just dancing with Madison now. While I’m in the middle, with Candi on my front and Madison on my back, Madison whispers in my ear, “I really like dancing with you. You are amazing.”  
 
    In answer, I dig and grind hard against her. She tightens her grip on my hips and releases a small gasp in my ear.  
 
    When the song ends, Candi hops off my front and turns to look at us.  
 
    “Ok, I’ll stop being selfish and let you two dance alone again. Thanks for letting me dance with you. It was a lot of fun.” She gives Madison a hug and when she gives me a hug, she whispers in my ear, “You are so fucking hot. You made me wet when you were controlling me. If you didn’t have a girlfriend, I’d be going home with you tonight.”  
 
    She gently kisses the side of my neck, gives me a really pretty seductive grin, and hops away to rejoin her friends. I turn to Madison and she looks at me with a quirked eyebrow.  
 
    “What did she say to you?” I shake my head and pull her in close. “Nothing important.” She wraps her arms around my neck and gently kisses my lips. “She wants you. I could tell in your first dance. Her face showed she was turned on. When she slid your hand up her body and bit your finger, I almost walked out. Josh put an arm around me and told me to look at your face. You looked like you were having fun, but you didn’t look like you do right now.”  
 
    I cheese really big and pull her into a short kiss. When I pull back, I lean into her neck and drag my teeth down her ear, gently biting her earlobe, before whispering, “Do you want to be my puppet now?” She quietly moans and leans into me more. She breathes out a “Yes” and I flick her earlobe with my tongue and firmly suck it for a moment, before whispering, “Just so you know, what’s about to happen to you, is not just a dance.”  
 
    She releases another small moan and I immediately start guiding her in rhythm with the music. Madison puts all of her trust in me and allows me to guide her however I want. She even surprises me a few times with guessing my next move before I even get to fully relay through my body what my intentions are.  
 
    After dancing to a couple songs, she turns to face me and starts fervently kissing me with a hand tangled in my hair and the other firmly gripping the waist of my jeans. She pulls back breathing hard.  
 
    “I’m ready to go.” My insides flip in excitement and my center contracts with desire. “Ok, let’s go.” 
 
    We make quick work of shoving through the crowded house, pushing passed groups talking and laughing, couples making out, and the occasional unconscious person sitting in a corner or chair.  
 
    When we get to the sidewalk, Madison wraps her arms in mine and kisses my cheek. She looks so happy that it melts my heart. I wish I could carry her in my arms all the way back to my dorm.  
 
    “Kayla…” She hesitates, biting her bottom lip. “What is it, babe?” She smiles really big, looks down a moment, and then looks back in my eyes. “What you did in there, I mean, guiding me. Will you do that for our first time?”  
 
    I pull her to a stop and place a hand on her cheek with my other arm around her waist. I look in her eyes, looking for any sign of nervousness or hesitation. I don’t see any at all. I kiss her lips and smile.  
 
    “When you’re ready, yes, I can do that if that’s what you want.”  
 
    “I’m ready. I want you so badly that I can barely breathe. I want to be with you.” I swallow hard and feel my own breath tighten in my chest as her admission makes my arousal go into overdrive. “If we hadn’t just danced like we did, would you still be ready? I don’t want you to regret it tomorrow if it’s just the excitement of dancing together that has you thinking you’re ready.”  
 
    “No, it’s not just because you danced with me like you were making love to me. If we hadn’t been interrupted yesterday, you would have lost your clothes.” I smile really big and search her eyes. I only see happiness, desire, and something else amazing that makes my stomach flip and my heart race. “I really hope Whitney’s not home.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thankfully, Whitney’s not home when we get back to my dorm. I’m half tempted to put something on the outside of the door to indicate she’s not welcome home tonight, but decide I don’t want everyone in my building knowing my business. We typically only use the lock on the doorknob and never use the chain lock, but tonight I decide to slide the chain in place. That will tell her all she needs to know without being able to see anything if she tries to come in.  
 
    When I turn back from locking the door, Madison is sitting perched on the edge of my bed with her cellphone out. I lean against my desk and wait, thinking maybe she’s responding to a text or something. She looks up and smiles in a shy way. A second later, soft music starts to flow from between her hands. She sets her phone down on my bedside table and walks over to me.  
 
    Madison wraps her arms around my neck and I place my hands on her hips. She presses against me and whispers in my ear, “Will you show me how to slow dance, now?” I smile and push off of my desk. I run my hands up her sides, lift her arms in the air, and spin her a couple times. I pull her back against me and pull her arms out to the sides, entwine my fingers with hers and then wrap our arms around the front of her. We shift our weight alternating between feet as we shuffle around the room with our bodies swaying against each other. I press my lips against her neck behind her ear and softly leave my lips warm prints over the length of her neck on both sides.  
 
    After painting her neck and shoulders with my kisses, I spin her back around and pull her in close, wrapping her arms around my neck. I pull her into a kiss and Madison inhales deeply, nearly stealing my breath completely. While we kiss, my hands slowly inch her tank top up her body. When I reach her armpits, Madison lifts her arms and pulls back from the kiss long enough to allow me to pull her shirt off.  
 
    Our lips and tongues begin to move together again as I slowly guide her backwards to my bed. I kick my shoes off and Madison does the same. I pull back from the kiss and look in her eyes a moment. She looks completely aroused and I don’t see any nervousness on her face at all. I look down at her chest and stomach and swallow hard.  
 
    “You are so beautiful, Madison.”  
 
    Her breasts are a little bigger than mine, about the size of large grapefruits. Her waist is slim, but her stomach is soft. I glide my hands up her stomach and over her softshell bra, gently squeezing her breasts. Madison’s eyes close to small slits and she exhales and inhales deeply. I reach behind her and unclasp her bra. I glide my hands up the backs of her shoulders, loop my fingers in her bra straps, and slowly pull her bra off.  
 
    “Beautiful.”  
 
    Her breasts are perfect light pink soft globes with hardened tan nipples. I gently trace my thumbs around both hardened nubs and Madison lets out a low moan. I pull her into a kiss while I gently play with her breasts and trace my fingertips over her entire torso, front and back.  
 
    After a couple minutes, and when Madison’s breathing has become heavy, I push my hands down her leggings at her hips and slide over her bare ass. Madison moans and presses in hard against me. I squeeze and massage her cheeks till she can’t keep pace with my kiss and pulls back breathing hard and moaning.  
 
    Between panting breaths, she says, “I really like you playing with my ass. It feels really good.”  
 
    I squeeze her cheeks hard and pull her against me and she moans louder and grips my shoulders for support. I push her pants and panties off her hips and she seems to be holding her breath now. Slowly, I push her pants off of her and she steps out of them completely and kicks them aside. 
 
    I scan her body up and down and my center contracts with desire harder than its done all night. My clit is pounding hard and I want so badly to guide her hand between my legs right now, but I need to bring her to climax first. I swallow hard and lick my lips.  
 
    “Madison, you are perfect.” 
 
    She smiles and reaches for my tank top. I smile and lift my arms. Madison quickly pulls my shirt off and moans. She drags her fingertips down my abs firmly and then quickly takes my bra off and starts to unbutton and unzip my pants. When I’m naked, Madison moans again and firmly grips my ass.  
 
    “Damn, you’re so hot.” 
 
    She immediately pulls me into a kiss and our hands begin to move over each other. Her skin is so damn soft and feels amazing pressed against mine. I guide her backwards and she climbs onto the bed, pulling me down on top of herself. Oh, fuck, it feels good being pressed against her. Madison is thicker than Sam, so I don’t have her bony hips and ribs poking into me. 
 
    I pull back from the kiss and press my lips to her chin and kiss all the way down her neck. She tilts her head back and arches up against me as my lips trail down her chest. I roll my tongue around her nipple, eliciting a deep long moan from her beautiful mouth. I drag my teeth over her breast and firmly pinch her nipple. Madison gasps and grips my shoulder.  
 
    This is her first time, so I try to control my desire to quickly get between her legs and bring her to climax. I want to ignite every nerve in her body as I slowly work my way down her body. I want to make her feel so amazing that she sees stars. With soft lips, a firm tongue, and teasing teeth, my mouth moves over every inch of her chest, stomach, and hips.  
 
    I don’t know how long it takes, but I feel like I’ve been worshiping her body for a while by the time I get between her legs. Madison’s moaning and breathing heavily, almost panting for air. Her hands are alternating between gripping my bedspread and grabbing my head and shoulders.  
 
    I gently part her legs, spreading her open wide. I glide my fingertips over the outside of her lips, and marvel at how soft and smooth her shaven center is. Sam doesn’t shave completely because she has problems with razor burn. We decided it wasn’t worth it after she tried to shave completely for me a few times, and I didn’t mind the stubble. But as I dip my tongue between Madison’s lips, she moans in pleasure and I moan at how nice she feels. Her smooth lips feel so good against my mouth and cheeks.  
 
    Madison tastes like maple syrup and it makes me greedy to lick up every last drop. My mouth moves eagerly over her folds, lapping up her arousal. I dip inside her and tug on her walls, coaxing out more of her sweet syrup. Madison is moaning and gasping loudly with each lick, flick, and dip of my tongue. Each time I suck and pinch her clit, she thrusts her hips against me and moans louder.  
 
    Her thighs start to tremble and her breathing sounds almost strangled. Her body is arched up and her hands are digging into the bedspread. She’s climaxing and its beautiful. I slow my pace and firmly lick the flat of my tongue up the full length of her, in long strokes, gliding over her clit as I move up and down her. Madison screams out in a short sharp gasp and slightly sits up, grabbing the back of my head. I suck her clit into my mouth, nursing it like a lollipop, and she moans, sitting up completely. She holds my head against her with one hand and digs her fingers into my shoulder with her other. She releases a loud scream and bucks her hips against me as she cums. Gasping for air, Madison lifts my head from between her legs.  
 
    “Kayla, oh baby, please, I can’t take anymore.”  
 
    I smile and work my way up to her lips by kissing the inside of her thighs, her hips, up her stomach and chest, and up the side of her neck. When I reach her mouth, Madison pulls me into a kiss, while pulling me back on top of her as she lays back down. She pulls back and looks in my eyes smiling.  
 
    “Kayla, thank you. That was better than any expectation I had. I really felt like…” She pauses and bites her lip, looking down. She looks nervous to finish. I place a hand on her cheek and brush my thumb gently across her long beautiful eyelashes. Madison smiles and looks at me. “It felt like you care about me, a lot.”  
 
    I gently kiss her lips and then kiss each of her eyes. She smiles and giggles a little. I smile and gently pepper her entire face with soft feathery kisses. When I look in her eyes again, they’re slightly red and glossy with emotion.  
 
    “Madison, if I tell you something from my heart, will that make you uncomfortable?”  
 
    She nervously toys with her bottom lip again with her teeth and scans my face. I smile and tug her bottom lip free from her teeth. I give her a small kiss on the lips, gently sucking both the top and bottom lip. She smiles and shakes her head.  
 
    “Please tell me.” 
 
    “Madison, I’m in love with you.” She smiles and lets out a small laugh as a happy tear leaks from her eye. I wipe it away and gently kiss both of her eyes again. She places her hand on my cheek and then runs her fingers through my hair. “I love you too, Kayla. Can I try to make you feel as amazing as you made me feel?”  
 
    I smile, kiss her lips, and move off of her. Madison climbs on top of me, straddling me like she did the first time we made out. Her center is hovering just above mine in an agonizing distance. She looks my body up and down and smiles.  
 
    “You really are so damn sexy. I don’t even know where to start. I just want to touch and kiss everything.” I smile and place my hands behind my head like I’m lounging back. “Sounds good to me.” She giggles and bends down to kiss my lips. “What if I don’t do it right?” 
 
    “With the way that you kiss, I don’t think it’s possible for you do it wrong.”  
 
    Her face lights up with happiness and confidence and she moves into the side of my neck, pressing her lips against my skin below my ear. She traces a circle with the tip of her tongue and then presses her mouth to the space, sucking my skin firmly. The effect on my clit is amazing. The little bundle of nerves ignites and starts ticking like crazy.  
 
    Slowly, Madison works her way down my neck and down my chest. When she’s between my breasts, she looks up at me with a grin before taking one of my breasts into her mouth and sucking on my nipple hard and fast.  
 
    Her mouth is heaven. I feel like each of the nerves in my skin are having their own micro orgasms as she builds the ultimate orgasm between my legs.  
 
    When her tongue and lips start working between my legs, I’m desperately trying to hold back the screams that want to rip through my vocal cords, but the effort is fruitless. When I cum, my throat feels raw with the loud gasping moan that stubbornly shoots out of my mouth. I pull Madison up to lay on my chest and hold her close while I try to catch my breath.  
 
    “That was the most amazing thing I’ve ever felt. You are too perfect.” Madison looks up at me and smiles with blushing cheeks. “Really? It was ok?” I laugh hard and squeeze her closer. “I feel like you made every one of my nerves light up like light bulbs and then they surged and exploded in a giant ball of fire.” 
 
    “Mine felt like a volcano erupting.”  
 
    She places her hand on my stomach and starts gently tracing my abs, ribs, and hips. Her fingertips trace around my breasts and nipples, over my shoulder, up my neck, and along my jawbone. She props herself up on an elbow to look at me with a smile.  
 
    “I really like dancing with you. I’ve always liked dancing, but with you it’s better. You’re really good. Did you take dance growing up?” 
 
    “My older sister did. She used to teach me and our youngest sister the moves she learned in class. When she needed to practice routines, she would teach us so that we could do it with her. It helped her remember it better if she did a group routine with other dancers around her.” 
 
    “That’s cute. Are your sisters as good as you?” 
 
    “Sara, my oldest sister, is way better. Talia, my youngest sister, is not as good, but that’s because she never really liked doing it. She’s more into sports.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you take dance as well if you like it so much?”  
 
    “Because, I didn’t want to do anything with it. I just dance for fun. Sara’s working to be a professional dancer. She went to college for dance, and since she graduated last year, she’s been working on different dance projects up and down the east coast. She still lives at home because she hasn’t figured out where she wants to set roots and because she can be gone for a job for weeks or a month at a time.” 
 
    “Well, I’m really glad she taught you how to dance because it was really hot. I hope we have more opportunities to dance together.” 
 
    “I’m sure Josh’s house will be throwing plenty of parties this year. But we don’t need a party to dance. I’ll dance with you anywhere, especially, if you sing for me.” She smiles and giggles a little bit. “Dancing to my singing without any instruments behind us? That could be interesting. I feel like singing right now, while we lay like this. Would that be weird?” 
 
    “Are you kidding me? No way. It would be beautiful. I told you, I could listen to you sing all day and night.”  
 
    Madison pulls me into a short kiss and then starts softly singing about love, magic, and shooting stars. I don’t recognize the song, but her voice is so beautiful that my eyes close and my lips curl into a reverent smile.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
    The slow gentle tracing of Madison’s fingers over my abs pulls me out of my sleep, making me smile before I even open my eyes. I feel her move in closer and her lips press so softly against mine that it feels like she’s barely touching me. My smile widens and I open my eyes. Her brilliant green aurora borealis eyes are glowing with happiness. 
 
    “Hi.” I laugh and reach up to firmly kiss her lips. “Good morning.” 
 
    “Last night, when I was falling asleep, I thought I was going to wake up and last night would have just been a dream, but then when I opened my eyes and saw you laying here naked, I felt like I relived the whole night again.” I smile and pull her over on top of me. She giggles and straddles my hips, sitting up and resting her hands between my breasts. “So, last night, you told me something really nice – amazing, actually. Do you still mean it?” 
 
    “Yes, I love you, Madison.” She smiles really big and bends down to peck my lips. “Good, because I love you too. Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Sure.” She nervously bites her bottom lip a moment. “Did you love your ex?” My smile fades and I place my hands over hers that are still resting on my chest. “I don’t know. We never said it, but I thought we did.” 
 
    “Can I ask you about her? Would that be weird?” 
 
    “What do you want to know?”  
 
    She moves off of my lap and sits down cross legged next to me, so I sit up as well. She takes my hand in hers and holds it in her lap. 
 
    “How long were you together?”  
 
    “About seven months.” Her eyes get big and she grins. “You were together for seven months and you never said, ‘I love you’, to her, even though you thought you did?” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t really understand why I couldn’t say it. Maybe I just loved things about her and didn’t love her completely, but I don’t know.” 
 
    “And you love me completely?” I smile and lean forward to kiss the tip of her small round nose. “I do.” She blushes a little and looks down a moment with a happy smile. “Do you still talk to her?”  
 
    “Some, but not really. She broke up with me the day before we left for college and we agreed we’d try to still keep in touch and be friends, but it hasn’t worked out well.” 
 
    “How come? I mean, not that I’m advocating you talking to your ex, because I’d prefer if you didn’t, but I’m just curious.” 
 
    “Is that your way of asking me not to talk to her anymore?” She blushes a deeper red and her face drops and shoulders slump. “I didn’t mean it to sound that way. I’m sorry. I know I can’t tell you who you can talk to and not talk to. It’s just…” I lift her chin and press my thumb to her lips to cut her off. “Madison, remember that sexy confidence of yours that I love so much? Channel that now. Tell me what you want without any doubt and insecurity.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to talk to her. But isn’t that just me being a jealous girlfriend?” I smile and shrug my shoulders. “So what if it is. You love me; she doesn’t. I’d rather make you happy than her.”  
 
    She flashes me a big happy toothy grin and leans forward to wrap her arms around me. When she pulls back, she takes my hand in hers again.  
 
     “Why isn’t being friends working?” 
 
    “It’s just weird. One minute, she’s acting normal and we’re having a good conversation, but then she starts acting jealous about you and other girls I may talk to. But then will quickly start acting like she’s over me and goes on about all these attractive guys and girls she’s meeting. It’s just been very confusing.” 
 
    “You told her about me?”  
 
    “I did.”  
 
    “What did you say about me?” I laugh and run my fingers through my hair. “I told her I met a beautiful and intriguing girl that I think I could fall in love with.” Madison smiles so big it makes me laugh. Her chest slightly puffs out in a proud way and she squeezes my hand. “When did you tell her that?”  
 
    “The day after we met. It’s a really good thing you found me a couple days later by the tree because I was starting to think my heart was going to be broken before I had the chance to fully fall in love with you.” 
 
    “Ok, just one more question and then I don’t want to talk about her anymore. Josh said she was the hottest girl in school. What does she look like?” Doubt and insecurity has returned to her face and eyes. “She’s beautiful, but you are breathtaking.” She smiles really big and kisses my lips. “Thank you for being honest and not trying to deny that she’s pretty just to make me feel better.” 
 
    “No matter what you ask me, I’ll always be honest with you because I love and respect you and that is what you deserve from me.” 
 
    She smiles really big and gets up to straddle my legs and sits in my lap. I rest my hands on her lower back and she wraps her arms around my neck.  
 
    “I knew when our eyes locked that day you landed in my lap that you were going to steal my heart. Thank you for treating it so well so far.” I smile and kiss her lips. “Don’t worry, it’s my most precious possession now, so I will cherish it and protect it like a newborn baby. So, now it’s my turn to ask you something and its extremely important.”  
 
    Madison slightly toys at her bottom lip with her teeth, waiting with baited breath. I smile and squeeze her closer. 
 
    “Would you like to get breakfast with me now?” She laughs and gently kisses my lips. “Yes, I’m starving. I’d like to get a shower and put some clean clothes on first though. How about I go back to my dorm and meet you on the corner in about twenty minutes?” 
 
    I wrap my arms around her and lean backwards, pulling her down with me. She laughs and nuzzles into my neck.  
 
    “You feel so good against me. I really like holding you.”  
 
    “I’ve never felt so good as I do with you.”  
 
    After holding her for a few minutes, I loosen my grip and she sits up smiling.  
 
    “Ok, I’m going to go get ready.” She rubs her adorable soft tummy. “I’m really hungry.” She climbs off the bed and starts putting her clothes back on. After she’s dressed, she gives me a hug and kisses my lips. “Ok, I’ll see you in twenty minutes.”  
 
    I smack her ass as she starts to walk towards the door and she giggles. She turns to me and gives me another cute smile and kiss on the lips.  
 
    “See you soon, beautiful.” 
 
    After she leaves, I spin around a few times and land on my bed on my back with a huge smile on my face. The amount of happiness I feel makes me laugh and punch my fists in the air. I quickly get up, throw on my robe, and grab what I need to go get a shower and get ready for the day. I like to take long hot showers, but I’m too excited to meet up with Madison, so I take the fastest shower I’ve ever taken. I quickly towel dry and comb my long black hair and brush my teeth really well before I race back to my room to get dressed.  
 
    I opt for a pair of my boyfriend cut dark gray underwear with a thick elastic band, a pair of dark gray jogger style sweat pants, a black sports bra, and a white loose fitting tank top with a sunset on it and with scooping arm openings. I put my black Vans on and finish my outfit with a few braided cord bracelets on my left wrist.  
 
    When I’m done getting ready, I rush down the stairs of my dorm building and start walking down the sidewalk so fast that I’m almost running to reach the corner of the block to meet Madison. I spot her quickly approaching from the other direction and we both smile and she starts jogging towards me. I pick up my pace and she leaps in my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist. I laugh and squeeze her close as I spin her around. When I stop, she grabs my face and starts kissing me deep and hard, making me moan and I squeeze her ass.  
 
    After a couple minutes, she pulls back with a brilliant glimmer in her gorgeous green eyes and a bright white smile. She releases her legs from around me, stepping down, and grabs my hips, looking me up and down. She lifts my tank top some and her smile widens. She dips her finger below the waist of my underwear and glides it across from one hip to the other.  
 
    “I really like this outfit. I like when you look tough. It makes me feel safe.” I smile and scan her body. She’s wearing a pair of short gray jean shorts and a black tank top with a white “Day of the Dead” skull on it. “You look really sexy.” She giggles and leans into me. I wrap my arms around her and kiss her lips. “Want to find someplace on Oliver Street to eat at?” She nods and kisses my lips again. “Yeah, sounds good.” 
 
    I take her hand and we start walking towards Oliver Street. It’s a really nice day out. The sky is clear blue without a single cloud in sight and the sun is bright and warm. There’s just a hint of a cool breeze, signaling the approaching change of summer into autumn.  
 
    “So, you still haven’t picked a way to test my loyalty to the ‘not disappearing’ agreement we made to each other.” I laugh and release her hand to wrap an arm around her waist. “Is that still necessary?” She places a hand over mine that’s holding her side and moves closer to me. “Well, I’m not going anywhere, but I’d like to see what you can come up with to test me.” 
 
    “Ok, I’ll surprise you with something this week.” 
 
    “Good. I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
    “You should. You’re going to enjoy it.” 
 
    “I’m sure I will.” 
 
    We find an old fashion diner that looks like a shiny steel bus with metal exterior walls just to shoulder height with solid wrapping windows capped with shiny steel and a big letter sign that reads, “The Ice Box”. We’re seated at a powder blue vinyl lined booth with a speckled laminated table. The interior of this place reminds me of something in an old TV show.  
 
    A waitress that looks like she’s probably in her early twenties, wearing a white and powder blue dress uniform, comes to take our drink order as soon as we’re seated.  
 
    “Mornings, ladies. What you having to drink?”  
 
    I quickly look down at the menu. They have the usual, coffee, tea, fresh pressed orange juice, apple juice, hot cocoa, and fountain sodas.  
 
    “Can I have an orange juice with half Sprite and a couple cherries?” She smiles and jots it down on her pad. “Sure thing, sweetheart. How about you?” She looks at Madison, who is looking at me with a curious smile, and without looking at the waitress, she says, “I’ll have the same.”  
 
    “Ok. I’ll be back with your drinks and to take your food order in a few.” The waitress walks away and Madison leans forward with an amused smile. “Hey, sweetheart.” I laugh and lean forward to kiss her lips, making her smile widen. “I think our waitress likes you.” I laugh and shake my head. “You say that about every girl. You are the gorgeous one at this table, so if she’s looking, she’d be looking at you.” Madison smiles and blushes a little, shaking her head. “I don’t say it about every girl. Some are just very obviously into you. I think it’s that tough girl look you have. Its very sexy.” I laugh hard and shake my head. “I think you just wanted to tell me I’m sexy and you’re coming up with an excuse to say it.” 
 
    “You are mine, remember? I can tell you that you’re sexy whenever I want. I don’t need an excuse. What do you think about her?” 
 
    “Nothing. I have no need to look at any other girls, so I don’t have an opinion.”  
 
    “Ok, well look for a moment and tell me what you think of her.” I look at her confused and she grins in a mischievous way. “This feels like a trap. I’ve already passed the ‘not disappearing’ test. Which test is this you’re playing now?”  
 
    “Honesty.”  
 
    I pucker my lips in slight agitation and lean back with my arms crossed. Madison just smiles and leans back looking proud of herself. We stare at each other in silence for at least a full minute till our waitress returns. She places our drinks down and turns to me with a bright smile and her pen poised to take our orders.  
 
    “Are you ready to order or do you have any questions about the menu?”  
 
    Madison raises her eyebrows at me a moment in a meaningful way and her lips slightly curl into a bigger smile. I look at the waitress and allow myself to take all of her in and realize for the first time just how pretty she is. She’s a little fuller figured than Madison, with very nice curves. She looks like she’s probably of Spanish descent and has long shiny soft looking wavy dark brown hair pulled up into a ponytail with a few cute curly wisps at her temples. She has caramel eyes and full pouty lips with a perfect white smile. She has high cheekbones that have lightly blushed as I look at her in her eyes for a moment. I smile and run my fingers through my hair nervously.  
 
    “Uh, yeah, question. What should I get? What’s the best here?”  
 
    Her smile brightens and she leans forward to open my menu for me. I inhale and feel my heartrate quicken as her breasts come within only a few inches of my face and I almost moan from her scent. She smells really good. I feel my eyes slightly close and quickly snap them open and look at Madison. She looks very amused, which makes me blush.  
 
    Our waitress shows me a few items and I go with the one she tells me is her favorite, which makes her face blush a little more and she smiles and slightly stutters as she turns to Madison to take her order. Before she leaves, she looks at me again and asks if the drink is made ok. I take a sip and smile. 
 
    “Perfect. Thank you, Carmen.” She smiles and skips away. “See, told you she likes you. So…”  
 
    She trails off with a smile and waits. I run my fingers through my hair and become interested in a dent in the side of the table. Madison laughs and I look up with blushing cheeks. 
 
    “Babe, I’m not going to get mad at you for telling me your honest opinion of her.” I exhale and straighten up some. “Fine. She’s very pretty.” Madison smiles and tilts her head some. “And?”  
 
    “And what?”  
 
    “Would you?” My cheeks blush a deep red. “Are you seriously asking me if I would have sex with our waitress?”  
 
    Of course, just as I’m saying this, Carmen is walking by to greet a group that was just seated nearby and hears me. She stops and looks at me with a smile and I feel my whole face get hot with a deep red blush. She giggles and keeps moving. Madison has her hand over her mouth, trying not to laugh. I fold my arms over my chest and slump in my seat.  
 
    “You are a brat.” She laughs and stands up to lean over the table and kiss my lips. “You need a spanking.” She laughs and looks at me with a seductive grin. “A spanking, huh? That could be fun.”  
 
    Despite my embarrassment, my face transforms into a huge smile. Madison licks her lips and takes a sip of her drink from her straw while keeping her eyes locked on mine. She releases the straw running her tongue along the underside of her top lip, making me swallow hard. She smiles and nods once. 
 
    “Yeah, we’ll definitely be doing that.”  
 
    I release an involuntary moan and Madison’s smile widens. I clear my throat and take a drink.  
 
    She’s very different today. Much flirtier and bolder than she was before we had sex. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    “You.” She smiles and leans forward some. “Yeah? What about?” 
 
    “My ex would have smacked me if I looked at that girl for even a second too long. Actually, she probably would have smacked me and then cussed her out for smiling at me. You just asked me to check her out and not in an innocent way of just appreciating her beauty. But last night, you almost walked out on me when I was dancing with Candi.” Madison smiles and shrugs her shoulders. “I guess now that I know you love me, I’m not as insecure as I was before. I’ve seen other girls notice you and I guess I was worried I would lose you.” 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that. Even though I didn’t love Sam like I love you, I never looked at other girls like that when I was with her. I can appreciate when someone is attractive, but I don’t lust over anyone else when I’m with a girl.” She smiles and takes my hand in hers. “There’s so many girls that look at you with lust though. You don’t even consider it for a moment?” I shake my head. “No. Just because someone looks at me with interest, doesn’t me I have interest in them. Guys check you out and flirt with you all the time. Does your mind ever go there?” 
 
    “No, of course not. I’m not into men, so my mind would never go there. I did kind of think about something last night though. When we were dancing with Candi.” She blushes and looks down at the table. “What did you think about, cutie?”  
 
    She smiles and looks at me in a nervous way. She glances around us, probably to make sure Carmen isn’t about to walk by again and overhear something again.  
 
    “A threesome.” My clit immediately starts ticking and I swallow hard, but then I get nervous and feel kind of like I’ve been hit in the stomach. “Do you want an open relationship?” Her eyes get really big and she vigorously shakes her head. “No. I only want a one on one with you. I just briefly thought it might be fun. But I wouldn’t be upset if I never experienced that. I only want to be with you.” 
 
    Our waitress arrives with our food before I can answer her. “Anything else I can get for you?” I look up at Carmen and she’s grinning at me in a cute way. I smile and shake my head. “Not right now, but thank you, Carmen.” 
 
     She smiles broadly and nods once as she turns to walk away. After she leaves, I look at Madison, who is still blushing and looks nervous. I smile at her and lick my lips.  
 
    “So, same question to you. What do you think of our waitress?” Madison laughs and looks down a moment. “She’s really hot and I like how she looks at you.” I laugh and pick up my fork to pierce a bite of my fruit salad. “Why do you like how she looks at me?” She blushes a deeper red and sits forward some. “It makes me feel good that someone so hot wants to be with me and only me. I like that you looked at her just to please me. I feel like you’d do anything for me if it would make me happy.” 
 
    “You are very interesting. The things that would have pissed my ex off, actually excites you. And yes, I’d do anything for you.” 
 
    “I like that, a lot. But I don’t want you to go against who you are just to please me. If I ever ask for something that you’re not into, I want you to know I understand if you say no. Not that I would because I’m not into it, but if I asked you to do drugs, I would hope you’d say no if you didn’t want to.” I laugh and nod once. “Yeah, you won’t get me to do that. The drugs I mean.” 
 
    “Thank you for being so easy to talk to. I really like that I feel like I can be completely honest with you without worrying about you judging me or anything.”  
 
    “I love you, Madison.” She smiles and kisses my hand. “I love you too.” 
 
    We’re halfway through our meal, when Carmen comes back to check on us. “How is everything?” We nod as we try to swallow our bites so we can answer. Carmen smiles and patiently waits. I swallow and wipe my mouth. “Very good. Your pick was perfect.” She smiles broadly. “Oh good. I’m so happy you are enjoying it. Is there anything else I can get you? Maybe some tea or something?”  
 
    “Hot tea sounds good. Anything you need?” I look at Madison and she looks up at Carmen with a smile. “Tea does sound good. One for me too, please.” 
 
    “Absolutely. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Carmen is back quickly with a tray with two white steaming mugs on saucers, a bowl of lemon wedges, and a honey bear. She places the lemon and honey on the table and places Madison’s mug in front of her. As she’s placing my mug in front of me, someone bumps into her as they walk passed and some of the hot water splashes out of the mug onto my hand. I quickly pull my hand back and shake it off, wincing from the scolding hot water. 
 
    “Oh no, are you ok?” Carmen sets the mug down and tucks her now empty tray between her legs. She takes my hand in both of hers and looks it over. “I am so sorry. Does it hurt?” I smile at her and shake my head. “At first, but I think it was more shocking than painful. I’m ok. It wasn’t your fault.”  
 
    “Are you sure? Do you want some ice or something?” She’s still holding my hand and stroking the top of it in a soothingly, caring way. “The sting is all gone now.” She looks at my hand again and shakes her head. “But it’s still red right here.” I laugh and glance at Madison. She’s watching with an amused smile. “Would it make you feel better to bring me ice, Carmen?” She nods and I laugh. “Ok, you can bring me ice.” She smiles and gently strokes my hand again before gently placing my hand back on the table. She quickly wipes up the few drops of water on the table and starts to turn. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I look at Madison and she’s watching me with a cute grin. “I bet she ices it for you.” I laugh and nod. “Probably. Does that bother you?” She shakes her head. “No. It’s cute.”  
 
    Carmen comes back with a bowl of ice and a wet towel. She gently lifts my hand off the table and applies the cool rag to the “burned” spot on my hand.  
 
    “How does that feel?” I smile at her gentle caring touch. Madison’s right – it is cute that she’s fussing over me like this and she doesn’t even know me. “It’s good.”  
 
    She slowly pulls the rag back and grabs a piece of ice. While holding the flat square cube, she slowly rubs it over my burns and my eyes slightly close and my brow pinches as the ice causes the heat in the burn to spark a new sting.  
 
    “Does this hurt?” She pulls the ice back and I shake my head. “It’s just drawing the heat out. Its ok.”  
 
    She resumes her treatment for a couple more minutes and then pulls the ice away and pats the spot with the cool rag again.  
 
    “Ok, I have to go check on some tables, but I’ll be back to check on you soon.”  
 
    She gently places my hand back on the table and turns to leave. I look back at Madison and she’s watching me with a mischievous looking grin. She opens her tea bag and adds it to the still steaming mug in front of herself. After pushing the tea bag down into the hot water with her spoon, she reaches forward and makes my tea for me.  
 
    “Honey or lemon?” She asks while she stirs my mug. I smile and nod once. “Yes, please.” I watch her add a spoonful of honey and squeeze a lemon wedge into my mug before she doctors her own. “Thank you.”  
 
    “So, if I was ok with it, would you go make out with her right now?”  
 
    “Alone?” She smiles and nods once. “Then, no.” 
 
    “Would you if I wanted to come watch?”  
 
    “If you asked me to because it would make you happy to watch, then I guess so.” She laughs and takes my hand in hers. “Why not alone, but if I wanted to watch?” 
 
    “You claimed me for yourself, remember? I belong to you. Anything I do would be to make you happy. Going alone wouldn’t be for you, but doing that for your viewing pleasure would be.” 
 
    “But doesn’t that seem like I have you on a leash or something?” I laugh hard and run my fingers through my hair. “Baby, you could literally put a leash around my neck and I’d love it. I like feeling like I’m yours and only yours. Go ahead and tie your rope around me as tightly as you want. If I do something you don’t like, smack me around.”  
 
    Madison’s face spreads into a huge smile and her cheeks blush a little. Her eyes look at my neck a moment and she licks her lips in an aroused way. 
 
    “You like to be smacked and spanked?”  
 
    I laugh and my cheeks blush a little bit. I run my hand through my hair and sit back. I take a few sips of tea to procrastinate answering and she smiles at me.  
 
    “I had a feeling when I was watching you dance with Candi that you are probably a little kinky.” I laugh hard and shake my head. “More than a little.” Madison laughs and leans forward to kiss me. “So, are you still going to spank me later?” I smile really big and nod. “Yes.” She smiles and bites her bottom lip briefly. “Ok, baby.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
    Its Wednesday afternoon and Madison is supposed to be meeting a group from one of her psychology classes to study for a major test. She told me she wants me to give her the “not disappearing” test, and this is the only time I could think of that would actually test that. I wouldn’t feel right about asking her to skip class and I’m not a morning person like she is so it wouldn’t be a sacrifice for her to have to wake up early like she did when she tested me. Missing a study group that will most likely just turn into a social hour is the only logical sacrifice I can think of.  
 
    I ran out after my last class and bought all of the supplies for the activity. Now it’s time to test her. She should just be arriving to the library now.  
 
      
 
    Me: Hey, you should meet me outside the Court. 
 
    Madison: I just got to my study group.  
 
    Me: I know. 
 
    Madison: Can I meet you after?” 
 
    Me: That’s up to you. 
 
    Madison: I’ll be there in 5 mins. 
 
      
 
    I smile and quickly shoulder my bookbag with the supplies for the activity I planned and rush down the stairs of my dorm building. Madison and I are coming from opposite directions of nearly equal distance of the Court so we arrive at pretty much the same time. She stops a couple feet in front of me with a small smile and nods her head upwards once. 
 
    “What’s in the bag?” 
 
    “It’s a secret. You sure you’re willing to miss your study group?” She smiles and steps forward. She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses my lips. “I’m sure. Am I passing the test so far?” I laugh and nod. “Test successfully passed. Now, we’re going to have fun. Come on. We have a bit of a walk.”  
 
    She looks at me confused, but just takes my hand and follows my lead. I had to do a bit of scouting and research to find someplace we could pull this off without risk of getting in trouble. My plans aren’t illegal, but it’s probably not something that would go over well if done on campus.  
 
    Just passed the baseball field is a strip of woods and behind that is farm land completely surrounded by woods. There’s no buildings or major roads within view of the field. The corn has been cut and tilled since the season is over, so we have a nice open field to play in. The walk takes about fifteen minutes, but Madison doesn’t question me once where we’re going, which makes me feel good. I love that she feels so safe and comfortable with me that she just followed me out into the woods and into a deserted crop field.  
 
    We walk about twenty yards into the field and then I stop and pull my bookbag off. Madison also discards hers and looks around us with a curious smile.  
 
    “This is an odd place for a picnic.” I laugh and shake my head. “Nope, not a picnic. We’re making daytime fireworks.” Her smile widens and she releases a small laugh. “What are daytime fireworks?”  
 
    I just smile and start pulling out the supplies. I pull out a bag of white party balloons, a small funnel, a few packets of powder dye, a canister of helium, and a small toy airsoft gun with metal BB’s. Madison squats down with me and looks at everything with an amused smirk. She lifts the gun and a dye packet.  
 
    “Ok, how are we making fireworks with this stuff?”  
 
    “We’re going to pour some of the dye into the balloons, then fill them with the helium and tie them off. We’ll release the balloon into the air, and then you’ll shoot the balloon. When it pops, it will burst with a bright powder puff in the air.” 
 
    “Did you come up with this all on your own?” I smile and dust off my shoulder in a cocky way. “I sure did.”  
 
    Madison smiles and pulls me into a kiss that makes me almost fall over. She giggles when she pulls back and sees how unsteady she left me.  
 
    “Is this dye going to pollute the field?”  
 
    “No, it’s biodegradable and non-toxic.”  
 
    “Ok, good. What should I do?”  
 
    I first show her how to use the BB gun and have her practice with it a few times by aiming at broken corn stalks on the ground. Then I show her how to fill the balloons. As she finishes filling them, I hold onto them till she has a few filled so she can shoot them in quick bursts together. After we have four balloons filled, she gets her gun ready. I release the first balloon and she takes aim. It takes her three tries to hit it, and we have to chase it a little as it starts to drift away from us. When it bursts into a big color cloud, Madison gasps in delight and hops a little.  
 
    “That was so cool! Can you release another one?”  
 
    I smile and let go of another balloon. As soon as the bright hot pink cloud erupts, I release another balloon and the sky is painted with a bright blue cloud. After the last of the four bursts in a lime green cloud, Madison throws her arms around me and kisses me. Her lips and tongue move with earnest with mine as if she is trying to quickly tell me how happy she is, but doesn’t have the words to express it. After a couple minutes, she pulls back smiling.  
 
    “Kayla, this is really awesome. How did you think of this? Have you done this before?”  
 
    “This past summer I did a color run in downtown Elkton where they throw this color powder dye at you throughout the course. That same night there were fireworks at a park in Delaware, and while I was watching the fireworks, it just came to me. A bunch of us got together and tried it out and it actually worked. With a group filling and tying balloons, we were able to get a lot more balloons up at once and it looked really cool.” 
 
    “Maybe we can try two at once so they are closer to together?” 
 
    “Of course. Let’s fill some more balloons.”  
 
    She quickly squats down with a huge smile lighting up her face. I feel my stomach flip and heat creep up my chest with the happiness I feel from seeing her so happy and excited.  
 
    We spend the next hour exhausting our supplies till we’ve run out of dye and helium and only have a few balloons left. We sit down on our bookbags and Madison takes my hands in hers and kisses them both.  
 
    “This was a lot of fun. Thank you. I hope it didn’t cost you too much to get the supplies for this.” I shrug my shoulder. “It’s no big deal. It just sucks that I’ll have to throw the BB gun out since I could get kicked out of school for having it on campus.” She frowns and looks at the bright orange and clear plastic pistol on the ground between us. “But I like that little gun. What if we want to do this again?” I laugh and kiss her lips. “I guess we can try to stash it somewhere in the woods.” 
 
    “Yeah, we need to do that because I definitely want to do this again. Your hair looks like it has color chalk in it. How does mine look?” 
 
    “The same. You ready to shake off and go back?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’d like to take a shower and then lay in bed with you. Maybe you can quiz me on what I should have been studying today?” I smile and pull her up. “Absolutely. I love our study sessions. My lips really like them.” She laughs and leans into me. “Mine do too.”  
 
    She presses her lips to mine a moment, gives my bottom lip a small nip, and then firmly presses her lips to mine. As her tongue enters my mouth, a spark lights me up inside and I pull her in closer. I feel her smile against my mouth and her hands glide up my shirt to rest on my ribs.  
 
    The sound of quick rustling in the woods behind us startles us apart. Madison clings to me and we look behind us, trying to find the source of the noise. Just before the head pops through the edge of the wood, I quickly pull Madison down to squat and watch. Three large doe look around and slowly move out of the woods and into the field. They see us and skirt up the side of the woods a bit before walking further into the field searching for leftover bits of corn to snack on.  
 
    Madison is slightly hopping on her heels as we watch them. They’re only about thirty yards away. I’ve never been so close to a deer, except for a few times when one ran out in front of me when I was driving. Thankfully, I’ve never hit one. I pull out my cellphone and take a bunch of pictures.  
 
    My mom is going to be jealous when I send her some of the pictures. She loves deer. If it was allowed, she would have them as pets. As I’m putting my phone away, Madison grips my arm and points to the woods. Another doe and a fawn are coming out to join the others. The baby looks like it’s only a couple weeks old. It’s so small and still has its adorable white speckles on its back and thighs. I quickly pull my phone back out of my back pocket and take more pictures.  
 
    We sit down on our bookbags and Madison loops her arm in mine and lays her head on my shoulder while we watch them. Every so often, they look over at us to make sure we haven’t tried to get closer, but they never spook and they stay within a close distance as they walk around nibbling at the corn and corn stalks on the ground. We stay and watch them for over an hour, but when the sun starts to dip below the tops of the trees, we decide we better go. We need to hide the BB gun in the woods and find our way out of them to head back to campus.  
 
    We carefully and quietly pack our supplies and trash, trying not to be loud or move around too much so the deer don’t frighten. We collect as many broken balloon bits as possible so we don’t litter, and then we shoulder our bags. The deer watch us the whole time we walk to the woods. I can tell they are ready to bolt as soon as we do anything that makes them think it’s necessary. They’d probably be clear across the huge field before we could take three steps towards them.  
 
    We find a tree in the woods that has a round hollow at its base with a large rock sitting in front of it. I tie up the BB gun and jar of pellets in a plastic bag and tuck them inside the trees hollow. I tore off one of the handles to use as a marker and I tie it on a branch above eye level. Most people don’t look above eye level, especially when walking through a terrain that requires you to look at where you’re placing your feet, like the woods. This way, no one else will really see the marker and question it, but it will help us find the gun next time.  
 
    After I jump back down out of the tree, Madison presses against me, pushing my back against the tree. Her hands move off my shoulders, down my chest and stomach, and slip up under my tee shirt to rest on my stomach. Her smile and the look in her eyes makes my breath catch in my chest. I grab her hips and her smile widens.  
 
    “This has been one of the best days of my life. Will you send me the pictures you took of us making the balloon fireworks and the ones you took of the deer?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. I’m glad you had fun.” 
 
    “I feel like I’m in a fairytale or something.”  
 
    I smile and lean forward, bringing my lips within an inch of hers, and glide my right hand along the waist of her shorts. I gently tug her button undone and she smiles and presses her lips against mine. While we kiss, she palms her hands up my stomach, over my breasts, and squeezes them firmly. I slowly unzip her shorts and push my hands in at her hips and over her smooth round cheeks. I squeeze and Madison moans and leans into me.  
 
    Our mouths and hands move over each other, caressing and arousing each other. With mouths pressed together in an urgent hot kiss, we slip our hands between each other’s thighs. My pants and her shorts restrict our pursuit to a quick explosion, making us take our time and making this magical moment last longer. 
 
    We cum together with Madison’s head laying on my chest breathing hard and her body trembling. We fix each other’s buttons and zippers and I wrap my arms around her, holding her close to me. The scent of her amazing shampoo makes me smile and swoon more. I kiss her head and she looks up at me with a beautiful happy smile. She gently kisses my lips and looks in my eyes.  
 
    “I love you, baby.”  
 
    “I love you too, Maddi.” Her smile widens and her cheeks blush some. “You’ve never called me that.” 
 
    “Is it ok?” She giggles and nods. “Yes. I like it. I guess we better get going. It’s starting to get dark.” 
 
    “Ok, let’s go, cutie.” 
 
    Madison loops her arm in mine and we start our trek out of the woods and across the baseball field.  
 
    “Kayla?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I know we both have classes in the morning, but can I spend the night if Whitney doesn’t come home?” 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    She smiles, kisses my cheek, and leans her head on my shoulder. When we reach the corner between our dorm buildings, Madison stops and wraps her arms around my neck.  
 
    “I’m going to go back to my dorm so I can shower and pack for the night. I’ll text you when I’m on my way.” 
 
    “Ok, don’t take too long. My body is already getting cold thinking about you not being next to me.” She flashes a bright smile and kisses my lips. “I’ll be quick.” 
 
    After a quick kiss, Madison starts walking towards her dorm. She gets five steps away and looks over her shoulder at me smiling. My stomach flips with joy and my face spreads into a huge smile. Damn, she’s beautiful and makes me really happy.  
 
    I rush to my dorm and quickly toss out the trash from making the balloons and get a quick shower. As I’m slipping into a pair of sweatpants and a tee shirt. My phone vibrates with a new text, but it’s not Madison’s signature pattern she had picked for herself.   
 
      
 
    Sam: Hey, baby. How you doing? 
 
      
 
    I hesitate to answer. Madison asked me not to talk to Sam any more. I haven’t had a chance to actually tell Sam though that our communication with each other has to stop. She hasn’t texted or called in almost a week and I haven’t tried to talk to her either.  
 
      
 
    Me: I’m not your baby anymore. You know I’m with someone now. 
 
    Sam: No, she’s just borrowing you right now. You are still mine. We’re just on a break to explore the world. 
 
    Me: Sam, you broke up with me. How can you possibly think I’m still yours? 
 
    Sam: You didn’t want me to break up with you. You’re just filling the void with her till we see each other again. 
 
      
 
    I throw my phone at my pillows and stare at it with my arms crossed and anger welling up deep inside me. I can’t believe she’s saying this shit. Last time we talked, I know I slipped up and accidently called her, baby, but that was out of habit. My phone vibrates and lights up with another message. I reluctantly lunge for it.  
 
      
 
    Sam: Can she give it to you the way you like? Is she freaky enough for you?” 
 
      
 
    My face blushes and I actually feel a twinge of yearning for her.  
 
     
 
    Me: Stop. Please. I can’t go down this road with you. I’m happy with her – really happy. She asked me not to talk to you anymore, and I think that’s probably for the best.  
 
      
 
    While I wait for her response, Madison texts to let me know she’s on her way. Great. Why did Sam have to text now, of all times? I slowly start my walk down the stairs to get the door for Madison and Sam responds.  
 
      
 
    Sam: No.  
 
    Me: What do you mean, no?  
 
    Sam: You’re not going to stop talking to me.  
 
    Me: I have to. 
 
    Sam: No, you don’t. What do you want? 
 
    Me: To make her happy. 
 
    Sam: What will make you happy? Are you ok with never talking to me again? Don’t you miss me? 
 
    Me: I can’t do this. 
 
    Sam: That tells me everything. I’m not leaving you alone, Kayla. I know you miss me. 
 
    Me: I have to go, she’s on her way over. 
 
    Sam: Ok, baby. I’ll talk to you soon.  
 
    Me: You’re a brat. 
 
    Sam: You like it. 
 
    Me: Bye. 
 
    Sam: XOXO 
 
     
 
    Just as I’m putting my phone in my pocket, Madison steps up in front of me with a huge smile that quickly falls when I look up at her. I hadn’t noticed she was already walking down the sidewalk because I had my face in my phone.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I shake my head. “Nothing. Whitney’s not home, so you’ll probably be able to stay tonight. Ready to study?” 
 
    She doesn’t say anything, but just follows me up to my dorm. When the door is closed, she sets her bookbag down and sits on the bed, patting the space next to her. I sit down and she takes my hand. 
 
    “Kayla, talk to me.” 
 
    “I don’t want to ruin this day.” 
 
    “Knowing something is bothering you that you don’t want to talk about its going to be distracting from being able to enjoy today and tonight. So, either way, it’s probably better if you just talk about it.” 
 
    I exhale and pull back. I stand up and pace the floor. If I tell her about my conversation with Sam, will she ask to read it? I didn’t do so well with trying to shut Sam down. It really does reveal that I do miss her and I don’t really want to never talk to her again. But I told Madison I would and that I’d rather make her happy than make Sam happy. But Sam is right. It wouldn’t make me happy if I never speak to her again.  
 
    “Kayla, you’re starting to scare me.” I look over at her and her hands are tightly clasped in her lap and her eyebrows are pinched. “Sorry. I just don’t want to upset you or make you question us.”  
 
    The nervousness on her face increases and it makes my stomach churn with sickness.  
 
    “Sam texted me, just before you got here.” She inhales deeply, trying to steady herself. “I haven’t talked to her in a week, so I haven’t been able to tell her that I can’t talk to her anymore. I tried to tell her before you got here, but she wouldn’t have it. She basically said she’s not leaving me alone.” 
 
    “Come here.” I walk back to the bed and sit down next to her. Madison places a hand on my thigh and one on my cheek, looking in my eyes. “Kayla, I don’t expect it to happen immediately. You two were together for seven months and knew each other even longer. I’ve only been in your life a few weeks. I know it’s going to take time to completely cut ties.”  
 
    “But what if she doesn’t allow it to ever happen?” 
 
    “As long as I never have to doubt who you belong to, I’ll have to deal with it.” 
 
    “What if I’m not ready to cut that tie completely?” She frowns and looks at my lips a moment. “In what capacity?” 
 
    “Just to talk. We used to be able to talk like best friends. When she’s not being weird about the breakup, we have that again.” 
 
    “Why do you need that from her? Don’t you have other friends that you can have the same kind of conversations with?” 
 
    “Not really. I’ve never been good at expressing in words how I feel or what I want or whatever. Most people just give up trying to figure me out, but Sam fights it out of me. She makes me be expressive.” 
 
    “Do I need to worry about losing you to her if she wants you back?” I shake my head. “No. I would never give you up for her. While she fights it out of me, expression comes out freely for you.” 
 
    “So, you are more comfortable with me to share your deepest thoughts and feelings, but because she cares enough to drag it out of you, you still want to hold onto the friendship if you can?” 
 
    “Yeah, is that ok?” 
 
    “Ok, baby. I hope it doesn’t cause you or us problems. I hope she can accept the limits to the relationship.” 
 
    “I won’t allow it to hurt us. I love you, Madison, and I’ll never do anything to risk losing you.” She smiles and straddles my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. “See, our beautiful day wasn’t ruined.”  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t have any classes today, but Madison does. I sent Shane a text to see if she wants to hang out because we haven’t had a chance to do anything in about a week, but she’s hanging out with her girlfriend. I’m really surprised that their relationship has lasted this long, considering the girl used to belong to a group of anti-gay bible huggers that wanted to see us all burn at the stake. I sent Josh a text, but he has hockey practice. He did invite us to another party tomorrow night, so I’m pretty excited about that. It’s been a few weeks since the last party and I am dying to dance with Madison again.  
 
    I have homework I should be doing, but I don’t feel like it. I’m lying on my bed bored. I pull my phone out and look through my text message threads, trying to decide who I want to talk to. Awenasa is in tribal council today, so I know she won’t be able to talk, but I decide to send her a message anyway because I miss her. 
 
      
 
    Me: I know you’re in council today, but I couldn’t just scroll passed your name without saying hello. Two months closer to seeing you, but it’s still too far away. 
 
      
 
    As I’m backing out of the thread to keep looking for someone that might actually be able to have a conversation, I’m surprised a response comes through pretty quickly.  
 
      
 
    Awenasa: Hello, my love. I miss you too. We’re taking a break, so I have a few minutes to talk.  
 
    Me: How is the council meeting going?  
 
    Awenasa: Very good. A couple elders are planning on retiring this year, so we’re going through records and so forth to pick potential replacements. We have some promising candidates that could provide good leadership for many years to come.  
 
    Me: That’s fantastic. I love how involved you are with our culture and the leadership of our people. Of course, it means I don’t get to see you often, but I know it makes you happy.  
 
    Awenasa: It makes me very happy to help our ways survive, but I am still happiest with you. Responsibility will give way to that soon. 
 
    Me: What do you mean, love? 
 
    Awenasa: Next summer, we’ll talk about its meaning. How are things there? Everything still going well with the new girlfriend? 
 
    Me: Yeah, we’re good. She doesn’t have that jealousy issue that Sam has. It’s really nice not having that conflict all the time.  
 
    Awenasa: That’s good. It gives me comfort to know that you are happy. 
 
    Me: I am. I think you’ll like Madison. She reminds me of you sometimes. She sings beautifully like you and seems to have that fearless sense of adventure that you and I have together. I didn’t tell her what we were doing in advance, and she just followed me out of campus, into the woods, and to a cornfield, to make daytime fireworks, without questioning where we were going and wasn’t nervous at all.   
 
    Awenasa: I’m sure I will. Everything you’ve told me about her so far sounds like she’s a very good person and complements you well.  
 
    Me: Are you, um, well, you know? 
 
    Awenasa: Are you trying to ask me if I’m talking to anyone, puppy? 
 
    Me: Yeah. 
 
    Awenasa: No, my heart belongs to you, my love. 
 
    Me: I love you so much. What’s going to happen in the summer?  
 
    Awenasa: I love you too. You and I will finally be together.  
 
    Me: We see each other every summer. Is there a bigger significance this time? 
 
    Awenasa: If all goes as planned, yes, but I can’t tell you details yet. 
 
    Me: Is it good news? 
 
    Awenasa: The best. 
 
    Me: I’m smiling like a fool. I wish I could hold you right now. 
 
    Awenasa: I love when you smile like that. Ok, puppy, I have to get back. I’ll talk to you soon. I love you. 
 
    Me: I love you too.  
 
      
 
    I wish she would tell me what’s going to happen in the summer. I have my theories and wishes, but I don’t want to get my hopes up. I close out of her thread and continue my search for someone else I want to try to pass some time with talking to. I’m surprised that Sam’s name is so far down in the list of recent contacts. We haven’t talked in about a week. The last conversation we had was nice, but also strained. Sam wants more than just a friendship. She wants me to tell her she still has a chance, that we still have a chance, but I can’t do that. 
 
    She knows I love Madison, so I don’t know if this insistence on wanting more is just jealousy because I’ve never said those words to her, or if maybe Sam does love me and is mad that I will say it to Madison and not to her.   
 
    I pull up her thread and start to type a message, but I feel a heavy weight in my chest at the thought of talking to her and hurting her more with not being able to say what she wants me to. So, I delete the message and back out of her thread. I close my phone and stare up at the ceiling. I really care about Sam and I miss her a lot. It hurts when we talk because I can’t give her what she wants. I don’t regret it, because I’m in love with Madison and wouldn’t want to lose her, but I don’t like that I make Sam sad and hurt. 
 
    “What’s with you?”  
 
    I look over to the door and Whitney has just walked in. She dumps her bookbag on the floor next to her desk and sits down on the edge of her bed. She takes her black riding style boots off and scoots back on the bed, looking at me and waiting for my answer.  
 
    “Bored.” 
 
    “I don’t mean this in a rude way, but do you do anything besides classes and hanging out with your girlfriend?” I laugh and shake my head. “Damn, I knew I had become a social loser since I came here, but even you, who I hardly ever see, has noticed.” Whitney laughs and shakes her head. “Were you more of a ‘social butterfly’ before you came here?”  
 
    “I would never use butterfly as a descriptor for myself. They are too beautiful and graceful. But, I was more social and outgoing.” 
 
    “Well, you are beautiful and I’ve heard that you can dance. So, get over it – butterfly fits you. Does meeting new people scare you?” I laugh and shake my head. “Fine, I’ll get over it. No, I’m not afraid of meeting new people. I think I’ve just been too wrapped up in my head and with the few relationships I have here and the ones from back home that I haven’t made space in my day to get to know anyone else.” 
 
    “I was like that the first few weeks here. But when Darren and I had our big fight, I was forced to try to interact with other people so that he wasn’t my whole world here. I love him, but I was starting to feel stifled. I needed my own space and time. I needed to do stuff with other people and not just him.” 
 
    “I don’t feel stifled though. I’m happy with how things have been.” 
 
    “Maybe. But when your little group is busy, you have no one else to fill the time with while you wait for them to become available again.” 
 
    “True, but do I need to fill all of my time with other people?” She laughs and lays down on her side with her head resting on her propped-up hand. “I guess that’s true. You should be content with some solo time.” 
 
    “So, what are you doing? While I am enjoying actually talking to you, instead of just seeing your jet trails as you zoom in and out of here, why the unusual visit?” She laughs again. “Sorry, I guess I have been a bit anti-social as a roommate. I just finished my last class and just wanted to veg out in my bed. Darren wanted to get lunch with friends, but I don’t feel like it.” 
 
    “And here you are telling me that I’m anti-social and need to get out and meet more people, while all along you wanted to join me in my anti-socialness. Or maybe it was your sneaky way of making me feel like a loser and forcing me out of the room so you could have it all to yourself.” She laughs hard and throws her pillow at me. “Shut up. I wasn’t trying to make you feel like a loser.” I laugh and add her pillow to mine and lay on it. She laughs and sits up. “Seriously, you’re going to keep my pillow now?”  
 
    “You weren’t using it and it smells nice. I’m claiming this as retribution for the cruel attack to my social skills and ego.”  
 
    “You’re keeping my pillow because it smells nice? What does it smell like? We use the same laundry detergent.” I take a whiff of her pillow and my eyes close in pleasure. “It smells like coconut and cocoa butter.” 
 
    “That’s from the stuff I put in my hair. Do I have to worry about you stealing my pillow now when I’m not here?”  
 
    “Maybe. It’s not like you’re ever here to use it anyway.” She gets up with a smile and walks over to my bed. She slaps my thigh. “Move over. If you’re keeping my pillow, you have to share.” I laugh and slide over some. She lays down next to me with her head close to mine and her body touching mine. She leans into me a moment and smiles. “You smell good too. Is your girl going to wonder why you and your bed have an unfamiliar scent?”  
 
    “She’ll probably be just as in disbelief of this story as I am right now.” Whitney laughs and smacks my leg. “Ok, I get it. I’ve been a horrible roommate. How are things with her?”  
 
    “Great. She’s amazing.” 
 
    “That’s good. How are things with the ex? You still trying to be friends with her?” 
 
    “I don’t really know how it’s going. We’re trying to be friends, but she wants me back. I haven’t talked to her in a week. I was actually thinking about texting her just before you got here, but decided I shouldn’t because I don’t want to hurt her.” 
 
    “I’m guessing you like your current girlfriend better?”  
 
    “Yeah. I care about Sam, but I love Madison more.” 
 
    “I’ve been with Darren for a long time and I’d like to say we’d never break up, but if we did, I don’t think I’d be able to be friends with him. It would just be too hard having to relive all of those old feelings and memories.” 
 
    “It definitely makes it weird.” 
 
    “Is Madison ok with you talking to her still?” 
 
    “Yeah, she knows I love her more and she doesn’t have any competition with Sam.” 
 
    “Well, at least you don’t have that added stress of having to defend your ability to be friends with Sam. Darren couldn’t handle me being friends with one of my exes, and I just couldn’t deal with the fights and arguments anymore, so I had to push my ex away. I never could get him to understand that he didn’t have anything to be jealous about. I didn’t love him and I never even had sex with him. Darren gets jealous easily though. When we were fighting, he swore I was sleeping with you because you’re gay. It was ridiculous.” 
 
    “Why would he think that when you almost never sleep here?” 
 
    “He didn’t know where I was staying. I’m not always with him. Sometimes I spend the night with a friend.” 
 
    “Trying to avoid me or something?” She laughs and smacks my stomach. “No. I like to cuddle and I know it wouldn’t be appropriate to try to cuddle with my gay roommate. Especially, when your girlfriend is here most of the time. I don’t think she’d appreciate that. And God forbid Darren find out I cuddled with you. Good lord.” I laugh hard. “Get the hell out of my bed, Whitney. I don’t need your boyfriend finding out about this and beating me up.” She laughs and rolls over on her side to face me. “Shut up. I’m not going to tell him about this. He thinks I’m with a study group right now.” 
 
    “Why are you with someone that makes you feel like you have to lie and hide stuff from just to avoid a fight?” She frowns and looks in my eyes in a sad defeated way. “I do love him, but some days it does seem like it’s harder than it should be. You don’t have to hide anything from Madison?” 
 
    “Nothing. I can tell Madison anything and we can talk about anything without fighting. Sam was different though. Sam had jealousy problems.” 
 
    “Did it make you question if you should stay with her?” 
 
    “Sometimes. I liked most of her craziness though. It was only when she accused me of doing or wanting something that wasn’t true. We were at a party once and we were dancing together, but she decided to talk to some friends while a song was on that she didn’t like. Another girl that had a thing for me started dancing with me and when Sam saw, she went nuts. She cussed the girl out and then accused me of wanting to have sex with her. Which I didn’t and I had never even just fantasied about doing that. Stuff like that would make me pissed off and make me think I shouldn’t be with her.” 
 
    “If Madison did that, would you question if you should be with her?” 
 
    “If it was a misunderstanding, no. But if she had no justification for her accusations like when Sam used to do it to me, then yeah, I’d start to reevaluate the relationship. I can’t stay with someone that can’t trust me and accuses me of stuff I haven’t done.” 
 
    She lays her head down, still facing me in a sad way. I lift my arm up above my head and she immediately moves over to lay on my chest. I wrap my arm around her and hold her close. She rests her hand on my stomach and inhales deeply.  
 
    “I don’t know what I should do. I’m just tired of the fights and having to explain myself all the time. I’m tired of being made to feel like a slut. He’s the only person I’ve ever slept with and he knows that, but he’s always accusing me of fucking someone or wanting to fuck someone.”  
 
    “Whitney, that’s not good. That’s a dangerous behavior. Sam was never that bad. She only made accusations about girls she knew wanted me.” 
 
    “I know. Lately he’s been scaring me. When we go out with a group, he’s constantly on me. I can’t stand it. It’s not like he’s trying to be romantic or affectionate. He’s trying to claim what’s his and make it clear to everyone around us that I’m not available. It makes me feel like he thinks I’m his property or something.” 
 
    “Are you afraid to break up with him?”  
 
    She slides her arm under me, wrapping both arms around me and squeezes in closer to me. I pull her in closer and she starts to cry.  
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry about this. What good am I as your roommate if I can’t be here for you like this?” She laughs in between sobs. “You’re really sweet. I really didn’t plan on unloading all of this on you.”  
 
    “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. I guess my anti-social tendencies were a good thing today.” She laughs a little and lifts her head to kiss my cheek, before laying back down on my chest. “Would it be really weird for you if I just stay like this for a while?”  
 
    “Nope. Feel free to lay on me all you need.” 
 
    “What if I fall asleep?” I run my hand through her hair a few times before wrapping my arm around her again. “Then you fall asleep.”  
 
    “Thanks, Kayla.” 
 
    I really thought that Whitney had the perfect relationship. We don’t talk that much, but she never let on that anything was wrong with her relationship. I knew they had some fights or arguments, but she never went into detail about them so I figured they were just normal disagreements or misunderstandings that most couples have. I had no idea it was this bad. I wish I knew how to help her. It really concerns me that she feels scared to break up with him. Whitney is a very pretty girl and she is petite like Sam. Her boyfriend is several inches taller and much bigger than her. He is very broad and thick with muscle. I don’t think she would be able to defend herself against him if he became physically violent with her.  
 
    This thought makes me squeeze her tighter to myself. Whitney releases a small sigh and buries her face into my neck, and whispers, “I’m really comfortable in your arms. I think I’m going to fall asleep soon.”  
 
    “Ok. I’m not letting you go.”   
 
    Whitney ends up falling asleep very quickly. She doesn’t snore, but I can tell by her breathing that she’s asleep. She didn’t come home last night, so I have no idea if she stayed with Darren or a friend. If she stayed with Darren, there’s a good chance she didn’t get enough sleep and that’s why she fell asleep so quickly.  
 
    A couple hours after she falls asleep, my phone vibrates with Madison’s signature pattern.  
 
      
 
    Madison: Hey, baby. Just got out of class. You want to get dinner with me? 
 
    Me: I do. I’m kind of pinned down at the moment though.  
 
    Madison: What do you mean? 
 
    Me: It’s too much for text, but Whitney confided in me some stuff about her boyfriend and started crying. She’s sleeping on my chest right now.  
 
    Madison: Ok. I need to go back to my dorm and drop my stuff off. The temperature dropped, so I’d like to change into something a bit warmer. Can you wake her up and see if she wants to join us? You can hold her again later if she needs more comfort. 
 
      
 
    I smile and feel heat burst in my chest. This is one of the many examples of why Madison is so amazing. If I had told Sam that a girl is sleeping on my chest, she would have asked if I had sex with her. And Sam definitely would not have suggested inviting her to dinner or comforting her again later.  
 
      
 
    Me: Ok, I’ll wake her up and see if she’s interested. Text me when you’re on your way so I can meet you outside.  
 
    Madison: Ok, see you soon. 
 
      
 
    I place my phone down on the bed and gently stroke Whitney’s cheek a few times with my thumb. She inhales and squeezes me tighter. I gently squeeze her shoulder and she inhales again and slowly starts to stir. She lifts her head and looks at me with sleepy eyes.  
 
    “Hey, are you interested in grabbing dinner with me and Madison?” She pulls her arm out from under me and sits up, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes, and stretches. “Dinner sounds good. I haven’t eaten since early this morning. You sure you don’t mind me tagging along?” 
 
    “Nope. I think the roommate bonding is long overdue. Might as well overdo it in one day to make up for lost time.” She laughs and bends down to kiss my cheek. “Ok, thank you.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Madison presses in close as we move through the crowded house to get to the dance room. She’s wrapped around my waist from behind with her hand up under my tank top holding my stomach. Her hand pressed against me is making me very excited to start dancing with her.  
 
    As soon as we break through the crowd and enter the dance room, Candi spots us from the middle of the crowd and disentangles from another girl she’s dancing with. She smiles brightly and skips over to us. Last time, she was wearing a pair of very short shorts with just a hot pink bra. Tonight, she has the short shorts, but she’s wearing a tank top.  
 
    Just as Madison releases my waist to stand next to me, Candi throws her arms around Madison first, getting a good grip on her ass with one hand and cooing into her ear, “Hey, Mommy.” Madison laughs and wraps her arms around her with blushing cheeks. “Hey, Candi.”  
 
    Candi smiles and kisses Madison on the lips before she releases her and turns to me. She presses in close to me, running her hands up my stomach and chest and wraps her arms around my neck. She hovers above my lips, and breathlessly whispers, “Hey, Daddy.” I smile and go with her nicknames. “Hey, Baby Girl.”  
 
    She giggles and kisses the tip of my nose. I grab the back of her thighs and she hops up with a big grin and wraps her legs around my waist. I take Madison’s hand and walk us out to the center of the dance area. Candi hops off my waist and steps back with her hands on her hips and a big teasing grin.  
 
    “So, can Daddy puppet me and Mommy at once?” I smile and look at Madison. She’s smiling and looks excited. I shrug my shoulders and take a step back dusting my shoulder off in a cocky way. “Haven’t tried it before, but I think I can handle you both.”  
 
    They smile and wait. I wait for the last few beats of the song to end, and as soon as the new song starts, I lift my hands towards them like a puppeteer and push down. They drop to the floor, thrust their asses and rotate their hips and rise back up as they follow my slowly raising hands. I throw my hands down to my sides as if I’m trying to shake water off my hands and they slide over to stand to my sides. I grab their shirts and pull them firmly against my hips, flatten my hands on the center of their chests and they bend back. I gently grab their throats and pull them back up. I grab their asses and pull them out to stand next to me. While holding them, I do a complicated pattern with my feet, a few chest pops, and a body roll that they mimic almost perfectly as I’m doing it. 
 
    I grab their hands and have them ride my thighs up and down several times then rotate their hips against me with both of their centers grinding down on my upper thighs. I press my hand to Madison’s hip and guide her to stand behind me. She grabs my hips and presses in close. I dig my ass into her as I guide Candi to stand in front of me and grind against me.  
 
    With Candi rotating her ass in deep firm circles against me, I glide my hands up her thigh and up her back. Griping one hip, I press against her back to bend over. She folds herself in half with her chest pressed to her legs and twerks against me while waiting for my next instruction. Madison slips her hands under my tank top and digs into my abs, inspiring my next move. Before I can even consider if this might be going too far, I slide my hands over Candi’s hips, up her sides under her tank top, and Candi starts to rise up. As she does, she lifts her hands above her head and I pull her tank top off as she is fully upright. 
 
    Madison licks the side of my neck and whispers, “That was hot, Daddy.” I feel my clit tug hard and release a small involuntary moan. Candi looks over her shoulder grinning, and without me guiding her, she turns to face me and starts rolling her body against me. Madison and Candi start freestyling on and around me, rubbing their bodies against me and running their hands all over me.  
 
    After a couple songs, I have one of them on each leg again with both of their ass’s in my hands while they grind against me. I’m very aroused and I can see the arousal on both of their faces as well. Both of them are starting to pant for air and their cheeks are red. I squeeze their asses and pull them harder against me. They both release a small sound. Madison glances at Candi a moment and smiles. She starts to move in to kiss me, but before she can, I have two sets of hands grabbing my arms and pulling me backwards, making me release them. I try to turn to see who is ripping me away from them, but a blindfold is quickly placed over my eyes and tied tightly around my head. 
 
    “What the fuck? Who is that?” They laugh and hold on tightly, not letting me go. “Madison?”  
 
    “Relax. Mind if we borrow her for a dance? Can you puppet someone while blindfolded?” I don’t recognize that voice. “Who is this? Let go of me. Madison, who’s on me?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Are you going to hurt her?” 
 
    “No. We want to test her. Just one dance.”  
 
    “Ok. Kayla, we’re right here. Just go with it.” 
 
    “No. Get the fuck off of me. I’m not the puppet.” 
 
    “We know. This is a test to see how well you can puppet someone. You need to be able to feel your partner. We’re going to let go of you, but don’t remove your blindfold. A real puppet master doesn’t need to see to manipulate their partner.” 
 
    They slowly release my arms and I start to reach for the blindfold, but the challenge is intriguing, so I drop my hands. I feel two hands grab my hips and slide up my body, out to my shoulders and down my arms. They grab my hands and guide me to a pair of small hips, over a small ass, up a skinny waist, and down her chest and stomach.  
 
    “Do you feel your partner?”  
 
    It’s not the voice of the girl I have in my hands. I nod and clumsily reach for her hand and hip. She entwines her fingers in mine and I get a shiver down my spine. I hesitate and take her hand in both of mine and study it, running my fingers over her palm and fingers. My chest tightens and I reach for the blindfold, but my assailants clamp my arms down to my side.  
 
    “Who are you?” The only answer I receive is her body pressing against mine, and a voice behind me, says, “Just one dance, blindfolded, knowing only the feeling of your partner.” 
 
    I exhale in impatience. The girl squeezes my hands, placing them on her hips. I don’t like this. I don’t like feeling like I’m not in control. Fine. They think they’re gaining something by blindfolding me, I’ll show them, this is my game. I’m the puppet master and she is my plaything. I run my hands down the back of her thighs, pressing her legs against mine, so she can feel what I want her to do. With each step that I take, I keep my hands on her legs guiding her. After several moves, I can tell she’s able to follow me, so I drag my hands up her body, up her sides, and out to her hands.  
 
    In a swift movement, I spin her and she firmly plants her small ass in my already aroused center. I use subtle movements of my body to guide her and control her movements. Even though I can’t see her, I can feel her almost perfectly, and it feels like we are right in sync with each other. The longer we dance, the more comfortable I feel with being blindfolded and with my partner. I start to feel like we are moving as one.  
 
    The song slows down for a moment, so I run my hands up the front of her, over her stomach, her breasts, and under her arms, pulling them to wrap behind my head. I then glide my hands back down her body and press into the front of her hips, slightly in towards her center. She inhales deeply and follows my lead to roll and rock her body with mine. With one hand on her hip, I grab one of her hands and spin her around to face me. She rolls her body against me and thrusts her hips in hard. I grab her hips and shake my head.  
 
    “The song is not over. You still obey me.” As if to test my authority, she repeats her same roll and thrust. I smack her ass hard and she presses into me. “You are not playing by the rules.”  
 
    She slumps against me, as if in submission, and I regain my control of her. A few times, she attempts to go against my will, making me have to use more force. I try to make her bend forwards, and she leans back into me. I have to run my hand up her back, grab her neck and push her down. In response, she thrusts her ass back hard and deep into me. It starts to become a battle of her taunting me and making me fight for control. I hate to admit it, even if just to myself, but it really turns me on. 
 
    When the song ends, I reach to take the blindfold off, but my previous assailants are fast and grab my arms. My dance partner steps off of me, and the next thing I know, I’m being kicked behind both knees and sent down on my knees hard. Both assailants plant a foot firmly on the back of my calves so I can’t get up. 
 
    “What the hell? Get off of me.”  
 
    I try to fight them, but I can’t break free. A hand grabs the back of my head and I feel a body moving in close to the front of me. My face is pulled into the groin of this person and I try to pull back and fight or protest, but my voice is muffled between this girls thighs. She pulls my face back, gives me a firm smack on the cheek, and then pulls my blindfold off, ripping my head back to look straight up at her. I feel all of my blood drain. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Sam.”  
 
    It should have come out in a surprised or even pissed off tone, but it comes out breathy and somewhat happy. She smiles down at me in an affectionate way and giggles.  
 
    “Hey, baby. Did you miss me?” She tugs on my hair, jerking my head back and making me groan. “God, you’re crazy. What the fuck are you doing here?”  
 
    She smiles and laughs. She relaxes enough on my hair that I don’t feel like my neck is going to break and then she gives me a few rapid stinging smacks on the cheek.  
 
    “You know you like it.”  
 
    She squats so she’s at the same level as me and I’m staring into her eyes. I blink hard and try to look away, but she grabs my face with both hands, forcing me to face her. I try to pull my arms free from the evil barbarians holding me, but they tighten their grip. She moves into my neck fast and hard. She sucks my neck just below my ear and gives it a hard bite, making me release a sound between a moan and gasp of pain. She pulls back a couple inches, giggles, and then licks my neck.  
 
    “Sam, let me go. This isn’t right. You know I’m with someone now.” She looks up smiling to appraise someone. I try to turn my head to try to find Madison, but Sam tightens her hold on me and doesn’t let go. “Which one is she?”  
 
    “Me. You need to let go of my girlfriend now.” I smile at the words and tone of absolute authority in Madison’s voice. Sam looks at me and narrows her eyes before giving me a firm slap on the side of the face. “Don’t you dare smile when someone talks to me like that. You are mine. I’m only lending you out right now.” 
 
    “You dumped me, remember? I don’t belong to you. I belong to Madison.” She smiles and looks up at Madison. “You think so, huh? Prove it.”  
 
    She releases me and her comrades let go of me. I quickly stand up and spin around looking for Madison. She and Candi are standing just behind me. I go over to them and Madison quickly wraps her arms around me.  
 
    She whispers in my ear, “Kayla, I’m so sorry I made you do that. I had no idea who she is. Are you ok?”  
 
    “Aw, that’s cute.” I pull back and look at Sam. She has her hands on her hips and she’s wearing a cocky grin. “A hug doesn’t prove anything. Make her your puppet. Let’s see if you have the same chemistry we have.” I smile and turn back to face Madison. “You ready to graduate to puppet master?” Madison smiles really big and her eyes light up. “Seriously?”  
 
    “Dominate me, Madison.”  
 
    She firmly presses her lips to mine and then quickly spins me around. Sam’s eyes get big and her mouth slightly hangs open.  
 
    “You’re fucking with me. You never let anyone make you a puppet.” I don’t answer because I’m currently a puppet. Madison touches my chin and tugs down, giving me permission to speak. “I hadn’t found anyone that could master me before now.”  
 
    Sam scowls at me and Madison runs her hands down my body and out to my arms. It’s hard to allow, because it goes against my nature, but we actually move really well together with Madison guiding me. I’ve allowed girls lead based off their skill and comfort level, but being a puppet is very different. I’m allowing her to have full control. 
 
    Halfway through the song, Sam smiles and walks over to us. She gets very close to me and starts mirroring me. I stiffen slightly, but Madison squeezes my hips and moves me in beat with the music.  
 
    When the song ends, Madison spins me around and pulls me into a kiss. My shoulders slump and I fall into her embrace as her lips and tongue melt all of the stubborn dominance out of me. When she pulls back, she smiles and nips my bottom lip playfully.  
 
    “Thanks, Daddy. That was fun.” I smile and grip her hips. I slide my hands over her ass and squeeze her amazing plump cheeks. “I like when you call me that.” 
 
    Candi leans in by our faces and whispers, “Uh, what about Baby Girl? Can I get some love, because those girls are scary?”  
 
    Madison and I laugh and open our arms enough that she can get between us. She presses her chest to mine and wraps her arms around me. She turns her head looking out of the corner of her eyes at both of us expectantly. We laugh and we kiss her cheeks. 
 
    “Daddy, can I have my shirt back? Since we stopped dancing, I’m very cold.” 
 
    “I know, I can feel your nipples.” Candi and Madison laugh a little. “Is the Mommy and Daddy sandwich not warm enough for you?”  
 
    “What the hell have you become?” We look over and Sam is watching with a look of disgust. “Are you sleeping with both of them?” 
 
    “No, but if I was, its none of your business. That’s our business.”  
 
    Both Madison and Candi squeeze me closer and Sam looks at me like she’s going to either break down crying or be sick. I turn and give Madison and Candi a kiss on their cheeks before I pull back. I pull Candi’s tank top out of my back pocket and hand it to her. I frown as I watch her slip it back on, hiding her cute body and black with white polka dot bra. She moves closer to Madison and I slightly step in front of them in a protective way.  
 
    “Sam, why are you here?”  
 
    She walks over to me, closing the several feet gap between us, and stops a foot in front of me. She looks in my eyes and scans my face. She looks sad, hurt, and confused, like when she broke up with me. I feel my indifference breaking and I want to hold her. She notices the slight shift in my mood and gives me a small smile.  
 
    “Do you love me, Kayla?”  
 
    “I’m in love with Madison.” 
 
    “I know, but you can be in love with more than one person. Do you love me?”  
 
    I start to turn to walk away from her because I don’t want to do this, but she grabs my arms and pulls me into her. She grabs the back of my neck and presses her mouth to mine. I try to pull away, but she bites my lip and holds it firmly, making me wince in pain. She slowly brings me to my knees again. When she releases me, I have tears in my eyes from the pain of her teeth cutting into my lip and the emotions of the night.  
 
    “Sam, stop fucking doing this to me. You broke up with me. I don’t owe you anything anymore.” I wipe at my lip and there’s blood where she bit into me. “You fucking made me bleed again. And on my fucking lip. Why the lip?”  
 
    “Because, when you kiss her later, I’ll be there, in the ache you feel.” 
 
    I start to stand up, but she reaches for my hand and kisses my palm, before entwining her fingers with mine.  
 
    “I know you love me, Kayla. That’s why you can’t answer me.” I rip my hand back and quickly stand up and she is fast to follow. “Just stop it already, Sam. I’m done doing this crazy mind game of yours. You already told me you don’t love me and don’t want to be in love this young. You can’t just show up after I’ve found someone that does love me and wants to be with me and try to fuck with my head.” 
 
    “Who said it first?” 
 
    “I did. Did you really come all this way just to try to get me to say those words to you? We haven’t even talked in at least a week. Why would you just…”  
 
    She pushes my shoulders roughly, knocking me backwards into Madison and Candi, and then storms out of the room. I start to follow, but Madison and Candi grab my arms. Madison grabs my chin to look at my lips and gently kisses me.  
 
    “Do you love her?” I throw my head back and groan. “Oh, my god! What the hell is happening with my life?”  
 
    I grab their hands and pull them with me through the house. By the time we get outside, Sam and her friends are a couple houses away walking down the sidewalk.  
 
    “Hey! Get your little ass back here.” Sam turns around and stops, but doesn’t start walking back. I get to the sidewalk in front of Josh’s house and stop. I look at Madison and she looks concerned. “You love me?” She smiles and nods. “I do.” 
 
    “I love you too. Don’t forget, you’re the only person I’ve ever allowed to make me their puppet. Just don’t let this change us.” She looks confused, but I kiss her lips and she smiles. “Ok, I trust you.” 
 
    I start walking towards Sam and she starts walking towards me. We meet in the middle where we’re alone and out of earshot of everyone.  
 
    “Sam.” She smiles and steps closer to me, leaving only a few inches between us. “Kayla.” She takes my hands in hers and looks in my eyes. “You knew my hands, before we danced. You recognized me, even blindfolded.”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “It was good dance. One of our best. I could tell it was turning you on when I was fighting you towards the end. I really liked when you got a little rough and spanked me.” 
 
    “Well, you weren’t being obedient. You had to be punished.” She smiles and laughs a little bit. “Do you want to dance with me again? Like, the next time we see each other.”  
 
    “Yes, but you have to behave next time. You have to understand that I’m with Madison now and I can’t be with you that way anymore.” She smiles and presses in closer to me. “You sure? Your girlfriend might not mind me borrowing you for a little bit every so often. I miss us.” Sam releases my hands and wraps her arms around my neck, looking deep into my eyes. “I miss your eyes. Kiss me, Kayla.”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I said, kiss me.” She tightens her arms around me and hovers above my lips. “You are not behaving.”  
 
    “When do I ever? You like that I’m disobedient because you like to punish me.” 
 
    “You really are a little freak. Is that why you miss me? No one out there kinky enough for you?”  
 
    She laughs hard and jumps up, wrapping her legs around my waist. I wasn’t expecting it, so I get off-balance and stumble backwards. I trip over a brick lining the lawn of the house we’re in front of, and I fall on my back with her straddling me. I grip her shoulders and push her up, but she laughs, hits my arms out, breaking my grip, and pins my arms down in the grass.  
 
    “So, you like being called, Daddy, now, huh?” I smile and she giggles. “Well, Daddy, I’ve been a very bad girl tonight. What’s my punishment going to be?”  
 
    I feel a ticking between my legs and inhale deeply. Sam smiles and presses her hips down into mine, grinding in a slow circle. I test her grip on my arms and try to get free, but she leans all her weight into them, pushing my wrists down hard in a painful way.  
 
    I buck my hips against her to get her off-balance and try to roll her, but she was anticipating it and it doesn’t work. I try to squirm away, but she has me so firmly planted that I can’t move. 
 
    “God, how is your tiny ass so fucking strong?” 
 
    “You’re not a very good Daddy if you can’t get my tiny ass off of you.”  
 
    Her taunting makes me moan and thrust hard and break my arms free. I quickly roll her and pin her down.  
 
    “Now who’s your Daddy?”  
 
    Sam moans and wraps her legs around the backs of my thighs, pulling me down hard on top of her and pulls me into a kiss. Our lips and tongues fight each other, lashing and sucking hard against the other. After a couple minutes, she suddenly pushes up on my shoulders and smacks me across the face. Not hard enough to hurt or bruise, but hard enough to sting. She then rolls us back over, straddling me on my chest with her knees pinning my arms down.  
 
    “You are really asking for a beating.” 
 
    “Oh, Daddy, please.”  
 
    I swallow hard and she smiles. Sam thrusts her groin against my face, grinding down into me. My hands are pinned under her knees so I’m helpless against resisting this. I kick my legs out, trying to twist my body to get free, but it does nothing. Thankfully, she’s wearing leggings and not jeans or she would really be tearing my face up right now. She’s starting to pant. Her groin is hot and fragrant with her arousal and its making me wish this fabric was not separating her from my face. I open my mouth against her and pinch her between my teeth. She moans and thrusts harder against me. My mouth pinches and presses into her. I try to thrust my tongue up through the thin fabric into her opening, making her moan and buck against me harder.  
 
    I suddenly realize what I’m doing and close my mouth against her. I lift my legs up and wrap them around her chest and rip her backwards. When she’s lying flat on me, I’m able to roll us again. She’s now face down on the grass. I try to keep my weight on her enough that I can turn around and she can’t get up. I straddle her ass and take a few deep breaths. I was getting hardly any air while she was humping my face.  
 
    I look over to where I left Madison and Candi and I’m glad to see she’s still standing there. Candi’s holding her hand, but she doesn’t look like she’s about to run away and never speak to me again. I rub my face and turn my attention back to Sam.  
 
    “You wish you could fuck me right now, don’t you?”  
 
    “That’s going to be your punishment.” She tries to turn over in an excited way, but I push her shoulders back down. “Not so fast, naughty girl. You have been very bad.” I bend down and whisper, “You’re going to finish what you started against my face while I hold you down. Slide your right hand under yourself and get to work. Now.”  
 
    “Oh, fuck. I wish you had this confidence when we were together, before we left for college. I really fucking like this Daddy attitude. Does your new girlfriend even know how lucky she is? Have you shown her this side of you yet?” She slides a hand down her pants and releases a small moan as she starts rubbing herself. “I really wish you could be fucking me in this position.”  
 
    “Insert three fingers, Sam.”  
 
    She moans and raises her hips some to be able to penetrate herself. She releases a small moan as I push my hips down slow and deep against her, pushing her down onto her fingers, to take them in deep.  
 
    “Oh, yes. Again.” We repeat it a few more times and then she starts breathing erratically and biting her lips, trying not to moan loud enough for anyone to hear. I bend down some to whisper, “You are such a bad girl, masturbating on someone’s front lawn with so many people watching you.” She moans and starts moving her hand more quickly. “Taste yourself, Sam.”  
 
    She hesitates to pull her hand out, but she slowly obeys and releases another moan as I thrust her fingers deep into her mouth a few times before I allow her to return it to her clit.  
 
    “Finish it. Cum all over this person’s front lawn.”  
 
    “I really want to cum against your face right now. I want to hump you so hard and fast that you have to hold your breath till I cover your whole face with my juice. Fuck, I’m going to cum. Kayla, oh fuck.”  
 
    I press my hand against her mouth to stifle her moans and outbursts and she inhales deeply through her nose and her eyes roll back before she closes her eyes. Her whole-body shudders under me and she slowly pulls her hand out and takes my hand off of her mouth.  
 
    “Kayla, I love you.” I bend down and kiss her lips. “I know. I love you too, but I love Madison more.” 
 
    “I know. Thank you for this. I really fucking miss you so much. Can I turn over now?”  
 
    I stand up and help her off the ground. She wraps her arms around me and lays on my chest. I hold her for a couple minutes and then she pulls back and looks in my eyes. She smiles and then firmly smacks my cheek, just enough to sting. I smile and she giggles.  
 
    “I hope your new girlfriend can handle you, but if she can’t, I would love to tumble around another front lawn with you any day. Next time, you’re going to be strapped up so you can fuck me.” I laugh and push her off of me. “Get the fuck out of here, Sam. You’re going to get me kicked out of school.” 
 
    “How? Are you going to fuck me on the dean’s desk?”  
 
    “You leaving town tonight?” 
 
    “Hell no. We’ve been driving for two days. We’ll probably sleep all of tomorrow and then get back on the road. I’ll text you before we leave so I can get a goodbye fuck.” 
 
    “I won’t give you one of those, but I’ll take a hug.” 
 
    “Ok. Goodnight, baby. I love you. I wish I had been able to say that a long time ago, but at least I finally said it. And you finally said it. God, I knew you fucking loved me. You’re such an ass for not telling me sooner.” I laugh and shake my head. “So are you.”  
 
    She smiles and starts walking backwards to where her friends are waiting for her.  
 
    “You’ve gotten better while you’ve been here. With doing the puppet dancing I mean. Can’t wait till the next time we dance.”  
 
    I start walking backwards and dust off my shoulders in a cocky way and she laughs as she bends over in a mocking bow.  
 
    “Goodnight, Kayla.”  
 
    “Goodnight, Sam.”  
 
    We both turn and walk the rest of the distance to our waiting parties. Madison and Candi are still holding hands and are searching my face as I return to them. I kneel down in front of Madison and hang my head in a sign of submission and she runs her hand through my hair and lifts my head to look at her. She smiles and pretends to grab me by the throat and lifts me back up.  
 
    “Can Daddy have a kiss?” She flashes me a big smile and wraps her arms around my neck as she presses her lips to mine, but doesn’t enter me with her tongue. She pulls back and looks in my eyes with a teasing grin. “How was that?”  
 
    “More. I want all of you.”  
 
    She smiles and returns to my lips. This time, she gives me a whole mouth passionate kiss. I run my hands down her back and over her ass, gripping it firmly and pulling her against me. She moans and sucks my bottom lip hard before pulling back.  
 
    “Daddy, I want you on your knees in front of me again. Between my legs.” 
 
    “Whitney is supposed to be staying out all night. Let’s go back to my dorm.” Madison gets a shy smile on her face and glances at Candi a moment before looking at me and pressing in closer. “Can Candi come?” I raise my eyebrows. “Really? Is this because of Sam showing up?” She shakes her head. “No, Sam doesn’t concern me. I just think it could be fun.” 
 
    “It could be, if it’s not going to change us.” 
 
    “Hey, uh, I love this whole family thing we created tonight, but a lot happened tonight that you both probably want and need to talk about. I really want to go home with both of you, but how about we wait till you can talk about it more so you both are sure that’s what you want. I know you two are in love and I don’t want to ruin anything between you. I’m ok just being friends and dancing with you both if you don’t want to add a third to your bed.” 
 
    Madison grabs her hand and pulls her between us and we sandwich her like earlier. She giggles and nuzzles into my chest, wrapping her arms around me. Madison leans forward and kisses my lips and teases my lips with her tongue. With us holding Candi between us, she pulls me into a hot kiss that makes me want to slip my hands between both of their thighs and make them cum at the same time.  
 
    When Madison pulls back, she smiles and Candi lifts her head between us, looking at us both. Madison smiles and kisses her on the mouth. I feel both a bit of arousal and a twinge of jealousy watching. I can tell that Madison is not kissing her the same way she kisses me though. She’s not putting as much into it. When she pulls back, she nods her head towards me. 
 
    “Now, kiss Daddy.” 
 
    Candi turns back to face me with excitement in her eyes. She grips my back hard, and presses her mouth to mine. Her kiss is more passive, as if she’s trying to allow me to dominate. So, I take control. While our lips and tongues slide together, I slide my hands over Madison’s amazing ass and start massaging it. She moans and presses in closer. Her hands grip Candi’s hands and she moves them down my back into my back pockets and squeezes my ass. We all release a small moan.  
 
    Madison grabs both of our heads and pulls us apart. She flicks her tongue against Candi’s lips and then repeats the same tease to me. I smile and chomp at her tongue with my teeth as if I’m really going to bite her. She giggles and pulls me back into another kiss. I slide my hands between Madison and Candi and palm over Madison’s breasts and pinch her nipples, making her moan. While we kiss, I have two sets of hands moving over the front and back of me. It’s so fucking hot. I’m ticking so badly between my legs that I wish I could just push one of their faces between my legs right now. Preferably, Candi, so I can keep kissing Madison.   
 
    I hear the sound of a picture being taken and a bright white flash of light cuts through my closed eyelids. I pull back and look around. Josh is standing right next to us with his cellphone out and a huge cheesy grin on his face. We look around and there’s over a dozen people watching in the yard and on the porch. We pull apart and they start clapping and throwing out comments like, “don’t stop!”, “Josh, you fucking ruined it!”, and “so, fucking hot!”.  
 
    “You’re lucky it’s too dark out here to record this. Everyone was trying, but it wouldn’t come out. How much did you guys drink?” 
 
    “None. You better send me that picture.”  
 
    He smiles and quickly texts me the picture. The picture is hot. All three of us are tightly pressed together with Madison and I kissing, while Candi is sucking on my neck and squeezing my boob. You can’t see it in the picture, but at that particular moment, Madison had her hands in my back pockets and Candi had her other hand holding the inside of my thigh. 
 
    “So, what was that shit with Sam in the house and on the lawn over there?” 
 
    “How long you been watching me and my girls, perv?” He laughs hard and shakes his head. “Please. Practically the whole house has been watching you since you got here and started dancing with these two. You guys should come back in. We’re getting ready to do body shots.”  
 
    “Why, so you can watch us some more? I don’t think so.” I wrap an arm around the hips of Madison and Candi and start to turn them to walk away. “See ya. My girls need my attention.”  
 
    He laughs and drops to his knees and starts bowing with his arms above his head as if he’s worshipping me. When I have them both turned around, I grab their asses for emphasis and he laughs. Madison and Candi wrap an arm around my waist and kiss my cheeks as we continue walking away. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    On the short walk back to my dorm, my cockiness and excitement mellow out and are replaced by worry. I need to talk to Awenasa. I suggest we go to the bathroom and get some waters so I can try to text her. While I’m waiting for them near the vending machines in a small common area in my dorm building, I pray and hope she’s still awake.  
 
      
 
    Me: I’m sorry if I’m waking you up, but I really need to ask you something very important. 
 
    Awenasa: I’m awake. What’s up? 
 
    Me: I don’t have much time, but remember when I told you about my breakfast conversation with Madison after our first night together? 
 
    Awenasa: Yes, I remember.  
 
    Me: She asked me for that tonight with a girl we’ve danced with at the last two parties. I told her yes, but before I do this, I need to make sure you’re not going to hate me or think I’m disgusting. 
 
    Awenasa: Have your feelings for me and what you want from me changed? 
 
    Me: No, of course not. I’m completely in love with you and my spirit is completely united to yours. I feel incomplete when we’re apart. 
 
    Awenasa: Then this will not change us. Please only do this if you are comfortable with it. I know you love Madison and want to make her happy, but I know she will be ok with it if you change your mind.  
 
    Me: Thank you for not hating me if I do this. If you change your mind, call or text and I’ll stop immediately. I don’t want to lose what I have with you.  
 
    Awenasa: You won’t lose me, puppy. I love you completely and I want you to be as happy as you possibly can be.  
 
    Me: I wish that you, or we… Ok, well, thanks.  
 
    Awenasa: I know, my love. Thank you for your patience with me and for not giving up on us. 
 
    Me: Never going to happen. You stole my heart and spirt when we were five years old.  
 
    Awenasa: I didn’t steal them – I just left part of myself inside them, till we can fully blend as one perfect being one day. 
 
    Me: One day? I feel like you keep trying to tell me something very important without really saying enough that I can understand. I’m confused about what I should do. 
 
    Awenasa: Follow your heart, puppy. That’s what you should do. Just know that I love you. 
 
    Me: I love you too. Oh, really quick - I’ll have to tell you everything next time we talk, but Sam showed up tonight. It was crazy, but we told each other I love you. She said she wishes she told me a long time ago. I know it’s over with her, but it was still nice to finally hear it. Ok, they’re coming out of the bathroom. I have to go. I’ll talk to you soon. I love you. 
 
    Awenasa: Sounds like a very eventful night. Talk to you soon, puppy. I love you too. 
 
      
 
    I slip my phone in my pocket before Madison or Candi notice I had it out and they walk up to me with adorable grins. I hand each of them a bottle of water I bought while I waited for them, and I take Madison’s hand to lead them to my room. 
 
    I kick off my shoes and plop down on my bed, sitting on the center of the bed with my back against the wall. They smile and kick their shoes off and join me on either side of me.  
 
    “So, that was Sam, huh?” I look at Madison to read her face and she doesn’t look jealous or upset. “Yeah, that was Sam.” 
 
    “She’s wild, but very pretty. You guys look amazing dancing together. I felt like I was watching a professional dance routine or something. I can’t imagine how much better it would have been if you weren’t blindfolded.” 
 
    “Well, we were together for seven months and we danced together a lot.” 
 
    “You could tell it was her, couldn’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, but I pushed the thought out of my head because it didn’t make sense that she would come over a thousand miles just to see me, especially when we’re not together anymore.” 
 
    “Sure, it does.” She gets up and straddles my lap. I smile and toss my bottle of water aside and grab her hips. “She’s in love with you and wanted to try to reclaim you. Did she reclaim you?” I shake my head and grip her ass, pulling her down against me. “Hell no. You are still my queen.” Madison smiles and grinds her hips down against me. “Good.”  
 
    She climbs off me and takes mine and Candi’s hands, pulling us up from the bed. Madison kisses my lips and makes my hand cup her between her thighs. 
 
    “You can handle us both in dancing. Can you handle us both in bed?” I moan and press my fingers in harder against the warm curve of her sex. “If that’s what my queen wants.” 
 
    I position them both to face each other with just enough space separating them that I can move between them.  
 
    “Candi, you ok with this?” She smiles and nods with heavy arousal in her eyes and slightly parted lips. “Yes, Daddy.” I smile and gently caress both of their cheeks. “Close your eyes.” They obey and my arousal kicks up. 
 
    I very slowly and very gently caress their face, neck, shoulders, and down the front of their bodies with one hand on each of them. Their cheeks become a deeper shade of red and their breathing becomes shallow. I continue a slow and gentle touch all over them for a couple minutes, then I firmly palm both of their breasts and massage them in a circular motion.  
 
    “Time to lose some clothes. Don’t open your eyes.”  
 
    Both of them smile and nod once. I move to Madison first and press in very close to her. I pull her into a kiss and start lifting her shirt. She moans as my thumbs firmly glide across her nipples. I quickly pull back and lift her shirt up over her head. I wrap my arms around her and kiss and suck the side of her neck and earlobe.  
 
    I very quietly whisper in her ear, “I love you, Madison.” She moans and slumps against me. “I love you too, baby.” I smack her ass hard and she gasps and moans again. “Sorry. I love you, Daddy.”  
 
    I smile and suck her bottom lip before I move to Candi. I run my hands up her sides, bunching her tank top under her arms. She lifts her arms and I pull the thin fabric off and toss it aside. I press in close to her and firmly rake my fingers down her back and firmly grip her cheeks. I give her a short teasing kiss and then go back to Madison.  
 
    I move between them, caressing, kissing, and teasing them, as I remove every piece of clothing. When they’re completely naked, I moan and run my hands down the front of them. Madison is exquisite, but Candi is fucking hot as well. I can’t believe this is happening. I’ve had dreams like this, but never thought I’d actually do it.  
 
    When Madison asked me for this, I was worried about how Awenasa would feel, but I was still excited at the same time. For Madison and Awenasa to be ok with this, makes me wonder if one day I really could have a real relationship with Awenasa, without losing Madison.   
 
    “Mommy, open your eyes.” Madison opens her eyes and smiles. She scans Candi up and down and blushes slightly. “Help Daddy take these clothes off.” She smiles wider and steps forward, gripping the hem of my tank top. She quickly pulls it off and moans. “Can Mommy play some?”  
 
    I smile and nod. She immediately starts sucking and nibbling the tops of my breasts as she unhooks my bra. While she sucks my nipple hard and fast, she drags her fingers down my stomach and tears my button and zipper apart to get my pants off.  
 
    As she roughly tugs my jeans and underwear off, she bites into my hip, making me moan and grab her head. She pulls back and sucks the top of my thigh. She then nuzzles into my center and gives me a firm lick up the full length of me. I sway slightly and pull her out from between my thighs.  
 
    While I walk her over to the bed, we kiss and grope each other. When we’re next to the bed, I spin her around and press against her back to bend over for me. She rests on her forearms and pushes her ass up in the air for me. I give her a few firm slaps and then walk over to Candi.  
 
    I take her hands and place them on my shoulders and release them, allowing her to explore me for a moment. She smiles and moans as her hands move over my chest and stomach, hips and ass, and up my back.  
 
    “Daddy, can I open my eyes?”  
 
    “Yes.” She opens her eyes and smiles as she scans my body. “Fucking hot.”  
 
    I smile and pull her into a kiss as I walk her towards the bed. I position her next to Madison and they look over at each other with a smile. Candi leans forward and kisses Madison.  
 
    “Hey, Mommy.”  
 
    Both of them release an adorable giggle. I spank both of them on the ass and they quickly look ahead of themselves with another cute giggle. 
 
    I get behind Madison, pulling her ass in hard against my center and signaling with my hands that I want her to grind against me. She digs her ass in deep hard circles against me while I let my hands rub up and down her back, her stomach, and the front of her thighs. After a minute, I give her a few gentle pats on the ass to say good job and then move over to Candi.  
 
    I thrust against her and she releases a small moan and then starts working against me, hard and fast. After a minute or so, I pat her ass gently like I had with Madison.  
 
    “Turn over for me, girls, and lay on your backs.”  
 
    The gap between them is just wide enough for me to stand between both of them. It’s such a beautiful sight. Their cheeks are red, chests are rising and falling with heavier than normal breathing, and their shaven groins are glistening with their arousal. I run my hands up the inside of their thighs and tap their outer thighs.  
 
    “Prop this foot up on the edge of the bed.”  
 
    They obey, opening themselves up to me. I press my palms against their centers a moment and rub in a slow firm circle. Both of them release a long low moan as their eyes close and hips rise off the bed seeking firmer contact with my hand. It’s so fucking hot.  
 
    I rub my thumbs up their slit and rub the pad of my thumb over their clits in very slow soft circles. Both of them moan and thrust against me.  
 
    “Sit up, Mommy.”  
 
    Madison sits up and wraps her arms around me, pulling me into a kiss. I smile against her lips and push two fingers inside both of them. She pulls back and moans. Our eyes lock and she smiles affectionately and licks my lips.  
 
    “Lay back down, Mommy.”  
 
    For the next several minutes, I alternate between both of them, kissing them, sucking their breasts, nibbling them over their chests, stomachs, and thighs, and licking and sucking their clits while my hands work inside them and over their folds.  
 
    They’re moaning loudly and thrusting their hips against me. Occasionally, they kiss each other and play with each other’s chests. I latch on hard to Madison’s clit with my mouth and she releases a loud moan and grips my head, holding me against her.  
 
    After she cums and releases my head, I gently stroke her folds and clit to help her aftershocks last longer. While she recovers, I suck Candi’s clit and nurse it hard and fast. She screams out and sits up, holding my head against her. Her hips thrust against me a couple times and then she starts trembling and she falls back gasping and moaning. She pulls my face out of herself and releases a cute happy giggle and moans, telling me how good it was. 
 
    I smile down at them, and run my hands up their stomachs and chests. Both of them grin and take my hands, yanking me down between them. After some squirming and repositioning, they have me laying on the pillow with them both at my sides, one of their legs draped over mine and their arms on my chest. Both of them are smiling down at me like they couldn’t be happier than they are in this moment. I wrap my arms around them and squeeze them close. They giggle and lay on my chest for a moment.  
 
    Madison bites down into my boob, making me gasp and squeeze her closer. She giggles and she and Candi start kissing, sucking, and biting me all over my neck, shoulders, chest, and stomach. While Candi sucks my nipple, Madison pulls me into an intense kiss. Madison runs her hand down my body and cups me between the thighs, just holding her hand there a moment. As she sucks my bottom lip, she thrusts deep inside me with two fingers. Candi slides her hand down, pulling my thighs open more, and while Madison works inside me, Candi rubs slow gentle circles around my clit.  
 
    “Oh fuck!”  
 
    Madison looks in my eyes smiling and traces her tongue around my lips. She thrusts in harder and deeper, putting me right on the edge. Madison and Candi start sucking and biting my nipples and Candi pinches my clit while Madison pumps faster inside me. I burst with a scream and they immediately slow their hands and mouths. After I have stopped shuddering from the amazing orgasm, they pull their hands out of me and lay on my chest.  
 
    I wrap my arms around their shoulders and try to catch my breath. That was amazing. I think sex with just Madison is the best, but this was fucking amazing. I squeeze Madison’s arm and she looks up at me with a smile.  
 
    “Hey, beautiful.” She giggles and kisses my lips. “Hey, baby. You look like you’re going to fall asleep. Did we wear you out?” Candi sits up to look at me and they laugh at the groggy look on my face. I shake my head and laugh. “No, no, I can keep going. Here, sit on my face.” Madison laughs and kisses my lips. “Maybe tomorrow morning. I’m going to fall asleep soon. Can we get under the covers?”  
 
    We slip under the covers and regain our position with them laying on my chest and my arms wrapped around their shoulders. 
 
    Madison lifts her head to look at me smiling and kisses me with so much passion that I start to feel aroused again. When she pulls back, she stares in my eyes for moment.  
 
    “I love you, Kayla. Thanks for tonight.”  
 
    “I love you too, Maddi.” Candi lifts her head and looks at us nervously. Madison and I smile at her and her face relaxes. “This was a lot of fun and felt amazing. Not just the sex, which was beyond anything I’ve ever felt before. Just lying here with both of you feels good and comfortable. Do you think we’ll do this again?” 
 
    I look at Madison and she smiles and kisses Candi for a moment.  
 
    “Now, kiss Daddy.” I smile and Candi bends down to kiss me. After a few moments, she pulls back and Madison says, “I think we can make this little family work.” 
 
    “Ok, it’s time for my girls to get some sleep. Give Daddy a kiss.” 
 
    Both of them kiss my lips and then lay back down on my chest. This is nice. I didn’t need anything more than Madison, well, except Awenasa, but adding Candi is very exciting. I never realized how much of this dominance I had in me that I wanted to exact on another girl. Sam and I seemed to always be like we were tonight on the grass – a lot of times we were fighting each other for the control. It was hot and turned me on, but being able to have full control is such a rush. And I love that Madison gets turned on by me being like that. She likes me dominating her and really likes watching me be that way with Candi.  
 
    That first time I danced with Candi, Madison had been a bit jealous. But since she knows I love her and would do anything for her, she actually enjoys watching it now. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh shit.” I open my eyes and Whitney is standing in the doorway with her hand over her mouth, trying to suppress a laugh. “Sorry, uh… Damn, it smells like sex in here. Can I come in and open the window?”  
 
    “Yeah, sure.” She smiles and Madison and Candi stir on my chest. Whitney hadn’t noticed Candi, but laughs when both heads pop up out from under the covers. “Damn, you guys must have had some wild night. We need to come up with a system so we don’t keep walking in on each other. You have company by the way. She was waiting outside, but I let her in.” 
 
    Before I can ask her who, Sam walks in the door with her arms crossed over her chest and she looks pissed. I don’t know why, but seeing her actually makes me smile, even though I have two naked women cuddling on me in my bed. 
 
    “Ok, well, I was just coming to grab something. So…” Whitney trails off and grabs something from her dresser and then closes the door behind herself, leaving us with Sam.  
 
    “I thought you weren’t sleeping with both of them?” 
 
    “I wasn’t. This just sort of happened.”  
 
    She walks over to lean against my desk so she’s straight in line with me staring up at me from the foot of the bed. Madison and Candi lay their heads back on my chest, both of them yawning. Sam looks around my side of the dorm and then looks back in my eyes. 
 
    “All that fretting over what to pack and you didn’t bring much with you.” 
 
    “What time is it?” 
 
    “Just after 8am.” I groan and lean my head back. We didn’t go to bed till after 2am. “Why are you waking me up so early? How are you even awake this early? You drove for two days and we were up so late.”  
 
    Madison lifts her head and puts a finger to my lips. “Too much talking too early. Need more sleep.” She looks at Sam and smiles in a sleepy way. “I’m too tired to care, so bring your crazy ass over here and go back to sleep. You guys can talk later.”  
 
    Sam raises her eyebrows and releases a small laugh. She looks in my eyes and I just smile at her. She kicks her shoes off and takes her jeans off. Madison lifts the covers on her side and Sam carefully climbs over Madison to lay on top of me with her head just under Candi’s and Madison’s on the top of my stomach and one arm wedged between my side and Madison and the other on my thigh and hip.  
 
    Ok, I must be dreaming, because only in a dream would this be happening. Last night felt like a dream when it was just me with Madison and Candi, but adding my ex to the mix is mind blowing. How is Madison this amazing that she would feel so confident in our love that she would allow this to happen? 
 
    I actually would have been fine if none of this was happening. If last night’s threesome didn’t happen and Sam wasn’t here in bed with the three of us, I would be totally ok with it. I don’t need these wild sexual encounters because Madison gives me exactly what I need. But I’m still very happy all of this happened.  
 
    I’m so happy right now that I feel like fireworks are going off in my body. I really hope this isn’t ruined when we wake up and have to deal with the reality of my ex laying with us. I can only imagine how happy Sam is right now when she was saying last night that maybe Madison would allow her to borrow me. She must be thinking she has that chance now. 
 
    I wish I could sleep because I’m really tired, but my body is buzzing too much with these three beautiful women laying on me. My body is also a bit stiff from not moving in hours, but I’m not about to complain. I’ll deal with lack of sleep and stiff limbs to be able to stay in this position for as long as possible. 
 
    I don’t know how much later it is when they start to stir, but Madison is first to start moving again. She lifts her head and seeing I’m awake, she smiles and kisses my lips. She starts to pull away, but I catch her bottom lip in my teeth and she giggles and starts kissing me hard and deep, making me release a small moan. While she kisses me, I feel Candi and Sam lift their heads and adjust to watch. Sam’s nails dig into my abs and I release another moan. Candi licks between Madison’s and my mouth and Madison pulls back, allowing Candi to kiss me.  
 
    After a couple moments, she pulls back and Sam climbs up my body. She looks at Madison a moment and Madison shrugs a shoulder and leans on her elbow.  
 
    “Sure, why not.”  
 
    Sam smiles and bends down to kiss me. Oh, damn, it’s a good kiss. Sam has always been a really good kisser. We could make out for hours. After a couple minutes, she pulls back smiling.  
 
    “Daddy, can we have a bathroom break and then come back?” Sam’s smile widens at the submissive coo from Candi and then moves to straddle my hips. “Yes, let’s take a bathroom break.” 
 
    Madison kisses my cheek and pushes the covers down to climb out of bed. Sam watches her and scans her body with a smile. We get dressed and I grab my bathroom caddy, some rags and towels, and a pack of extra tooth brushes I bought after Madison’s first unexpected slumber party with me. 
 
    The smell of sex is so thick on us that I can smell it as we walk down the hall. It makes me smile in a cocky way. Last night, Candi and Madison were so wet that their slick was covering their thighs and then of course it got all over my thighs when they were laying with me. So, we have a good bit of each other’s arousal on our bodies.  
 
    We slip into separate shower stalls and take a quick shower, passing soap and shampoo between each other. After we’re dressed again, we stand in front of the long row of sinks and mirrors to brush our teeth.               
 
    When we get back to my room, I set my shower caddy down and toss the wet towels and rags in my laundry basket. As I turn back to them, Madison wraps her arms around my neck and kisses my lips.  
 
    “Who do you belong to?” I smile and wrap my arms around her waist. “To you.” She smiles affectionately and nips my bottom lip a moment. “Mommy has a present for you.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? What’s that?”  
 
    “I’m going to allow Sam to join us this morning, but then Daddy has to take us to eat breakfast because Mommy is very hungry.” I slide my hands down to the back of her thighs to lift her and she hops up and wraps her legs around my waist with an excited smile. “I think that’s more of a present for Sam because I only need you.” She smiles and gives me a short intense kiss. “Daddy’s going to eat you for breakfast.”  
 
    She giggles and thrusts her hips against me. I walk her over to where Sam and Candi are awkwardly standing and waiting. I take their hands with Madison still wrapped around me and I position them in front of my bed so that when I set Madison down, they’ll be in a line with Madison in the center.  
 
    “Time to climb off of Daddy now.”  
 
    Madison smiles and kisses me a moment before releasing me and stepping into her place in front of the bed. I glance at Sam and she looks a little nervous, but mostly looks like she’s having a hard time fighting her instincts to lunge for me. I smile and make her wait a little longer before I get to her.  
 
    I feel my confidence swell as the three of them stare at me and wait for me to take their clothes off and make them feel good. I love this feeling. Before I start, I quickly affix the chain lock on the door in case Whitney comes back again. Madison had hopped up before falling asleep to unchain it last night, just in case Whitney came home, so we wouldn’t have to scramble to get dressed to let her in.  
 
    I turn some slow music on my phone and pull Madison out to dance with me a moment. While we dance, I remove her shirt and leggings. After I have her naked, I put her back in her place by the bed. I then repeat the same with Candi. As I pull Sam out of her place, she tries to go against my will and smiles in a teasing way. I smack her ass and she moans. She starts kissing me and I allow it for a few moments, but then lightly grip her throat and push her back. I spin her around and slightly tighten my grip on her throat as I hold her against me. She moans and grabs my other hand and makes me squeeze her breast. I release her throat and boob and roughly push her forward to bend over. I push her shorts and panties off of her ass and spank her several times, making her moan. Once I have her naked, I push her back in line by the bed. She tries to step back out again, but I shake my head.  
 
    “You wait your turn. Daddy will get to you.”  
 
    She smiles and steps back.  
 
    Like last night, I move between them, kissing, caressing, and teasing them. I alternate between standing in front of Madison giving her loving attention with my mouth, while my hands roam over Sam and Candi, and standing directly in front of each one, giving them full attention with my hands and mouth. 
 
    When I can see they’re very aroused, I position myself in front of Madison and run my hands up her beautiful body. I spend at least a full minute adoring her with my hands and mouth from her lips down to her hips, but not between them yet. Then I push her down on the edge of the bed and move to Candi. I give her similar treatment and have her sit right next to Madison.  
 
    When I get to Sam, she tries so hard to stand still and allow me to have control, but she gives into her temptation and quickly rips my tank top off over my head and pulls me into her. She bites down hard into the top of my left breast as she slips her hands in my shorts to push them off. I grab her hands and pull them out of my shorts. She bites down harder, making me gasp as I feel her break the skin. When she lifts her face, I see a drop of my blood on her lip and she smiles and slowly licks her tongue along her lips and then licks the beads of blood off my boob. I get a good grip in her hair and force her down to my stomach. Sam moans against me and licks, sucks, and bites me across my whole stomach and my breasts.  
 
    I pull her up off of me and then roughly indulge in her body for a minute, before I push her down on the bed. I prop Candi’s and Sam’s outside legs on the edge of the bed and spread Madison open. I step between her legs and bend down to kiss her. While we kiss, I play with Sam’s and Candi’s breasts.  
 
    I smile and lick my lips as I kneel down in front of Madison’s soaking wet rosy pink folds. I palm my hands over Sam and Candi and then slowly penetrate both of them with two fingers. Both of them moan and thrust against me.  
 
    “I give you permission to kiss and play with each other while Daddy is busy down here.”  
 
    I wait a moment and Sam roughly pulls Madison into a kiss. It sparks a bit of jealousy in me and I thrust hard and deep inside Sam, making her moan loudly.  
 
    Madison grabs my head and pulls me inside her. I smile and go to work hungrily lapping at her and dipping inside her. Their moans, breathing, and thrusting hips are enough to unhinge me completely. I start moving between their legs with such a hunger and need that I feel like a wild animal.  
 
    All of them start to cum within seconds of each other. It’s the second most beautiful sound – second only to Madison’s singing voice. Actually, Awenasa’s singing voice is pretty amazing too, so this is the third most beautiful sound.  
 
    After their aftershocks finish, they sit up and pull me out of their centers. I wrap my arms around Candi’s and Sam’s hips and rest my head on Madison’s upper thigh, completely exhausted. My neck, back, and arms are completely fatigued. Madison runs her fingers through my hair and rubs the top of my back. 
 
    “Did we wear you out again, Daddy?” I laugh and nod, nuzzling in closer to her hip. “I love you, Kayla.” I purr and nod. “I love you too, Maddi.”  
 
    Without thinking, I trace a heart with my finger on the back of Sam’s hip that I’m holding.  
 
    Madison’s hand is on my shoulder, but I feel a hand run through my hair and tug me up off Madison’s leg. I look up and Sam grabs my jaw with a smile and then delivers a rough smack to my cheek.  
 
    “Hey, stop that.” Madison gently pushes her and Sam laughs. “Kayla likes to be roughed up a little bit, especially after she’s done a good job making love to you.”  
 
    Madison looks at me with a curious smile and then puts her hands on my ribs to pull me up. I stand up and lean into Madison, pushing her on her back so I can lay on top of her. She laughs and wraps her arms and legs around me. I nuzzle in her neck, giving her soft kisses. She runs her hand through my hair a few times and then grips my hair and pulls my head back, a little rougher than she normally is with me. I smile and look in her eyes. She looks so happy and excited.  
 
    “Are you going to tell Mommy what you like?” 
 
    “I like you.” She laughs and I try to lay back down on her chest, but she holds me firmly. Sam traces her fingers down my back and says, “Kayla won’t tell you what she likes. You have to fight it out of her. I can show you.” Madison looks over at her a moment and then nods once. “Ok. Together.” 
 
    Sam gets up and Madison pushes up on my shoulders with a smile. She pecks my lips and then releases her legs from around me. Sam grabs my hips and tugs me up off of Madison. I reach out for Madison, as if I’m fighting being pulled away from her and she giggles and she sits up to stand. She pulls Candi up and we’re all now standing again, with me in the center of these three beautiful naked women. Damn, I am so fucking lucky. 
 
    Even though my arms are so fatigued, I really just want to make love to all of them again. I don’t even care if I don’t get a turn. Sam smiles and shakes her head.  
 
    “I know that look. It’s your turn now, and you’re going to take it.” I smile and lick my lips. I turn around and eye them up and shake my head. “Nope. I’m not done with you three yet.”  
 
    I move into Madison, grabbing her ass hard in both hands and start kissing and sucking her neck, making her moan and slump into me. Sam grabs my hair, pulling my head back roughly. Madison leans in and starts kissing and sucking my neck.  
 
    “Bite her.” Madison obeys Sam and gives me a firm bite on the shoulder. “Harder, till she moans and flinches.”  
 
    Madison looks up at me with hesitation in her eyes. I smile at her and she quickly bends back to my neck and bites down really hard. I moan and grip her ass as a sharp spark ignites between my legs.  
 
    Madison moves down to my chest and starts sucking on my nipples. While Madison is on my chest, Sam moves in closer and starts sucking and biting my shoulders and back.  
 
    Between bites, Sam says, “Pinch her nipple between your teeth.” A second later, Madison gives me a fast, sharp pinch with her incisors digging in. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” My breathing suddenly becomes more labored. Madison repeats her piercing bite on my other nipple and my knees weaken. “Good, you almost brought her to her knees. Now, smack them.”  
 
    “Smack them?”  
 
    Madison looks up at me nervously and then over my shoulder at Sam. She gently places her hands on my breasts and gently glides her thumbs over my nipples in soft circles. My eyes roll back at the incredible feeling of her gentle touch on my highly sensitive nubs after her rough assault on them a moment before. One hand pulls back and she delivers a firm stinging slap to the side of my left breast. I inhale deeply and feel my knees weaken slightly. She repeats the slap, followed by a tight pinch of my nipple and tugs down.  
 
    “Oh damn.” I sway again and Madison smiles and bites her lip a moment. “She won’t drop to her knees till you’ve pushed her to her limits, but she wants you to get her to her knees. She may be a Daddy, but she wants her Mommy to rule her.” 
 
    Madison inhales deeply, as if aroused by taking the role of dominance from me. She looks my body over and then looks at Sam.  
 
    “Grip her arms and pull her hair back.”  
 
    Sam quickly locks her arms in mine, ripping my arms behind my back and holds them with one arm while she pulls my hair, tugging my head back so far that my back arches some and I groan. My head is pulled back so far that all I can see is the ceiling. I test her grip, trying to lift my head, and Sam tugs down more, making my back arch more and my knees bend. My clit starts ticking hard.  
 
    I feel Madison’s hand gently rub down my body, starting at my neck and all the way down to the waist of my shorts. Her body moves in close to me and she starts peppering me with soft kisses all over my neck, shoulders, and chest. She starts sucking my neck, slow and soft at first, but increases her pressure till I gasp and feel a tight pinch of her teeth.  
 
    She smacks both of my breasts hard and then immediately bites into my nipple, harder than the last time. My back aches again and Sam bites into the back of my shoulder. I gasp and moan when I feel a third mouth biting into my stomach, near my hip. Madison, Candi, and Sam work together to try to bring me to my knees, biting, sucking, and smacking me. It feels so fucking good. 
 
    Sam starts sucking my earlobe and my arousal increases. She gives it a gentle nibble and licks along the rim of my ear before sucking my earlobe again. I moan and lean into her. She releases my hair and pushes a hand in my shorts. She cups my ass and squeezing it hard. I inhale and reach out for her with my hands she has locked behind my back. She feels my searching fingers against her and positions her center in front of them. I moan and start gliding my fingers over her folds and around her clit. My own clit starts pulsing even harder and my insides contract with need.  
 
    Madison starts alternating between rough and gentle, increasingly stealing the strength out of my knees. I need her between my legs. All of this teasing and foreplay has me aching in need. I start working my fingers faster on Sam’s clit. I know if I make her cum, she’ll make me drop. She inhales against my neck she’s sucking on and slightly rocks against my hand. She starts to moan and her body starts to tremble against me. She releases a loud gasp and her head falls on my shoulder. Madison stops playing with my breasts and grips my hair and makes me look in her eyes.  
 
    “Did you just make her cum? Mommy did not give you permission to play with her.”  
 
    She smacks my cheek roughly, making it sting. She doesn’t look mad, so I smile. She gets a grip on both of my nipples and pinches them hard, making me gasp. While Madison is pinching my nipples, hard, and tugging downward, Sam bites in hard on my neck, breaking the skin. I release a deep triumphant moan and sink to my knees. Sam promptly tugs my head back again and starts kissing me hard and deep. Madison slips her hands in my shorts and pushes them off of my hips.  
 
    As soon as her hand enters me, I moan loudly into Sam’s mouth while she kisses me. While Madison’s hand works between my legs and Sam kisses me, Madison and Candi latch onto my breasts, sucking and licking them.  
 
    It only takes a few minutes for me to cum, and when I do, it’s one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had. After I stop shuddering, Madison pulls my shorts back up and they pull me up from the floor. I’m so weak that they help me lay down on the bed and they climb on top of me like we were before we took a shower.  
 
    “That was amazing. I don’t think I’m going to be able to move for days.” Madison kisses my cheek and runs her hand through my hair. “Mommy is very hungry, so you don’t have days to recover. You can have a few minutes though.” I laugh and squeeze them all closer to me. “Where do you want to eat?” 
 
    “That old fashion diner on Oliver Street.” 
 
    “Ok. Hey, wait. You were supposed to sit on Daddy’s face this morning.” Madison smiles and releases a cute laugh. “Later, baby. Come on, I’m hungry.”  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we’re dressed and walking out of my dorm building, Madison takes my right hand to hold while we walk, and I notice Sam look down at my other hand. I can tell she wants to take it and cling to it, but she nervously glances between me and Madison. Madison smiles and grips my hand tighter for a moment, before saying, “That’s between you and Candi who gets to hold her other hand.” 
 
    “Go ahead. You have to leave town soon.”  
 
    Sam smiles in an appreciative way and slips her hand in mine and then takes Candi’s with her other hand. I know it should feel weird that I have my current girlfriend holding one hand, and my ex holding the other, but it doesn’t. I feel a burst of strong confidence and happiness in my chest. I feel almost cocky that all three of these beautiful women want to be with me and are ok with sharing me. 
 
    When we get to the diner, we are seated at a blue vinyl covered booth with Madison on the inside, me next to her on the end, Candi across from Madison, and Sam directly in front of me. I smile at Sam as she wraps her ankles around one of mine under the table, like she used to do when we would to go out to eat together.  
 
    Madison places a hand on my thigh while we look through our menus trying to decide what to order. Her hand gently squeezes my thigh every so often, which causes a spark between my legs each time she does it.  
 
    “Hey, haven’t seen you in a couple weeks. I thought maybe you didn’t like the food or something.” I look up and smile really big. Carmen is standing next to me with a big cheesy grin and slightly blushing cheeks. “Hey, Carmen. No, the food is good. You going to pick for me again?”  
 
    She giggles and leans down over the menu. While she is bent down, and before she starts looking at the menu, she glances over at Madison and smiles.  
 
    “Morning, cutie.”  
 
    Madison laughs and leans her elbow on the table and leans her head on her upturned hand.  
 
    “Morning. How have you been?”  
 
    “Not bad. Busy.”  
 
    She looks down at the menu and starts flipping through it. While her finger scans down the page, her body slightly moves in closer to me and her ribs are firmly pressed against my shoulder. My hand itches to wrap around her hips and pull her down on my lap. I swallow hard and lean back some. My cocky confidence is only growing stronger and its making me very aroused.  
 
    Carmen taps her finger firmly on an item and then looks at me with a grin. Her face is only about six inches from mine. She looks in my eyes and glances at my lips a moment.  
 
    “I think you should get this.”  
 
    I look down at the menu and smile. It’s a stack of blueberry pancakes with sliced strawberries and hot fudge over top. My mouth salivates and I lick my lips.  
 
    “Yes, I want that.” She giggles and stands back up.  “Ok, is everyone else ready to order? I can just take drinks now if you need a few more minutes.”  
 
    I look over at Sam and she has her arms crossed on her chest and she’s staring at me with slightly narrowed eyes and puckered lips. I lift my leg she’s wrapped around under the table to rub up her leg and her expression softens.  
 
    We give Carmen our drink and food orders and she skips away with a cute grin to go put it in.  
 
    “You know the waitress is into Kayla, right?” Madison laughs a little and nods at Sam. “Yes. We’ve had her before. Kayla likes the waitress too.” Sam raises her eyebrows and looks between us and then back at Madison. “It doesn’t bother you seeing another girl flirt with her and her flirt back?”  
 
    “No, why should it?” 
 
    “I thought you love her?”  
 
    “I do. And I know I hold Kayla’s heart. I know she would never cheat on me or do anything I didn’t give my approval to.”  
 
    “Are you ok with just being their plaything, knowing they love each other and probably would never love you the same?” Candi smiles at Sam and shrugs a shoulder. “I’ve only been with one person before and it only happened once and it was terrible. Even just dancing with these two is better than my first sex experience was. I’m ok with not being their number one. I don’t need that deep romantic relationship right now. I’m only eighteen. I’m not trying to settle down and have children yet.” 
 
    “Are you going to be loyal to them or sleep around and end up giving them something?”  
 
    “If I only have one previous experience, do I really seem like that kind of girl to you?” 
 
    “Well, you were only in a bra and skimpy shorts at that party. And you did go home with them and have a threesome and then a foursome this morning. You’ve now had sex with three women in less than twenty-four hours.” Candi laughs and shakes her head. “No, I had sex with one woman and made out with two others. Kayla is the only one that touched me down there, so I don’t count that as sex with you and Madison. And just because I’m confident and comfortable with my body doesn’t mean I put out.”  
 
    I can’t stop grinning like a fool. Candi made a really good point. Technically, I’m the only one that had sex with all of them. Everything they did with each other could have been done just making out. I made love to each one of them and then they worked together to make love to me, but none of them made love to each other. Sam looks over at me and smiles and shakes her head.  
 
    “Damn, what the hell did they wake up inside you?” I cheese bigger and she leans across the table and kisses me a moment. With her face in front of mine, she looks in my eyes and whispers, “I’m going to miss you even more now. Why did you have to get even sexier?” She kisses me again and then sits back down. 
 
    “Uh, here are your drinks.”  
 
    I look up at Carmen and she looks really confused. She places our drinks down and then holds her tray under her arm, looking between me, Madison, and Sam. She looks like she wants to keep the question in, but its burning her tongue and she just can’t keep it in.  
 
    “I thought you two were together?” She points between me and Madison and we smile at her. “We are. Kayla is mine and all of us are Kayla’s.”  
 
    My cocky confidence grows hot in my chest and I inhale deeply as my arousal kicks up higher. I love the way Madison just said that. I really want to go down on her right now.  
 
    Carmen stares at Madison in disbelief. She looks between all of us and I look around the table as well. Candi and Sam are watching Carmen with a small amused smile. Sam squeezes my leg under the table with hers and it makes me release a small laugh. Carmen looks at me and her mouth hangs open a moment and then she clears her throat. Her cheeks blush a deep red as she looks in my eyes and her confused dumbfounded look transforms into a shy smile.  
 
    “You are the kind of girl my mother warned me about. You are dangerous.”  
 
    I laugh really hard and she smiles really big. She fixes my hair that had fallen in my face from laughing, brushing her fingers through my hair, and then walks away. 
 
    “Are you going to add her when I leave?” I look at Sam and I shrug my shoulders. “I don’t make those calls. That’s Maddi’s department.”  
 
    Madison squeezes my thigh and I look over at her. She’s smiling in such a loving way that it makes my throat tighten. Madison brushes her fingers through my hair and then pulls me into a short kiss. We look back at Sam and she looks like she wants to ask another question, but she looks nervous. She picks at the paper placemat in front of herself and glances up at us.  
 
    “Speak your mind, Sam. What’s burning in that head of yours?” She looks at me and smiles affectionately. “What happens to us when I leave? I don’t want anyone else. I never wanted to break up with you. I let my mom get inside my head and I ruined everything because of it. I know you’re with Madison and that won’t change, but can I still fit in somehow?” 
 
    She looks at Madison and waits for her answer, understanding that I’ve given that power to Madison and I have no say in the matter. Madison rubs my thigh and squeezes it, leaning in closer to me.  
 
    “You going home for Thanksgiving?” Sam nods. “Then we’ll see you at Thanksgiving, unless you decide to come visit again sooner.” 
 
    “Seriously?” She smiles really big and leans across the table, kissing Madison on the lips. “Thank you.”  
 
    Madison smiles, but before she can say anything, Carmen is back with our food. She sets a large tray down on a stand and starts placing giant plates loaded with amazing looking food down in front of each of us. She places mine down last and I release a small moan.  
 
    “This looks so good.” 
 
    “I put a little extra hot fudge on it for you. Do you need anything else?”  
 
    She lifts the tray and it’s stand and tucks them under her arm. I glance down and notice a brown drip on her bare thigh. Without thinking, I reach forward and grab her thigh, tugging her a little closer. Carmen releases a small surprised moan.  
 
    “I think you dripped some fudge on yourself.” She lifts her leg some and looks down. “Oh, you’re right.” I rub my thumb over the drip, wiping it up off her leg and then suck it off my thumb. I see her swallow hard and her cheeks blush. She chokes out, “Thanks. Do you need anything else?”  
 
    I shake my head and she nods and walks away with a shy smile. After she walks away, I get an idea that makes me smile really big and Madison nudges me in the ribs.  
 
    “What’s that grin about?” I laugh and lick my lips, savoring the delicious thought. “We should buy chocolate syrup.” Madison licks her own lips and laughs a little. “What are we doing with the chocolate syrup?”  
 
    “I’m going to paint your body with it and then feast.” 
 
    “Ok, Daddy, we’ll buy some chocolate syrup.”  
 
    I smile really big and kiss her lips. She grips the inside of my thigh, just below my fun zone, making me release a small moan and she giggles.  
 
    Breakfast is delicious and the conversation is actually really nice. Sam ends up relaxing and doesn’t question or fight our “family” situation anymore and we’re able to talk without any awkwardness or tension. Carmen comes over several times to refill drinks and ask if we need anything and to steal a few moments to just chat. 
 
    I hate leaving food on my plate, but I’m so stuffed that I end up leaving about a quarter of my plate untouched. I’m leaning back in the booth holding my stomach when Carmen comes back again. She giggles and places her hands on her hips to look at me.  
 
    “Didn’t you like it?” I laugh and rub my stomach. “Yes, it was fucking amazing. But I’m stuffed. I can’t eat another bite.” 
 
    “How about a drop?”  
 
    Her eyes scan to her own leg and I follow her gaze and laugh. She has a drip of chocolate syrup just below the hem of her uniform skirt on the inside of her thigh. I glance at Madison and she giggles and nods once in approval for me to retrieve the drop.  
 
    Carmen moves closer to the booth to attempt to hide what I’m about to do. I slowly bring my hand under her skirt and grip her thigh above the chocolate drip, making Carmen inhale and lean in closer. I trail my fingers down the back of her thigh. I rub the drip off with my thumb and then continue my fingers gentle trail down her leg till I reach her knee. Instead of sucking the chocolate off my thumb like before, I offer it to Madison and she sucks it off in a very slow and sexy way. Carmen releases a small sound of arousal and then clears her throat and giggles.  
 
    “This table is dangerous. You girls are going to get me fired.” We laugh a little and she starts picking up plates to clear the table. “I’ll be back in a few.” She pulls her phone out and sets it down in front of me. “Add yourselves before I get back. I don’t know if I’m brave enough to get in the middle of this crazy sexy thing you have going on, but I’d like to hang out with all of you at least.” 
 
    After she walks away, I look to Madison and she grins and picks up the phone. She goes to the contacts and adds her number, listing herself as “Mommy” and then hands me the phone. I enter mine as “Daddy” and then she takes the phone and hands it to Candi. After Candi finishes adding herself, she hands it to Sam. As Sam is finishing, Carmen returns with a smile. Sam hands her the phone and Carmen looks through her contacts with a confused look.  
 
    “Kayla, I don’t see you in here. Wait, I don’t see any of you.” I laugh a little. “Look in the D’s.” She scrolls up and smiles and looks at me with blushing cheeks. “Hey, Daddy. Ok, if you are Daddy, then Madison must be…” She smiles and giggles. “Mommy. Ok, Candi, you must be Baby Girl.” 
 
    “Yup.” Carmen scrunches her brow and looks down at Sam. “Why did you put yourself in here as The Black Sheep?” I laugh and shake my head. “Give me that.” Carmen hands me the phone and I open the contact to edit her name. I hand it back to Carmen and she giggles. Sam sits up craning her neck to see the screen. “What? What did she say?”  
 
    “Daddy’s little cup of milk and honey.”  
 
    Sam smiles and her cheeks blush. She looks down in a shy way before looking in my eyes with love and affection. Carmen looks at me with a curious grin and then her fingers start moving on her phone. My phone vibrates in my pocket. It’s a text from an unnamed number reading, “What’s my name going to be, Daddy?” I laugh and Madison leans over to read it and giggles. She looks at me with a cute mischievous grin and I sit back and think with a cocky grin on my face.  
 
    I add the number to my contacts and type in her name and show Madison for her approval and she nods and kisses my cheek. I show Carmen my phone and she smiles really big. 
 
    “Spicy Hot Chocolate, I like that. I should probably get back to work before my boss comes and asks why I’ve been over here for so long. You can hang out if you’re not ready to leave, but if I don’t see you before you leave, I guess I have your numbers now so I’ll talk to you soon.” 
 
    She starts to turn, but I grab the pocket of her apron. 
 
    “Carmen, you’re forgetting something.” She looks at me with a cute smirk and waits. “The bill?” She laughs and shakes her head. “I got it this time.” I shake my head. “Bring Daddy the check. This is not a pay to play kind of deal here.” She giggles and leans forward. “Exactly, you played, so you don’t pay.”  
 
    “I meant, you don’t pay to be played with. Now, listen to Daddy and bring me the check.” 
 
    “What if I want to disobey?” Sam laughs and leans forward on her elbows. “Can you handle two disobedient girls in your family, Daddy?”  
 
    Madison slips her hand between my legs and cups my center, making me release a small gasp and heat instantly flares up my chest and face. I swallow hard and my clit starts ticking. 
 
    Madison sucks my earlobe and whispers, “You are so damn sexy. I can’t wait to go down on you later. Are you going to punish Carmen for not listening to you, Daddy?”  
 
    I inhale at the hot coo and feel my cockiness grow even stronger.  
 
    “Carmen, when is your break?” She smiles and looks at her watch. “In ten minutes. Why? What do you have in mind, Daddy?” 
 
     “Your punishment for being disobedient.” 
 
    “Oh, then you definitely are not receiving that check, Daddy. I’ll come get you when I’m able to go on break.”  
 
    Carmen walks away and Madison loops her arm in mine. Sam looks at me with a grin and shake her head.  
 
    “I should have known that little baby-dom beast inside you would just blossom into something wild if I uncuffed you. I could see it fighting to be released when you would dance with other girls. Madison, you sure you can keep her on a leash?”  
 
    Madison places a hand on my cheek and turns my face to look at her. As soon as our eyes meet, my face spreads into a huge smile and she giggles.  
 
    “Who do you belong to, Kayla?” 
 
    “To you.” She smiles wider and kisses my lips. “Who do you want to please above all else?”  
 
    “You, my queen.” Madison sucks my bottom lip and gently pats my cheek a few times. “I love you too, baby.” 
 
    We look back at Sam and she just shrugs her shoulders and leans back. Candi looks over at her thoughtfully and asks, “When do you go home? Or I guess, back to school.” 
 
    “My friends want to leave tonight and drive through the night, so they’re trying to sleep pretty much all day today.” 
 
    “Who are those brutes and how did you get them to come out here with you?” Sam laughs and blushes a little bit. “They live in my dorm building. Our building had a huge party one night, but I wasn’t in the mood to party. I was sitting in a windowsill staring at the stars sipping on a big bottle of vodka just trying to ignore everyone and drink away my loneliness. They sensed my pathetic lovesick mood and came over to talk to me. They are really nice girls and actually offered to drive me out here to try to win Kayla back.” 
 
    “How did you know I was at that party?” 
 
    “You don’t want to know.” I look at her confused and she blushes bright red. “Sam, tell me.”  
 
    “Ok, well, I’m sorry. It wasn’t my idea. Jody is a computer genius and she was able to track your cellphone with GPS. We got there shortly after you and I watched you dance with Madison and Candi while we came up with the plan to blindfold you.” 
 
    I laugh and shake my head. “I love your crazy jealous ass. I can’t believe you lojacked me. That’s a higher level of crazy than you’ve ever been.” Sam smiles and laughs a little bit. “I know. It was fun though. It was so hard not to run over and hug you when we actually found you. I was skeptical it was going to work.” 
 
    Carmen quickly walks up and grabs my hand resting on the table, pulling me up from the booth.  
 
    “Come on, Daddy. Its break time.” 
 
    With Carmen guiding me with one hand in hers, Madison is holding my other, and Sam and Candi are closely following behind. She leads us outside and behind the restaurant. We are completely concealed back here, but I’ve never done something in such an open public place. It makes me nervous and excited. 
 
    Carmen releases my hand and faces me with her hands on her hips and a challenging smile. Madison wraps her arms around me from behind and leans her chin on my shoulder.  
 
    “What are you going to do to her, Daddy?”  
 
    “What does my queen say I should do to her?” Madison licks up the side of my neck and whispers in my ear, “Be rough and turn me on. Teach me something new.” I moan and she bites my ear. “Unleash that baby-dom inside you, Daddy.”  
 
    Madison releases me and pats my ass, urging me forward. Carmen’s smile widens as I take a step closer to her.  
 
    “Calmly approaching me with that cute grin is not intimidating, Daddy. Are you coming to punish me or are you coming to swaddle me?” 
 
    “Any limits?” She smiles and shakes her head. “Better make your move soon before… Oh!”  
 
    Before she can finish her sentence, I slide up right in front of her so our bodies are pressed tightly together and my nose is touching hers.  
 
    “Are you going to accept your punishment like a good girl?” Carmen smiles and shakes her head. “No.”  
 
    She pushes her hands into my shoulders, trying to push me back, but I’m solid and don’t budge. I lean into her and wrap an arm around her waist, holding her close to me. She inhales deeply, and then releases a surprised gasp as I land a firm smack on her ass.  
 
    I quickly turn us so her back is facing Madison so she can see better. Madison, Sam, and Candi are standing against the wall of the diner watching. Madison is in the middle and Sam and Candi have their arms looped through hers, standing close together. Seeing this makes my pride and confidence increase. 
 
    Carmen’s hands wrap around my back and slide down over my ass and squeeze. My clit starts hammering. I firmly grab her ass and squeeze her left cheek before delivering another firm smack, slightly harder than the last. Carmen moans and leans against me. I rub my hands up the backs of her thighs, slowly going under her skirt. She inhales deeply and lays in my neck. Her hands tighten on my ass as my hands lift her skirt, revealing her ass to my girls. They’re all smiling really big. I grip her cheeks and loop my thumbs in the waist of her panties and slowly pull them down a couple inches and wait to see if she objects. She inhales and kisses my neck, so I continue to pull her panties down off of her cheeks. All of my girls are staring hard at Carmen’s ass and they look very aroused. 
 
    I rub my palm over her left cheek and pull back to deliver a firm stinging slap to her bare ass. She gasps and arches her ass up some, inviting me back. I deliver a few good firm slaps to both cheeks and then pull back. I’m wearing a loose fitted tank top over a tighter one. I quickly pull my top layer off and grab her hands. She obediently crosses her hands in front of herself and I tie her hands together with my tank top. I quickly twist her around to face my girls and pull her arms above her head to wrap her tied hands behind my head. I slap the inside of her thigh and she gasps and slightly parts her legs. I repeat on the other leg and she spreads her legs a little further. I bend into her neck and rake my teeth up the side of her neck and firmly bite her earlobe. 
 
    “Have you had enough punishment?” She shakes her head and inhales. “Spank me, Daddy.” I trail my fingers up the sides of her thighs, loop my fingers in her panties and pull them down further. I look up at my girls and Madison’s watching with her thighs tightly pinched together and she’s biting her thumb. Our eyes meet and she grins. I lift Carmen’s skirt and hold it up with my left hand and deliver a gentle smack right between her legs. Carmen moans and presses in harder against me. I increase the firmness of the smack several times. Carmen is breathing hard and her moans and gasps are getting louder with each smack against her wet lips and clit.  
 
    There’s a pipe sticking out of the wall close to where my girls are standing that’s just a few inches higher than their heads. I smile and coax Carmen over to the wall and hook her tied hands up on the pipe. We’re now standing only a few inches in front of my girls. I lift the back of Carmen’s skirt off her ass and deliver a hard smack to her perfect round cheek. Carmen arches her back, spreads her legs, and opens her hips up to me. I grab her left cheek and pull it out as I slide my right hand between her legs and penetrate her. I thrust in deep and hard and she gasps and pumps back against me.  
 
    Between thrusts, I squeeze and spank her cheek, making her jerk and spasm. She’s panting and her body starts to tremble. I pull out of her and gently rub her clit, sending her over the edge and making her moan loudly. Her body shakes and jerks hard. Her hands tighten around the pipe holding her body elongated.  
 
    Her legs clamp together and between panting breaths, she says, “Daddy, please, no more.” I gently pull out of her and pull her panties back up and correct her skirt. I pull her arms down and she quickly turns and wraps her arms around my neck, pulling me into a kiss. She pulls back smiling.  
 
    “So damn dangerous.” I laugh and gently pat her ass once. “Am I going to get you fired?” She smiles and kisses me again. “I guess I should get back in there.”  
 
    She pulls her arms down and holds them out for me to untie. I untie the tank top and pull it back on. Carmen turns to my girls huddled against the wall and presses in close to Madison. She slips a hand around Madison’s neck and pulls her into a kiss.  
 
    “Thanks, Mommy. Talk to you soon.” Madison smiles and smacks her ass hard. Carmen giggles and kisses her lips again. “Hope we don’t get you in trouble by being a little late getting back in there.” 
 
    “It was worth it. That was fucking amazing.”  
 
    She kisses me on the cheek and then walks away. I watch her turn the corner, and just as I’m turning back to my girls, Sam quickly grips my arms and shoves me against the wall.  
 
    “I can’t believe you allowed her to walk away without reciprocating. You are going soft, Daddy. Were we not rough enough with you earlier?” 
 
    I start to laugh, but Sam cuffs my neck, choking the laugh in my throat. I moan and my eyes roll back. Sam kisses me a moment and then firmly smacks my cheek, making me choke out another small moan. Her free hand roughly unbuttons my jeans and slips between my legs. I try to inhale deeply, but I’m not able to get enough air. I resist the urge to pull her hand off my throat and focus on the progress of her hand between my legs. I’m panting in choked breaths and my chest is tightening and burning. Just as my orgasm’s building close to the edge of release, I start to feel like I’m going to black out. I slip down the wall some and Sam quickly releases my throat and places her hand under my arm to offer me support. I inhale deeply, gasping for air, and my orgasm explodes. I slip down the wall some more and Sam quickly catches me in her arms and pulls me back up. I wrap around her and allow her to support me.  
 
    “Do you need to sit, baby?”  
 
    I nod and she helps me sit against the wall. Candi and Madison join us and I lean my head back. When Sam chokes me during sex, it always gives me an incredible orgasm, but it also makes me extremely weak and it takes a few minutes to recover. She’s really good at timing the orgasm to the point of blacking out. When she allows me to fully breathe, my body releases that giant ball of electrified tension in my clit all at once. It’s intense.  
 
    I open my eyes and run my fingers through my hair with a smile. My girls are watching me with adorable happy smiles on their faces. I don’t know what it is about me that they love so much, but I have to be the luckiest person on this planet.  
 
    “Hey, Mommy. Did Daddy do ok for you?” Madison laughs a little and takes my hand. “Very. Mommy is ready to sit on your face now.” I moan and stand up, pulling her up with me. “I hope Whitney’s not home.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sam crawls up my body and kisses my lips. I open my eyes and she looks sad. Madison and Candi stir and lift their heads off my chest so she settles down on top of me, holding my face between her hands.  
 
    “I have to leave soon.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I don’t want to leave.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I’m going to miss you. And don’t you dare say, ‘I know’.” I laugh and she grins. “I’m going to miss you too.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Tell you what?” I smile at her and she puckers her lips in frustration. “You know what.”  
 
    I lift my head and kiss her. Our mouths tumble in a warm slick battling dance for a few moments and then she pulls back. She licks my lips and flicks the tip of my nose with her tongue.  
 
    “I love you.” Her smile lights up her face and she pecks my lips. “I love you too.” 
 
    Sam looks over at Madison and wraps an arm around her and repositions to be very close to her face. She runs her fingers through her hair and gently kisses her lips. Madison wraps an arm around her and they start kissing. Sam pulls back smiling after a couple minutes.  
 
    “I’m really going to miss you too.” Madison smiles and pecks her lips. “Surprisingly, I’ll miss you too.” Sam laughs and kisses her forehead. “You are a one of a kind, Madison.” Sam turns to Candi and pinches her cheek. “You are just so damn cute. I’m going to miss you too.”  
 
    Candi smiles, grabs Sam’s ass, and pulls her over into a short kiss. Sam lays on my chest and Madison and Candi lay their heads on Sam’s back. I wrap my arms around them and inhale deeply. I really am going to miss Sam and miss these big family moments. I kiss the top of Sam’s head and she nuzzles in deeper and releases a small moan of happiness.  
 
    Today has been insanely pleasurable, but also very exhausting. We’ve made love in so many positions today that my body is still buzzing and every muscle in my body feels fatigued, as if I’ve been in the gym all day. The smell of sex in the room became so strong we had to open the window because it was starting to become intoxicating and making it hard to stop, even though we could barely move. After we opened the window, we conceded to the extreme exhaustion and climbed into bed to snuggle and sleep. We’ve slept half the day like this. It’s been really nice.  
 
    Sam’s cellphone starts ringing on my desk and she groans and burrows deeper into me.               They slowly pull apart and she climbs off the bed. She answers with her back to us.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m still alive.” She laughs. “No, she didn’t beat me up. I’m with them in her dorm right now.” She pauses and looks at us with a sad look and nods, even though the person she’s talking to can’t see her. “Ok, I’ll meet you outside soon.” She hangs up and perches on the edge of my desk. “Jody and Tracy will be here soon to pick me up.”  
 
    I stand up and pull her into a hug. She starts to cry on my chest, not loudly, but she is sniffling and I can feel her tears on my chest. I run my fingers through her hair and rub her back. She lifts her head and gives me a small smile.  
 
    “I guess it was worth me being crazy and coming out here?” I laugh and nod. “Yes, your craziness was well spent this weekend. You better keep me posted on your trip back so I know you’re safe.” She smiles in a longing way. “I will. I love you, Kayla.” I kiss her lips and both of her eyes. “I love you too.” 
 
    “Ok, I guess I better get ready.”  
 
    Sam exhales in a defeated way and lets her arms drop. She starts picking through the pile of clothes on the floor looking for her own. She gets her bra and panties on and then her jeans. She bends down again looking for her tank top and she picks up one of my tank tops and stops. She smells it and moans in a sad way. I walk over and take it from her hands and put it on her. She slides her arms in and rubs the front of it down over her chest and smiles. She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me a moment.  
 
    We get dressed and I find her tank top tossed on the top of my dresser. I hold it out to her, but she shakes her head. 
 
    “Bring it home to me at Thanksgiving.” I smile and toss it to my bed. “Ok, I’ll hold it till Thanksgiving, but you could come back sooner.”  
 
    “Maybe. It’s a really hard trip out here, even with three of us taking turns driving. I don’t know if they’d be willing to drive out here again and I can’t do that trip alone.” 
 
    “No, you are not allowed to drive that far alone. You should just fly.” She laughs. “I don’t have that much money. You going to fly me out here, baby?” I shrug a shoulder and look at Madison. She smiles and loops her arm in mine. “We could help with the cost.”  
 
    Sam looks at Madison with tears in her eyes and quickly wipes them away and embraces both of us. We wrap our arms around her and she clings to us for several moments, before we walk her outside.  
 
    Sam’s friends are standing leaning against the car with their arms crossed and look like they are ready to turn into Sam’s protectors at any moment. It makes me feel good to know she has these two traveling with her. They are tall and broad with a tough edge about them.  
 
    Sam quickly kisses Candi and Madison and then pulls me in close. She pulls me into a kiss that makes my knees weak and my mind go fuzzy. When she pulls back, it takes me a moment to be able to open my eyes. Oh, wow, her smile is so beautiful.  
 
    She runs her hands through my hair and leans in to whisper in my ear, “Thank you for finally telling me that you love me. I’ll talk to you soon.” 
 
    “Please be careful. Do you have everything you need? Do you have enough money for gas and food and all?” She smiles and nods. I shake my head and pull some cash out of my back pocket and stick it in her pocket. “Just in case.”  
 
    Sam gives me another kiss and then turns to leave. Before she gets in the car, she looks back and waves one more time. While we watch them drive away, Madison slips her hand in mine and leans her head on my shoulder. When I can’t see their car anymore, I turn to Madison and wrap my arms around her. I kiss her forehead and she smiles.   
 
    “Daddy?” I look over at Candi and she’s holding her phone and slightly biting her bottom lip. “What is it?” 
 
    “Some friends want to go to the movies. Is it ok if I go?” I laugh and nod. “Of course, Candi.” 
 
    “Ok, and you won’t forget about me after I leave?” 
 
    “No, Baby Girl. Come here.” Madison and I sandwich her between us and she giggles. We give her a kiss and then disentangle so she can leave. “Ok, thanks. I’ll see you both soon. Have a good night. Thanks for everything.” 
 
    After she leaves, Madison looks at me with a cute little grin. “Would you have ever asked me to do any of this? What we did with Candi, Sam, and Carmen?” I shake my head. “No, I didn’t need any of this.”  
 
    There’s only one person I would ask to have and that is Awenasa, but it probably won’t happen, so I don’t need to say anything. I’ve been waiting almost my whole life for Awenasa, and I’ll continue to wait for her, but aside from the weird little hints at something great in the summer, I have no real reason to believe she’ll ever give me what I want. 
 
    “So, you did all of this for me?” 
 
    “Yes. I won’t lie. I really enjoyed it. All of it. But, I would have been fine if none of it happened.”  
 
    “You would have been fine with never being with Sam again, even though you love her?” 
 
    “Yes, because I don’t love her as much as I love you.” She smiles and kisses me. “Does it upset you that I asked you do those things?” I shake my head. “No. As long as you are mine and not doing anyone on the side, I’m ok adding another girl to our bed sometimes.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be with anyone without you there. It wasn’t even about being with them. It made me want you even more to see them wanting you and to see you pleasuring them. You are so sexy all the time, but that was amplified so much in those moments.” I laugh and smile. “I love you, Madison.” She smiles and kisses my lips. “I love you too. I’m really hungry. Can we get wings and pizza and go back to your dorm and have some us-time?”  
 
    “That sounds really perfect.” 
 
    We go back up to my dorm and call in an order for some hot wings and a pizza loaded with meats and veggies. While we wait for the food, Madison lays her head in my lap and I run my fingers through her hair. 
 
    “How does your body feel? Are you sore?”  
 
    “A little bit. I have some aches and some tender spots from the bites and slaps, but it won’t last long, maybe a day or two.”  
 
    “We didn’t go overboard?” I laugh and shake my head. “No, it was good. Really good.” 
 
    “Do you like the rough sex the best?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that. It’s a different type of arousal and sensation that I really like, but I really like the soft tender love too. I don’t need the rough stuff every time. The best sex I’ve had is still with just you when you are loving me softly.” Madison smiles really big and sits up to kiss me a moment. “Good, because even though I enjoyed the rough stuff, I still like treating you tenderly the best. When Sam choked you earlier, that made me really nervous. I had a hard time just standing back and watching. I was worried she was going to go too far. When you started to black out, I felt like my heart stopped. Do you really like that?” 
 
    “I’m sorry that scared you. If there is ever something you are uncomfortable with, you can tell me and we won’t do it. I do like to be choked, but if it scares you, we won’t do that.” 
 
    “Why do you like that?” 
 
    “When the air is restricted just to the point of bursting, the sudden ability to breathe floods the body with oxygen and it makes the orgasm burst fast and hard.” Madison bites her bottom lip and sits up. “Have you ever blacked out doing that?” 
 
    “Almost, but no.” 
 
    “Will you teach me how to do it? I want to be able to give you everything you like.” 
 
    “Yes, I can show you how to do it. Is there something you’d like me to do to you?”  
 
    “Everything. I want us to be able to give each other every fantasy and even be adventurous and try things that may make us nervous.” 
 
    “What makes you nervous, baby?” She laughs a little and takes my hand in hers. “A lot, but you make me feel brave.” 
 
    “I love you so much, Madison. I just don’t know how I got so lucky to fall in your lap that first day we met.”  
 
    “So, taking a hockey puck to the back was lucky, huh?” I laugh and nod. “I would have gladly taken a hard swing from a baseball bat in the back if I’d still end up in your lap and in your heart.” Madison smiles and giggles a little bit. “I want to ask you something about last night.” 
 
    “Ok.” She looks down a moment and then in my eyes. “Last night at the party, when Sam made you fall in the grass, did you kiss her?” I feel shame wash over me and look down. “Yes. She pulled me down into a kiss and I didn’t pull back. I’m sorry, Madison.”  
 
    “Did you touch her? It was hard to see because it was so dark, but it looked like you two were having sex at a couple points in your wrestling match.” I shake my head. “No, not exactly. At one point, Sam got me pinned down with her groin above my face and I couldn’t break free. She grinded against my face and…” I feel sick all of a sudden. I stand up and grab a bottle of water and take a few sips. Madison stands up and presses her hand to my cheek, making me look in her eyes. “Kayla, please finish.”  
 
    “I messed up. I opened my mouth against her. It wasn’t long, and when I realized what I was doing, I quickly closed my mouth. That’s when I lifted my legs and ripped her backwards and got her pinned down on her chest.”  
 
    “What happened after you pinned her down?” My head falls and she lifts my face to look at her. She strokes my cheek and runs her fingers through my hair. “Finish telling me, Kayla.” 
 
    “I made her touch herself. As she inserted her fingers, I pressed my hips into her, pushing her down onto her fingers.”  
 
    “Did she cum?” I nod and hang my head again. “When is the first time you told her that you love her?”  
 
    I run my fingers through my hair and rub the back of my neck. The neck of my tee shirt suddenly feels too tight so I pull on it to try to breathe.  
 
    “She told me after she came and then I told her I love her too, but that I love you more. And she said she knows.” 
 
    “If she had found you when I wasn’t with you, would you have been strong enough to resist sex with her?” 
 
    “Yes. I might have had a couple failed moments last night, but I know I wouldn’t have been able to have sex with her knowing I was betraying you.” 
 
    “Even if she stripped and pinned you down?”  
 
    “Even then. Maddi, I’m really sorry. Do you not trust me anymore?” She smiles and presses her lips to mine for a moment. “Yes, I still trust you, baby. Thank you for telling me the truth and not just denying everything to save face.” I shake my head and grab her hands. “I will never lie to you about anything. But, wait. Did you let this stuff happen with Sam because you thought I did something with her on the grass? Did you let her join because you’re worried about losing me to her or me cheating on you with her?”  
 
    “No, not at all. When she showed up, I should have been pissed, but I wasn’t. The first thing that popped in my head was that I might be able to learn some new tricks of what you like, but maybe weren’t telling me. Which, I did learn you have a hard time saying what you like. I could tell you were getting aroused when she was fighting you in your dance together and you looked like you were enjoying wrestling with her on the grass. I guess I let her join so I could learn more about you.” 
 
    “Do you feel weird about anything we did? Especially with Sam?” She shakes her head and wraps her arms around my neck. “No. I really enjoyed everything. You got jealous though when she kissed me the first time, didn’t you?” I laugh and nod. “Yeah, I got jealous when Candi kissed you the first time too.” 
 
    “Do you want this weekend to be the last time we ever do something like this?” I shrug my shoulders and kiss her lips. “That’s entirely up to you. I had fun and I really enjoyed everything, but I honestly don’t need it. I only need you. I wouldn’t be upset either way.” 
 
    “I like seeing the side of you that having another girl with us brings out of you, but I will definitely want to be stingy with you most of the time.”  
 
    “What side is that?” She laughs and leans into me more, pressing her body firmly against me. “You normally are more ‘go with the flow’ and you let me decide everything. But when your baby-dom side wakes up, you take charge in a very sexy way. When you have more than one of us to play with, it’s like when a superhero transforms from their ordinary persona into the sexy ripped hero.” I laugh hard and squeeze her closer. “You are going to make me have a very big ego if you keep telling me things like that.”  
 
    My phone starts ringing, interrupting our conversation with a call from the pizza delivery guy. We quickly go downstairs and pay for our amazing smelling pizza and wings. Just as we’re just about to walk in the door, I hear arguing behind me. I look back and see Whitney and her boyfriend approaching. She’s walking ahead of him very quickly towards our building and she’s telling him to go away.  
 
    “Take this and get inside.”  
 
    I hand Madison the food and push her inside and hold the door open enough that Whitney and I can slip inside, but hopefully can get it closed before Darren can get through. Whitney spots me and starts jogging towards me. Darren laughs and picks up his pace. We get inside and get the door closed just before he reaches for the door handle.  
 
    “Open the door, Whitney. This conversation is not over.” Whitney is visibly shaking, she is so scared. “No, it’s over. I’m done. There’s nothing else to talk about.” 
 
    “To hell there isn’t. You’re not going to throw away eighteen months over a misunderstanding.” 
 
    “It’s not a misunderstanding. It’s you being a crazy person. I’m not a psychologist and I’m not going to pretend to be one every time you go crazy. I don’t want a head patient; I want a boyfriend.” He slams his fist against the glass and his face contorts into something scary and vicious. “Fuck you, Whitney!” He turns to leave, so we go upstairs.  
 
    As soon as we get inside our dorm room, Whitney breaks down crying on my chest. I wrap my arms around her and hold her close. Her whole body is shaking. I glance at Madison, who is sitting on the edge of the bed watching with concern. I open my mouth to ask Whitney what happened, but before I can get the words out, our door slams open and Darren comes in. Whitney gasps and clings to me tightly.  
 
    With a shaky voice, she asks, “How did you get in?” 
 
    “Someone else was coming in.” He looks at me with an ugly glare and takes a step closer to us. “This is your fault. You, skanky fucking dyke, slept with her and turned her against me.” 
 
    “Darren, stop.”  
 
    He grabs her roughly by the arm and throws her on her bed. He walks right up to me, pushing his chest against me and looking down at me like he’s going to kill me.  
 
    “Did you fuck her? I want you to tell me to my face.”  
 
    “Darren, please stop. Kayla and I never…” 
 
    “Shut up! I’m not talking to you. Answer me, dyke.”  
 
    I look over at Whitney and she’s trembling so badly I’m afraid she’s going to be sick or have a heart attack or something. I look up at Darren and take a deep breath. He looks like he’s ready to hit somebody and I’d rather it be me if he does.  
 
    “What if I did?”  
 
    His eyes flare with so much rage he looks like he’s envisioning killing me. He pushes against me, getting me off-balance for a moment. He looks at Whitney and starts to turn to her, but I grab his arm and pull him back.  
 
    “I’m your problem, so leave her alone.” He gets in my face and practically growls at me. “Did you fuck her?”  
 
    “If I tell you the truth, will you leave her alone?” His jaw tenses and his eyes flash at Whitney and then down at me again. “Kayla, don’t.” Whitney stands up, but he pushes her back down again and pops his chest against me again. “I don’t want that whore anymore, but I’m not leaving this room without justice. You’re going to pay for breaking up something so beautiful. Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “No, I never slept with Whitney. She is not a whore, so stop fucking calling her one. Now, you made a deal. You have the truth, so now you have to leave her alone.” He lets out a loud evil sounding laugh and pushes me. “I’m supposed to believe you never slept with her? When I’m staring you down about to punch you in the face? I’ll leave her alone, but I don’t fucking believe you.” 
 
    Before I can react, he slams his huge fist into my stomach. I bend over with the wind knocked out of me, and a moment later, his fist makes contact with the left side of my face. I go down hard with hot searing pain radiating through my head and stomach. He kicks me in the ribs a couple times and stomps down on my left hand as he turns to leave. I see him walk out just before I black out. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
      
 
    I wake up in a panic, but Madison is quickly at my side with her hand on my cheek. She has tears in her eyes as she bends down over me and gently kisses me on the lips.  
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    “The hospital. Darren broke three of your ribs in a few places, fractured one, and broke your pinky finger on your left hand.” She chokes back a sob and bends down to kiss me again. I try to sit up, but I get an agonizing sharp pain in my side and lay back down. “Baby, don’t try to move.”  
 
    “Where’s Whitney? Is she ok?” She nods and strokes her thumb over my cheek. “She’s out in the hall talking to the police. They’re looking for Darren now.”  
 
    “How long have I been out?” 
 
    “Almost two days. Your parents flew out. They got here yesterday, but they’re at the school talking to them about what’s going to be done with Darren and how to handle the time you’re going to miss from school to recover.” 
 
    “Do you know how long I’ll be out of commission?” She frowns and kisses my lips again. “You have to stay in the hospital till your pain is managed and you can walk, but when you’re released, it will be one to two months for your ribs to fully heal. You should be able to go back to classes after they release you from the hospital.” 
 
    “Well, this was not the ending to a fantastic weekend that I imagined. I was really looking forward to pigging out on the wings and pizza with my beautiful girl. Then falling asleep with you on my chest singing to me.” Madison smiles and runs her fingers through my hair. “We will still have that night. Once you get out of here and you’re able to handle me laying on your chest again. Oh, before I forget, I let Sam know what happened. She wanted to turn around and come back, but her friends can’t afford to miss anymore classes. She’s really upset and has been calling and texting constantly to check on you. They got back to campus today. She asked me to have you call her when you wake up.” 
 
    “I’m surprised she didn’t just turn the car around.” Madison laughs in a sad way. “She did. They wouldn’t let her drive anymore once they were able to get her to pull over so they could turn back in the correct direction for school.”  
 
    “You’re awake!” Whitney comes rushing over and bends down to kiss my cheek. “Kayla, I am so, so, so sorry. He has never actually hit anyone over our fights before. I am so sorry this happened. Are you in pain?” 
 
    “Yes, a lot. How do I get some medicine around this place?” Whitney starts to walk away, but Madison lifts a short wand with a red button that’s attached to a long wire. “Here, press this. It calls your nurse.”  
 
    I smile and press the button. Within only moments of pressing the button, a beautiful woman with dirty blonde hair pulled into a ponytail and dressed in slate blue scrubs walks in. She is built similar to Madison and has a very pretty, kind looking face. 
 
    “Well, look whose finally awake! How are you feeling pretty eyes?” I smile and my cheeks blush a little bit. “Like I got beat up.” She smiles compassionately and starts checking some machines that I’m hooked up to. “Let me take your place a moment.” Whitney quickly steps aside and my beautiful nurse leans over me to look at my face. She has really pretty green eyes and her lips look like plump little strawberries. “Kayla, I’m Shannon. I’m just going to check the swelling in your face. I’m sorry if this hurts.”  
 
    She gently prods at my cheek and around my eye, making me wince and clench my stomach muscles, which then makes me groan in agony from my ribs.  
 
    “I’m sorry, sweetie. Take this button. You have pain medicine attached to your IV and this button will release it into the IV, which will quickly get into your bloodstream. You can press this twice in one hour. If your pain is still too severe after you’ve used the IV, we can get you another form of oral medication.”  
 
    I quickly press the button twice and try to take a few deep breaths to relax, but that just causes more pain. I try to breathe more shallowly, but Shannon places her hand on my chest and shakes her head.  
 
    “Don’t do that. You have to keep breathing deeply or you will cause yourself lung complications. Slowly, breathe in till you fill your belly.” She holds her hands on my chest and stomach and I try to breathe in, but it hurts too much and tears prickle at the corners of my eyes. “Just try to breathe like you were before I came in here.” I close my eyes and try to focus on my breathing. “Good, now, try a little deeper, Kayla.” I try to take in a little more air and my ribs scream at me again. I push through the pain and tears leak from both of my eyes. “Ok, breathe normal again.” 
 
    After several minutes of breathing exercises, she gently rubs my stomach and rests her hand there again. I open my eyes and the look of kindness staring back at me is a beautiful contrast from the last look I remember seeing before I ended up here. 
 
    “How do you feel about trying to eat something?”  
 
    “Is it going to hurt?” She smiles sympathetically and nods. “Yes, but you have to eat to get well again. We’ll have to incline the bed so you can eat, which will cause some pain and discomfort.” 
 
    “Can I wait to see if this medicine kicks in?” She pats my stomach and nods. “Ok, sweetie. I’ll come check on you soon.” 
 
    After she leaves, Whitney takes her place by the bed. 
 
    “Kayla, would you have seriously told Darren we slept together, just to get him to leave me alone, even though he basically promised to do this to you if you admitted it?” 
 
    “Yes, but since he said he was done with you either way, I didn’t want to tarnish your reputation by saying you had slept with this skanky dyke.”  
 
    Whitney laughs in a sad way and bends down to kiss my cheek and wraps her arm around my shoulder, hugging me the best she can while I’m lying in my hospital bed.  
 
    “You are not a skanky dyke. I can’t even believe he called you that. His mom is a lesbian and is married to a woman. He was raised by lesbian mothers and never knew his father.” 
 
    “Ah, that could be why he was so hell bent on you and I messing around. Maybe he thinks that’s why he didn’t grow up with a father and thought he was going to lose you the same way his father lost his mother.”  
 
    “Actually, I think that is the way it went down. But he is crazy if he thinks that every lesbian is going to steal his woman from him. I mean, it wouldn’t be the worst thing to be with you, but I’m not into girls. No offense.” I laugh and bend over in pain. “I’m so sorry, Kayla. I really should have been a better roommate all this time. I don’t deserve what you did for me at all.”  
 
    “Oh, shut up, Whitney. Just let me bask in my wounded hero moment without you playing the martyr and stealing my attention.” Both Madison and Whitney laugh and I choke back my own laugh so I don’t have another shooting pain in my side. “So, what’s happening with the manhunt for Darren?”  
 
    “His roommate told the police he never came back home that night and he hasn’t been back since. His roommate texted him a couple times to see where he is, but he hasn’t responded. They tried to track his phone, but either the battery died, or he has it pulled out of the phone. Campus is on high security alert till they find him. He is definitely going to be kicked out of school, but I don’t know what the police will do. I guess part of it depends if your parents are going to press charges.” 
 
    “Wow, I guess that zero tolerance for violence disclosure in the student code of conduct wasn’t a joke or a scare tactic. I’m not interested in pressing charges, so I’ll talk to my parents about that. I just don’t want him causing you anymore problems.” 
 
    “You better hold onto this one, Madison. She is the sweetest thing in the whole world.” Madison smiles and giggles a little bit. “I know.” 
 
    “How you feeling?” Shannon comes in pushing a cart with another weird machine and Whitney quickly steps back again so Shannon can come stand next to me. “How quickly should this medicine kick in?” She looks at her watch and looks down at me thoughtfully. “It’s been about fifteen minutes. Still no improvement?” 
 
    “Not really.” She gently presses a couple fingers to my bruised cheek and smiles. “You sure? You didn’t react that time. Here, let me try down here.” She very gently places her hand on my ribs. “Can you feel my hand?”  
 
    I nod and bite my bottom lip, preparing for her to apply pressure. She smiles and tugs my lip free from my teeth with her thumb.  
 
    “You don’t want to bite that off if this hurts really bad. Do you feel this?” I feel some pressure against my side and just a small twinge of pain, but nothing too bad to wince at. “Yes, but it doesn’t hurt too much.” She laughs a little and looks at me with a playful smile. “So, I guess you are feeling better.” I shake my head. “Not if I laugh or move.”  
 
    “Well, that’s normal, sweetie. It will be awhile before those things don’t hurt so much anymore. I’m just going to take your blood pressure, temperature, and a couple tubes of blood and then I’ll order you some lunch.” 
 
    “Why do you need my blood?” She looks at me with a cute grin. “Afraid of needles?”  
 
    “No, just curious.” She wraps a blood pressure sleeve around my upper arm and just before she puts the ear pieces of her stethoscope in her ears, she says, “They look for many things in the blood, but mainly to make sure your chemistry is balanced and working to heal your body. Now, sit still for me and no talking for a moment.”  
 
    She takes my blood pressure, and then after jotting my numbers down on a clipboard, she rolls a device across my forehead and makes another note.  
 
    “What was that? You scanning my brain for something? You might not want to see inside there.” She laughs and looks at me with an amused grin. “I just took your temperature. But if I did scan your brain, how bad could it really be up there? You’re in here for rescuing a friend from an evil giant, after all.” I laugh and immediately regret it and groan in pain. Shannon places a hand on my stomach and one on my shoulder. “Relax, Kayla. Don’t clench your body. It only makes the pain worse.”  
 
    I try to relax my body and close my eyes for a minute. Damn, this really sucks. How could this really be the way my amazing weekend ended? How much worse would this have been if I had told Darren that I had sex with Whitney? Would he have kept beating me and then maybe Whitney and Madison? Oh, god, what if something had happened to Madison? I feel a soft cool hand on my cheek and I open my eyes. Madison is looking down at me with her beautiful loving smile. She wipes tears from my cheeks and bends down to kiss my forehead.  
 
    “That spot is radioactive from Shannon’s brain scanner. It would be safer to kiss my lips.”  
 
    All of them laugh and Madison bends down again to kiss my lips a moment. Shannon pulls the blood pressure sleeve off my arm and then preps my arm to take my blood. Before she inserts the needle, she looks in my eyes.  
 
    “You ready?”  
 
    I nod and she gently pierces my skin. I feel a small pressure in my arm and a slight sting as she pulls out, but it wasn’t bad at all.  
 
    “Ok, I’m going to have your lunch brought up soon. Do you need anything? Maybe something to drink while you wait?”  
 
    “Can I have orange juice with Sprite?” She smiles and puts her hand on her hip. “Do you think this is cocktail hour? I’m guessing you’d like some cherries in that too?” I laugh and wince a little. “Do you have cherries?” She shakes her head. “I doubt it, but I’ll see what I can do. You know, that drink is better with ginger ale.” 
 
    “I’ve never tried it that way.” She smiles and starts to turn away. “Today you will. I’ll be back soon.”  
 
    Whitney comes over to my bed and flicks me in the forehead. “Hey, what was that for.” She puts her hands on her hips and looks at me sternly. “You are flirting with your nurse right in front of your girlfriend.” 
 
    “What? No, I’m not. Don’t you dare turn Darren on me after I just took a beating from his crazy ass for you because of him accusing you of that shit all the time.” She laughs and bends down to kiss my forehead. “I’m just teasing you, but I think your nurse likes you, so you better watch it. Do you mind if I leave to go get some lunch? I’ll come back later.” 
 
    “No, just be careful. No one knows where Darren is. I don’t want him finding you and hurting you.” 
 
    “I’ll be careful. Cops and campus security are all over the place so I should be ok.”  
 
    When we’re alone, I pat the bed next to me and Madison carefully sits down next to me. She brushes her fingers through my hair a few times and then holds my cheek in her soft palm. 
 
    “Are you going to get in trouble for missing classes?” She shakes her head. “The dean gave Whitney and I a few days off from classes. We just have to make up the work we miss. We also have to talk to the school counselor to make sure we weren’t completely traumatized by the experience.” 
 
    “Were you? Traumatized, I mean?”  
 
    She frowns and bends down to hug me. She kisses the side of my neck a few times and then brings her face within inches of mine, looking in my eyes. She gives me soft kisses all over the bruised side of my face and my lips and then sits up.  
 
    “Seeing that happen to you and watching you sleep for the past two days in a hospital bed with serious injuries has been really hard. I’m not traumatized, but I was very scared. It also brought up some old memories that I try not to think about.”  
 
    I suddenly sit bolt upright, groaning and wincing. Madison grabs my shoulders and tries to push me back down. I shake my head in pain, but I force myself to stay up, even though I feel like the pain is enough to make me black out. I slowly breathe in shallow breaths and look at her.  
 
    “Maddi, what happened? Did someone do something to you?” She grabs my face and kisses me. “Oh, baby, no, it wasn’t me. Please lay back. You’re in so much pain. It makes me hurt to see you hurt so much. Please, baby.”  
 
    I try to wrap my arms around her, but the pain shoots through me, and I release a small loud scream and fall backwards, with my arms around my ribs. I groan and sob from the pain.  
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    “She sat up and tried to hug me.” 
 
    “Did you pull her up?”  
 
    “No, I promise.”  
 
    A hand is on my cheek and on my shoulder. “Kayla, breathe, very slowly. Unclench your body.” I try to uncoil, but a new pain shoots through me and I scream out again. “Oh, sweetie, you have to stop clenching your stomach muscles.”  
 
    She places a hand on my hip and grips it while she presses into my shoulder, trying to force my body out of a fetal position. I’m very sensitive on my hips and her gripping my hip seems to have the effect necessary to get my body to relax. My upper body relaxes and she moves her hand from my shoulder down to grab my other hip and turns me back onto my back. She places a hand on my stomach and one on my chest and instructs me through my breathing to help my body to relax and bring my breathing back to where it needs to be. After I’ve stopped panting and my body is relaxed again, she pats my stomach and stands back up.  
 
    “I’m going to order some oral pain medication. Please don’t try to move anymore.” 
 
    “Ok, I’m sorry. Thank you.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry. I’m sorry this happened to you and you’re in so much pain. I’ll be back.” 
 
    After she leaves, Madison sits back down next to me and takes my hand. She looks so concerned and upset.  
 
    “Maddi, did someone hurt you?” She shakes her head and looks down. She kisses my hand a then leans forward to kiss my lips a moment. “Remember when I told you I want to be a child psychologist?”  
 
    “Yes. You said you want to work with children that had been abused because of someone you knew a long time ago.” 
 
    “In second grade, I found a girl crying in the bathroom and we started talking. After that day, we became best friends. We went everywhere together in school and out of school. We were inseparable. It wasn’t till after being friends for a few months that she told me her parents died when she was a toddler, so she lived with her aunt and uncle, which she didn’t seem to be happy about, but I just thought it was because she wanted her own parents back. Sometimes, she would come to school with bruises on her arms and legs and she would say that she’s a klutz and falls down a lot or said she sleep walks and would bump into stuff at night walking around the house. She spent the night at my place a few times and she never slept walked. It wasn’t till fifth grade that I was old enough to realize what was happening.”  
 
    She pauses and wipes a few tears from her eyes.  
 
    “I didn’t think anyone would do anything if I just told them what I thought was happening since she had never told me, so I decided to try to get proof. My dad hunts and he has these motion cameras that he sets up in the woods to scope out active game trails. I borrowed one and hid it in my friend’s bedroom one day while she was in the bathroom. I waited till I saw new bruises on her and then retrieved the camera.” She swallows hard and wipes tears away again. “Kayla, Genny wasn’t a girl. She was a boy. His aunt and uncle were forcing him to be a girl and were beating him at night and in the mornings. They even…”  
 
    Her face goes pale and she stands up and paces a moment, taking deep breaths and trying to compose herself. After a couple minutes, she sits back down and leans over me, hugging me. 
 
    “Kayla, they were molesting him. They were beating him and molesting him for all those years.” She starts sobbing and I carefully lift my arm on my good side to wrap around her. “Maddi, I am so sorry. You don’t have to finish telling me right now.” She kisses my neck and sits up, wiping tears away and shaking her head. “I immediately brought it to my parents and they called the police. They arrested his aunt and uncle and he was placed in state custody. My parents wanted to adopt him, but after a psych evaluation, the state determined that he was too messed up to be placed in a regular home. So, he was placed in a mental hospital. I wasn’t able to see him for a while, but when I was finally able to visit, he was a zombie.  The medication they had him on made him so lifeless. A year after being there, he committed suicide.” 
 
    “Oh, Maddi. I’m so sorry. What happened to the aunt and uncle?” She shakes her head. “They’re still in prison and hopefully will be for life. Once the police started digging, they determined that his parents’ death wasn’t just a freak accident like they originally thought. They had killed his parents so they could have their son. They falsified documents and paperwork to change his identity after they moved to Maryland from Idaho, and somehow, no one figured it out sooner.”  
 
    “That’s horrible. It sounds like something out of a movie. Maddi, are you sure you want to work around stories like that every day? Wont it make you have to remember this pain every time you see one of those broken children sitting in front of you.”  
 
    “Yes, but I think if Gene had received the proper treatment, he would still be here today. I don’t want to see that happen to any more children. I want to be able to help those kids work through their problems and horrors and have the life they were meant to have – one where they are treated with dignity and respect.”  
 
    “I know I told you this before, but you are extraordinarily brave for wanting to do that, Madison.” I try to sit up again, completely forgetting my pain. “God, damn it!” I groan and wince as everything clenches again. 
 
    “You are just going to keep torturing yourself, aren’t you?” Shannon quickly places her hands on me and starts easing me out of my ball of pain. When I’m lying back and relaxed again, she hands me a little plastic cup holding a large oblong white pill and a really tiny round white pill. “Take these; they should help.”  
 
    I know I should probably question what I’m popping, but I don’t care; I just need this pain to stop. 
 
    “I have a special treat for you. But to receive it, I’m going to have to incline your bed. Are you ready?” I inhale deeply and wince a little. “Ok.”  
 
    She smiles and gently places a hand on my shoulder, pressing me firmly against the bed. A moment later, the back of the bed starts to slowly incline. When I’m at about a forty-five-degree angle, my ribs begin to feel pinched and I moan out in pain. She stops and waits a moment.  
 
    “Do you think you can sit up any higher?” I close my eyes a moment and try to concentrate on anything but the pain. It’s just too much. “No, lower.” 
 
    “Sweetie, I can’t let you lay back any lower to eat and drink. It’s not safe. You could choke.”  
 
    I get a sharp stabbing pain, making me scream, and I black out. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-One 
 
      
 
      
 
    My head jolts up from a sickly pungent smell, but a hand is holding my shoulders down so I can’t sit up. Shannon is leaning over me and has a small tube of something she is holding in front of my nose.  
 
    “What is that? Its foul.” She smiles and pulls it back. “You passed out. These are smelling salts to wake you up. How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Like hell. How long was I out this time?”  
 
    “Only a couple minutes. We need to get you seated up high enough that you can try to eat something. You haven’t had any food in almost two days. I’m going to ask if we can bind your ribs just for a seated position to help lessen the pain. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    “Maddi, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” She takes my hand and brushes her thumb across my forehead. “For not being able to give you the proper love and affection right now after that horrible story you told me.” Madison smiles and bends down to kiss my lips. “The loving look in your eyes is enough, baby. I want you to get better so we can hold each other in bed. I need to love on you so badly right now.”  
 
    I smile, but before I can say anything, Shannon is coming back in with a thin rectangular box. She pulls out a big white compression wrap out of the box and sets it down next to me.  
 
    “Ok, this is probably going to be painful to get on. If at any point the pain is too much, tell me to stop and we’ll take a break. I don’t want you blacking out again.”  
 
    “Ok.” She pulls my sheet and blanket down to my waist and looks at me a moment. “Ok, I’m going to stick my hand under your back and try to slide this under you. Try not to contract any muscles; just let me do all of the work.” 
 
    “Wait, can I see what it looks like?”  
 
    She nods and reaches to untie my gown, but then stops and turns to close the door to my room and pulls the curtain around my bed to give us privacy. She looks up at Madison and is about to say something, but I cut her off.  
 
    “She can stay. She’s seen it all, many times.” Madison giggles and blushes and Shannon smiles and releases a small laugh. “Ok, sweetie.” She unties the gown and pulls it apart. I try to lift my head enough to see, but doing so makes my abs clench. Shannon places a hand on my bare stomach and shakes her head. “No clenching.” She places a hand behind my head. “Relax and let me take the weight of your head.” I obey and she lifts my head for me.  
 
    “Shit. Why does it look so bad?”  
 
    The entire mid-section of my left ribcage is completely black and blue and dark red. I also have a big bruise right in the middle of my ribs at the top of my abs. She gently places a hand on the bruise in the middle of my ribs.  
 
    “This is where you were punched.” She slides her hand over to my ribs, making me slightly gasp from a tingling sensation caused by her fingers gently gliding over my skin. “This is where you were struck with his foot. Where your fractures are, and how you were laying when it happened, it looks like he stomped on you and then kicked you.” 
 
    “Where are the breaks?” Her fingers trace over my ribs and she gently shows me where each break and fracture is on the front of my ribs and then gently rubs the side of my ribcage. “You also have a break on one rib around here.” Then she rests her hand on my abs again. “Ready to try to put the brace on?” I groan. “You might as well just ask me if I’m ready to experience excruciating pain again.”  
 
    She smiles and laughs a little bit. She gently rubs my stomach and lays my head back.  
 
    “You’ll be ok. You’re a tough girl.”  
 
    I smile and my cheeks blush. I glance at Madison and she quirks an eyebrow at me in an amused way. It’s the same look she gave me when Carmen was flirting with me the first time she was our waitress.  
 
    Shannon reaches to fix the first tie on my gown at my waist and has to pull the blankets down some. She hesitates and pulls the material back and bends down some. She places her hand on a spot just inside my right hip and traces it while she examines it, making me inhale deeply. She looks up at me with a confused look and my cheeks blush even darker.  
 
    “What happened here? Were you struck right here as well?”  
 
    “Uh, no. That wasn’t a bad marking and there are probably many others.”  
 
    “This bruise looks like it was created by teeth. Did someone bite you?”  
 
    I laugh a little and immediately regret it. She places her hands on my stomach and shoulder again, preventing my body from contracting forward in pain.  
 
    “Yes, but I was in consent of those.” She looks in my eyes like she is trying to read me or something and it makes me very nervous. “Relax your stomach, Kayla.”  
 
    My nerves started to clench my abs and her hand that’s gently resting on my stomach sensed it. But, her hand being on my stomach, her eyes staring into mine, and her ability to sense my nerves, only makes it harder to unclench. She smiles and shakes her head.  
 
    “You are not listening very well.”  
 
    Her fingers just slightly press into my skin and I feel heat shoot up my chest. She looks down at my body again and her eyes scan my entire torso. Her fingers begin to roam as she finds more bite marks. I glance at Madison, who is watching Shannon with a slightly confused and slightly amused look. She also looks a little aroused. I swallow hard and look back to Shannon. She is currently tracing a bite on the top of my left boob and keeps looking between it and the one on the inside of my right hip. She smiles and looks in my eyes.  
 
    “Were there multiple assailants?” 
 
    “Uh, assailants? That makes them sound dangerous or like they did something wrong. I wanted those.” 
 
    “So, there was more than one?” 
 
    “Why? Is this going in my medical record or something? These have nothing to do with the beating I received from Darren.” 
 
    “These are from two different mouths, but look like they were from the same time.” I swallow hard and feel my clit start ticking. “You have several of these on your torso and…” She leans forward and moves my hair to look at my neck. “There are a few bad ones on your neck. Which, looks like a different bite from these other two.” She pulls back some and rests her hand on my stomach again. “So, instead of assailants, we’ll just call them diners. Were there three?”  
 
    I laugh and she quickly presses into me as I start to coil from the pain. After I relax, she stares in my eyes, waiting for an answer.  
 
    “Am I going to have to officially speak on these markings?” She shakes her head and her fingertips just slightly dig into my stomach. “Why are you so good at reading bruises? That was like something off of a forensics TV show or something.” She laughs and licks her lips. “I had to study it in school to be able to recognize domestic abuse cases.” 
 
    “Ok, but do they teach you how to be able to know how many different mouths were used?” She blushes some and visibly swallows. “No, I just have an eye for certain things.”  
 
    The corner of her mouth twitches into a meaningful grin and her hand glides over to the inside of my hip and rubs the bite mark.  
 
    “I, uh. Well, that’s impressive. You are correct.” She smiles and laughs a little. “This weekend?” My eyes get big and she laughs again. “You are a freak of nature.”  
 
    She laughs hard and reaches to start tying my gown, but then stops. Her thumb glides over the top of a bite mark, just barely poking out of the covers on the top of my thigh. She looks up at me a moment with desire all over her face. It makes my clit pulse and I release a small moan. She smiles and licks her lips.  
 
    “Can I check something?”  
 
    My brow scrunches in confusion and her eyes glance at the space between my thighs. I glance at Madison, who is watching with her thumb between her teeth like when I was “punishing” Carmen in the alley. She doesn’t meet my eyes as she is completely fixated on watching what Shannon is doing to me. I can tell by the look on her face that she would want me to say yes.  
 
    “As long as it stays out of the official reports.”  
 
    Shannon smiles and slowly pulls the blanket and sheet down passed my groin and stops about mid-thigh. She pulls the rest of the gown apart and I am now completely naked and exposed to her. She looks my body up and down and smiles in a hungry way. Her fingertips glide over my hips and thighs, tracing the many bite marks I have. Her hand slowly parts my thighs and I gasp from a strong twinge she causes between my legs, which makes me coil in pain. Her hand grips the inside of my thigh and she pushes on my shoulder.  
 
    “Shh… So reactive. No clenching, Kayla. Now, obey me or you’re going to keep having those horrible pains.”  
 
    I release a small moan and Shannon smiles. I glance at Madison and she is grinning and chewing on her thumb. Her face is beet red and she is pressing her thighs together. She is loving this. 
 
    “I thought so.”  
 
    She’s looking at the inside of my thigh and starts tracing the many bites I have between my thighs. Her fingers slowly trail up my thigh and stop just at my bikini line. She looks in my eyes and smiles, licking her lips.  
 
    “One more thing I’d like to check and this will definitely remain out of the official report on your comfort and wellbeing. Can you lay still without reacting?” I moan and swallow hard. “Oh, my god. I’m going to wake up tomorrow and everyone is going to make fun of me for talking in my sleep about some sexy naughty nurse that I just hallucinated about. There is no fucking way this is happening.”  
 
    Shannon laughs and presses her fingers against my slit. She easily slips between my soaking wet lips and rubs up the length of me.  
 
    “You are soaked.” I release a quiet moan, but my stomach starts to clench. She places her other hand on my stomach while leaving her other between my lips, pressed against my clit. “Shh… You don’t obey well, do you?”  
 
    “Oh, shit. This is insane. What kind of medicine did you give me? This is not happening. No, I don’t obey. They obey me.” She laughs and shakes her head. “You are not hallucinating. Do you want me to stop?”  
 
    “I don’t know how not to react.” She smiles and pulls out of me. “Then I should stop because if you clench these amazing abs, you’re going to be in agony, and that level of pain won’t help at all.” 
 
    “She can do it.” We both look over at Madison and she presses a hand against her mouth and shakes her head. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to say that.” I smile and take a slightly painful deep breath. “No way this is real. I’m just going to lay here and let this play out. I’m going to wake up tomorrow and… Ooohh, shit.”  
 
    Shannon has reentered me, rubbing up and down my center. She presses two fingers inside me and my abs immediately clench, making me groan. Madison is quickly at my side pushing my shoulder down and placing her other hand on my hip.  
 
    “No fucking way. This is just a really hot dream. Oh shit.” My abs clench and Shannon presses her hand against them. “Unclench, Kayla.” 
 
    The next several minutes are a mix of amazing pleasure and agonizing pain as I struggle not to clench my muscles from the sensations she is erupting in my nervous system. As I start to cum, Madison bends down and kisses me to muffle my moans. After I finish, Shannon rubs her palm over my whole center in a slow gentle circle, making me jerk and spasm and cry out in pained pleasure. She pulls out of me, and a moment later, she is running a towel between my legs.  
 
    Breathlessly, I ask, “What are you doing?” She smiles in a mischievous way. “Getting rid of the evidence.” 
 
    “Did this really just happen?” She laughs and places her hand on my stomach. “Yes, it did.” 
 
    “But why? How old are you?” She laughs again and starts tying my gown back up. “I’m twenty-two. And because I wanted to help you feel better. And something about you brings the naughty out of me.” I laugh hard and groan. “Oh shit. God, that hurts. I think you’re just giving me sugar water in that IV and fancy sugar pills for this pain. I don’t know how I could have possibly have done anything to make you want to be naughty while I’m just lying here beat up and helpless. Do you give this kind of pain management treatment to patients often?” 
 
    “Nope. I’ve never been with a patient before. A couple of nurses, but not a patient.” After my gown is fixed in place, she rests her hand on my stomach again, slowly gliding her fingers back and forth as she looks down at me with a very pretty smile. “Now, do you think you’re ready to try putting the brace on?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    Shannon pulls the Velcro off the brace and very slowly starts trying to slide it under my back. I start to clench my muscles to lift my back and she gently taps my stomach. 
 
    “Knock it off, Kayla. Let me do this.”  
 
    I relax my muscles and her hand comes out the other side. She pulls her hand out from under me and then pulls the brace through more on the other side. It’s basically just a long soft white material with a strip of Velcro on one end to secure it. She wraps one end around my stomach and looks up at Madison.  
 
    “Hold this in position for me. Don’t let go unless I say so.” Madison takes the edges as instructed and nods once in understanding. “This is going to hurt at first, but once we get it wrapped, it should help ease the pain. If you think you’re going to black out from the pain, tell me to stop. Are you ready?”  
 
    “Yes.” She grabs the other side of the brace and start pulling it taut. As she stretches the fabric, it tightens around my ribs, makes me groan and clench my stomach. “I really am going to beat your ass if you don’t stop clenching those sexy abs.” I laugh and groan and hold my breath to try to relax my muscles. “Kayla, take a deep breath, as deep as you can, and hold it.” I obey and she quickly pulls the rest of the way and secures the Velcro. I cry out for a moment and she places her hands on my stomach and shoulder. “Relax, sweetie. Breathe normal now. That’s too shallow. With the brace on, you need to be more conscience of your breathing.” She waits while feeling the depth of my breathing. “Deeper, Kayla.”  
 
    “You really should stop saying that.” She laughs and looks in my eyes with a teasing smirk on her lips. “Why is that? What position does it make you imagine?” 
 
    “You are naughty.” She laughs hard and shakes her head. “Coming from the girl that had three girls this weekend.” 
 
    I smile and glance at Madison. She’s smiling and blushing. Shannon looks up at her and Madison shakes her head.  
 
    “The correct number of how many she had is four. The forth was a solo one-way recipient while we watched.” Shannon’s eyes get really big and she looks down at me and whistles. “Creating a harem, baby?” I laugh and groan. “No, a family. But now I can count that as five.”  
 
    “See, told you there’s something about you that brings out the naughty in me. I never would have done something like this. You’ve already seduced four other girls with this irresistible sex appeal you have, so that is evidence enough that it’s your fault I couldn’t help myself.” 
 
    “No way this is real. I’m still sticking to that. All of these drugs you have in me are just warping everything. You’re probably having a good laugh at me in reality while I have some wacked out one sided conver…”  
 
    Before I can finish, she presses her lips to mine and pulls me into a kiss. I moan and wrap my hand around her head. Holy shit, she can kiss. My arousal kicks up again and I feel my insides contract and my clit starts ticking hard and fast. My hand slips down her back, pulling her down till I feel her breasts pressed against mine. While we kiss, I feel Madison’s hand slide over my thigh and grip the inside of my thigh, close to my center. I moan deeply into Shannon’s mouth and she moans and grips my right breast firmly. As she pinches my nipple, Madison cups me between my legs, making me release another small moan. 
 
    “Well, that’s one way to make sure you have good care while you’re in the hospital.”  
 
    Shannon quickly pulls back and we look to a small gap in the curtain. I start laughing and then groan in pain. Shannon quickly places her caring hands in position to keep me flat.  
 
    “Slow normal breaths, Kayla.”  
 
    I bite back the laughter and Sara comes inside my curtained off area with a big cheesy cocky grin. She looks Shannon up and down with a lustful stare and I shake my head. 
 
    “Back off, Sara.” She laughs and puts her hands in her pockets. “When I told you that you’d find tons of hot girls at college, I didn’t expect you to go picking up every single one you meet, especially all at once.”  
 
    Sara and I look very similar in build, but she’s a few inches taller, keeps her hair buzzed on the sides with about three inches on top that she styles differently pretty much every day and has gauged earlobes just a little smaller than a dime. Her eyes are also brown instead of blue like mine.  
 
    “Um, are you going to say anything about this to the hospital?” Shannon is looking at Sara like she is really scared. Sara shakes her head. “Hell no, but I’m glad I’m the one that walked in and not someone else. No way I would have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. I’m Sara, by the way. The big sister. I thought the fox to your right was your girlfriend?” 
 
    “She is.” Sara raises one eyebrow in a questioning way and looks at Shannon. “You know my sister?” Shannon blushes and shakes her head. “Not before today.” Sara smiles and laughs a little. “Oh, baby sister, we have so much to talk about. How are you feeling? You look like shit. Can’t believe this hottie was kissing that ugly mug.”  
 
    “Shut up. Stop hitting on my nurse. You can’t have her. She’s ours.”  
 
    Shannon laughs and nervously adjusts the sheet and blanket to cover my lap. Sara stares down at me with a proud smile and it makes me cheese really big.  
 
    “So, where is this dick-bag that I need to rip to pieces?”  
 
    “I don’t know. They haven’t found him yet.” 
 
    “Kayla, are you ready to try to sit up?” I nod and Shannon places a hand on my shoulder and slowly starts inclining the bed. We get to the same point I blacked out at before and she stops. “How are you doing?” 
 
    “It’s starting to pinch, but it’s not as bad as last time.” 
 
    “Ok, I’m going to keep going.” I smile and she giggles and bites her bottom lip. Sara raises an eyebrow at me and clears her throat. “What was that?” I shake my head and my cheeks blush. I look up at Shannon and her cheeks are bright red. “I missed the best part, didn’t I?”  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Sara shakes her head and laughs. “So much to talk about. Jesus, Kayla.”  
 
    She laughs and moves to the side of the bed to lean against the heater.  
 
    Shannon continues inclining the bed till I’m almost fully upright, but I groan and grab her arm and she immediately stops and lowers it slightly.  
 
    “That’s as far as I can handle it.” Shannon nods, adjusts the pillows behind me to fully support my neck and head, and then pulls my meal cart over. “This is probably cold now, but do you want to try to eat it anyway? I can try to get you something different. I’ll just tell them you couldn’t stomach it.”  
 
    “What is it?”  
 
    She lifts the lid off the plate of food and I scrunch my nose and she laughs and replaces the lid. It’s a slab of dried out looking meatloaf, some super mushy looking green beans, and a roll that looks as hard as Darren’s fist that put me in here.  
 
    “I’ll get you something else. What do you like?” 
 
    “Good food.” I glance at Madison and she laughs and shakes her head. “I’ll get her something from the cafeteria. I need something to eat anyway.” 
 
    “Wait, you’re both going to leave me with my sister so she can shake out all of my secrets?”  
 
    They laugh and Madison bends down to give me a kiss. She nips my bottom lip briefly and looks in my eyes with a cute happy glimmer lighting up her own.  
 
    “Good luck, baby.” I pout and she giggles and sucks my bottom lip. “I’ll be back soon.”  
 
    She walks to the other side of the bed and Shannon starts to pull my curtain open so they can leave. I give Shannon a stern pouty look and she blushes and looks at Sara a moment and then at Madison. Madison just releases a small amused sound and places a finger over her mouth and her arms over her chest as she watches Shannon try to decide what to do. Shannon bites her bottom lip and slowly approaches me. She nervously glances at Sara again and Sara laughs.  
 
    “Oh, good lord. Just kiss her.”  
 
    Shannon smiles and bends down to kiss me. After they leave, Sara sits on the bed next to me. Her fun teasing look is gone and she looks really serious. She looks my face over and takes my left hand and looks at the brace on my pinky.  
 
    “What happened? I heard from Mom and Dad, but I want to hear it from you in case they missed details.” 
 
    I tell her about Whitney confiding me in the other day and then everything that happened with Darren.  
 
    “I’m really proud of you. That was fucking amazing what you did for that girl. I’m really glad he stopped himself when he did though. There’s been too many in our community being beat to death lately and I would have had to tear this entire state apart to find that son of a bitch if that had happened to you. You have to be careful, Kayla. Don’t hide who you are, but make sure who you mess with isn’t already attached. I know you didn’t really mess with Whitney; I’m just saying.”  
 
    “I know. After Whitney told me how her boyfriend had been acting and that he swore that I had sex with her, I had a feeling some kind of confrontation would eventually happen. I just didn’t expect this.” 
 
    “So, tell me all of your secrets now. Why were you making out with your nurse while your girlfriend watched and started to enter your happy zone?” 
 
    “Well, it’s kind of complicated.” 
 
    “Your voice box wasn’t effected, so get talking.” I roll my eyes and she laughs. “Can’t I have a private sex life? I don’t ask you your dirty secrets.” She shakes her head. “I’m the big sister – I pull rank, so you have to tell me everything and anything I want to know.” 
 
    “That’s bullshit.”  
 
    I take a painful deep breath and start telling her about our weekend and how we ended up with Candi, Sam, and Carmen. I refuse to give her details on the sex, even though she tries to pry it out of me.  
 
    “You’re missing one. The nurse.” I smile and glance towards the door. “I’m just sexy, what can I say?” Sara laughs hard and ruffles my hair. “She finger-fucked you before I got here, didn’t she?” My cheeks blush and she shakes her head laughing. “Damn, you really blossomed into a little freak. I always knew you would. I’d watch you at the dances with those girls and I just knew you’d turn out to be wild once you found your confidence.”  
 
    “That’s basically what Sam said when she showed up here.”  
 
    “Just be careful, Kayla. It might be fun, but emotions and insecurities are bound to kick in somewhere in this giant-ass lesbian family you’re creating. Make sure it doesn’t destroy the real relationship you have with Madison. That girl is beautiful and looks at you with true love.”  
 
    “I know. I’ll be careful. How are you even here? I thought you were working on some big dance project in New York.” 
 
    “I am, but I told my manager what happened and I was able to get a couple days break to come see you. Of course, you have to be laid up in bed when I have new shit to teach you.” I smile and motion to the open space in the room. “Teach. I’ll just practice in two months when I’m healed.” She laughs and shakes her head. “I’ll show you at Thanksgiving when you’re healed and we can dance together. You need to get better. I’m creating a dance troupe for a spring competition and I want your ass in my group. We’ll have to do some training sessions over the computer since you’re in school, but I know we can make it work.” 
 
    “Sounds like fun. What’s the competition for?” 
 
    “The winning dance troupe will be featured in a major hip-hop artist’s music video. We won’t know who the artist is till the winning dance group is chosen.” 
 
    “Seriously? That’s awesome. This could be the big break you’ve been waiting for. Yeah, count me in. But look, if I suck and you find someone better than me, you better cut my ass from the squad and not hold to family loyalty or whatever. I don’t want to be the reason you don’t make it.” 
 
    “I know your ass can handle being cut from the group if I have to, but I doubt that will happen. I still think you should be a dancer instead of going into boring science. You’re better than at least seventy-five percent of the dancers I’m working with on this project right now.”  
 
    “You know I love dancing, but mostly puppet dancing.” She laughs and licks her lips. “You and that puppet dancing. That’s how you get your ass in trouble so much with the girls.” I laugh and shrug a shoulder. “Yeah, sometimes.” 
 
    “I’m glad to see you’re not hanging from your toes while your sister tickles confessions out of you.”  
 
    We look over and see Madison and Shannon walking back in with some take out containers of food. I laugh and Sara ruffles my hair.  
 
    “I didn’t need to go to such drastic measures to get her to spill all of her naughty secrets.”  
 
    Madison blushes and meets my eyes. Sara laughs and stands up so Shannon can push my meal cart in front of me. 
 
    “Don’t worry, she wouldn’t give me juicy details.” 
 
    Shannon takes the tray of untouched hospital food off of my meal cart and sets it aside. Madison then places a square clear plastic container in front of me that has a really good looking sandwich, a cup of what I think is potato salad, and a small tossed green side salad.  
 
    “This looks yummy. Thank you. Hey, whatever happened to my cocktail?”  
 
    Shannon laughs and turns back to the hospital tray. She places a carton of orange juice and a small can of ginger ale in front of me.  
 
    “I need to get you a fresh cup of ice since the other kind of started melting. And uh, I was able to get the last ingredient from the lovely ladies in the cafeteria.”  
 
    She pulls out a small plastic dip cup out of her pocket and sets it down in front of me. I lift the clear lid off the black container and smile – it’s my cherries. 
 
    “Awesome.”  
 
    She runs her fingers through my hair, fixing the mess that Sara made of it.  
 
    “What happened to your hair?” I point at Sara and Shannon laughs. “Ah, got it. Ok, I’ll be right back.”  
 
    Sara is staring at me with her arms crossed on her chest and an amused proud grin. I smile and open my container with my lunch. Madison pulls a chair over next to my bed, but I shake my head.  
 
    “There’s room up here. Just push my legs out of the way and sit across from me.”  
 
    Madison smiles and sets her food down on the tray. She carefully helps me cross my legs Indian style, causing me to groan in pain a few times.  
 
    Shannon comes back and I watch her fill half of the tall foam cup with orange juice, drop the cherries in it, pokes at them with the straw to make them release their juice, and then fills the rest of the cup with ginger ale. She gives it a couple stirs, affixes a lid, and then hands me the cup with a smile. I take a sip and my eyes close and I release a long low moan. 
 
    “Oh, that’s the best I’ve ever had. Wow, ginger ale is better in this.” Shannon giggles and runs her fingers through my hair, before bending down and kissing my cheek. “Glad you like it. Ok, I have to actually go work now. Just push the button if you need me.” 
 
    “Ok, thanks, Shannon.” 
 
    She turns to walk away, but then turns back and looks nervous. “Uh, something you should know. If your doctors or other nurses saw those other marks, they may have mentioned it to your parents.” 
 
    “Ok, no big deal. My parents have seen them on me before. But thanks for the warning.” She smiles and nods once as she leaves. Sara shakes her head at me and laughs a little. “Damn, little freak.”  
 
    I laugh and shrug a shoulder as I pick up my sandwich to start eating. Being stuck in the hospital with broken bones really sucks, but I’m actually pretty happy right now.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
      
 
      
 
     A soft hand caressing my cheek wakes me up. I expect to see Madison hovering above me, but its Shannon. I smile and try to straighten up out of my weird half side laying position. I wince in pain and she helps me change positions to lay fully on my back. 
 
    “Good morning, sweetie. How are you feeling?” I try to sit up some to test my ribs and a stabbing pain lights up my body and I groan. “Still that good, huh? I’m going to incline the bed some so you can take your medicine.”  
 
    They removed my IV late yesterday since I woke up and was able to eat and drink fluids, so all of my medicine is oral now. She gently places her hand on my shoulder and the back of the bed starts to raise. She stops at about forty-five-degrees, which is all I can tolerate, and she hands me my pills and a cup of water. I quickly swallow them back and she takes both cups and sets them aside.  
 
    “I’m going to take your vitals now.” 
 
    I watch as she takes my blood pressure, scans my brain with her rolling temperature reader, and draws two tubes of my blood. After she finishes, she pushes her cart aside and comes back to the side of the bed. She places gentle fingers on my face, checking my bruises and swelling. I only flinch once and she smiles.  
 
    “How did you sleep last night? I heard you had a few painful fits in the night.”  
 
    “Yeah, it was a rough night.” I look down and she runs her fingers through my hair and sits down on the bed next to me. “I had some really bad dreams and woke up curled up in pain from thrashing around I guess.”  
 
    “Your night nurses said your scream was blood curdling. What were you dreaming about?”  
 
    “Darren, but he wasn’t hurting me; he was hurting the people I love and I was chained up and forced to watch. I was helpless to do anything.”  
 
    My chest tightens with emotion and I swallow hard, trying not to allow myself to cry. I know crying will only throw me into a clenched ball of pain.  
 
    “I’m sorry this is happening to you. You are such a sweet girl, Kayla, to stand up against him for your friend. I can’t even imagine what you’d do for the person you love if you’d take a beating like that for a friend.” 
 
    “I’d die for Madison. No hesitation.” Shannon smiles and strokes my cheek. “Just her?” I shrug a shoulder. “No, I guess there are many people in my life I’d die for, but I would feel really honored going out for Madison.” 
 
    “She is the stars and moon and every sunset and sunrise for you, isn’t she?” I laugh and my face transforms into a huge smile. “Yeah, that’s a good way to put it.” 
 
    “Morning, baby.” I look up and see Madison standing in the doorway with a big happy smile. “Hey, beautiful. How much of that did you hear?”  
 
    Her smile broadens and she comes over to the other side of my bed and sits down on the edge. She leans forward and gives me a soft kiss on the lips.  
 
    “I got here somewhere around blood curdling scream. I’m sorry you had a rough night. I should have stayed with you.” I shake my head. “You needed to sleep, Maddi. You wouldn’t have gotten any sleep with my stupid screaming and thrashing.” 
 
    “I have good news that might help keep those nightmares at bay. They located Darren. He locked himself inside that campus building that’s still under construction. They locked the whole campus down and cancelled all classes till they can apprehend him because he has a gun. The whole building is surrounded and all streets leading there are blocked off.” 
 
    “Oh, my god. Where’s Whitney?”  
 
    “She’s at the police station. They’re keeping her safe till the situation is defused. Darren’s mothers arrived last night and they’re going to try talking to him to get him to surrender.” 
 
    “You’re not allowed to leave my side till he’s in custody.” Madison smiles and leans forward to kiss me. Its soft and slow and makes heat rise up inside me and fill my belly. When she pulls back, she hovers in front of my face with a smile curling her beautiful full lips. “I love you, Kayla.” 
 
    “I love you too, Maddi.”  
 
    “People have been wanting to come see you, but I didn’t know if you were ready for that.” I smile and sit up straighter. “Who?” She smiles and laughs a little. “The rest of your family, Josh, and Shane.” 
 
    “Is there a carwash in this place you can run me through? I need a shower if I’m going to have all of those people come in here.” Madison and Shannon laugh. “No carwash, but you are allowed to shower if you want to.” I look at Shannon with a look of defeat and she seems to understand. “I’ll help you, Kayla. That’s what I’m here for. Let me go grab some stuff and let someone know to cover my other rooms while I’m helping you.” She pats my leg and stands up. 
 
    Madison takes my right hand in hers and strokes my palm and kisses it and then kisses each of my knuckles and fingertips.  
 
    “Baby, I love you so much. I’m sorry I wasn’t here last night to help you relax.” 
 
    “It’s ok. I was just scared and worried about you. I wanted to text you, but I don’t have my phone. Oh, shit, where’s my phone?”  
 
    “I think the hospital gave it to your parents with the rest of your belongings. I don’t know why they bothered giving your clothes back because they cut them off of you.” 
 
    “What? Those were my favorite sweatpants!” Madison bites her bottom lips and smiles. “I know. I ordered you a new pair.” I smile really big and pull her into a tight hug and groan out in pain. She immediately pulls back and pushes her hands on my shoulders. “Oh, baby, you have to stop forgetting you are broken right now.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Maddi.” 
 
    “Ok, my little wounded hero, ready for your carwash?” I smile and Shannon comes over to the bed with a cute grin on her face. I glance at Madison and she smiles and pulls my sheet and blanket down off of me. “Go get smelling good for Mommy.” I smile really big and Shannon releases a small giggle.  
 
    Shannon and my other nurses have been helping me in and out of the bed and helping me go to the bathroom when I need to pee, but they typically just help me get to the bathroom and sit down and then give me privacy to do what I need to do before coming to help me back up and out to my bed. But I don’t think I’m going to be able to shower by myself. I can barely bend over or twist my upper body at all.  
 
    We get to the bathroom and I’m breathing shallowly with the effort to get here. Shannon places a hand on my stomach and on my chest.  
 
    “Sweetie, deeper breaths. Make me feel it on my hands.” I concentrate hard on my breathing and she smiles and kisses my cheek. “Good. Don’t move.” She reaches inside the shower and turns it on. “Ready?”  
 
    “Aren’t you going to get wet coming in there with me?” She laughs and blushes. “In one way, but I’ll be able to keep my clothes dry.”  
 
    I smile and watch as she starts untying my gown. She inhales deeply and releases a small moan as she lets the thin garment fall to my feet.  
 
    “You are going to get me fired.” I laugh a little and shake my head. “Why do girls keep telling me that?” 
 
    “You know damn well why.” She smiles and places her hands on my hips. “Ok, slowly step in. I’m going to remain out here and I’ll help you when and where you need it. Do you want to wash your hair or body first?”  
 
    “Hair.” She holds out a small travel size bottle of shampoo, but then hesitates. “Can you lift your arms up to your head?” I lift my arms up to see if I’d be able to wash my hair. It’s painful, but not to the point that I’ll black out. “It hurts, but I should be ok.”  
 
    She nods and hands me the bottle. I turn my back to the water and work on getting my hair soaked through. I hear Shannon inhale and moan behind me and I smile to myself.  
 
    After my hair is washed and rinsed, Shannon hands me a bar of soap. I get so into washing my arms, arm pits, and chest, that I completely forget to be gentle on my ribs and I scream out in pain and bend over as I rub over my bruised and broken ribs. Shannon reaches in and grabs me under my arms and helps support me as my body starts to coil in pain.   
 
    “Baby, relax and breathe. Unclench your body. Oh, Kayla, I’m so sorry you’re in so much pain.” I’m sobbing and bent over, unable to uncoil. Shannon quickly turns the water off with one hand and wraps a towel around me as she envelops me in her arms, pulling me out of the shower. She rests my head on her shoulder and holds me close, but not tightly as to increase my pain. She soothingly rubs my back and hair. “Shh, its ok, sweetie. Just breathe.” 
 
    It takes several minutes of her holding me and soothing me before I’m able to stop crying and pull myself off of her shoulder. She presses a hand to my cheek and looks in my eyes with genuine care and concern.  
 
    “Maybe I should finish for you?”  
 
    I nod and she pulls my towel off. She turns the water back on and I carefully step back into the shower. Shannon gets her hands very soapy, and with her right hand only, she carefully and very gently runs the soap over my broken ribs and the rest of my torso.  
 
    “Turn for me and pull your hair off of your back.”  
 
    I obey and she runs both of her hands all over my back. She even takes a couple minutes to gently kneed my shoulders, making me moan.  
 
    “Brace yourself with that bar in front of you, Kayla.”  
 
    I’m confused by the instruction, but I obey. A moment later, her hands are on my ass, massaging soap all over my cheeks and between them. She gives both cheeks a firm squeeze, making me grip the bar tightly and moan. Her hands move down my thighs and calves, washing every inch of me. She takes the showerhead down and carefully rinses away the soap. Just as I’m about to release the bar in front of me, she lifts and separates my cheeks to rinse the soap between them. I firmly grip the bar and gasp. She gently pats my cheek when she’s done. 
 
    “Turn around.” I swallow hard and slowly turn. She smiles and points to the bars on either side of me. “Grip them. Don’t you dare clench those abs.”  
 
    I slowly nod and bite my bottom lip. Shannon gets her hands very soapy and starts at my ankles and works up my legs. When she reaches my center, she very slowly cups me and presses between my lips. We both moan and my head falls backwards.  
 
    “You are soaked, Kayla. But I don’t think it’s safe for me to do what I want to in here. I don’t want you to coil in pain and fall and get hurt.” Between strangled breaths, I quietly answer, “Probably, a good idea. Oh fuck.” Her fingers are rubbing slow circles around my opening, while her thumb is pressed against my clit. “Wait, I’m not allowed to do this without Maddi.” Her fingers press inside me and I moan out. “Shannon, I, fuck. Not good. Please, Maddi.” Shannon pulls her hand out and turns to leave. “Where are you going?”  
 
    “To get Madison. Don’t fall.” They’re back in no time and Madison gives me a big smile. “Hey, baby. What do you need?” I bite my bottom lip and shake my head. She giggles and comes up close to me. She slips her fingers between my lips and I moan. “I see. Was Shannon being a bad girl without Mommy’s approval?” I nod and she pinches my clit between the sides of her fingers. “Did you tell Shannon to come get me so I could approve of her finishing this?” I don’t answer and she thrusts deep inside me. “Yes, oh god!” Madison smiles and pulls out of me. “Ok, Daddy, Shannon can finish this.”  
 
    Shannon comes over and slowly reenters me with a smile. “Daddy, huh? I can’t wait to see that side of you.”  
 
    It’s hard not clenching everything while she does this, but having these bars to hold onto makes it easier. I’m not able to bend over and coil while I’m standing up like I did in the bed yesterday, so this time there are fewer moments of pain than there was yesterday.  
 
    When I cum, I start to crumble, and she quickly grabs me under my arms and holds me up. She quickly rinses me and turns the water off. Madison hands her a towel, and Shannon wraps it around me as she helps me step out of the shower.  
 
    While Shannon carefully dries me off, Madison kisses me with so much heat that I feel like I’m going to melt into a puddle on the floor. After I’m dressed in a fresh gown, have socks on my feet, and I’ve brushed my hair and teeth, Shannon helps me back to my bed. She stands over me and looks between us with a shy nervous look and slightly bites her bottom lip a moment.  
 
    “I uh, had something done yesterday.”  
 
    I look at her confused and she pulls out a piece of paper folded in fourths out of her back pocket and hands it to me. I unfold the piece of paper and it looks like lab results, but they’re not mine; they’re hers. I raise my eyebrows as I realize what I’m looking at. It’s a full screening for STD’s. She’s negative for all of them, showing she is a clean and safe partner.  
 
    “I just wanted you to know, just in case after you get out of here and wanted to you know, that you don’t have to worry about me giving you anything.” Madison looks at me confused and I hand her the lab results. “I actually never even considered that being an issue.”  
 
    “Wait, you didn’t make sure the others were clean before messing with them? That’s very dangerous, Kayla.” I blush and rub the back of my neck nervously. “Well, I already know Sam and Madison are clean. I’m the only person they’ve been with. Candi and Carmen would be the only questions, but I only went down on Candi, not Carmen.”  
 
    “Well, they tested you to make sure there wouldn’t be any precautions we’d need to take while taking care of you, so Candi is clean as well. If she wasn’t, you would have had something. If you’re going to mess with Carmen again, you should have her do this.”  
 
    “But isn’t that degrading?”  
 
    “No, it’s smart and shows you’re being respectful of yourself and your other partners by requiring it.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right. Thank you. This is really considerate.” Madison folds the paper back up and holds it out to Shannon with a small smile. “Thanks for doing this. You sure you want in this family?” Shannon laughs a little and blushes as she takes the paper and puts it in her pocket. “I’ve only ever had serious relationships. Three to be exact. I might end up with a broken heart, but I’m sure.” Madison frowns and takes her hand. “Why do you say that?”  
 
    “Well, I think I could easily fall in love with both of you, but you two are in love and I could never be to either of you what you are to each other.”  
 
    “We have a lot of love we can share. Kayla and I are in love with Sam as well and Sam gets what she needs.”  
 
    I look at Madison in disbelief. She is just amazing. Yesterday, we called Sam so she could hear my voice and know I’m ok. Madison called her first and they talked for a long time. It was interesting to listen to. They were talking about everything going on here and what Sam had going on back on her campus. Madison laughed a few times and even blushed a couple. When she was hanging up with Sam to hand me the phone, she actually said, “Ok, love you,” and her eyes got big and she placed her hand on her mouth and giggled a little when she realized what she had said. We talked about it after I got off the phone with Sam. She has been talking to Sam so much the past few days keeping her updated on me that she has developed feelings for her. She loves me more, but it seems to make this family circle with the three of us pretty concrete since we all love each other. Sam had said it back to her and when I got on the phone, she went on for the first five-minute apologizing that she fell in love with Madison, but kept telling me over and over I am her number one. It was adorable.  
 
    “So, I wouldn’t be kicked out of the family if I fell in love you both?” Madison shakes her head and gently rubs her cheek. “No, we wouldn’t kick you out for that. But, you do have to obey Mommy’s rules.” Shannon smiles and blushes. She glances between us and nods once. “Ok, I can do that.” Madison smiles and kisses her on the lips. “Good.” Shannon nervously looks towards the door and then back at Madison. She takes a small step closer to Madison and bites her bottom lip. “Can I kiss you?”  
 
    Madison smiles and glances at me. My already big smile cleaves my face in half into a big toothy grin and Madison giggles and shakes her head in amusement at me. She slides her hand around the back of Shannon’s neck and pulls her in close. 
 
    They share a long kiss and when they pull back, they’re panting for air and look very aroused. Shannon gently caresses Madison’s cheek and smiles.  
 
    “Damn, you two are amazing kissers. Ok, I’m going to get Kayla’s breakfast. I’ll be back.”  
 
    When we’re alone again, Madison sits back down on the bed next to me and takes my right hand in hers. She bends down and gives me a sweet kiss and as she’s about to say something, her phone starts ringing. She pulls her hand back to check the name on the screen.  
 
    “It’s Whitney.” She quickly answers and her smile drops, she places a hand over her mouth, and she looks in my eyes with shock. “Whitney, I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “What? What happened?” Madison places a hand on mine, but doesn’t answer. I can hear Whitney sobbing, but I can’t make out what’s being said. “Ok, I’ll tell her. Call me later.” She hangs up and sets her phone down on my bed. “Darren is dead. His mom talked to him over a phone they passed through the building to him and he was getting ready to surrender. He walked outside with his hands in the air, but then he aimed the gun at his mom when he saw her. The police opened fire and he was shot several times. He died instantly.” 
 
    I’m in total shock that I can’t even say anything for a couple moments. I take Madison’s hand and cling to it.  
 
    “Maddi, I can’t believe I allowed you in the same room with someone so unstable like that. I can’t… What if something had happened to you?”  
 
    My eyes tear up and a big ball of emotion chokes me. I try to clear my throat, but I start to cry. Madison wraps her arms around me, and I pull her in tightly. I groan in pain as my ribs scream at me, and Madison tries to pull back, but I hold her firmly and sob into her neck, both from the pain in my ribs, and the concern of something ever happening to my beautiful girl. 
 
    “Kayla, this is not good for your ribs.” I pull tighter and release a small yelp of pain. “Baby, please calm down. I’m ok. Nothing happened to me. You did a good job of protecting me and Whitney.”  
 
    I shake my head and pelt the side of her neck with kisses. My ribs pinch and I start to coil into a ball of pain. I involuntarily release her and grab my ribs, bending over in a heap of pain.  
 
    “Baby, please. I can’t take seeing you in so much pain.” 
 
    “Shh, sweetie, breathe, calm down.” Shannon is at my side gently placing her hands on my shoulders, trying to pry me out of a tight ball. “Kayla, you are going to black out if you don’t unclench. Please listen to me.”  
 
    I’m trying hard to relax my muscles, but they just won’t. I scream out and take a deep breath, which just increases my pain. “I can’t,” is all I can get out. Shannon reaches over me and presses my emergency call button and another nurse rushes in. 
 
    “Her body wont unclench from the pain. We need an injection. Call the pharmacy to see what we can give her.”  
 
    I’m in so much pain that I can barely breathe. I’m panting and I start to feel like I’m being choked. Shannon releases me, and a moment later, I have a mask on my face that feels like its blowing air on me. I feel less choked, but still having a hard time getting the air I need.  
 
    “Hold her still.”  
 
    The other nurse returns and quickly swipes my arm and pushes a needle into me. Within moments, I feel myself swoon and I fall over in exhaustion. My body unclenches and I start to be able to breathe again. My eyes start to close and I try to fight it, but I just can’t keep them open. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I wake up, I have several people standing around my bed talking. It takes my eyes a few moments to focus. Madison is sitting in a chair next to me, Sara is sitting on the heater playing on her cellphone, and my parents are standing at the foot of my bed talking to my doctors. I try to sit up some, but I have a strap holding my chest down. I panic and start thrashing, trying to rip it off of me. Which causes me excruciating pain and I scream and choke. 
 
    Shannon comes running into the room and everyone comes over to the bed, but Shannon is first to get to me.  
 
    “Shh, calm down, Kayla. We were only trying to make sure you didn’t coil into a ball in your sleep again. I’m going to take the strap off. Just lay back and relax.”  
 
    I look in her eyes and I see such genuine care that I want to wrap my arms around her and cling to her, but my parents and the doctors are here. I have to pretend that she is nothing more than my nurse so I don’t get her in trouble. She places a gentle hand on my shoulder like she has done numerous times to calm me out of my fits of pain.  
 
    “Don’t try to sit up after I release the strap.”  
 
    I nod and she gives me a small smile. She unbuckles the strap on my chest and then works on both sides of the bed to remove the strap completely from the bed. She sets it aside and takes my wrist, pressing two fingers against my pulse as she looks at her watch. She looks at me with concern and then releases my wrist.  
 
    “Your heartrate is very high. Try to relax, ok?”  
 
    I nod and she gives me a small smile and turns to walk away. One of the doctors stops her and pulls her aside to talk to her. My mom steps next to me and places a hand on my cheek with a small smile. Seeing her beautiful smiling face makes me smile and feel more relaxed. My mom is almost one hundred percent Cherokee and looks like a Cherokee princess.  
 
    “Hello, my little blue eyed angel.” I smile really big and release a goofy giggle. “Hey, Mom. Do I get to leave here soon?” She smiles and touches the tip of my nose a moment and wiggles it. “No, darling. You’ll be here a couple more days. Your level of pain is not manageable for you to be on your own yet and you bruised your left lung in your last fit of pain. You have to be extremely careful with your movement so you don’t end up puncturing your lung and causing more problems. That’s why they strapped you down. And they probably will have to do that every time you sleep now.” 
 
    “What? No, way. I can’t be strapped down like that. I just can’t.” I start to panic and she places a hand on my chest. “Kayla, listen to me. Someone will be right here with you all night. You won’t need to worry.” I start to cry and she brushes her thumbs under my eyes. “I’m sorry, my sweet girl, but we have to make sure you don’t hurt yourself worse.” 
 
    I close my eyes to try to compose myself and my jaw tenses and I just want to scream, not from pain, but from anger and frustration. A hand slips in mine and I open my eyes and see Madison at my right side, looking at me with so much love and sadness it makes me want to reach up and pull her down on top of myself, but that’s what got me in this new mess in the first place. The worst part of all of this is not being able to hold my girl like I want and need to. I need to be able to feel her tightly pressed to myself and I can’t or I’ll be in agony.  
 
    “This really fucking sucks.” 
 
    “Count yourself lucky you’re alive.”  
 
    We all turn to look at the newcomer. There are two women standing just inside my room that I don’t recognize. One is tall and broad and African American, and the other is average height, fuller build, and looks mixed. They walk over and stop within a few feet of my mother. Both women look distressed and broken. The taller woman holds out her hand to my mom to shake.  
 
    “I am Sheila Conner, Darren’s mother. This is my wife, Vivian.” My mom tentatively takes her hand. “I’m Lena Johann, Kayla’s mother. This is my husband, Kent, our oldest daughter, Sara, and Kayla’s girlfriend, Madison.” 
 
    Sheila nods a hello to everyone, and after shaking hands, she takes a deep breath. 
 
    “I just wanted to stop by and apologize on behalf of my son for what he did to you. I’m honestly in shock over all of this. Darren was always a good guy. He had a couple anger issues as a child because he didn’t understand why he didn’t have a father, but he never hit anyone before. Some kids picked fights with him growing up every so often to tease him about having two mothers, but I didn’t know he had so much anger inside over never having a father.”  
 
    She starts crying and my mom places a hand on her shoulder.  
 
    “I never would have thought my son would be capable of any of this. When I spoke to him this morning, he told me it wasn’t my fault, that he doesn’t blame me for being gay, but that he hates himself for the monster he was becoming. When Whitney ended up with you as a roommate, he started to relive all of his insecurities. I guess he believed that if I could fall in love with a woman and leave his father, then his girlfriend could fall for you and leave him.  
 
    “No matter what Whitney told him, he couldn’t get those thoughts out of his head. I tried to explain to him that man or woman, it’s possible to fall in love with someone else even if you love one person and that he can’t think lesbians are the only people that can take someone from him. He said he understood that, but that he would never be easy with his woman being close to a lesbian.  
 
    “I got him calmed down enough to come outside, but I don’t know what went through his mind when he saw me, because the next thing I know, my baby boy is pointing a gun at me.” She starts crying harder and my mom wraps her arms around her. “I am so sorry, Sheila.” She embraces my mom for a moment and then pulls back, wiping her eyes. “I just wanted to come and say I’m sorry and if there is anything I can do to help with medical expenses or anything else, please let me know.” My mom shakes her head. “We’ll be ok. You have enough to worry about right now. I am very sorry for your loss.” Sheila nods once and wipes at her eyes. “Thank you. I have to go identify and claim his body now so I can have him brought back home. I hope you recover quickly.”  
 
    “Thank you, and I really am sorry this happened.” 
 
    “Don’t be. You didn’t do anything wrong. Thank you for protecting Whitney. We love that girl like a daughter and I would have been devastated if my son had hurt her.”  
 
    After they leave, my mom bends down and hugs me for several moments. She pulls back and kisses my forehead.  
 
    “I am so glad that boy did not have that gun when he confronted you. My heart would die if I lost you, my sweet girl.” I smile and wrap my arms around my mom, being careful not to squeeze too tightly. “I love you, Mom.”  
 
    “I love you too, angel.”  
 
    My dad comes over and ruffles my hair, like Sara always does to me, before bending down to kiss my forehead. My dad is half Cherokee and half German, but he favors his Cherokee ancestry and has a very handsome regal chief appearance. He is lighter in skin tone than the rest of us, but his features are very Cherokee.  
 
    “I’m proud of you, kid. Listen to your doctors and nurses so you can heal up quickly and get out of here. You have a lot of people that need you in their lives and that miss you.” I smile and laugh a little. “Ok, I’ll try to listen better.” He winks and smiles at me. “Good. I’m going to take your mother and sister to get some dinner, but we’ll be back later. Do you want us to bring you something back?”  
 
    “Some good food. Hey, do you have my cellphone?” He laughs and pulls it out of his back pocket. “I’ve been wondering when you were going to ask for this. I thought these things were you young people’s lifelines these days? I’m surprised you’ve been able to live without it for two days.” 
 
    “Whatever.” I smile as I take the phone back and see its fully charged. “Can you bring me a charger back too since I have to be in here for a while?” He ruffles my hair again and laughs. “Sure. Can we bring you something, Madison?” She smiles and shakes her head. “I can get something downstairs.” 
 
    “You’ve had that for three days in a row. We’ll bring you something.” 
 
    “Ok, thank you. I really appreciate it.”  
 
    After they leave, Madison sits down next to me and kisses my lips. We just look into each other’s eyes, not saying anything for a couple minutes.  
 
    “Maddi, I’m sorry.” She shakes her head and kisses me again. “You have to stop saying that. You haven’t done anything to be sorry about. I’m going to stay with you tonight. Your sister wanted to stay, but I begged them to let me be the one to stay with you tonight.” I smile and kiss her hand. “Thank you. Will you talk them into not strapping me down too?” She frowns and looks down. “I’m sorry, Kayla, I can’t. I don’t want you to injure yourself more. I ache inside so badly seeing you like this.” 
 
    “Ok, for you, I’ll allow it. I’ll do anything for you, Maddi.” She looks up and smiles affectionately. “Thank you, baby. I can’t wait till you are well again and I can hold you and love on you.” 
 
    “I’m counting the seconds to that moment. Can I have a hug?” 
 
    “If you don’t squeeze too tightly and hurt yourself again.” I smile and nod once. “I promise.”  
 
    She leans forward and gently presses against me with her arms around my neck. She inhales and kisses me on the lips a few times before pulling me into a full kiss. After a couple minutes, she pulls back smiling.  
 
    “Are you ready for company?” 
 
    “Sure.” Madison smiles and pulls her phone out. She sends a few texts and then sets her phone aside. “I have to start going back to classes tomorrow, so I won’t be able to stay with you all day. I’ll come back after my last class though.” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to stay here tonight then? You may not get any sleep.” 
 
    “I’m sure.”  
 
    “I can stay with her.” We look up and Shannon is coming in pushing her cart to take my vitals. Madison shakes her head. “I want to be with her tonight. I don’t care who stays the other nights, but I need to do this tonight.” I smile and kiss her hand. “Ok, Maddi, you can stay with me tonight. I’ll try to be a good patient so you can get some sleep.” 
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    Shannon smiles and starts putting the blood pressure sleeve on my arm. “Ok, sit still and no talking for a moment.” I obey and allow her to do her job. She takes my blood pressure and my temperature, but doesn’t take any blood. “No blood?” She shakes her head. “Not till tomorrow morning. How’s your pain? Are you ready for more medicine?” I nod. “Yes, please.” She turns a moment and then hands me my water and a small plastic cup with three pills. “What’s this new pill?”  
 
    “A muscle relaxant. It’s to help prevent your muscles from clenching so much.” I swallow back the pills and Shannon looks towards the door a moment before stepping closer to the bed. “Kayla, I’m really sorry about the straps. I had a really hard time listening to the doctor and putting that on you after you told me about your nightmares you had last night. I actually broke down and cried after I left the room.” Her eyes mist up and she visibly swallows. “I knew you were going to be terrified when you woke up and realized you were strapped down. I’m so sorry I had to do that to you.” I hold out my left hand to her and she entwines her fingers with mine, being careful of my broken pinky. “You were just doing your job, Shannon – something I haven’t been making it easy for you to do since I became your patient.” She laughs a little and shakes her head. “In more ways than one.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about the straps. I’ll have to deal with it. Thank you for taking such good care of me.” She smiles and blushes a little bit. She looks at my lips and then back at the door. “I want to kiss you.” Madison stands up and starts to walk to the other side of the bed. “Go ahead. I’ll make sure no one comes in.”  
 
    Shannon smiles appreciatively and waits till Madison is in position to watch the door. She slowly bends down, placing a hand on the right side of my face and presses her lips against mine. Our lips and tongues move together in a hot tumbling of sucking twists and turns that makes my head swoon and my body heat rise. Shannon really is an amazing kisser. She is right at the same level with Sam, just below the amazing kisses that Madison gives me. After a few minutes, she pulls back practically panting for air.  
 
    “I really like kissing you. I get off soon, so I guess I won’t see you again till the morning.” Madison comes back and sits down next to me. Shannon looks between us nervously and shuffles on her feet some. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I was wondering if I could sit with you tomorrow on my lunch break. Maybe we could just talk? I know it’s kind of backwards because of what we’ve, or I’ve done, but I mean, I just…” I smile and laugh a little. “Yes, of course. Maddi has to go to classes tomorrow, so I’d appreciate the company.” She smiles and gently squeezes my hand. “Ok, thanks. Do you need anything before I leave?”  
 
    “No, I’m good. Thank you, Shannon.” She runs her fingers through my hair and smiles. “Ok, I’ll see you tomorrow. I hope you sleep better tonight.” 
 
    “Thank you. See you in the morning.”  
 
    She waves one last time before walking out the door and then I turn back to look at Madison, who is watching me with a cute grin.  
 
    “What?” She laughs and shakes her head in an amused way. “That girl is going to fall in love with you before you get out of this hospital.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean, us?” She rubs my cheek and smiles. “Are you going to behave yourself tomorrow while I’m in class?”  
 
    “Yes. I’m going to have to behave myself for a while so I don’t risk any further injury to my lung.” 
 
    “Hey, V-tag.” Josh comes sauntering into the room with a goofy grin on his face. I roll my eyes and he laughs. “What happened to your beard?” He rubs his freshly shaven face and laughs. “Turns out that the straight girls don’t like the beard as much I was made to believe. They prefer a baby-bottom smooth face between their legs.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, I could have told you that.” He laughs and then gets a serious look on his face. “So, how are you doing? Did that guy really stomp on your ribs?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He shakes his head and comes to sit down next to me. “I know I shouldn’t say it because the guy is dead now, but I really wish I had the chance to beat the shit out of him for doing this to you. How long you going to be rotting in this place?” 
 
    “At least a few more days. Can you do me a favor.” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “If you’re ever around Whitney, please don’t say anything bad about Darren or wanting to hurt him or anything.” He looks at me confused and starts to argue, but I hold up my hand. “Look, the guy was messed up. He wasn’t right in the head. I know she wanted out of the relationship, but she did love him.”  
 
    I want to also point out that she might even be blaming herself right now because of some stuff she said to him when they broke up, but I keep that to myself so it doesn’t get around school and rumors cause her more grief. 
 
    “Ok, fine. I’ll keep my hatred for the guy to myself if she’s around.”  
 
    Candi and Carmen walk in at the same time and Josh quickly stands and moves to the other side of the bed to stand next to Madison to give them room. They look really nice. I’ve only ever seen Carmen in her work uniform, but today, she’s wearing a pair of tight jeans and a tee shirt with her dark wavy hair down out of her usual ponytail. Candi also has her long blonde hair down and she’s in shorts and a tight tank top.  
 
    “Hey, Daddy, how you feeling?”  
 
    Candi bends down and gives me a soft kiss on the lips and then kisses Madison before she takes Josh’s vacated seat. I notice Josh try hard to keep from grinning really big, but he doesn’t do well.  
 
    “Like hell. Drugs are starting to kick in though, so the pain isn’t as bad right now.”  
 
    Carmen lifts my chin to look at her and gently brushes her thumb over my bruised cheek. She bends down and gently kisses my cheek and then kisses my lips. She slips her tongue in my mouth and gives me a short kiss before pulling back. 
 
    “I can’t believe someone did this to you. Did you at least get a hit in before you went down?” I shake my head. “No, it happened too fast and his first punch pretty much immobilized me.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. What the fuck was that?” I look up and Josh is staring at me in disbelief. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Don’t play dumb with me. I know you left the party with Madison and Candi, but who is this chick? Are you banging her too?”  
 
    “Don’t call her ‘chick’. Her name is Carmen. And don’t call it ‘banging’, that sounds disrespectful to my girls or tacky or something.” 
 
    “So, you are sleeping with all of them?” 
 
    “How many times am I going to have to explain this?” 
 
    “At least one more.”  
 
    Shane is standing a few feet back with her arms crossed on her chest and she looks pissed. Carmen and Candi move around the other side of the bed next to Madison and Josh and Shane comes to stand next to me.  
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Well what? Why do you look mad?” 
 
    “Are you sleeping with all of them?”  
 
    She looks furious, as if I’ve done something horrible to her. It makes my stomach churn in sickness, but rage wells up inside me as well because I haven’t done anything to her to deserve the look and tone in her voice.  
 
    “That’s none of your business.” Her eyes narrow and she takes a step closer to me. “It is my business when you basically told me you couldn’t allow yourself to like me because you had fallen for Madison. But all of sudden, you are with these two as well? How long have you known them?”  
 
    “No, it’s not your business. I’m not dating you. We’re only friends and we’ve never been more than that. You have a girlfriend now, so why do you still care what I do?” 
 
    Shane slaps me hard across my bruised cheek and I groan and roll over, causing me to coil into a ball of pain from my ribs pinching.  
 
    “Are you fucking crazy?”  
 
    I hear people scrambling around me, but mostly I hear my own groans of agony.  
 
    “Get her out of here!” 
 
    “Sweetie, breathe. Relax. What happened?” Shannon’s sweet voice and gentle hands are on me trying to calm me and pry me out of my fetal position. Knowing she’s still here helps to calm me and help me to relax. “Why is her cheek bleeding?”  
 
    “Shane slapped her.” 
 
    “What? Kayla, calm down. Relax your muscles.” Shannon slowly eases me out of my ball and presses her hand on my stomach and on my chest. “Ok, you know the drill. Breathe, sweetie.” I take slow deep breaths and try to focus on not allowing my muscles to clench. “Deeper, Kayla. That’s too shallow.” I try to breathe deeper, but it makes me wince and groan. “I can’t.”  
 
    She frowns and presses my nurse call button. Another nurse is quickly at her side.  
 
    “We need to get her into x-ray to make sure she didn’t do further damage to her lung. Can you put in the order?” The nurse nods and quickly leaves the room. “Ok, it’s time for everyone to go. Madison, you can stay, but I’m sorry, the rest of you will need to leave.”  
 
    Candi, Carmen, and Josh each say a quick goodbye and ask Madison to keep them posted. Then Shannon quickly grabs some supplies and returns to clean and bandage my cheek. She rubs a cool alcohol wipe across the small cut, making me flinch from the small sting, and then she applies some ointment and a band aid.  
 
    “Who’s Shane?”  
 
    “A friend. Or I guess, was a friend.”  
 
    I bite back tears and look away. Madison places a hand on my arm and fills in the blanks for me. Shannon soothingly caresses my good cheek and turns my face back to look at her. She looks in my eyes with sympathy and it makes me feel a flutter in my chest. 
 
    “Why are you still here? I thought you were leaving.” She looks sad. “Are you upset that I’m still here?” 
 
    “What? No, of course not. I’m happy you’re still here. It was very relieving to hear your voice when my body was coiling in pain.” She smiles affectionately and looks towards the door a moment before quickly bending down to kiss my lips. “I had some stuff I had to finish up on the computer before I could leave. I was just about to leave when I heard you scream in pain and the commotion in the room.” 
 
    “I can’t believe she hit me. I never flirted with her or led her on. God, even my ex didn’t hit me like that when she showed up a few nights ago. I better not have something new wrong with me because of her. That’s going to piss me off worse than what Darren did.”  
 
    Shannon and Madison exchange a look of concern, but neither are able to respond before the other nurse comes in pushing a wheelchair.   
 
    “They’re ready for her in X-ray.” 
 
    They help me into the chair, which is an excruciating process. As the other nurse starts to turn me to push me out of the room, I glance at Madison and she looks so worried that it makes my chest tighten and I feel sick to my stomach. I hate seeing her look scared and upset.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve been in the hospital for a full week since Darren attacked me. I didn’t do further damage to my lung after Shane slapped me, but one of my broken ribs shifted and had to be pushed back in place. That was agonizing and made me black out. Shane texted Madison apologizing for hitting me, but said she didn’t want to talk to me. She said I’m not the kind of person she thought I was and doesn’t want me in her life anymore.  
 
    Sara wanted to find Shane and punch her, but she refused to leave my side till she had to leave for her flight back to New York. When anyone came in to visit, she stood at my left side like a bodyguard and looked at them like she was ready to rip their head off if they acted up. It made me feel a little uncomfortable, but Madison and Shannon thought it was adorable and encouraged it.  
 
    My dad had to get back to work, so my parents went back home yesterday. It was hard to watch them leave because I really love my family. We’ve always been really close and I’ve missed them so much since I’ve been out here.  
 
    My mom had told Awenasa what had happened when I wasn’t responding to her texts those first few days I was unconscious and didn’t have my phone. It wasn’t till Maddi was back in classes that I was able to talk to her on the phone. We had a few brief texts, but when I was finally able to call her, it was long beautiful conversation. We talked for almost three hours. It was really nice because she hasn’t been able to talk for that long in a while. She was devastated by the news and wanted to come be with me, but she couldn’t leave. I told her about everything that’s been going on with Madison, Sam, and the others and the transition to a family lifestyle.  
 
    With as much hatred and scorn that I’m sure we’re going to receive from most people because of it, it was nice that she actually seemed supportive of it. Her great-great-grandmother was one of three wives with one man, and apparently, they were a very loving family. The wives were extremely close, like sisters, and they loved and cared for each other’s children like they were their own. It was a beautiful story and gave me hope that this could actually work and that it could be something beautiful and not just a relationship about fun sex. 
 
    I’m supposed to be released today, so I’m trying to get myself cleaned up. Taking a shower alone is still pretty hard, but I’m doing ok. Bending over to wash my legs is the hard part. I forgot to ask for a fresh gown before I came in here, so I wrap up in a towel and head back to my bed to press the nurse call button. When I come out of the bathroom, Madison is sitting on my bed with a bookbag next to her. She smiles really big when she sees me and hops off the bed. 
 
    “Hey, baby. I brought you clothes. Can I help you get dressed?” I smile and start to pull my towel off, but Madison laughs and pulls it back around me. “The door is open. Let me close the door first.” 
 
    As soon as she has the door closed, I let my towel drop to the floor and Madison licks her lips and cheeses really big as she walks over to me. She places her hands on my hips and looks me up and down. Her right hand gently glides over my ribs like little feathers.  
 
    “Your bruises are getting better.”  
 
    Her fingers glide up my stomach and chest and wrap around the back of my neck. She tangles her hand in my hair and pulls me into a kiss. I wrap my arms around her and try to pull her in closer, but Madison pushes on my hip, keeping me back a couple inches as we kiss. I try to squeeze harder, and she smiles and giggles into my mouth.  
 
    She pulls back slightly, and with her lips still pressed against mine, she says, “Baby, you are going to hurt your ribs. Let Mommy have her way with you.”  
 
    I moan and press my tongue back into her mouth. Her fingers glide down my spine, making me shiver, and moan. When she reaches my ass, she slowly palms my cheek and gently squeezes it. The hand she has on my hip glides up my stomach and cups my breast. Her thumb starts to trace very slow soft circles around my nipple.  
 
    Just as Madison is gliding her fingers over the top of my thigh and between my legs, the door opens.  
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry.” We pull out of the kiss and look towards the door. Shannon is standing in the slightly ajar door with blushing cheeks. “Kayla, I just needed to go over some paperwork with you. I’ll come back in a little bit.” Madison pulls back and releases me, leaving me standing naked and exposed. “You can come in. I don’t want to delay Kayla being released today.”  
 
    Shannon steps inside the room and closes the door behind herself. Madison opens the bookbag and starts pulling clothes out.  
 
    “So, we’ll go over your medications first.”  
 
    Shannon looks down at her papers, but then looks at my body and seems to forget what she’s saying. Madison has me step into a pair of boy-short underwear and pulls them up for me. She glances at Shannon as she turns to grab my bra and giggles. Shannon blushes and looks back at the papers. She tries again to start explaining what I’ll be taking and the dosage, but she freezes as I lift my arms over my head so Madison can pull a sports bra on me. Madison’s eyes lock with mine and I smile really big. I wrap my arms around her and pull her into a kiss. Madison gently pats my ass and then pulls back after a few moments.  
 
    Shannon pretty much gives up on trying to explain anything till I’m dressed and sitting on my bed. I offer her to sit down next to me, but she shakes her head.  
 
    “I can’t be that close to you right now or I’ll definitely end up getting fired.” I laugh and wince in pain as my ribs slightly pinch.  
 
    After she goes over everything, she hands me a pen and I have to sign my discharge papers and some papers that say she explained the medications and out-patient care instructions. There’s a small section for comments on one page that I write a quick gushing review of Shannon’s care. When I hand her the papers back, she reads it and her eyes well up with tears.  
 
    “Kayla, I, uh, will I get to see you after you leave here? Both of you? Even if we’re just friends.” 
 
    I take her hand and pull her over to stand between my legs. She smiles and brushes her fingers through my hair. I’ve grown really close to Shannon while I’ve been in here and definitely want her to stay in my life in some capacity. Since Madison had to return to classes, Shannon kept me company on her lunches and breaks and we talked a lot.  
 
    She’s an only child and came to our college for her nurse’s degree. She received an internship at the hospital and was hired full time after graduation. She had planned to get a job at the hospital back home in Michigan after school, but decided to forge her own path and stay out here on her own two feet. She’s actually a pretty shy girl and doesn’t go out much, which really surprised me because of how outgoing and bold she has been with me. 
 
    “What do you want, Shannon?” She bites her bottom lip nervously and looks between Madison and I. She reaches her other hand out to Madison and Madison takes it with a smile, making Shannon smile. “A loving family. I really like both of you. I know it’s not orthodox and its frowned upon in both the heterosexual and the homosexual communities, and my parents would probably flip their lids, but that’s what I want. I want us to be able to snuggle in bed and watch movies all night, hold hands and laugh as we go shopping, take bites of each other’s ice cream cones, and just share all of those beautiful moments that people in love share.” 
 
    “What kind of ice cream will be in your cone?” She looks at me and smiles really big. “Strawberry. You?” I laugh and glance at Madison, who is also smiling really big. “Well, I guess we’ll be a carton of Neapolitan. My favorite is chocolate and Madison’s is vanilla.” She giggles and blushes. “You really want to be with me? Both of you?”  
 
    Madison reaches up and gently strokes her cheek a moment, before wrapping her hand behind her neck and pulling her down. She gives her a soft kiss on the lips and smiles.  
 
    “Yes, we’d like to have you, but are you ok with sharing us? Sam may not be in state, but she is a big part of this family. Candi and Carmen have actually been talking to each other a lot this week, so they may end up splitting off as a couple soon. But if they don’t, we don’t have any current plans of ending things with them.” 
 
    “I understand that, but I only want to be with you two. I don’t want to be with Candi or Carmen and I’m guessing I probably wouldn’t ever meet Sam for that to be an issue.”  
 
    “You don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with. If you only want to be with us, then that’s the way it will be when we’re with you. But you may actually be able to meet Sam, if you are interested in just meeting her. She’s going to try to come out around Halloween.” 
 
    “Wait, really? When did this happen?” Madison smiles and kisses my lips. “We talked about it last night. She’s been looking for ticket deals online and found a good deal the week of Halloween.” I smile really big and she giggles. “That’s only a few weeks away. Its ok if you never want to hang out with Carmen and Candi, but Sam will want to meet you. Not sexually, but she’s a bit of a jealous person and will want to know the people she is sharing us with.” 
 
    “I uh, was wondering, have you thought about asking Carmen to get that test done?” Shannon looks really nervous and her cheeks blush red. She looks down, as if afraid to meet my eyes. I lift her chin and pull her down. I kiss her lips and she smiles shyly. “Yes, and we’re going talk to them. We won’t be with them till they have it done.”  
 
    “What if they get offended and refuse?” 
 
    “Then the family tree will be receiving some pruning and they’ll just be friends going forward. You were right – I need to protect myself and my girls, so I need to take that seriously.” She laughs in a happy way and bends down to kiss my lips a moment. “I know you probably want to be alone today, but do you think the three of us can do something together tomorrow?” I glance at Madison and she nods. “Yeah, tomorrow will be good.”  
 
    We exchange numbers with Shannon and then stand up to leave. Shannon gives Madison a hug and kiss and then carefully wraps her arms around me. She kisses the side of my neck and then pulls me into a full kiss.  
 
    “Please be careful, Kayla. It’s going to take a long time before you’re able to move around like you used to. And please don’t put any weight on your torso.” I smile and tease, “So, Madison can’t pin me down and have her way with me when we leave here?” She laughs and shakes her head. “Just be careful.”  
 
    “I will. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    Shannon has been making me take laps around my floor every day for the past few days, but it’s definitely not the same as walking from the hospital at one end of the campus all the way to dorm housing on the other. It’s about a two-mile walk, and I’m starting to feel the pain in my ribs before we even get halfway home. I have to stop and take several breaks because my lungs are just pumping against my ribs too much. I have a very high lung endurance, so I’m not out of breath, but the increased work of my lungs is felt too painfully in my ribs.  
 
    We’re sitting on a stone wall waiting for my breathing to slow and the ache to subside. Madison takes my hand and kisses it before laying her head on my shoulder.  
 
    “Kayla, would you be upset if we don’t have Candi and Carmen in the family anymore?”  
 
    “No, of course not. Why, do you want to end it with them?” She kisses the side of my neck and turns my face to look at her. “I think so. They’re not looking for anything serious and just want to be part of it to have fun. But I really like the way Shannon described what she wants with us. I like the idea of all of us being in love and loyal and devoted to each other. We know that Sam is in love with us and wants to be with both of us and I like that. I know it’s surprising since she is your ex, but I can’t help it. I love her. I love you the most, but I do love her. And I really like that Shannon wants to develop that level of love with us. I’m still going to need plenty of time with just you, but I like the idea of all of us being together.” 
 
    “Can I ask you something?”  
 
    “Anything, you know that.” 
 
    “What if Sam and Shannon never want to be together with us at the same time, but this thing lasts till after graduation? I know that’s a long time away, but what if we have to choose between them or lose them both?” 
 
    “I think it would hurt, a lot, but as long as I still have you, I’ll be ok. I love you, Kayla, and I want to be with you more than anything.” 
 
    “Ok, baby. How about we give Candi and Carmen some space and see if they end up together? Maybe we won’t need to be the ones to break it off with them since they seem interested in each other. Then we’ll see how things progress with Shannon. Have you told Sam about her?” Madison shakes her head. “No, I thought you should do that.” 
 
    “Ok, I’ll talk to her tomorrow about it. Let’s get home. I want to waste away this entire day in your arms.”  
 
    Madison smiles and helps me up off the stone wall. Hand in hand we walk the rest of the distance to campus housing. I swipe my keycard to open the dorm and I try to take my first step up the stairs and groan in pain and have to step back down.  
 
    “Oh, shit. Why does that hurt so much?” Madison puts her arm around me, supporting me under my arm. “Let’s take the elevator.”  
 
    I nod and let her lead me down the hall to the elevator that I’ve never used because I don’t trust them. We come around the corner and I laugh in defeat. There is an out of order sign and caution tape all over the door.  
 
    “Nice.” Madison looks at me with concern. “You can’t climb two flights of stairs in that much pain. Why don’t we go back to my dorm?”  
 
    “I can’t live in your dorm for my whole recovery. Your moody roommate will kill me just for existing in her presence for more than a few minutes.” She laughs and nods once. “That’s true. Maybe we can make her switch with you just for…” I look at her like she can’t be serious and she laughs. “Ok, yeah, she’d never go for it.” 
 
    “Come on, we’ll just have to take it really slow.” 
 
    Madison looks scared, but we walk back to the stairs. With her supporting one side of me, I try to take a step up, but as soon as I try to shift all of my weight to one leg, I have a shooting searing pain in my side and chest. Madison makes me step back down and sit down on the bottom step while I try to steady my breathing.  
 
    “Text Shannon. Maybe she has an idea of how to get you up there without having so much pain.” 
 
      
 
    Me: Any ideas on how to get upstairs without blacking out? 
 
    Shannon: You should not be climbing stairs till your pain is mostly gone, probably for the first month. That was in your paperwork we went over.  
 
    Me: I forgot. The elevator is out of order and I have 2 flights to my dorm.  
 
    Shannon: No, don’t you dare try to climb that. What about Madison’s place? 
 
    Me: She has an evil roommate that will probably turn me into a shrunken head if we even just ask if I can stay there. Is there any technique I could use to make it up there? 
 
    Shannon: No, Kayla, there is no special “technique”. Give me five minutes. Do not try to get up those stairs! 
 
    Me: Five minutes for what? 
 
    Shannon: I need to take care of something. I’ll text back in a few. 
 
      
 
    I show Madison the conversation and we sit and wait for Shannon to get back to us.  
 
    “Hey, what are you doing sitting down here?” I look up and Whitney is standing a few steps above us. She beams down at me and starts skipping down the last few steps. I carefully stand up and she wraps her arms around me. “Afraid to be my roommate or something?” I shake my head. “No, I can’t do the stairs and the elevator is busted. I’m waiting on a suggestion from Shannon on how I can get up there.” 
 
    “Why don’t we just carry you?” Madison shakes her head. “No way. Let’s wait to see what Shannon says. I don’t want her ending up back in the hospital again.” 
 
    “Hang on, I think that’s her.” 
 
     
 
    Shannon: Ok, sorry. I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to stay there if the elevator is out. You need to be able to get in and out of there quickly if something happens. It’s just not safe. You’d basically be trapped up there if we are able to get you up there somehow. If you are interested, I live on a ground level apartment. You can stay with me till you’re able to climb the stairs. Madison can stay as well. If not, maybe you can talk to dorm housing and see what they can do. 
 
      
 
    I smile and show Madison the message. She smiles and shrugs her shoulders.  
 
    “Well, that works. Sorry, Whitney, looks like you don’t get your roommate back yet.” Whitney pouts and puts her arms around my neck. “Where you going?” 
 
    “Shannon’s. Its only till my pain subsides enough that I can climb the stairs or if they fix the elevator sooner.” 
 
    “Ok, enjoy your slumber party while you can because I’m going to be bugging dorm housing to get that elevator fixed so I can have you back.” I laugh and nod. “Ok.” 
 
     
 
    Me: If you’re sure that wouldn’t be a bother, then we’d like to take you up on the offer.  
 
    Shannon: Obviously, it wouldn’t be a bother since I offered, silly. Let me know the street and dorm building and I can be there in 30 minutes. I’ll take you both to my place and then I’ll have to go back to work. 
 
      
 
    I give her directions and then Madison and Whitney leave me sitting on the steps so they can go pack some of my stuff for me. While I wait, I decide to text Sam.  
 
      
 
    Me: Hey, just wanted to let you know I was released today. Ran into a bit of a dilemma with where to stay though. Can’t get up the stairs and the elevator is out.  
 
    Sam: Hey, baby. I’m glad you’re finally out. I really wish I could be there with you. Where you going to stay? With Madison? 
 
    Me: Sort of, just not in her dorm because I think her roommate would kill us in our sleep.  
 
    Sam: Ok… in a hotel? 
 
    Me: No.  
 
    Sam: Call me. 
 
      
 
    I exhale and my heartrate quickens. I push the call button and she picks up right away.  
 
    “What’s going on, Kayla? Why are you acting like you don’t want to tell me something?” 
 
    “Well, because I don’t want you to get upset. Some stuff is changing around here, but nothing is changing with us and you.” 
 
    “Ok, now you are freaking me out. You better spill it or I am coming out there tomorrow.” I laugh a little and feel myself relax. I really do love when she acts jealous like this. “Well, we’re going to be staying with my nurse and things kind of happened with her and we want her in the family. But, I think Candi and Carmen will be leaving the family – either on their own or I guess we’ll just break it off with them. We haven’t talked to them yet.” 
 
    “I guess I have no say in any of this?”  
 
    “Well, I don’t know. What would you change?”  
 
    “I’m fine with losing Candi and Carmen because that’s more of you that I get to myself, but why do you need to add this nurse?” 
 
    “She’s really sweet and caring and has a great personality. She doesn’t want to just have a fling with us like Candi and Carmen wanted. She wants something serious and she likes the idea of a family. We want a serious family.” 
 
    “Kayla, I’m only going to get to see you guys a few times a year aside from summer vacations. What if you fall in love with her and decide you don’t want me in the family anymore?” 
 
    “Sam, do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes, you know I am crazy in love with you.” 
 
    “Do you love Madison?” 
 
    “Yes, I love her too.”  
 
    “Well, we both love you and the three of us are firm, no matter what other changes we make. If Shannon doesn’t work out, it will probably just be the three of us.” 
 
    “But why her? You’ve already messed with Candi and Carmen. What makes this girl so special that you’d toss the other two aside and pull her in? Can we trust her?” 
 
    “The other two don’t want a serious relationship, Shannon does. We want to have a tight loving family. And yes, we can trust her. She had a STD screening done without us asking to show she is serious and wants to be with us. That alone shows she’s thoughtful and considerate and wants to show she’s not trying to hide anything. I didn’t even think of that before.” 
 
    “Shit, neither did I. Do I need to get tested now? Kayla, I swear, if I got something…” 
 
    “Sam, chill. No, you didn’t catch anything. I’m clean, so you have to be clean as well.” 
 
    “Ok, so we can trust her. But why her?”  
 
    “I don’t know. She reminds me of you and Madison wrapped in one person. She has her own unique qualities, but she also has some of each of you in her. It just feels like she would fit with all of us.” 
 
    “If you can have both of us in one person, why would you need us anymore?”  
 
    “Babe, you have to relax. You’re not being replaced. I love you, Sam, and I want you with us.” 
 
    “What if I can’t handle you loving another girl?” 
 
    “Then the three of us will talk.” 
 
    “What does she look like? Can you send me a picture?” 
 
    “I don’t have one, but I can try to get one later. She’s very pretty and built similar to Madison.” 
 
    “Ok. Thanks for telling me. Did you already mess with her?” I blush even though no one is here to see me and I hesitate to answer. “Jesus, Kayla. You were in the hospital from being beat up and you still couldn’t keep your legs crossed? What did you do?” 
 
    “Well, it was one sided and happened twice. I received, but I haven’t reciprocated yet.” 
 
    “Was Madison there?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. I wouldn’t do anything without her. She didn’t tell you because she thought I should. Don’t be upset with her for not telling you sooner.” 
 
    “I’m not upset with Madison, but I am upset that I was out here crying over not being able to be there with you, thinking you’re in terrible agony, while you had some strange girl playing between your legs.”  
 
    “Baby, I’m sorry. I was in agony; that’s kind of why it happened, to try to help me feel better. This family thing is new, you know? Maddi was there and didn’t object, so I just let it happen. I don’t know what the politics are supposed to be with a family.” 
 
    “Well, I wish I was part of the decision making, but I guess this is the way it is. I’m just the spare.” 
 
    “Sam, don’t say it like that. We both love you. Would it make you feel better if you got to talk to her and get to know her?” 
 
    “Maybe. Will I get to talk to her before you both sleep with her?” I rub the back of my neck and look up the stairs to see if Madison is coming yet. “Ok, Sam. I’ll talk to Maddi and we’ll work it out. You know how we used to lay around talking and watching movies? And how we’d go for pizza, getting as many toppings as we had cash for, before eating so much we couldn’t stand up?” She laughs. “Yeah. How about the time we went to that ice cream bar place that had a hundred different toppings? I couldn’t believe you actually drank a cup of hot fudge. I miss doing those things with you.” 
 
    “We want that with you, and Shannon wants that with us. We want that whole crazy in love romantic relationship with each other.” 
 
    “Baby, you are making me miss you so much right now. I want to lay in your arms and invent future dreams together like we used to do. Maybe you and Madison can call me later?”  
 
    “Yeah, we’ll do that, baby.”  
 
    “Hey, is that Sam?” I look up and Whitney and Madison are several steps up with a stuffed book bag, a duffle bag, and my pillow. “Yeah, you want to say, hi?” 
 
    “Yeah, hold on.” 
 
    “Hey, Sam, Madison wants to say, hi. I guess we’ll talk later.” 
 
    “Ok, baby. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” I hand Madison the phone and she smiles. “Hey, Sam. I told Kayla about you coming out for Halloween. Did you figure out how much the final cost will be so we can transfer you some money?”  
 
    I sit back and watch, unable to hear Sam. Whitney sits down next to me and looks at me confused, but doesn’t say anything.  
 
    “Ok, yeah, that’s doable. We’ll get it transferred by tomorrow.” She pauses and looks at me slightly biting her bottom lip. “I accepted her into the family. You know Kayla won’t make that decision.” She scrunches her brow and looks down, nervously shuffling on her feet. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I should have considered your opinion and feelings first.” My eyebrows shoot to the sky and my jaw drops. Madison looks at me and blushes. “Ok, we’ll talk to Shannon and work something out so you can get to know her. She already knows you’re important to both of us.” She looks down and nods vigorously a few times. “Ok, we’ll tell Candi and Carmen it’s over.”  
 
    I can’t believe that Sam has been able to work that crazy in-charge attitude of hers to sway Madison like this. Madison has been the head of the family, making all of the decisions. Something seems to have shifted some since they both fell in love with each other. Being in charge comes much more easily for Sam than it does for Madison. I wonder if Madison is feeling relieved in not having to bear all of that responsibility alone. I just hope it doesn’t cause problems with them sharing the authority.  
 
    “Yeah, we’ll call later. Ok, I love you too. Bye.” She hangs up and hands me the phone. I look at her with raised eyebrows and she laughs a little. “You guys had a long conversation while I was up there. She is very fired up. It’s cute.” I laugh and shake my head. “Has Sam been upgraded to Mommy number two?” Madison laughs and shrugs a shoulder. “I guess so. But she’s right. If we love her, we should have made her a part of those decisions. She deserves more respect than we showed her.”  
 
    “True.” 
 
    “Uh, can I cut in here a moment?” We look at Whitney and she looks very confused. “Is this the same Sam that broke up with you before you came to school?”  
 
    Whitney has been so busy with the legal stuff and Darren’s mothers, that we haven’t been able to talk much and she doesn’t know everything that has happened. I quickly give her a very condensed version of everything and she stares at me with her mouth and eyes wide open.  
 
    “So, you guys are like lesbian polygamists? Are you Mormon?” I laugh really hard and bend over in pain from my ribs. Madison kneels down and pulls my shoulders back up and makes me straighten up. “No, we’re not Mormon.” Whitney shakes her head in amazement and laughs a little. “Wow, I can’t believe one wild Friday night turned into a whole new lifestyle change revelation for you two. You didn’t accidentally go to a cultist party and drink the Kool-Aid, did you?” I laugh again and she cheeses really big. “I’m just teasing. Whatever makes you happy.” 
 
    “You still want me as your roommate?” She laughs and wraps her arms around me. “Yes. I will be marching myself into the dorm housing office tomorrow to get this elevator fixed.” 
 
    My phone vibrates with a new text from Shannon letting me know she’s here. They won’t let me carry anything, so Whitney comes with us to help carry my bags and pillow out to Shannon’s car.  
 
    Shannon and Whitney already know each other from when I was in the hospital, but now that Whitney knows we are considering adding her to our family, she is all goofy smiles around her. It’s embarrassing. Shannon notices and blushes a little as she helps load my stuff in her trunk.  
 
    Shannon’s place is only a few miles from campus housing. She parks in front of a brick three-story building, and after grabbing my bags, she opens a burgundy painted door with large brass numbers. As soon as we step inside, I’m struck in the face by a cool, wonderfully scented draft of air. I close my eyes and inhale deeply.  
 
    “It smells like lavender and vanilla in here.”  
 
    “Nice parlor trick.” I open my eyes and Shannon is looking at me with a cute grin. “Sorry, it smells nice. What is that?” She smiles and walks me into the living room and points to a pretty plug-in scent diffuser in the outlet next to her large comfortable looking grey microfiber sofa. “Did I guess the scent correctly?” 
 
    “You did, little hound dog. So, this is the living room. You can watch TV, play games, or play on the internet. Everything is hooked up to the TV. There’s a wireless mouse and keyboard in the drawer in the coffee table if you want to use the internet.”  
 
    She starts to walk out of the living room and we follow her to a small pristinely clean kitchen. She opens the fridge and looks inside.  
 
    “There’s some bottled water, soda, beers, and random food stuff in here if you need anything. Kayla, you cannot have alcohol with your medications, so no beer for you.” 
 
    “That’s fine. We don’t drink anyway.” She smiles and nods once. “Ok. There’s also some snacks in the cabinet next to the stove.” She walks out again and we follow her down a narrow hall. She points to the first door, but doesn’t stop, “That’s the bathroom.” She stops at the end of the hall and pushes open a door, flips on the light, and steps inside. “This is the bedroom. I just washed the sheets and blankets yesterday, so if you want to sleep or anything, they are clean. But if you don’t want to take my word for it, there are more sheets in the hall closet across from the bathroom.” 
 
    “Sleep or anything?” I look at her with a grin and she laughs in a nervous way and looks down. “Well, I don’t know. I’m just saying, you have free reign of the place. Just make yourselves at home.” 
 
    “I’m afraid to do that. The place is so immaculate.” She smiles and narrows her eyes at me a little bit. “Are you making fun of my neat freak tendencies?”  
 
    “Not yet. But if you have to carefully remove and fold your clothes when you change or strip down, I’ll have to tease you then.”  
 
    “So, you like your girls to quickly tear their clothes off and toss them behind themselves, letting them fall wherever?”  
 
    Madison gives me a meaningful look and I quickly switch gears to back out of flirting mode.  
 
    “Pretty much, but I’ll try not to destroy your perfectly neat home while you’re at work. I’ll try to stick to the living room so you can at least quarantine me if I’m too messy for you.” 
 
    “You’re a brat, teasing me after I just opened my home up to you. I have to get going. I’ll be home around four. Do you need anything before I leave? Have you taken your medicine since you left?”  
 
    “Oh, uh, I forgot to stop at the pharmacy to fill that on the way home.” 
 
    “Kayla!” She looks at her watch and takes a deep breath. “I swear, I am going to spank you. Do you have the prescriptions with you?” I bite my lip and look at Madison. “Did you stick the paperwork in the bookbag?”  
 
    I nod and Madison rushes back out to the living room with us in step behind her. She opens the front pocket where I had folded and stuffed all of the paperwork and she starts looking through it.  
 
    “How did we forget this? How far is the pharmacy from here?” 
 
    “I’ll take it and have it filled at the hospital pharmacy. Her insurance is already in the system, so it will just be easier. I knew I should have had that done before I let you leave. I don’t think this will be ready by the time you need to take more medicine.” She rushes away to her bathroom and returns with a bottle of ibuprofen. “If I can’t get back here in an hour and you need something, you can take three to four of these, but don’t take more than that.” 
 
    “Ok, I’m really sorry.” She gives me a small kind smile and shakes her head. “I just hope I’m able to get this to you before the last dose wears off too much. Please try to just relax and don’t do anything strenuous.” 
 
    “Ok, thank you.” 
 
    “Yeah, thanks, Shannon. For everything.” 
 
    Shannon gives both of us a quick peck on the lips and leaves with my prescriptions in hand.  
 
    “I feel really bad. I can’t believe I forgot to get those filled.” Madison wraps her arms around my neck and gently kisses my lips. “I’m sorry, baby. I was so distracted with my thoughts that I didn’t remember either. I really like her. I hope Sam approves of her and they get along.”  
 
    “If Sam doesn’t approve, or Shannon wants nothing to do with Sam, what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, I’ll have to respect Sam’s wishes if she says no. But if she says yes, and Shannon doesn’t want to be involved with Sam, maybe it could still work. I think that would be very complicated and might cause jealousy issues though.” 
 
    “Yeah, either they both are ok with it, or I think we’ll have to keep it just the three of us. Maddi, I’m really tired. Do you mind if we take a nap?”  
 
    Madison takes my hand and leads me to the sofa. We take our off shoes and neatly line them up in front of the coffee table, before I lay down with my broken ribs in against the back of the sofa and Madison squeezes on next to me, laying her head on my chest.  
 
    “Oh, this feels good. I’ve missed holding you like this.” 
 
    Madison purrs against me and carefully drapes her leg over mine and places her hand on my stomach.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    I feel like I’m being crushed. I can’t breathe properly and my chest is tight and pinched. I try to sit up and a blinding pain shoots through me. I scream out and fall backwards, cradling my ribs in a tight ball.  
 
    “Sweetie, relax. Madison, can you bring her medicine over here and a bottle of water?”  
 
    Shannon places her hands on my shoulders and tries to push them back against the sofa, but my knees just raise to compensate, keeping me in a tight coil. Shannon places a hand on the top of my thigh and squeezes as she pushes my leg down. With all of the pain that is lighting up my nervous system, I don’t understand how that simple touch could cause a pulse of pleasure through those same pained nerves, but it does and my body starts to relax and uncoil.  
 
    I’m only barely relaxed as the pain is so bad that I feel lightheaded and my vision is cloudy. Madison sits down and lifts my head to rest in her lap while they help me take my medicine.  
 
    “You’re going to be in a lot of pain till this kicks in. I’m sorry. I should have woken you and made you take it earlier, but you looked like you were finally sleeping well and I didn’t want to interrupt it.” I groan and wince and choke back a sob. “What time is it?”  
 
    “It’s just after five o’clock.” Damn, I’ve been asleep for over six hours. “I might black out.” I groan and my body starts to tense again. Madison holds my shoulders as Shannon gently caresses and holds my stomach and legs to keep me from coiling into a ball. “I’m really tired of this.” 
 
    “I know, sweetie. I’m sorry. Will talking or watching TV help to take your mind off of the pain some?” 
 
    “You can talk.” I groan and they caress and hold me down lovingly. It feels so nice, even though I’m in agony. “Ok, I’ll talk.” She brushes my cheek with her hand and tugs my bottom lip free from my teeth. “Madison and I talked while we let you sleep. She told me the deal with Sam. I’ve agreed that out of respect for what all of you are to each other that I will talk to Sam and try to get to know her as well. It makes it an easier concept knowing that Candi and Carmen won’t be in the mix anymore.” 
 
    “Did you, oh god.” I wince and try hard to breathe normally and relax. “Did you talk to her yet?”  
 
    “No. We wanted to wait till you were awake.” 
 
    “And if Sam says, no?” Shannon brushes her thumb across my bottom lip and gently kisses me. “I know what it means. But I’m already, I just, yeah, I understand.”  
 
    I look at her confused from that last incoherent rambling and I see pain in her eyes and her bottom lip slightly quivers, but she swallows and then licks her lips, pushing the emotion down. It makes my chest tighten with emotion, causing more pain to radiate through me. I reach for her, pulling her forward. I stare in her pretty green eyes and I can tell. She loves me. I give her a small smile and pull her into a kiss. She releases a small sound and her hand firmly grips my thigh as our mouths move together. Madison brushes one hand through my hair and lays her other hand on my chest, just gently holding and soothing me while I kiss Shannon.  
 
    This is such a beautiful moment, it makes tears well up in my eyes. I have these two beautiful women taking care of me, both of which love me and want to be with me and each other as a happy family. I wrap an arm around Shannon and pull her down on top of myself, but immediately pull back and scream in pain.  
 
    “Kayla, I’m sorry. Are you ok?”  
 
    I cling to Madison’s hand and slowly breathe as I ride out the sharp pain. After a couple minutes, I’m composed again enough that I’m not screaming or groaning and I can open my eyes again.  
 
    I feel like I’ll pass out any second, but I need to say this. In a quiet, breathless voice, I say, “I want you and Sam to like each other and want to be together, like how you described in the hospital. Madison has called all the shots till I was hospitalized, and Sam has made the call to cut Candi and Carmen from the fold. I haven’t made one judgement call on any of this yet, because till now, I’ve been ok with the decisions of my girls. But I’m using my Daddy rank now. Sam will need to learn to love you or at least tolerate you.”  
 
    As soon as I finish, my eyes close and I lose consciousness. A cold sensation on my neck makes me jolt awake and Madison and Shannon have their hands placed to keep me from sitting up. 
 
    “Shh, sweetie, its ok. Please don’t try to move at all. We need to let your medicine kick in. Kayla, I am so sorry I didn’t make you take this sooner.” 
 
    “It’s my fault for forgetting it in the first place. Maddi, can you sing for me?” Madison looks down at me smiling and caresses my cheek. “Ok, baby. What do you want me to sing for you?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t care. You could sing out of one of my biology textbooks and it would be beautiful.”  
 
    Madison laughs and kisses my forehead a moment. Shannon moves from kneeling on the floor next to me, to sit on the sofa, holding my legs on her lap. This is nice – my head is cradled on Madison’s lap, and my legs are cradled on Shannon’s. 
 
    Madison takes a sip of my water and licks her lips in thought. She smiles down at me and starts singing. I smile really big and nuzzle my face in closer to her. I recognize the song from her singing it for me before. It’s a jazz song by the famous Lena Horne – Just Squeeze Me. It talks about love and missing her lover and wanting to be squeezed and held close at bed time. I love when she sings this for me. I thought it was funny when she told me who sings it because that’s my mom’s name. 
 
    While she sings, she gently caresses my face, neck, shoulders, and chest. She entwines her hand with one of mine, and each time she sings, “squeeze me”, she squeezes my hand. By the time that she gets to the last note, I have tears streaking down my cheeks.  
 
    “Baby, that was beautiful. Thank you.” She carefully bends down and kisses me. Our lips and tongues move together in a beautiful sensual dance for a few moments, making me feel like I’m floating. She pulls back and smiles at me. “You love me?” I smile really big and she giggles. “Yeah, I love you, Maddi.” She runs her fingers through my hair and kisses my forehead. “I love you too. Are you feeling better now?” I nod and nuzzle in closer to her. “Some. Thank you.” 
 
    “You have a really beautiful voice.”  
 
    We look over at Shannon and she is wiping her eyes. I smile and reach my other hand out for her to take. Madison’s voice always brings me to reverent tears too. Shannon takes my hand and kisses it a couple times and then blushes and looks down.  
 
    “Thank you, Shannon.” She looks back at Madison and smiles. “I’ve always liked singing. I’m a little jealous because I could never sound that amazing.” Madison laughs a little. “Do you know any songs by heart?” Shannon shakes her head. “No, I can’t sing without music. I have to sing with a song or I’m tone deaf.” 
 
    Madison pulls out her cellphone and swipes through some screens before handing it to Shannon.  
 
    “I have over four thousand songs so I’m sure you can find one you know.”  
 
    “No way I am following you. You sing like an angel, Madison.” Madison giggles and shakes her head. “We’ll sing together.” Shannon looks really nervous, but smiles when Madison adds, “Kayla would love it.” 
 
    Shannon scrolls through Madison’s massive music library trying to find a song. It’s cute watching her. Her cheeks are red and she keeps nervously biting her lip, looking at us and then shaking her head and keeps scrolling.  
 
    “I can’t find one that’s sweet and romantic like you sang that I know well enough to sing.” 
 
    “It doesn’t have to be sweet and romantic. Just pick anything you feel comfortable singing.”  
 
    “Ok, well, do you know this one well enough?” She presses play and a song that I actually love starts playing. I smile really big and squeeze their hands. “Yes, sing this one for me.” They giggle and Shannon takes a drink of water and clears her throat. She laughs in a nervous way and shakes her head. “I can’t believe I’m about to do this. I never sing in front of anyone.” 
 
    She restarts the song and Madison starts first and Shannon nervously bites her lip and joins in the second verse. My heart skips a beat and I moan in pleasure, as I whisper, “So beautiful.” Shannon smiles and looks down as she continues to sing with Madison. When they finish singing, I have tears streaming down my cheeks. It was the most beautiful duet I’ve ever heard. Madison has a sweet silky voice that feels like its wrapping me in soft fluffy clouds and swaddling me, while Shannon has an earthier raspy voice that feels like its lifting me up. The two combined is amazing.  
 
    “Wow. I don’t think I can ever listen to that original again. I need to record you both singing that.”  
 
    They laugh and bend down to pepper my face and neck with kisses. I laugh and wrap my arms around them, enjoying them loving on me. I hold onto them both for a few minutes and then let them sit back up. Shannon rubs my legs and smiles at me so affectionately that I just want to pull her back down on top of me again. 
 
    “You look like you’re feeling better. Are you hungry?” 
 
    “Starving.” Shannon pats my legs and carefully slides out from under them and stands up. “Ok, I’ll cook something.” 
 
    “You cook?” She laughs and shrugs a shoulder. “Some.” 
 
    “Can I help?”  
 
    “No.” I pout and cross my arms over my chest. “Why not?” She smiles and bends down to kiss my lips. “For your first night here, I’d like to cook for both of you. You can watch though, if you feel up to standing.” 
 
    I carefully stand up with Madison’s and Shannon’s help and we follow her to the kitchen. I lean against the counter with Madison at my side and we watch Shannon pull stuff out of the fridge and cabinets. Shannon comes to stand in front of me and places a hand on my hip.  
 
    “I need you to move over some, sweetie.” I smile and shake my head. She puckers her lips and slightly narrows her eyes at me, but then smiles like she’s proud of herself. “Please, Daddy.”  
 
    I smile really big and I slide over some. She flashes me a cute amused grin and steps into my vacated space with a cutting board and sheathed knife.  
 
    She turns to wash some vegetables, grabs a big bowl, and then returns to start peeling and chopping up some carrots, potatoes, some weird looking knobby yellow things that look like wannabe carrots, and an onion. I pick up one of the yellow things and smell it. She laughs and takes it back from me.  
 
    “What is that thing?” 
 
    “A parsnip.”  
 
    “Am I going to like that?” She laughs and shrugs a shoulder. “I don’t know. We’ll find out.” 
 
    “What are you making?” She laughs again and kisses my lips. “You are so cute. Always so many questions.” Madison releases a small laugh and I look at her and she nods and gives me a kiss. “That’s the scientist in you.” 
 
    “Asking what’s for dinner is an ordinary question. Now, asking,” I pause and caress Shannon’s cheek, glide my thumb under her bottom lip, and gently tug on it a moment, making her inhale deeply and blush, before I finish, “why that happens when I touch you, is a scientific question.” 
 
    “That was not fair.” I laugh and she gently smacks my arm. “Why was that unfair?”  
 
    “Because.” She pouts and goes back to cutting the vegetables into little bite size cubes. I glance at Madison and she smiles and nods towards Shannon. “I think you better do something about that pouty girl, Daddy.” 
 
    I step behind Shannon, getting so close that my body is pressed against hers. She stops cutting and places the knife on the counter as she inhales and starts to turn. I place my hands on her hips and squeeze them a moment before wrapping my arms around her waist, holding her close. I nuzzle in her neck and breathe in her sweet scent and gently kiss her neck, ear, and cheek. 
 
    Shannon releases a small sound of happy contentment and places her hands over my arms and presses her cheek against mine.  
 
    “This feels so good. Can you stay like this?” I smile and kiss her neck. “Ok.”  
 
    She turns and kisses my lips a moment before turning back to keep cutting the veggies. I glance at Madison and she looks so happy. I pucker up my lips at her and she leans over and gives me a soft kiss on the lips and then kisses Shannon on the cheek. Shannon smiles really big and glances at us both with red cheeks. 
 
    She grabs the onion and as soon as she slices through it, the scent reaches my eyes and it burns. 
 
    “Oh, wow, that’s a potent onion.” I laugh and burry my face in her neck, trying to hide from the onion fumes. She laughs and squirms. “Your tickling my neck.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I smile and nuzzle in more and let my breath and eyelashes move over her soft skin. She laughs hard and squirms, trying to get away. “Kayla, oh my god. Stop.”  
 
    She laughs and jerks a little, accidentally elbowing me in the ribs. I gasp and immediately release her and fall backwards a few steps bent over in pain. Madison and Shannon are quickly holding onto me and supporting me.  
 
    “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “It was my fault. I keep forgetting I’m broken. I’m just going to stand over here and let you do your thing.”  
 
    I slowly move to the other side of the kitchen cradling my ribs and both of them frown and look sad and concerned.  
 
    Two months of having to be careful of these ribs is going to be extremely frustrating. I can’t stand not being able to be intimate with them the way I want to be. The idea of having to wait two months to be able to dance with them is painful. I shake my head and start to walk out. Madison reaches for my hand, but I shake my head.  
 
    “I’m going to go sit down.”  
 
    I sit down on the sofa and lean my head back with my eyes closed. Is there something I could have done differently that would have prevented all of this? Is there something better I could have said to Darren that would have spared me the beating he gave me and then later causing him to be killed? I keep replaying the whole night in my head everyday and I just don’t understand it. I just don’t understand how he developed the kind of anger he had to do all of this. 
 
    “Baby?” I open my eyes and Madison sits down next to me. I take her hand in mine and hold it on my lap. “Is there something I could have done differently, Maddi? Could I have prevented all of this?” 
 
    “No, baby. Nothing you said or didn’t say caused any of this.” I shake my head. “You don’t believe that. You wouldn’t be going into psychology for the reasons you are if you believed that.” 
 
    “Kayla, the human mind is extremely complex, and even though some patterns in behavior can exist amongst people, it is still extremely difficult to know how someone will react to something. Especially, when that person is unstable and under the conditions of stress and fear. We will never know if there was something you or any of us could have done or said to prevent this. But when we dwell on things that have happened and that we can’t change, we create new behavioral patterns and imbalances that could lead to new issues down the road. Regardless if you could have, you have to accept that you could not have changed the outcome of this. Otherwise, you will drive yourself crazy and create so many insecurities in your mind.” 
 
    “It’s really sexy how smart you are.” She smiles and kisses my cheek. “I hate that I can’t hold you and be with you the way I want to be. I hate that I have these limitations and will for so long. I want to make love to you and dance with you. I want to feel you against me.” 
 
    “We can still make love and even dance together. We just have to be careful. We’re going to have two months of beautiful slow and tender loving and dancing, which, you are amazing at. I love your wild side, but your tender side is pure heaven, baby.” I smile and my cheeks blush hot. “I love you, Maddi. Thanks for being so wonderful.” 
 
    “I love you too, Kayla.” She loops her arm in mine and leans her head on my shoulder. “Do you want to stay in here or go back to the kitchen and watch Shannon make her mystery parsnip dinner?” I laugh and kiss her head. “Yeah, let’s go see what she’s going to do with those weird things.” Madison smiles and helps me off the sofa.  
 
    When we come back into the kitchen, Shannon is pulling out a package of really small cubes of beef. She sets it down on the counter and looks at me with concern.  
 
    “Did I do someth…” I wrap my arms around her, cutting her off. “Sorry I walked out. I’m just grumpy about being fragile.” She gently kisses my cheek and rubs her hands soothingly over my back. “I know, sweetie.” 
 
    She pulls back and runs her fingers through my hair a moment, before smiling and pulling away to keep cooking.  
 
    She tosses the diced onions in a hot pot with a little bit of oil and cooks them for a few minutes before adding the package of cubed beef. She adds a couple pinches of salt from a small bowl next to the stove and tosses the mixture around a few times. I’ve watched my mom make stew many times and Shannon is doing all of the right steps. After a few minutes, she adds a couple cartons of stock, a small can of tomato paste, the veggies she had chopped, and some dried herbs.  
 
    The smell is already amazing. It reminds me of home and makes me miss my mom. My mom makes amazing stew. I make Shannon slightly yelp as I wrap my arms around her from behind and firmly kiss her cheek while she’s stirring the pot. She giggles and places a hand over mine.  
 
    “Hey, sweetie.” 
 
    “You should know that stew is one of my favorite comfort foods and makes me very homesick. My mom makes amazing stew.” She turns in my arms to face me and kisses my lips. “Well, I’m sure I can’t make it as good as your mom, but I hope you like it. Stew is one of my favorite meals and always makes me feel better when the world just seems off.” 
 
    “Thank you for cooking. I’ve been missing homecooked food so much.” She smiles and places her hands on the sides of my face, just looking in my eyes for a moment. “You’re welcome.”  
 
    She looks like she wanted to say something else, but she releases my face and turns back to the stove to stir the pot and place a lid over it.  
 
    “Ok, that just needs to simmer for a while. Do you want a snack while we wait?” I shake my head. “No, I want to be ravenous when you give me the stew so I can fully appreciate it. You and Maddi can have something though.” 
 
    “If you’re ravenous before you eat, you may think it’s better than it is. I think you should eat a snack so I can feel confident you’re telling me the truth if you like it.” 
 
    “Ok, fine.” 
 
    Shannon grins and turns to open her cabinets to find something for us to snack on. She has a lot of healthy snacks, which I don’t normally eat.  
 
    “See anything you want?” She laughs at me and turns to face me. “What’s with that face?”  
 
    “Your cabinet is full of bird and squirrel food.” Both of them laugh hard. “What kind of snacks do you like?” 
 
    “Kayla likes junk food.” 
 
    “How do you have such a sexy body and abs like that if you eat junk food?” I smile and dust off my shoulder in a cocky way and lean against the counter. “Came out this way. I was born with a six-pack, baby.” They laugh and Madison shakes her head. “Kayla has a really weird diet. If she has a lot of carbs and junk one day, she eats a ton of protein and almost no carbs the next day. She also drinks a lot of water and works out a lot.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” Madison laughs and walks over to me, wrapping her arms around my neck. “We’re together all the time. You think I haven’t noticed your habits?” I pout and she giggles. “Sorry, baby. I won’t tell anyone else your secret sexy-ab formula.” I smile and she playfully nips my bottom lip. “I guess since I can’t work out much, I should learn how to eat those weird healthy snacks you have.” 
 
    Shannon smiles and turns back to the cabinet and pulls out a couple boxes and bags of stuff and we follow her to the living room. She sits down on the sofa and Madison follows, sitting very close to her, but I hesitate to sit. She looks up at me confused and I point over at her dining room table. 
 
    “Uh, with as clean as you keep this place, you really ok with us snacking on your sofa?”  
 
    “If you tease me one more time about my clean house, I’m going to bend you over and spank you. Now, get your ass down here.”  
 
    I smile really big and open my mouth to say more, but she laughs and grabs my hand, pulling me over to sit down on the other side of her.  
 
    She has a bag of some weird vegetable air popped crisps that don’t have any grains or potatoes in them, a box of some soy and sesame pretzel sticks that are gluten free, and some trail mix. I try all of them, but the only one I can actually eat more than a few of are the popped crisps. They taste pretty similar to regular potato chips, but the texture is a little weird.  
 
    “Madison, what’s your favorite snack?” Madison smiles and looks at me in a meaningful way, making me cheese really big. She shakes her head and laughs. “Sorry, uh, I think I’m more into the junk food like Kayla, but I really like fresh fruit too.” 
 
    “You two are going to make me have to actually exercise or something to make sure I don’t gain weight.” Madison laughs. “You don’t need to worry about that. But, we can help with the ‘something’.”  
 
    Shannon freezes as she’s about to place a fake pretzel in her mouth and blushes. I smile and watch as she turns to face Madison. Madison smiles and pulls the snacks off her lap and sets them on the coffee table. 
 
    Just as Madison is turning back to face her, Shannon pulls her into an intense kiss. My clit starts hammering and my insides contract. Their lips and tongues are moving in an urgent hungry tumbling. Shannon’s hands move down Madison’s back and grip her hips. Madison straddles her lap and presses into her, pushing her against the back of the sofa. Shannon moans and grips Madison’s ass, pulling her down hard against herself. They both moan and inhale deeply.  
 
    Shannon suddenly pulls back, panting for air. She looks in Madison’s eyes and smiles. She runs her hands up Madison’s shirt, lifting it with her hands, but then stops and bites her lip nervously.  
 
    “How many of these phone dates do I have to survive with Sam before she will allow us to be together?” Madison groans and leans into her, resting her head on her shoulder. Shannon wraps her arms around her and holds her close. “I don’t know. I guess we’ll see how tonight goes.” 
 
    They look over at me with matching sheepish grins. 
 
    “Hey, loves. Having fun?”  
 
    They smile really big and they grip my arms and pull me over closer. After both of them give me a kiss, we decide to pull apart so we won’t get so worked up that we can’t stop. 
 
    Out of respect for Sam, we’ll let her and Shannon do this phone dating thing to be able to talk and get to know each other, but I’m not allowing her to cut Shannon from the family. I know Sam loves us and won’t want to end what we have just because we bring in another girl, so I’m not going to let her jealousy issues ruin something beautiful that we can have with Shannon. 
 
    After we sit and talk for a while, we help Shannon take the woodland creature snacks back to the kitchen and watch as she tastes and makes final adjustments to the stew. She ladles the steaming rich and thick comfort food into giant mugs and we take them to the dining room table to eat. She offers to eat on the sofa, but I refuse. Dry snacks are one thing, but I’m not eating something that could stain in her living room. I might have teased her earlier, but I really like and respect that she is so clean and tidy.  
 
    I stir my stew and watch the thick gravy like broth stick to the spoon and coat every little bite of veggie and tender beef. I lean over the bowl into the steady soft stream of steam floating from the rich bowl and breathe in the hearty fragrant warmth. I release a small moan and smile. It smells so similar to my mom’s. I fill my spoon, and after gently blowing on it to drive out some of the heat, I slowly place the bite in my mouth. My eyes close and I’m transported to my dining room table at home surrounded by my family, devouring bowl after bowl of my mom’s amazing buffalo stew. The power of the moment causes emotion to spring into my eyes and a tear streaks down my cheek. I quickly wipe it away, hoping they didn’t see, but Shannon takes my hand.  
 
    “Did you burn yourself?” I blush and shake my head as I look down at the bowl. “Is it no good?” I laugh and shake my head. “No, it’s amazing.”  
 
     “Are you in pain?” 
 
    “No, it’s nothing like that. It’s nothing bad.” 
 
    “Well, if you have a tear leak from those ocean blue eyes after taking a bite of my stew, what am I supposed to think?” I smile and look up into her pretty green eyes. “It’s not the same, but your stew is really close to my mom’s. It just made me really miss her and my family. My mom makes an amazing buffalo stew that she serves with a sweet corn bread with a crispy bottom. It’s one of my favorite meals. My dad usually makes a batch of fresh apple cider to go with it. The cider is so delicious that we call it ‘liquid happiness’. I could see all of them for a moment. And taste and smell all of that.” 
 
    “I think that’s the best compliment I have ever received. I’m so glad you like it.”  
 
    “My mom can’t make soup or stew, so I’ve actually never had good homecooked stew before now. This really is amazing, Shannon. Thank you for cooking. I feel all warm and cozy inside.”  
 
    Shannon looks so happy that I just can’t stop looking at her. It’s beautiful.


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    I plan on going back to classes on Monday, so I’m trying to get caught up on what I missed. It’s Friday, so I have all weekend to try to get everything done, but I wanted to get most of it done today. I have my books and laptop spread out around me, filling the coffee table and the sofa, and I’m just staring at all of it. Madison is in class and Shannon is at work, but both should be home in a little over an hour.  
 
    Last night, we called Sam for the first time with Shannon after we stuffed ourselves with her amazing stew. Sam actually requested that we do a video chat so she could see Shannon. As soon as Shannon walked into the frame to say hello, Sam smiled really big, despite her efforts not to. Sam looked really good last night. Talking to her on video chat made me miss her so much. I wanted to be able to reach forward and touch her, as if she was just sitting on the other side of a window.  
 
    The conversation went really well. They kept it basic with asking questions about interests, hobbies, movies, and music, but the conversation got side tracked several times telling stories and reminiscing. Part of that was my fault. Seeing her made me miss her so much that I just couldn’t stop remembering things and they always fit into the conversation and I just couldn’t keep the memory to myself.  
 
    I could tell Sam was loving all of my distracted moments with me just dreaming and remembering the days of just the two of us. Sam has a late class tonight, so we won’t be calling her again for another one of our family phone dates till tomorrow night.  
 
    I look at my books and give up. I pull my phone out and put some music on. I’m not due to take any for another hour, but I take my medicine to get ahead of the pain that I’m most likely about to cause myself. I haven’t tried to dance since I was hospitalized, but I really want to dance. I also need to keep my skills sharp for this dance competition Sara wants me to do with her.  
 
    I put on a medium tempo song and start with my feet first, just working on different patterns and step sequences. I do ok with that without causing any pain, so I add my arms. Some patterns and moves hurt, but not too badly.  
 
    After a few songs, I’m starting to get pretty hot, so pull my top off, wipe the sweat off my face on it, and toss it on my books on the sofa.  
 
    A faster song comes on and the beats make me smile and excitement rush through my veins. I let the music flow through me and start dancing like I’m actually on stage as a backup dancer. I wince several times as my ribs pinch or stretch, but I don’t stop. I get through a few fast songs without having to stop, but I end up getting cocky and push it too far, sending a blinding sharp pain through my ribs and making me drop to my knees. I cradle my ribs and groan in pain.  
 
    I jump out of skin and fall over startled when two hands grab my shoulders. Shannon quickly pulls her arms back and looks concerned and amused.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. I guess the music was too loud for you to hear me come in and I was frozen watching you or else I would have said something.” 
 
    I’m lying on my back on the floor with her kneeling over me, staring down at me with a cute smile. 
 
    “It’s ok. How bad did I look?” She shakes her head and sits down next to me. She places her hand on my stomach and traces my abs. “You looked amazing. How are your ribs?” 
 
    “They hurt. That last move was a bad idea. I took my medicine an hour early. Is that ok?” 
 
    “Why did you take it early? Is the pain worse today?” 
 
    “No, I thought I’d need it sooner with trying to dance.” 
 
    “You have to be careful with your dosage timing, Kayla. Having too much in your system at once could make you sick or other bad effects. Please don’t do that again.”  
 
    Her hand stops tracing my abs and she rests it on the middle of my stomach. She looks around the room and laughs. 
 
    “How was your day?” I hide my face under an arm, making her laugh. “I know, I made a big mess.”  
 
    “Did you at least get anything accomplished, or did you just scatter everything around and dance all day?” 
 
    “Uh, there was also a lot of staring into space.” 
 
    “Do you have to have all of it done by Monday?”  
 
    “No. They’ve given me a couple weeks to get caught up, but it’s just going to get harder to get caught up the longer I wait. I was just too distracted to focus today.” 
 
    She lays down on her side facing me with her head propped on her hand and resumes gently tracing my stomach again.  
 
    “Why were you distracted?” Even though she is intimately stroking my stomach, I don’t detect anything sexual in her tone or mood. “My mind was just everywhere today.” 
 
    “What can we do to bring you back here so you’re not drifting off without us?”  
 
    I smile really big and look over into her deep green eyes. I love that she said “us” and included Madison even though she’s not here and part of this conversation yet.  
 
    As if on cue, and before I can answer, Madison comes through the front door. As she comes around the sofa and sees us lying on the floor, she quirks her eyebrows and grins.  
 
    “Why are you on the floor?”  
 
    Without waiting for an answer, she joins us on the other side of me. She gives me a small kiss on the lips and then leans over me to kiss Shannon.  
 
    “Hey, I didn’t get one of those from you yet.”  
 
    Shannon giggles and gives me a soft kiss on the lips.  
 
    “Did you find her like this?” Shannon shakes her head. “Not exactly. I walked in on her dancing.”  
 
    Shannon explains what happened and even mimic’s the look of horror I apparently had when she came to see if I was ok. Madison shakes her head in amusement and gently strokes the inside of my arm a few times before entwining her fingers with mine.  
 
    “Before you got here, Kayla was telling me her mind is everywhere and I asked what we can do to bring her back into the moment with us.” 
 
    “Where’s your mind right now, baby?” 
 
    “It sounds stupid and pathetic, but I’m really homesick. Seeing my parents and Sara this week was really nice, but it wasn’t the same, because I was in the hospital and the visits were so broken up. I miss my crazy little sister and my baby brother. I miss Sam. I miss… my friends.”  
 
    I almost said Awenasa’s name, but thankfully my brain was fast enough to insert ‘my friends’ instead. 
 
    “You’ll get to see all of them in less than two months and Sam will be here in three weeks. She’s staying for four days this time.” I smile and feel a burst of excitement in my chest. “Yeah, that’s true. What are we going to do while she’s here?”  
 
    Shannon stops tracing my abs and slowly withdrawals her hand. I look over at her confused and she looks kind of sad. 
 
    “What are you doing?” She shrugs a shoulder, but doesn’t say anything. “I was enjoying those fingers gliding across my skin. It was helping me stay in the moment with you two.”  
 
    She smiles and looks down a moment before lifting her hand and placing it back on my stomach. I pucker my lips at her, making her smile widen, and she bends down to peck me on the lips.  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Shannon, what are you worried about?” She looks up at Madison and her smile fades. “That I won’t fit in and will lose both of you. Cooking and eating with both of you last night was really nice. And then when we went to bed and snuggled all night, I felt so at peace and happy. Even laying here on the floor with you makes me happy.” 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that. You already fit with Kayla and I and I could tell last night that Sam likes you. She is more stubborn and it takes her more time to come around to things that weren’t her idea, but she will.” 
 
    “I know what I want to do.” They look down at me expectantly and I smile. “I saw this place on Oliver street, but we haven’t been there yet. I think it’s called Rory’s Cupcakes. I saw in the window that they let you frost and decorate your own cupcakes.” They both smile really big. Madison bends down and hovers above my lips and whispers, “Are you going to behave and keep the frosting on the cupcakes?”  
 
    “I can’t promise that. We still haven’t bought a bottle of chocolate fudge and I’m getting antsy for that special night.” 
 
    Shannon releases a small sound and we look over at her with big smiles and she blushes and bends her head to hide. We laugh and grip her scrubs top and pull her over. Madison gives her a short deep kiss and slowly releases her with a smile. After Madison drops her hand, I get a grip on Shannon with both hands and pull her down to me. Our mouths tumble in a heat inducing kiss and I can feel Shannon relaxing against me with each moment that passes. After a couple minutes, she pulls back breathing hard, but she looks in my eyes and comes back in for more. The second entry of her warm soft tongue is much more urgent and arousing. I feel her body shift and she moves over to straddle me. Her hips press down into mine, making both of us release a small moan. I glide my hands from her shoulders, down her sides, and firmly grip her ass, pulling her down harder against me, making us moan again. 
 
    My insides are on fire with need. It’s been several days since I last experienced the level of pleasure I need. I wanted to make love to Madison so badly yesterday, but I ended up sleeping the whole day. Shannon suddenly pulls back again panting for air. She looks over at Madison and then sits up and pulls Madison into another kiss.  
 
    After a couple minutes, they pull apart again and Shannon turns to come back to me. Before she can bend down, I grip the hem of her scrubs top and lift. Shannon smiles and allows me to pull it off over her head. Madison and I release a low moan. Shannon has flawless glowing amber skin. Her breasts are delicious plump round globes peeking out of a crazy sexy dark hunter green lacy demi cut bra. Her stomach is soft, but not out of shape. She has a delicious curve and dip from her ribs to her hips.  
 
    I carefully sit up and run my hands over her shoulders and down her chest and stomach. Shannon inhales deeply and her eyes close. I gently trace every inch of her, trying to remember every curve. Madison reaches behind Shannon and unhooks her bra and we slowly glide the straps off her shoulders and off her body. Shannon visibly swallows and sways. Madison and I look at each other and smile before we bend down and take one of her breasts in our mouths. Shannon releases a long deep moan and her back slightly arches. Shannon’s hands press into our backs, holding us close to herself. 
 
    After a couple minutes, she breathlessly says, “I thought we were going to decorate cupcakes?” I laugh and release her nipple with a firm bite, making her moan. “We are. These sweet cupcakes needed to be painted with kisses.” She moans and pulls me back onto her boob. I smile and roughly grip and tug her nipple with my teeth. She gasps and sways. “Oh, shit.” 
 
    Madison and I move all over her chest, stomach, ribs, and hips for several minutes. My arousal is so high that I really need to go down on her and Madison. I slip my hands in her pants at her hips and start to push down, but Shannon clamps her hands down on mine, preventing me. 
 
    “Wait.”  
 
    Madison releases her breast and pulls back. Shannon has her eyes closed and looks like she is torn in her decision. Madison notices my hands in her pants and glances at me with raised eyebrows. She shakes her head and gently kisses my lips. Shannon slowly opens her eyes and pulls my hands out of her pants and holds them in front of herself.  
 
    “I really need you between my legs right now, but I want to respect the rules. I don’t want to upset Sam by disregarding her wishes. I want us to have the best family.” 
 
    Madison and I smile and wrap our arms around her. Shannon wraps us in her arms and releases a small content sigh.  
 
    This is the second time in two days I’ve been made to stop when I’m right on the edge. I just can’t get up and walk away this time. I pull back and gently kiss her lips.  
 
    “Ok, I will be strong and resist my urges with you, for now. But I need to release this energy, so I really need to devour Mommy, right now.” They smile and Shannon carefully climbs off of my lap, and Madison takes her place. “I’ll give you some privacy.” Madison smiles as she wraps her arms around my neck, staring in my eyes with so much happiness and arousal. “You can stay if you want.”  
 
    I smile and grip her ass, pulling her down firmly against me. Shannon quickly slips back into her bra and shirt and sits on the end of the sofa closest to us. Madison and I smile and I bend into her neck, painting her slender neck with delicate feather kisses. Madison inhales and opens her neck to me more.  
 
    While I gently increase the heat in her body with a super delicate touch, I slowly pull her shirt up. In a swift movement, I pull it off of her and then pull her in close and engage her in a slow deep kiss. Madison moans in my mouth and digs her fingers in my shoulders. While we kiss, I unclasp her bra and pull it off of her. I run my hands up her back, tangle one in her hair, and slowly pull her head back to gently nibble her over the length of her neck.  
 
    I palm my hands over her breasts and gently massage and pinch them, making her moan and lean into me more. While my mouth works over both of her breasts, I unbutton and unzip her jeans. Madison is panting and weak on her knees. I carefully encourage her to lay on her back and she helps me get her pants and panties off. She looks up at me with a big smile and my own face spreads into a huge smile as I look her body over. I glide my hand between her legs and her legs immediately fall open wide, her eyes close, and she releases a long low moan.  
 
    I try to lay down in front of her, but my ribs press into the floor, making me groan and wince. Madison immediately sits up.  
 
    “Kayla, are you ok?” I nod and roll over onto my back. “You’re going to have to sit on Daddy’s face, baby.”  
 
    She smiles and kisses my lips before straddling my head. I lift my head and glide my tongue over the full length of her glistening warm sweet folds, making her gasp and moan. Her hips dip lower and rock against my mouth. After a couple minutes, she’s breathing hard and she’s struggling to stay upright. She suddenly lifts her hips and grabs my head, keeping me down.  
 
    “Wait, we need a position change.”  
 
    I look at her confused, but she turns around, straddling me so she’s facing my body. She reaches down and pushes on the waist of my shorts and underwear. I moan and grip her hips as she pulls them off and spreads me wide. As she dips her tongue inside me, she lowers her hips onto my face.  
 
    I glide my hands up and down her thighs, over her sides, and gently tease her breasts while we work our mouths against each other. We’re moaning and gasping and releasing small screams of pleasure.  
 
    Madison starts to cum first, but sucks my clit firmly, making me burst with her. Her body trembles above me so I support her hips in case she’s not about to stay up so she doesn’t fall on my ribs. After riding out her orgasm, Madison carefully rolls off of me and lays down next to me, panting for air. I pull her up to lay on my chest while we catch our breath.  
 
    “My whole body is buzzing. That was so good. I love you, baby.” I smile and kiss her head. “I love you too, beautiful. That was amazing. Thanks for sharing your moment.” She giggles and kisses my neck. “You know I love going down on you.”  
 
    My eyes catch Shannon’s and she is watching with bright red cheeks, her knees pulled up to her chest, and she’s biting her thumb like Madison does sometimes when she’s very aroused. I smile and lift my arm to her. 
 
    “Come snuggle with us.”  
 
    She smiles really big and comes back over to lay down with us. She carefully lays her head on my chest, making sure not to hurt my ribs. She places a hand on my stomach, but then takes it off and places her hand behind herself. I laugh and squeeze her closer.  
 
    “Afraid that hand will wander?”  
 
    She nods, but doesn’t say anything. Madison reaches over and strokes her face a few times and rests her hand on the side of her neck.  
 
    We lay like this for several minutes before getting dressed so we can go out. While I’m slipping back into my tee shirt, Shannon starts tidying up my mess of books. I smile and grab her hands.  
 
    “Baby, I’ll do that. I made the mess, so I’ll clean it.”  
 
    “Ok. Do you mind if I change out of my work clothes before we leave?”  
 
    “Nope.”  
 
    She turns to walk away and I give her a firm smack on her cheek and she giggles and looks over her shoulder at me a moment. Madison sits on the couch and watches as I clean up my big mess.  
 
    “Did you get any work done today?”  
 
    “Not really. I read the assignments, but I couldn’t get myself to actually do them.” 
 
    “Do you want me to help you later? You always seem to focus better when I help burn it into you with my kisses.” I smile and laugh a little. “Yeah, I like that plan, a lot.” 
 
    I haven’t seen Shannon in anything other than her scrubs and her pajamas. When she comes out dressed in skinny jeans tucked into mid-calf black boots and a loose tank top with her hair down, I release a small sound of deep appreciation for her beauty. She smiles and blushes a little.  
 
    “Damn, my girls are looking so good. I need to change. You both look too sexy to be with this slob.” They laugh and Madison grips my tee shirt, pulling my face over to hers. “I like this shirt and pair of shorts on you. Now, come on, Mommy wants cupcakes.”  
 
    She gently kisses my lips and we leave.  
 
    It’s weird driving places, because Madison and I don’t have a car out here, so we walk everywhere. My parents wanted me to go my first year on campus without a car so that I’d be forced to go slow and see and experience everything around me. I guess it has worked because I might not have seen some of the places around campus that we enjoy if we had been driving around instead of walking.   
 
    Rory’s is a cute place. It looks like a cross between an art classroom and a bakery. There are several high-top tables with stools around them to sit at and decorate the cupcakes. Just passed the tables is the counter with glass display cases full of different “naked” cupcakes just waiting to be decorated. In another display is an assortment of containers full of various frostings, sprinkles, candies, chocolates, nuts, berries, and so many other toppings. There’s a list on the display with fifty different toppings and six different frostings.  
 
    I feel like a child in a candy store with my face nearly pressed to the glass trying to decide what I want. When I look at Madison and Shannon, they’re both watching me with an amused grin and it makes me laugh.  
 
    “What? Why you looking at me like that?”  
 
    They just laugh and pull me to the end of the counter so we can order our supplies. We end up getting six different kinds of cupcakes, three small containers of frosting that have enough to frost two cupcakes in each tub, and eight different toppings. They give us three trays loaded with our supplies, utensils to frost and sprinkle with, and a cardboard carrying case to take our creations home. We get a table that’s not next to anyone else so we can have a little privacy and I kind of hop in my seat in an excited way, making them laugh at me again.  
 
    Madison and Shannon start opening all of the containers while I watch with a frosting knife in one hand and a banana nut cupcake in the other.  
 
    “You are so damn cute. What frosting do you want for that cupcake, sweetie?” I lean forward some and look at each tub with a grin. “That cream cheese one.”  
 
    Shannon grins and hands me the container. I wait and watch them pick their cupcakes and frostings and then we start frosting our fluffy naked sweets together.  
 
    When I finish, I set it down on the tray and Shannon and Madison laugh at it. I laugh and stick my tongue out at them. Madison picks it up, examines it, and laughs again.  
 
    “Baby, this looks like a mess.” She giggles and pushes it back out at me. “You need to work on that.”  
 
    I laugh and take it back. I’ve never been good at making frosting look pretty on cake or cupcakes and my mom never lets me help with it because it looks like a two-year-old did it. I’m better at the toppings.  
 
    “Some people think Picasso’s work looks like a mess, while others think he was a genius.” 
 
    “Ok, Picasso, if you’re happy with it. But which do you like better?” Madison holds hers out next to mine and I laugh as I look between them. I hold mine out to her. “Can you make mine pretty like that?”  
 
    She smiles and sets her cupcake down. She takes my horrible mess and starts cleaning it up. She ends up taking about a third of the frosting off and laughs a few times.  
 
    “Baby, you used almost the whole tub on just this one cupcake.” I grin and shrug a shoulder. “It looked like it needed to be taller.” She laughs and shakes her head. “Here, now it’s not being crushed under the weight of too much messy frosting.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Shannon sets her cupcake down between us with a proud grin and I bend down with my mouth open to pretend like I’m going to take a bite out of it. She quickly snatches it back up and shields it with her other hand like she’s protecting it.  
 
    “This cupcake hasn’t been fully dressed yet.” 
 
    “You’re right. Cupcakes are so much fun to eat after undressing them.” I grin and she blushes some. “Brat.” 
 
    Madison and I laugh a little and then all of us start decorating our cupcakes.  
 
    “What’s this thing?” 
 
    “Those are the chocolate peanut butter balls.”  
 
    “They look like malted-milk balls.” I try one and its really good. “Oh, that’s yummy.” I take a couple more and feed them to Madison and Shannon. They smile and nod as they chew and they agree it’s good. “Ok, what’s this?” 
 
    “The name is on the label. Just turn the tub around.” I stick my tongue out at Madison and lift the tub. “Who picked candied peach threads?”  
 
    “Who do you think picked candied peaches?” Madison is giving me a flirty look and it makes me smile really big. I take a small pinch of the little candied bits and try it. “Oh, shit. That’s good.” I feed my girls again and they laugh. “You going to feed us every topping?” I smile and dip a finger in the chocolate frosting. “Time for you to feed me.”  
 
    I lean forward to paint Madison’s bottom lip with it. She giggles and leans forward so I can suck it off. I tease her lip with my tongue, slowly gliding over the frosting and then envelop her sweet chocolatey lip. I nurse it slowly, but firmly, sucking off every little bit of the sweet confection. I start to pull back, but she grabs my head and pulls me into a short kiss. I sit back and lick my lips with a smile.  
 
    We go back to decorating and talking and laughing. Despite her teasing, I continue to feed them pieces of toppings I try that I like. I can tell they are loving it. After we have all of the cupcakes decorated, we huddle together to admire them all lined up on the tray.  
 
    “These are some of the craziest looking cupcakes I’ve ever seen, but they look delicious. Can we eat them now?” Madison shakes her head. “We should eat them at home so we can share.” I smile and kiss their cheeks. “Good idea.”  
 
    I pull my phone out and take a picture.  
 
    “Are you sending that to Sam?” I actually was going to send it to Awenasa, but I nod. “Yeah, she would have loved doing this.” 
 
    While they start to pack up the cupcakes, I send two texts, one to Sam and one to Awenasa, giving them a brief explanation of what we just did. Sam responds immediately pretty much the way I thought she would, saying she wishes she could have been here to do that with us. I promise her that we’ll come again when she’s in town. 
 
      
 
    Awenasa: Hey, puppy, those look yummy. Is this your first date outing with Shannon?  
 
    Me: Yeah, it was a lot of fun. I think I ate more toppings than we used on the cupcakes though. Can you tell which ones are mine? 
 
    Awenasa: The one in the middle on the top row, and the one to the far right on the bottom row.  
 
      
 
    I laugh and my cheeks blush.  
 
      
 
    Me: Wow, how did you guess that? 
 
    Awenasa: They have the most stuff on them. You love your junk food and sweets.  
 
    Me: It’s your fault. You got me addicted to your honey cakes and I have to try alternatives to satisfy the cravings for them till I’m able to have them each summer.  
 
    Awenasa: “addicted to your honey cakes” – this just made me laugh really hard. I’m glad you love my “honey cakes”, puppy. 
 
      
 
    I gasp and blush a deep red. That was actually sexually flirty, which she’s never really done before.   
 
    “You ready, baby?”  
 
    I look up and Shannon and Madison have everything packed and cleaned up. I nod and look back at my phone. 
 
      
 
    Me: God, I miss you. Ok, we’re leaving here now, so I have to go. I’ll talk to you soon. I love you, beautiful. 
 
    Awenasa: I love you too, puppy. Enjoy your cupcakes. 
 
      
 
    With our sweets carefully packed in a bag, we start making our way back to the car hand in hand.  
 
    As we’re passing a guy leaning against a car, he calls out, “Looking good, ladies.” None of us respond and we keep walking, but he grabs Shannon’s hand and pulls her backwards. “Hey, baby, didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “Let go.” He smiles and gets in her face. “Aw, don’t be like that, baby.”  
 
    I release Shannon’s and Madison’s hands and step in front of Shannon, pulling her hand free from the guy and getting right in his face. He reeks of alcohol and cigarettes. It makes my stomach turn.  
 
    “Back off.” Shannon grabs my hand and tries to pull me away. “Come on, just ignore him.”  
 
    “It’s not good manners to ignore someone that pays you a compliment.” I start to turn to follow Shannon, but he just sidesteps me and steps in front of her again. “Where you going? You owe me something for the compliment I gave you.” I step between them again and he laughs. “You need to take a hint and step away. She’s not interested and she owes you nothing for this harassment.”  
 
    “Get the fuck out of my face. Bitches try to act all high and mighty, but I’ll still get inside you, whether you want it or not.”  
 
    He pushes my shoulders and I lose it. I punch him in the face as hard as I can. He stumbles backwards holding his eye, but recovers quickly and stands upright to lunge at me. 
 
    “Fucking, bitch. You’re going to be first.”  
 
    He grabs my shoulders and tries to pull me towards a wall, but I slam my arms down against the bend of his arms, breaking his grip and push him backwards. My anger propels me forward and I land a hard kick in his stomach. He goes down on his knees gasping for air. He grabs my left leg like he’s going to pull me down, but I quickly punch him again in the same eye and kick him in the chest, sending him on his back.  
 
    He looks a little dazed, but starts to stand with a growling groan, mumbling something incoherent and giving me a murderous look. 
 
    “You really should stay down. You have no chance against me.” He scoffs and gets up on one knee. “Your little bitch ass doesn’t scare me. I don’t mind a little scuffle before I make you scream.” 
 
    I kick his foot out from under him, making him land face forward on the sidewalk with a groan of pain. He looks up at me with a fresh blood scrape on his chin and the tip of his nose, but he doesn’t try to get up. 
 
    “You ever see us again, you better fucking run in the opposite direction. Ever talk to or touch my girl again, and I’ll chop your dick off and shove it down your throat.” 
 
    He just stares up at me with a blank look, but doesn’t move. Shannon and Madison quickly come over and pull me away. We walk quickly, but I look back several times to make sure we’re not being followed.  
 
    When we get to the car, Shannon grabs me and pins me against the car. She grabs the sides of my face and kisses me with a hot urgency that makes my knees weak. After several moments, she presses in closer, making me groan from the pressure in my ribs, and she quickly pulls back.  
 
    “I’m sorry, did I hurt you?” I smile and shake my head. “I’ll be ok, baby. Are you ok? Did he hurt your wrist when he grabbed you?” She smiles and runs her fingers through my hair. Her eyes tear up and she gently presses her lips against mine a moment. “I’m ok. Kayla, I can’t believe you did that back there with three broken ribs.” 
 
    “No matter how broken I may be, I’m never going to stand by and let someone harass or threaten you.”  
 
    “I love you.” She presses a hand to her mouth and looks nervously between Madison and I. Madison smiles and grabs her hand, pulling it away from her mouth. I turn her face to look at me again and I gently kiss her lips. “I love you too, Shannon.” Shannon smiles really big and grabs Madison, pulling her over into a hug with us. “Madison, I love you too. I love both of you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” Shannon kisses us both on the lips and then quickly wipes at her eyes and smiles. “I can’t tell you how happy I am right now. Is Sam going to be mad?” I laugh and shake my head. “I don’t think so. All this ass kicking has made me hungry for our beautiful cupcakes and I think I need some medicine.”  
 
    “Ok, sweetie, let’s go home.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m tapping my foot and biting my lip, impatiently waiting for the clock to read 5:00pm so I can send Sam the scheduled video chat request. As soon as the clock changes, I press the button. When Sam pops up on my laptop screen, I smile so big and hop forward a little, making Sam smile and laugh a little.  
 
    “Hey, baby. Miss me or something?” I cheese really big and nod. “Like crazy. You miss me?” She smiles and reaches her hand forward, touching her screen. “So much that it’s hard to breathe most moments. I can’t wait to be in your arms and kiss those lips. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “As long as I remember to take my medicine at the right times, it’s not too bad for most normal movements, but I’m not very good at remembering to take it till I’m in a lot of pain.” 
 
    “Why don’t you set reminders on your phone?” 
 
    “I tried that. Madison set them up, but if I’m in the middle of doing something when they go off, I silence it and then forget to do it after I finish what I was doing.” 
 
    “You’re hopeless, baby.” I laugh and shrug a shoulder. “Pretty much.” 
 
    “So, where’s my other two sexy girls?” I smile really big and laugh some. “So, you’ve had enough date nights to be able to call Shannon your girl?” She sticks her tongue out at me, but smiles. I knew it wouldn’t take long because Shannon is really great, but I’m surprised it only took five video chat dates. “Yes, I really like her. I like the dynamic all of us have together.”  
 
    Madison and Shannon walk in from the kitchen where they were waiting and listening and Sam laughs.  
 
    “There’s the sexy spies. You set me up.” I smile and shake my head. “No, they were just giving me a few minutes alone with you because they know I miss you so much.” Sam smiles really big and puckers her lips and blows me a kiss. “I miss you too. So, I guess I’ve officially given my seal of approval to this family we have. Shannon, Kayla told me how you’ve been rebuffing her many advances out of respect for me and the time I needed to get to know you. Thank you for doing that, but you can stop rejecting her now.” 
 
    I look at Shannon and she has a cute shy smile with blushing cheeks. She nods and clears her throat.  
 
    “Thank you for the seal of approval and all that. I know we only started these dates because we both want to share a life with the same two people, but I really do like you, a lot.” Sam smiles in a playful way and tilts her head to the side some to regard her. “That’s a good thing, since I just gave you permission to have sex with my babies.” Shannon laughs and blushes deep red. “And you, when you get here.” Sam smiles really big and nods once. “Oh, that is a must.” Sam looks at me and giggles. “I love when you smile like that.”  
 
    She looks over at Madison and leans forward some. “Hey, Mommy.” Madison smiles wider and blows a kiss at the screen. “Hey, baby. How’s school?” Sam’s smile fades and she shrugs a shoulder. “I hate it here. If it wasn’t for Jody and Tracy, I think I would have dropped out.”  
 
    “Why? What’s wrong?”  
 
    This is the first time that Sam has told us she hates it there. She talks about certain classes or teachers that she hates, but never said she hates it there completely. Before she showed up here to surprise me, she acted like she liked it there and was meeting lots of cool and interesting people. I guess all of that was a lie to try to make me jealous. 
 
    “All anyone here wants to do is party. They drink and get high pretty much every minute they’re not in classes. They are so loud and obnoxious that it’s hard to find a quiet space to think and study. I’ve gotten on a first name basis with the librarians and know all of their cats’ names because I spend so much time in the library trying to hide from people. My roommate is nasty and has a different guy in her bed at least once a week. I have to stay over at Jody’s and Tracy’s dorm more than I get to sleep in my own because of it.” 
 
    “Why don’t you transfer here?” All of us look at Shannon, surprised the suggestion came out of her before Madison or I. She looks between us and blushes. “Sorry, I just thought…” 
 
    “No, it’s a good idea, but I don’t know if I could. Plus, I don’t want my babies to think I’m only trying to do that because they have you there while I’m out here stuck in American Babylon.” I laugh at the “American Babylon” and Sam looks at me with a grin. “Sam, if you hate it there, you should transfer. It doesn’t have to be here if you have a different school in mind, but it would be nice to have all of my girls together.” 
 
    “What about you, Mommy? Would you care if I tried to transfer there?” Madison smiles really big and shakes her head. “It would make me very happy to have you here. But, are you sure you really hate it there or is missing us just making that place look worse than it is? I thought that school has a superior program for your degree than ours? Would you be missing out on a better education to come here?” 
 
    “Well, that’s another thing. They made this program sound like it was one of the best in the country, but half of the professors are never even here and we have their apprentices doing the lectures. Supposedly, the real professors are out in the field or working on some major report for a scientific journal or something.”  
 
    Sam is majoring in geology and wants to be an engineering geologist. Sam is passionate about humans leaving the least amount of footprint on the earth as possible as to not harm it. She figured going into that field would give her the greatest opportunity to help make that happen, since she’d be helping to figure out how to prevent our many types of waste from seeping into the ground. My mom used to call us the “new age flower children” because both of us want to go into fields to benefit the planet and prevent pollution.  
 
    “Would it make you happy to transfer here?” Sam smiles and looks between each of us. “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, then come home, baby. Your family misses you.” Sam looks at me with so much emotion it makes me want to hold her. Her eyes tear up and she quickly wipes at them. “I miss all of you so much. Ok, I’ll find out on Monday what I have to do.” 
 
    We talk to Sam for another hour before her dorm starts to get too loud to hear us. She looks at us longingly as we say goodbyes and she touches her screen a moment. Just before the feed disconnects, I notice a tear streak down her cheek. God, I miss her. I stare at the blank screen and feel my own emotion well up deep inside me. I pull my phone out and send her a text.  
 
      
 
    Me: I’m going to buy or build a special brace for my body so when we pick you up at the airport, you can jump into my arms and wrap your legs around me. I miss you and I need your tiny ass to tackle me, hard. 
 
    Sam: Thanks, baby. I needed that smile. It’s going to be so hard to refrain from doing that when I see you.  
 
    Me: So many things will be hard to refrain from when I see you. I may end up in jail for indecently exposing you and for pornographic PDA right in the airport. 
 
    Sam: Oh god. Baby, don’t do that. I already ache so much with my own sexual thoughts of you. 
 
    Me: What do you think about? 
 
    Sam: You are so bad. Are you trying to sext with me, Daddy, and make me have to touch myself? 
 
      
 
    I smile and laugh a little. I look up at Shannon and Madison, who are watching me with amused grins. I bite my bottom lip and show Madison my conversation. She laughs and shakes her head. 
 
    “You are bad. Go ahead and play with Sam. We’ll make dinner.”  
 
    They stand up and give me a soft kiss on the lips before heading into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    Me: You able to lock your room down so you can do this? I don’t want anyone walking in on my beautiful cup of milk and honey with her legs spread wide. 
 
    Sam: You’re really going to do this with me? Are you going to touch yourself too? 
 
    Me: You know I can’t do that because it does nothing for me. But I’d like to help you cum if you want me to. 
 
    Sam: You know I think its super-hot that you can’t pleasure yourself, but are so fucking good at making us cum. Ok, baby, talk dirty to me. My door is locked and barricaded.  
 
      
 
    I smile really big and lick my lips, trying to think of what I would do to her first if she was here. We go back and forth for several minutes with things we want to do to each other and what I want her to do to herself right now. She takes pictures of herself doing certain things, like palming her breast, squeezing the inside of her thigh, cupping her groin, and pressing her fingers deep inside herself. I release a couple involuntary moans when I see the pictures and look up to see if Madison and Shannon heard me. Of course, they hear me each time and look at me with amused smiles that make me blush.  
 
    The last picture Sam takes is of her licking her juice off her fingers and smiling.  
 
      
 
    Sam: Thanks, Daddy. That wasn’t as good as when you touch me, but I really liked doing that with you.  
 
    Me: I thoroughly enjoyed every minute of it. I can’t wait to be able to love on you, but anytime you need some assistance till you get here, you let me know. 
 
    Sam: Count on it. Ok, I guess I kept you long enough. Go give our other girls some attention now. I’ll talk to you soon, baby. 
 
    Me: Ok, I love you  
 
    Sam: I love you too. 
 
      
 
    I place my phone on the table and go into the kitchen to check on my girls. They have their backs to me and are working to cut stuff up on one counter, so I lean against the other counter to watch. Shannon turns to wash her hands and jumps when she sees me.  
 
    “Oh jeez. How long have you been standing there?”  
 
    “Only a few seconds. Anything I can help with?” She smiles and slides up next to me to wash her hands. “We’re just about ready to assemble the pizzas if you want to help with that.” Madison turns to look at me with a cute grin.  
 
    “How’s Sam feeling?” I laugh and look down a moment, making them giggle. Madison also washes her hands and then kisses me on the cheek. “So, are you better at spreading pizza sauce than you are at spreading frosting?”  
 
    “I do ok, but I like a lot of sauce. Shannon, how much sauce do you like?” 
 
    “Uh, just a little bit. I don’t like it to ooze out when I take a bite.” I laugh and shake my head. “Then I shouldn’t be the one to do the sauce. You make it how you like it and I can just add more to mine when it’s done.”  
 
    Madison playfully ruffles my hair and turns to grab the jar of sauce. After Madison has the two pizzas sauced, we load them up with lots of cheese and toppings. We have pepperoni, sausage, bell peppers, and black olives on one pizza, and a bunch of veggies on the other.  
 
    Shannon puts the cookie sheets in the oven and starts cleaning up, but I grab her hand and push her aside.  
 
    “I got this. You two prepped, so I’ll clean up.”  
 
    She smiles and lets me take over. While I clean up, they lean against the counter next to me and watch. After I have the counter cleaned and the cutting boards and knives washed, dried, and put away, Madison opens the fridge and opens a glass bottle of a really good root beer and holds it out to me.  
 
    “Thank you. Pizza and root beer, huh? Are we hunting giant man eating spiders later?” Madison smiles and shakes her head. “No, I think we’ll be doing something very different later.”  
 
    I smile and nod as I swallow a sip of the delicious vanilla brew. 
 
    “Do you mind if I grab a quick shower and change out of my scrubs? I should be able to finish before dinner is done.” I pout and look Shannon up and down. “But I like you in your scrubs.” She smiles and wraps her arms around my neck. “I know, but don’t you like me even more in pajama shorts and a tank top?” I release a small moan and lean into her dramatically. She giggles and kisses my face and neck a few times. “I’ll be quick. If the pizza finishes before me, just take them out and set them on the stovetop.” 
 
    Madison and I sit down at the dining room table so we can be close to the oven when the timer goes off.  
 
    “Whitney texted me earlier that they’re supposed to have the elevator working by mid-next week. They’ve been waiting on special parts or something, but they finally came in.” Madison looks sad and takes my hand in hers. “I guess we knew it would eventually happen, but I was really hoping they would never fix it and we’d have till you were strong again. This past week has been so amazing with the three us staying together. I don’t know how I’m going to go back to sleeping without you. I’m going to miss waking up with both of you and eating meals together.” 
 
    “I know. I don’t like splitting up my family. I know we’ll all be together again when Sam is here for those four days in a couple weeks, but then we have to separate again.” 
 
    “What if Sam does transfer here? How are we going to live separately from each other then?”  
 
    I pull on her hand, scoot my chair back some, and pull her down to sit on my lap. She wraps an arm around my shoulders and leans her head on mine. I wrap my arms around her and breathe in her beautiful strawberries and honeysuckles scent. I love that each of my girls feels like home for me. Sam was my first real girlfriend and we made so many amazing memories back home, Madison is from my home state and her scent is two of my favorite things that always remind me of home, and Shannon can cook like my mom and reminds me of my family. And the amount of love we all share is pure home and family. I’m home when I’m with my girls. I’ll feel like I’m in a foreign place again like I did before I met Madison if I don’t have them with me.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    Shannon walks over in her short cotton shorts and a tight tank top, making Madison and I smile. We open our arms to her and pull her into a hug with us for a minute. Before we can answer, the oven timer goes off, so Shannon pulls back and goes to the kitchen. After she takes the pizza’s out and turns the oven off, she comes back over to us.  
 
    “Why do you both look sad?” 
 
    “The elevator in my building is supposed to be fixed this week.” Her face drops and she pulls a chair over to sit down next to us. “Oh. So, I guess you both will be going back to your dorms soon?”  
 
    “Yeah, unfortunately.” 
 
    “Do you have to go back?” 
 
    “Don’t we?” Shannon smiles and takes both of our hands. “It’s up to you, but I’d like you to stay. And if Sam transfers here, then her as well.”  
 
    “Are you allowed to have that many people living here?” She shrugs a shoulder. “I don’t think it will be a problem, but I guess I can find out. If not, we can upgrade to a two bedroom. The extra room would give all of you someplace quiet to study so it wouldn’t go to waste. We don’t have to decide anything right now, but I’m serious about the offer. I love both of you and I’ve loved everything about every minute with you living here with me this week.” 
 
    “Ok, thanks, baby. We’ll talk about it more later. Let’s eat these pizzas before they get cold.” 
 
    Shannon cuts the pizzas and Madison heats up some of the leftover sauce for me to dip my pizza in and then we sit around the table to eat together. The table is a small round table with four chairs. I can’t help but notice how perfect the size is for our family and it makes me smile. Shannon has a king size mattress, because she found a really great deal at a mattress store that was going out of business, so the four of us sleeping together wouldn’t be difficult. Her sofa is a large sectional with more than plenty of space for all four of us to sit or lounge out on. The only concern is dresser and closet space. A two-bedroom apartment would probably be necessary just so we have the space for all of our own personal belongings. 
 
    Our parents have to pay for dorm housing, so if we abandon our dorms, then we’ll have to tell our parents and explain why. Mine already know about what I’m doing, and even though they haven’t said much, I know they are very concerned. If I tell them I want to give up my dorm and move into an apartment with my three girlfriends, will they put up a fight about it?  
 
    Madison’s parents are extremely homophobic and she hasn’t even told them about me yet. She wants to wait till we go home for Thanksgiving because she’s worried that if she’s not there to talk it out with them that they’ll stop helping her with college. Madison would probably have to keep her dorm and pretend to still live there, at least till we can talk to her parents.  
 
    “Can I take you both someplace after dinner?” I look up and Shannon is looking expectantly at both of us. “Yes, as long as you put clothes on.” She laughs and gives me a cute smile. “Yes, I’ll get dressed.”  
 
    After we finish stuffing ourselves with pizza, Shannon runs off to get dressed and Madison and I clean up. When Shannon comes back out, she has a canvas tote bag over her shoulder and a cute grin on her beautiful face.  
 
    “What you have there, baby?” She shakes her head and walks towards the door. “A surprise.” 
 
    We follow Shannon out to the car and she places the bag in the trunk, teasing me with a grin, saying, “so you can’t get curious and peek inside”. She heads away from campus and soon gets on a small two-lane backroad that’s mostly woods. After about twenty minutes, she turns down an even narrower road and then parks in an empty gravel lot next to a huge open field surrounded by woods.  
 
    We follow her down a trail that turns into a wooden deck and it takes us through some marsh lands. The woods open up and the deck juts out several feet into a large pond surrounded by trees dressed in their beautiful vibrant autumn colors. Madison and I gasp in awe and take Shannon’s hands as we stand at the end of the deck and admire the scene.  
 
    “I found this place my sophomore year of college. My grandparents live in a house that overlooks Saginaw Bay and when I was younger, my grandmother taught me how to make paper lanterns to float on the water. It became a tradition to make them and float them out every time I was struggling with a decision and needed guidance. She would say that we come from water and it connects us to those that have passed and we can seek their guidance and wisdom by whispering our problem into the flame and floating it out onto the water. Anytime I have a big decision to make, I come out here and float a lantern and watch it glide across the water. So, I thought, maybe, we could make some paper lanterns and float them out and ask for guidance on what we should do. It might be real or it might just be superstition or whatever, but I’ve always been able to figure out what I should do after I’ve released my problem into the floating flame.” 
 
    I feel so profoundly connected to Shannon right now that I step forward to stand in front of her. I run my fingers through her hair, looking in her eyes.  
 
    “You make me miss home so much. I felt like I could hear my mother or one of our tribal elders talking just now.” 
 
    Shannon’s eyes mist up with emotion and she presses her lips to mine, pulling me into a kiss. When she pulls back, she runs her fingers through my hair smiling.  
 
    “You are such a beautiful person, baby. Ok, show us how to make these things.” She smiles really big and kisses my lips again. “Thank you. Ok, it’s not too difficult.” 
 
    We sit down on the deck and she shows us how to fold the rice paper into little open top cubes. Shannon finishes hers first and then makes a fourth for Sam. After the cubes are made, she pulls out four little candles that look like mini tea lights, but don’t have a metal cup around the wax. 
 
    “Where’s the metal cup to keep the wax from spilling everywhere as it melts?” She smiles and shakes her head. “We don’t want to pollute the water with the metal and paper. The wax will melt and pool out on the bottom and eventually the flame will engulf the paper.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a good idea.” 
 
    Shannon carefully lights each candle and we silently send our problems out onto the water. We wrap an arm around each other’s waists and hold each other close as we watch them slowly bob away from us. Within five minutes, they’re in the center of the pond and the flame consumes them. They turn into little balls of fire and then quickly disappear into the water.  
 
    “That was really cool.” Madison and I kiss Shannon on her cheeks and she smiles brightly. “Thanks for not thinking it was weird.” We smile and wrap our arms around her. “It was beautiful.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m so excited about what Shannon brought us out to the woods to do that I have to tell Awenasa about it right away. So, while we’re driving back to Shannon’s, I send her text explaining what we did and why. 
 
      
 
    Awenasa: That sounds beautiful. It’s comforting to know she believes in the connectivity of us to nature and the spirit world and that we can seek guidance from both. 
 
    Me: I know. I felt so connected to her when she was explaining it and it made me think of us. I’ve never felt connected to another person like I am with you, but these girls keep surprising me and drawing me closer to them. I love that they seem open to the things we believe in and that they won’t think our culture is weird.  
 
    Awenasa: I do hope they can be open to our ways because that is such a huge part of who you are. You are so beautiful when you are deeply immersed in our culture – especially, when we dance. I can’t wait to do our spirit dance. 
 
    Me: I loved coming up with that dance with you and it is one of my favorite parts of our reunion every year. How was your day? 
 
    Awenasa: It will be the first thing we do when I see you at your house this summer. My day was long and I am very drained. A child went missing in the woods last night and we didn’t find him till a couple hours ago, so I’ve been up for two straight days. You’ll never believe where I found him. 
 
    Me: I’m really glad you found him, love. Did you use your amazing priestess spiritual power to locate him? Where was he? 
 
    Awenasa: Yes, I did, puppy. Remember when we were twelve and you came to visit? You thought you remembered a shortcut from my uncles to my grandmothers through the woods, but you got lost. I came looking for you and you were sitting on a large boulder, just waiting to be found. You had carved on the top of the boulder, ‘If lost, stay here. The priestess will find you.’ He was sitting on the top of that boulder. 
 
    Me: Wow! Seriously? That’s incredible. How old is he? 
 
    Awenasa: He’s 8 years old. He said he climbed up onto the rock to get a vantage point, and when he saw the carving, he wasn’t scared anymore and just sat there and waited. I found him twenty minutes later after getting a weird hunch to try there. You left a piece of yourself in that stone, my love. Thank you for helping me find that boy today. 
 
    Me: More like I made that a spiritual beacon for you by making it a safe place in your name. If someone finds that place, you’ll know. It’s like the stories of ancient gods knowing the temples that were named for them.  
 
    Awenasa: Maybe so, but you are definitely embedded in that stone. I traced the words and felt like I could feel your hands against mine. I felt like I was sitting next to you. It was hard to leave that place when your presence was so strong there. I wanted to call you as soon as I got finished with guiding him out of the woods and calling the search off.  
 
    Me: Why didn’t you? 
 
    Awenasa: Weren’t you in class? 
 
    Me: My last class ended at 4pm, so probably. Are you going to try to sleep soon? I don’t like that you’ve been up hiking in the woods for nearly 24hours. You have to be exhausted. 
 
    Awenasa: I’m very exhausted. I’m lying in the bath right now, soaking my sore muscles, and then I’m going to sleep.  
 
     
 
    I swallow hard and feel heat creep up my chest and neck thinking about her in the bath. 
 
      
 
    Me: A bath sounds nice. I haven’t taken one of those since I left home – only showers. Is it ok that I interrupted your relaxation time?  
 
    Awenasa: That’s not like you. You love baths. Its adorable how you like to play in them like you’re a child. And it is definitely ok that you texted. I already told you – I wanted to talk to you, my love. 
 
    Me: Well, the dorms only have showers, and with my broken ribs, it hurts too much to attempt at Shannon’s. I was going to get one the other day while I waited for them to get home, but I couldn’t lower myself, which didn’t make sense because I can get up and down from a laying position on my own.  
 
    Awenasa: I’ll soak extra for you since you can’t enjoy them right now. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, we’re home.” I look up from my phone and Madison and Shannon are looking back at me with their doors open, waiting for me. I smile and nod. “Ok, I’m coming.” 
 
      
 
    Me: Thank you. We just got home, so I better go. I’m really glad you found that boy, especially at a place that you and I are so connected to – that’s really amazing. I hope you sleep well. I love and miss you. 
 
    Awenasa: Thank you for sharing your beautiful night with me. I love and miss you too. 
 
    Me: Whether I get to talk to you or not, you are always in every moment.  
 
    Awenasa: This is what you just did to me. 
 
      
 
    She sends me a picture of herself smiling really big and it makes me smile really big and the amount of happiness I have erupts as a small excited laugh. I peek over my phone and Shannon and Madison glance back at me with curious grins, but they don’t question me. 
 
      
 
    Me: How are you so beautiful? 
 
    Awenasa: I could ask you the same thing. Ok, I guess I better let you go. Talk to you soon. 
 
    Me: Ok, goodnight, love 
 
      
 
    I slip my phone in my pocket and we climb out of the car. As Shannon is unlocking the apartment, Madison is looking at me in a curious way.  
 
    “What?” She shakes her head, but puckers her lips in thought. “You look really happy.” I smile and kiss her lips. “I am really happy. I’m having a good night with my babies.”  
 
    She smiles and tilts her head in thought a moment. Shannon gets the door open, so we follow her inside. Shannon drops the canvas bag on the dining room table and they look at me like they have a question they want to ask, but don’t think they should. 
 
    “You’re different than when we left the pond, but you didn’t talk the whole ride home.” I smile and wrap my arms around them a moment and kiss them on the lips. “I was telling a friend about our beautiful night, and she told me some really good news from her day.” 
 
    “A friend?” Madison quirks her eyebrow with a cute grin and I laugh a little. “Believe it or not, baby, I do have friends. I know it may not seem like it because I have so few here, but I’m not a complete social loser.”  
 
    It’s not a complete lie calling Awenasa a friend, but I know it’s not completely honest either. But if I try to explain who she is, it will just cause insecurities in my girls. I’ve already experienced that once with Sam when she met Awenasa this past summer. Sam hated how close I am to her and how much history we have. She was also intimidated by her beauty and how engrossed she is in our culture, something Sam knows is very important to me.  
 
    “I know you’re not a social loser, silly. I like seeing you happy. You are glowing right now and its beautiful.” I smile really big and laugh a little. “Can I hold my babies now?”  
 
    She smiles and kisses my lips a moment, before taking mine and Shannon’s hands to lead us to the couch. I sit down in between them and they rest their heads on my chest and I wrap my arms around them.  
 
     “This feels amazing. I love you both.” I kiss their heads and both of them look up at me smiling. “Hey, babes.” They look at each other and grin in a naughty way and then pull me up from the sofa. “Are you two sleepy already?”  
 
    They just keep grinning, but don’t say anything as they pull me towards the bedroom. They position me at the end of the bed, with both of them standing in front of me, as if they’re about to have their way with me, but I smile and shake my head. I grab Shannon’s shoulders and trade places with her.  
 
    “It’s time to properly welcome Shannon into the family, don’t you think, Mommy?”  
 
    Madison smiles really big and nods in agreement. Shannon smiles and toys at her bottom lip in a cute shy way. I brush my thumb across her bottom lip and gently tug on it a moment, making her inhale and slightly sway forward.  
 
    “Are we allowed to make love to you now, beautiful girl?”  
 
    Shannon smiles and nods, pulling me forward and pressing her lips to mine. Our tongues slide along each other’s in a slick sweet dance of slow teasing lashes and sucking of lips. While we kiss, I slowly unbutton the flannel top she changed into before we went to the pond. After I have the buttons undone, Madison helps Shannon out of the top and removes her bra.  
 
    I pull back and allow Madison to resume kissing Shannon, while I dip into Shannon’s neck and paint her with soft kisses and gently suck and nibble every inch of her neck and shoulders. As soon as my lips envelop her hardened nipple, Shannon moans deeply into Madison’s mouth. While I suck her breasts, I unbutton and unzip her jeans. I trail my lips warm prints down her stomach, suck her firmly just above her hip a moment, and then push my hands in her pants at her hips and slowly push them off of her hips.  
 
    Shannon moans and sways again. She pulls back from kissing Madison panting for air. I pull her pants off completely and Madison helps her out of her panties. We just admire her for a moment, but then Shannon grabs for Madison’s shirt and starts helping her out of her clothes. Once Madison is naked, she smiles really big and turns to me. I lift my arms above my head and she steps up close to pull my tee shirt off. She’s careful to not hurt my ribs, but quickly has me fully naked. She runs her fingertips down our chests and smiles. 
 
    “You both are so beautiful.” 
 
    “So are you, baby.”  
 
    She smiles and pulls us both closer to herself. We kiss and caress each other for several minutes. While I’m kissing Shannon and Madison is sucking on her breast, Madison and I slide our hands down her body and slip between her legs. Shannon moans into my mouth and grips my shoulders. She pulls back and looks in my eyes as our hands work between her legs. I press inside her and she rocks forward and clings to me. I smile and kiss her lips.  
 
    Madison and I help her sit down on the edge of the bed and Madison sits down with her, but I kneel down in front of her between her legs. I run my hands up her legs from her ankles, up the inside of her thighs, and spread her open wide. Shannon moans and grips Madison’s hip with one hand and the comforter with her other, bracing herself.  
 
    I firmly plant my lips on the inside of her thigh, several inches below her center, and then suck her skin in firmly. Shannon inhales and pulls Madison into a kiss. I devour every inch of each of her thighs before I give attention to where I know she needs it the most. I place my hands on the inside of her thighs and move closer to her lips. I let my breath tease her a moment, making her hips thrust forward in need. Very slowly, I dip my tongue inside her till my nose presses against her clit.  
 
    Her hips buck against me and she moans. I trace every delicate smooth fold with feather lips and tongue for a couple minutes, making her breathing sharp and erratic. I gently press my lips against her swollen clit and her hips buck against me. I smile and immediately increase my pressure and speed, eating her like I’m in an eating contest. Shannon screams out in pleasure and grips the back of my head, pulling me in harder against her.  
 
    I thrust three fingers inside her, bottoming out hard, and suck her clit slowly and firmly. Between gasping panting breaths, Shannon releases little screams of pleasure and bursts of, “Oh shit!”, “Kayla!”, and “Holy fuck!”. Its very sexy. When she cums, she is clinging to Madison, digging her fingers into her back and ass. It’s a beautiful sight. She is loud and her body is trembling so much that I can feel her vibrating against my face. She releases Madison with one hand and pulls on my face to pull me out of her. 
 
    I stand up and sit down on the bed next to her. She looks up at me smiling in a very drunk sleepy way. She reaches her hand up for me and I bend down to kiss her. Her mouth is slow and lazy from her orgasm and it makes me smile.  
 
    “I love you, Kayla, and I love you, Madison. You both made me feel better than I’ve ever felt before. That was just incredible. I can barely move.”  
 
    “You can barely talk, baby.” She laughs in a lazy way and her eyes close a moment. “Do you need a nap, baby?” She opens her eyes and smiles. “No, I just need a few minutes. My whole body is buzzing and is numb. I feel like I’ve been drinking shots all night.” 
 
    She’s still clinging tightly to Madison and seeing them both cuddling while Shannon recovers just makes my heart burst in happiness.  
 
    “Sweetie, can you get me my phone?” I raise my eyebrows at her and she laughs. “I want to text Sam.”  
 
    I smile and go into the living room to get her phone off the coffee table. When I come back, they have migrated from the end of the bed to the top and are cuddling on the pillows. I carefully climb on to the bed on the other side and sit down next to them. Shannon takes her phone and swipes out a quick message to Sam.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to lay down with us?” I frown and look at my lap. “I can’t lay on either of my sides yet. It hurts too much.”  
 
    Shannon quickly sits up and crawls around me. They help me lay down between them and they both lay their heads on my chest. I wrap my arms around them and squeeze them close.  
 
    “I love my girls.” They echo back an “I love you”, making me smile and sigh in happiness. 
 
    Shannon’s phone chimes with a new text and she giggles. “Sam told me to tell you both good job and told me to tell Kayla, ‘Daddy, make Mommy scream and forget her name now’.” I smile and look over at Madison. “Hey, Mommy. You ready for some loving?”  
 
    “Yes, but I want you to receive while I sit on your face. Shannon, do you want to go down on Kayla this time?” Shannon licks her lips and grins. “Yes.” 
 
    After kissing and groping for a little while, Madison straddles my head facing my body and Shannon gets between my legs, spreading me open wide. As I press my mouth between Madison’s slick lips, Shannon glides her tongue up my full length, and Madison palms and massages my breasts.  
 
    The love and passion that I can feel flowing between all of us is intense. This is so much more intense than when we had the threesome with Candi. Having Sam in the foursome added a beautiful intensity that was missing before she joined.  I can’t wait to see how much more amazing this is going to be when she’s here with us.  
 
    Madison cums before me and climbs off of me panting, but immediately starts sucking on my breasts. Shannon increases her speed and pressure and I explode. She moans inside me and sucks my folds and clit and firmly licks at my entrance, lapping up my fresh arousal that she caused to spill out of me. I gasp and moan as my body shudders from the aftershocks she sends crashing through my body. I pull Madison down on my chest and pull Shannon up from between my legs to lay on my other side.  
 
     Shannon kisses my neck a few times and gently nibbles my earlobe. I smile and turn to her and kiss her on the lips. 
 
    “Thanks, love. That was really good.” She smiles and kisses me again. “You taste good, like a peach. How are you so sweet?” I smile and kiss her lips. “You’re sweet too. So is Mommy. Maddi tastes like maple syrup.” Shannon grins and looks at Madison. “Oh yeah?”  
 
    Madison giggles and lifts her leg, inviting Shannon between them. Shannon reaches over and dips her fingers between her thighs, rubbing her a few times and making Madison inhale and sway forward some. Shannon pulls her hand out and samples Madison’s nectar off her fingers. She smiles and climbs over me and pins Madison down.  
 
    “You do taste like maple syrup.”  
 
    She pulls Madison into an intense kiss and then starts working her way down her body, kissing, sucking, and licking. She pulls Madison’s thighs up over her shoulders and dives between her legs, making Madison moan and buck against her face.  
 
    Between gasping breaths, Madison looks over at me and says, “Baby, get up here. Sit on my face. I want to taste you.”  
 
    I obey my beautiful girl and carefully straddle her head. She grips my hips and yanks me down onto her face, making me gasp and moan. I want to face her body so I can watch Shannon between her legs, but I decide to face the wall so I have something to support me in case she steals all my strength and I fall forward, which is typical. 
 
    After several minutes of her magical mouth devouring me, Madison makes me cum so hard that I fall forward into the wall with my hands landing hard and loud. Madison moans and grips my ass hard as she sucks my lips and clit, sending shattering aftershocks through my body. I reach down to pull her head out, but she tightens her grip on my clit, making me scream. She lands a firm smack to my ass and I moan and thrust against her. I cum again and fall to the side, too weak to stay up. Madison releases me and allows me to roll off of her face and she bursts with a loud moan and grabs Shannon’s head, thrusting against her. 
 
    “Shit, that was so sexy that you made me cum with you, twice.”  
 
    We look down at Shannon smiling and reach our hands out for her to come join us on the pillows. She props herself up next to me and looks at us both smiling.  
 
    “Remember when I said I go to the pond to float a lantern to help me make big decisions?” We nod and she places a hand on my stomach and smiles in a shy way. “Well, I was supposed to be on vacation the week you were in the hospital. A couple of friends from back home were taking a trip down to Cancun, Mexico and invited me to go with them. It was a last-minute trip to celebrate a big job promotion. The plane ticket and hotel would have been very steep and eaten into my savings, but I had never been on a nice vacation like that. I wanted to reward myself for working so hard, but I was also worried about using so much of my savings account. Anyway, I went out to the pond a month ago, and sent a lantern out onto the water and sat there for a couple hours, just enjoying the beautiful scenery. I realized that I didn’t need to spend so much of my hard-earned money to have beautiful experiences. I just have to watch out for them as I’m experiencing my normal life. I decided to pass up on the trip to Mexico and try to plan a less expensive trip somewhere another time. If I had gone to Mexico, I never would have met either of you. I’m so happy that I decided to stay here.” 
 
    “We’re very happy you decided to stay too. We love you, Shannon.” She smiles at Madison’s words and leans over to kiss both of us. “I feel like I either need to eat something, or fall asleep.” 
 
    “Leftover pizza and a movie sounds really good.”  
 
    They nod their agreement, so we climb out of bed and put some pajamas on.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
    I wake up before Madison and Shannon and really need some pain medicine, so I carefully climb out of bed, biting back my pain so I won’t groan and wake them. They have been very quick to wake up and make sure I’m ok if I groan in my sleep, and I don’t want to disturb them. We were up pretty late and I know they’re really tired.  
 
    After making love a few times, we ate the leftover pizza and watched a few movies, while snuggling on the sofa. We ended up talking a lot more than we watched the movies though. We decided that Madison and I should go back to our dorms, at least till we know if Sam will be transferring here. We know we’re strong together, but Shannon wants to prove that she can be a strong and confident member of the family living apart like Sam has to do. Once we know whether or not Sam will be moving here, then we can decide more long term living goals.  
 
    It’s going to be really hard not seeing them so much. But it’s also going to be hard going back to dorm living when I was just getting comfortable living in a real home again. It’s very annoying never having privacy in the dorm bathrooms for anything. And if I don’t pick just the right time, I have to sit and wait for a shower or deal with girls yelling at me to hurry up. And I don’t know where some of these girls grew up, but they can be really nasty with how they leave the bathroom. I’m really going to miss this perfectly clean wonderful smelling place.  
 
    I open the fridge and pull out a bottle of water. I quickly swallow back my pills in one gulp and lean against the counter. I know I’m in less pain than I was in the first week, but this pain is still just too much. I really hope the pain is nearly gone when Sam is here. I don’t want any limitation in being able to fully enjoy having all of my girls together at once. It’s going to be hard holding all of them if I can’t handle Sam laying on me while Madison and Shannon lay on my chest. And I really want to be able to hold her on top of me. 
 
    It’s hard to believe this is my life sometimes. Even though I’m madly in love with Madison and I still love her the most out of the three of them, I have been in love with Sam all this time. I just didn’t want to accept it. I don’t know why. Maybe I wanted her to say it first. Maybe I was scared she wouldn’t say it back if I said it first. I really don’t know why I couldn’t say it first to her. But I know it would have taken me a long time to get over her, even though I fell in love with Madison. I’m glad I don’t have to go through that heartache anymore.  
 
    “Hey, sweetie. Are you ok?”  
 
    Shannon comes into the kitchen combing her fingers through her sleep tousled hair and yawns. I smile and reach my hand out to her. She wraps her arms around my neck and I wrap mine around her waist. She gives me a soft kiss on the lips and then lays her head on my shoulder.  
 
    “Are you in pain?”  
 
    “Yeah. I just took my medicine.” She lifts her head to look at me and kisses my lips again. “Is Maddi still sleeping?” She shakes her head. “She wanted to brush her teeth.” I smile and place a hand on my mouth. “I should probably do that too.” Shannon grins and pecks my lips again. She hovers in front of my mouth with her lips slightly parted and I smell the fresh mint on her and I smile. I gently pat her butt and push off the counter. “Ok, baby. Let me go brush this mouth so I can give you a good morning kiss.” She smiles and releases me.  
 
    As I walk into the bathroom, Madison is just finishing brushing her teeth. She smiles brightly at me and wraps her arms around my neck.  
 
    “Morning, baby.”  
 
    “Good morning, beautiful.” She tries to lean in to kiss me, but I pull back. “I need to brush my teeth. You and Shannon beat me to it this morning.” She releases a small laugh and quickly pecks me on the lips. “Ok, hurry. I want a kiss.”  
 
    She releases me and sits down on the toilet seat to watch and wait for me. I quickly brush my teeth and tongue really good, and as soon as I have my mouth rinsed and my toothbrush in the holder, Madison spins me around and locks her mouth with mine. She kisses me so slowly and softly that I feel like I’m being hypnotized with each slow pass off her soft sweet lips and tongue. After a couple minutes, she slowly pulls back and looks in my eyes smiling.  
 
    “I just want to kiss you all day.” I smile and squeeze her closer. “We practically did that all of last Saturday while you helped me get caught up in my classes. Is this going to be a weekend tradition?” Madison’s smile widens and she teasingly licks my lips. “I like kissing you.” 
 
    “I love kissing you too, beautiful.” She smiles and gives me a quick soft kiss, before taking my hand and pulling me out of the bathroom. “Come on, let’s go help Shannon make breakfast.” 
 
    We come out to the kitchen and find Shannon working on pulling ingredients out of the fridge. She looks up and smiles as we turn the corner and stop just behind her, leaning against the counter. 
 
    “Hey, I was thinking about ma…”  
 
    Madison reaches up and pulls her into a kiss before she can finish, making her slump into Madison and make a small sound of surprised happiness. She wraps her arms around Madison and squeezes her closer. After a minute, they release each other’s lips and look at each other with matching cute smiles. Madison gives her a few gentle pats on the butt and then pulls back, nodding towards me.  
 
    I smile and reach my hand out for Shannon. She takes my hand with an adorable grin and steps in front of me. She runs her fingers through my long dark hair, while staring in my eyes smiling.  
 
    “I love your hair. I think I could play with it all day.” I smile and laugh a little. “I was thinking about cutting it like Sara’s.” Her face instantly turns into shock and she and Madison say, “No!”, in unison, making me laugh. “I’m just kidding. I do need a trim though. My ends need to be cleaned up. Do you know a good place around here?”  
 
    “For a kiss, I’ll tell you.” I smile really big and pull her body against mine. “Is that the key to learning all of your secrets, baby? A kiss for a secret?” Shannon grins and moves closer to my lips. “The key to those is my heart, which you already hold. I’ll tell you anything you want to know, Kayla.”  
 
    Without waiting for an answer, Shannon presses her lips to mine and slips her tongue along mine. It’s slow and soft, but I feel a lot of desire in her kiss. Her body presses in harder against mine and her hands inch up my tee shirt, firmly gliding up my sides. I wince a little from her hand on my left ribs, and she immediately moves her hand to my back, but doesn’t stop kissing me. Her hand slides down my shorts and firmly grips my left cheek, making both of us release a small moan. She suddenly pulls back, panting, and rests her forehead against mine. She pulls her hands off my stomach and ass and wraps her arms around me, just holding me close, while she catches her breath.  
 
    After several moments, she lifts her head off mine and looks in my eyes smiling. She gently kisses my lips again and then pulls back.  
 
    “There’s a good place on Chapel Road, off of Oliver.” I look at her confused and she giggles. “For your hair.” 
 
    “Oh, right. I forgot about that.”  
 
    She cheeses really big and turns back to grab a frying pan from the cabinet. Madison slides up next to me and looks at me with a cute grin. She pecks my lips and then loops her arm in mine and leans her head on my shoulder.  
 
    “So, what’s for breakfast, cutie?” 
 
    “Well, I wanted to make pancakes, but I know how you feel about carbs on back to back days. Since we had all of that pizza last night, I was thinking steak with a fried egg and cheese on top. I still need a carb, so I’m going to make some hash browns for Madison and I as well.” 
 
    “That sounds amazing. Can I help with anything?” Shannon smiles and shakes her head. “I want to cook for both of you this morning. Do you want some of your favorite drink? I bought more cherries yesterday.”  
 
    “Yes, please. You know if we decide to make this living situation permanent, you have to allow us to help with expenses.” Shannon has refused to accept any money from us to help pay for groceries while we’ve been here this week. We have even tried to just drop some money in her purse when she’s not looking, but when she finds it, she walks over to us and places it back in our pockets with a cute grin. “But, you’re both in school and not working.” 
 
    “Remember that savings account you protected to stay here instead of going to Mexico?” She nods and Madison and I pull her over to stand in front of us. “Well, we don’t want you dipping into that to cover our expenses. We’re a family and we all have to chip in.” She smiles and wraps her arms around us. “Ok, if this becomes a permanent situation, we’ll talk. But for now, I want to take care of both of you.”  
 
    We give her a hug and hold her for a few moments, before she pulls back to make our drinks.  
 
    We watch her expertly mix up three glasses of my favorite drink and when she finishes, she turns to hand us both a glass with a cute smile lighting up her face.  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    “You’re welcome. How do you like your steak cooked?”  
 
    “Kind of between medium and medium rare, but however you make it will be fine.” She smiles and looks at Madison. “And you?” 
 
    “More on the medium side. I like some pink, but not really bloody.”  
 
    “Ok.” She starts to turn, but Madison and I both reach for her at the same time, making all of us laugh. “Are you sure I can’t help?” She gives Madison a kiss on the lips and shakes her head. “I want to cook for you.” She looks at my hand holding her tank top and smiles. “Is that what you were going to ask too, Daddy?” I smile and shake my head. “I want a kiss.” 
 
    Shannon giggles and slightly bites her bottom lip a moment as she leans in to kiss me. When she pulls back, she playfully bites the tip of my nose, making me laugh.  
 
    “Thanks, baby.” 
 
    She turns back to start on the hash browns and Madison and I take a sip of our drinks. We smile and lick our lips. 
 
    “Shannon really does make these the best.”  
 
    Madison nods her agreement as she takes another sip. Shannon looks back at us smiling and her cheeks blush a little.  
 
    Sam got me hooked on these the first night we danced together. Neither of us wanted to drink at the party, so she made us “virgin cocktails” so we could have something in our hands without our friends pressuring us to drink. We just let them assume there was vodka in them.  
 
    After Shannon has the hash browns in the pan and is tossing them around, Madison slides up behind her and wraps her arms around her waist and lays her head on the back of Shannon’s shoulder. Shannon releases a small happy moan and places an arm over Madison’s.  
 
    “God, I’m going to miss this.” Madison kisses her shoulders and the back of her neck. “We will too, babe.”  
 
    Madison holds onto her till she finishes the hash browns and she has to take them off the burner. Shannon puts the hash browns on a small cookie sheet and places it in the oven to keep warm. She pulls out a grill pan and drizzles it with some oil. While it heats, she seasons the steaks with fresh ground black pepper, salt, and a spice blend she quickly mixes in a little bowl. She rubs the blend into the top, bottom, and sides of each steak and then places them on the hot grill pan. The pan sizzles and the air is instantly made fragrant with the smell of seared beef and Mexican spices. 
 
    I inhale deeply and moan. “Oh, baby, that smells good.” They laugh at my reaction and Shannon playfully pinches my side, making me laugh a little. “I hope you like the taste as much as you like the smell.” 
 
    “I’m sure I will. I’ve loved everything you’ve cooked so far. It’s going to be hard going back to eating take out and food from The Court.”  
 
    Shannon frowns and turns to check the steaks. Madison and I share a sad look and we wrap our arms around Shannon. We hold her a few minutes before she has to turn to do something else.  
 
    She gets a frying pan heating and then turns the steaks, before pulling out a carton of eggs and the cheese from the fridge. She takes one steak off, and leaves the other two to cook for a few more minutes. Once all of the steaks are resting on a plate, she starts cracking eggs into the frying pan. She adds a splash of water and covers them with a lid.  
 
    She sets out three plates and places each steak on a plate, tops them with a good amount of cheese, and then pulls the eggs off the burner and carefully places a perfectly sunny side up egg onto each. She then pulls the hash browns out and plates them on hers and Madison’s plates. 
 
    She turns back to the stove to turn it and the oven off and catches Madison and I watching her and smiles.  
 
    “Breakfast is ready.” 
 
    My mom would be really impressed with Shannon. Maybe knowing that Shannon is so good at all of the “domestic” stuff might make my mom a little less worried about this lifestyle I’ve chosen to live. Maybe it will help her to relax to see that these girls do love me and want to take care of me, not just have amazing sex with me.  
 
    We help her carry the plates, drinks, and silverware out to the dining room table and before we start eating, Madison and I give Shannon a kiss and thank her for cooking.  
 
    I slice through my egg, steak, and cheese piece of art and smile. It’s all cooked perfectly. I take a bite, making sure I have a bit of everything on my fork, and moan.  
 
    “Oh yeah, that’s amazing. Damn, that’s good.” 
 
    “Thank you. I’m glad you like it. How’s yours? Did I cook your steak ok?” Madison nods with a smile as she chews. “It’s delicious. Thank you.” 
 
    “What does my girls want to do today?” They both look at me with a smile and shrug a shoulder. “Are you feeling well enough to do anything?”  
 
    I grin and brush my thumb above my top lip and then rest my hand in front my mouth, trying to hide the silly grin I have on my face. Shannon grabs my hand and pulls it down and they laugh. I lick my lips and look at them like I’m going to eat them, making them blush.  
 
    “I want to dance with both of you.” They nervously bite their lips and shake their heads. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea. Last time you danced alone, you hurt yourself.” 
 
    “I’m dancing with you.” Madison slightly squints her eyes and puckers her lips in a small defiant smile. I match her defiance with a look that says, “just try to defy me”, and she smiles really big. “Ok, Daddy. We’ll dance.”  
 
    I smile and lean back in my chair feeling proud of myself for winning that little show down so quickly. 
 
    “Uh, I don’t think I can.” I look at Shannon and she looks embarrassed. “How come?” She looks down and picks at her hash browns. “I can’t dance like you.” I smile and take her hand, making her look up. “Do you dance at all?” 
 
    “Some, but not like…” I shake my head and kiss her hand. “I can match your level, baby.” She gives me a small smile, but shakes her head again. “But that won’t be fun for you.” I laugh a little and scoot back. I pull on her hand and pull her over to sit on my lap. “When I dance with a partner, the fun isn’t just about how complex the dance is. It’s mostly about how in sync we are. When I dance alone or in a dance off, then the complexity of the moves matters. But when I dance with my girls, I want to feel like we are one, like when we make love.” 
 
    “I’ve never really danced with anyone before. I’ve slow danced at school dances, but I’ve never really danced to anything else with a partner.” 
 
    “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes, with my life.” I smile and brush my fingers through her hair. “Good. Just put your trust in me and allow me to guide you.” 
 
    “Ok, I’ll try.” 
 
    “Good. Now, go finish your breakfast before it gets cold.”  
 
    She smiles and kisses my lips for a moment before sitting back in her chair. Madison is grinning at me in a hungry way that makes my cocky confidence burst in my core. I lick my lips and look her up and down. She smiles wider and keeps her eyes locked with mine as she picks up her glass and takes a sip of her juice. She swallows and licks her lips with a grin before going back to eating. God, I love when she flirts like that. 
 
    After we finish eating and cleaning up, I pull on their hands and pull them out to the living room. Madison is grinning, but Shannon still looks nervous. I smile and pick a playlist on my phone that I made specifically for puppet dancing. It has a combination of slow, fast, and some good medium tempo songs. I pick a slow song first to help build Shannon’s confidence and to help set the mood. I place Shannon and Madison facing each other several feet apart and I stand in the middle of them.  
 
    “Shannon, I’ll start off slow and I’ll start with Madison so you can get an idea of what to expect. But if you see us do something you don’t think you can do, don’t worry about it. I’ll be able to feel you and go with you.” She nervously plays with her hands in front of herself, but nods. “Ok.” 
 
    I smile and turn to face Madison. I offer my hand to her and she takes it and steps into me smiling. As our bodies presses together, she inhales deeply.  
 
    “I’ve been waiting weeks for this, Daddy. Make me your puppet, baby.”  
 
    I smile and spin her around, landing her ass in my groin. I position us to face Shannon so she can watch, and I start guiding Madison in a slow romantic dance that feels like we’re literally making slow passionate love.  
 
    While we dance, I watch Shannon and she is completely enthralled. Her mouth is slightly hanging open and she doesn’t look nervous anymore. She’s enjoying what she’s seeing. While she has forgotten her nervousness, I decide to switch partners. I kiss the side of Madison’s neck, spin her back into her place, and then quickly pull Shannon into me.  
 
    She’s a little rigid in her nervousness.  
 
    “Relax, love. Be like a jellyfish. Give yourself to me.”  
 
    She actually seems to stiffen more. I smile and glide my hands down her body and press into the space just inside her hips. She inhales deeply, and weakens some. I rub gentle circles in the space and trace my fingers down her bikini line and gently grip the inside of her thighs. Her breathing becomes shallow and her body leans into me more. I resume my guiding technique and she’s much more relaxed and able to follow more easily. After a couple minutes, her confidence increases and she becomes even more relaxed. She’s nearly there in being able to follow my lead. She’s much more limited in her range than I’m used to, but I still like dancing with her. I’ll be able to get her skill level up after dancing with her more. Sam wasn’t as good as she is now when we first met either, but now she’s an amazing dancer.  
 
    I alternate between them for a couple songs and then try to bring them both together. This really throws Shannon off and she becomes stiff again. It takes a couple songs to get into a good rhythm, but I’m still enjoying every minute of it. “Breaking in” a new puppet is fun for me. I love dancing with girls that follow me easily, but dancing with a girl like Shannon, that needs more coaching and training, it’s a rush. An immediate submissive like Madison and Candi is amazing and a big turn on. But there is just something very exciting about seducing a girl into submission, to get her to give me the reins and follow my lead completely.  
 
    It takes gentle touches, deeply looking into her eyes, and my breath upon her neck, to get her to relax and start to easily give me what I want. I love that I can see the arousal on her face. Seeing the arousal on their faces, hearing their breathing, and feeling the heat coming off their bodies, are some of my favorite things about puppet dancing.  
 
    After dancing together for a few fast and medium tempo songs, I feel like we’re getting into a good rhythm.  A slow song comes on, so I decide to increase the intensity. I manipulate them in more suggestive movements, grope their bodies slowly and firmly, and allow my lips, teeth, and tongue to trail over their necks, arms, and hands.  
 
    When the song ends, Shannon grips my shoulders and pushes me backwards, firmly pressing me against the wall. She kisses me hard and deep while she lifts my shirt. She pulls back just a moment to rip it off over my head. She reenters my mouth and immediately slides her hands in my shorts and grips my ass, making me moan. She releases my mouth and roughly drags her teeth over my breast and bites my nipple. She rips my shorts and underwear down off my hips and dives between my legs.  
 
    “Oh, shit!”  
 
    I grab her head and her shoulder to steady myself. My eyes close and I feel like I might fall over. Her mouth is moving fast and hard and its making my body hum with electricity. I moan loudly as two hands firmly palm and pinch my breasts. I can only get my eyes open to little slits to see Madison smiling as she leans in to pull me into a kiss.  
 
    As I start to cum, my knees weaken too much and I start to slide down the wall. Madison and Shannon help me sit down and Shannon quickly reenters my center and sends me crashing over the edge. I cum clinging to her head and Madison’s shoulder. My body spasms and jerks hard, making my ribs hurt. I gasp and groan in pain, so Shannon stops teasing my clit. I inhale deeply and smile.  
 
    “So, how’d you like dancing with me, baby?” Shannon and Madison laugh and Shannon kisses my lips. “I don’t even know how to describe it. I don’t know how so much sexiness can exist in one person.” I laugh and feel my cocky confidence grow. I dust my shoulder off in a cocky way, brush my thumb above my top lip, and lean back with a grin. “Born this way, baby.” They laugh and kiss my cheeks. “Daddy’s going to take you both to the bedroom now and have my way with both of you – many times.”  
 
    They smile really big and pull me up off the floor. 
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Thirty 
 
      
 
      
 
    Our school’s maintenance department was annoyingly proficient once they received the parts for the elevator and they had it fixed by the Monday morning after Whitney told me it would be fixed soon. So, here we stand, slowly riding the elevator up to my floor. Shannon and Madison and I all have our arms looped together in sad silence. We had one last dinner together and shared a single big bowl of ice cream on the sofa while we tried to be as close together as possible. It was a sad, somber night.  
 
    As the door slides open, we come face to face with a smiling Whitney leaning against the wall waiting for us. She laughs and shakes her head as she steps forward to give me a hug. 
 
    “Don’t look so thrilled about coming back to live with me. Jeez, you look like I stole your candy or something.” I laugh a little and wrap my arms around her. “You did steal my candy.” She laughs hard and smacks my shoulder. “Shut up. You’ll still be able to see your girls when you need their sugar.” 
 
    I give her a weak smile and we follow Whitney back to our dorm. The place looks the same, except, Whitney’s side of the dorm looks more lived in than usual. Since Darren’s gone, she spends a lot more time in the dorm. I feel bad that she’s been here all alone since all of that happened. I had asked her to come hang out with us at Shannon’s several times, but she made up excuses why she couldn’t. I think she just didn’t want to feel like she was intruding or something. 
 
    Whitney sits down on her bed Indian style and watches as we set my bags down and Madison and Shannon awkwardly shuffle in the middle of the room, unsure if they should stay or leave. Whitney offers no invitation for them to stay, so Madison wraps her arms around me and kisses my cheek.  
 
    “I guess we’ll go. I’ll talk to you later, baby.” I give her a soft kiss on the lips and squeeze her a moment. “Ok. I’ll text you before bed. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” She releases me and Shannon envelops me with a warm tender hug. She buries her face in my neck and inhales deeply, before kissing my neck. She pulls her face around to face me and presses her lips to mine for a moment. “I love you, Kayla.” 
 
    “I love you too. Bedtime phone kisses?” She laughs and nods. “Ok, I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    I watch them walk down the hall before closing the door and sitting down on my bed. Whitney is watching me with an amused smile.   
 
    “That was cute. So, how is the ‘family’ thing working out? All of your pussycats getting along?” I smile and kick my shoes off so I can push back and sit against the wall. “No, fights. We’re a very happy, loving family.” 
 
    “It will happen eventually.” 
 
    “Probably, but I don’t think it will destroy us.”  
 
    She frowns and looks down at her hands in her lap. Her shoulders shake with emotion and she sniffles. I quickly get up and sit down next to her. She leans over and lays her head on my chest and I wrap my arms around her.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Whitney. I didn’t mean to imply…” 
 
    “You didn’t. My relationship with Darren was always rocky. It just got worse when we came here. Back home, he was the best-looking guy in school and in our neighborhood. He never felt like he had competition. We still fought, but not like when we came here. He was no longer the only good looking guy in my life and the number of lesbians in this school just floored him. I have at least one in every one of my classes and then my roommate, of course, ends up being a lesbian. We only had two out-girls back home that we knew of. He viewed every minute I interacted with someone as a threat to his claim on me. I couldn’t get him to understand that his constant jealousy and accusations is what was threatening our relationship. I just hope you don’t have to go through the issues I had with jealousy. You said before that Sam has jealousy issues. I hope she can really be ok with sharing you, especially when she has to live so far away.” 
 
    “Sam is getting better with the jealousy and has already fallen in love with Madison. She’s very close to being able to say that about Shannon as well. I think if we all love each other and give each other equal attention, then we shouldn’t have those issues, at least not often.” 
 
    “I hope so. It’s so hard to make a relationship with one person work; I can’t even imagine what it would take to make a relationship between four people work.” 
 
    “So far, it’s been beautiful.” 
 
    “Well, what I saw just now was beautiful. I want that again. With one guy, of course. There’s no way I could balance more than one.” I laugh and rub her back soothingly. “You’ll have it, when you’re ready. Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Did they have a service for Darren yet?” 
 
    “They had a private family only service. I was invited, but my parents wouldn’t pay for my flight back to attend. They didn’t want me there after what he did to you and the altercation with the police. My mom never liked him. She used to tell me all the time that he had a darkness that unsettled her, but I just thought she was trying to be controlling. Turns out, she was right.” 
 
    “How are you holding up? You sound brave on the phone, but are you still you?” She looks up at me with sad eyes and shakes her head. “I’m holding it together, but I’ll never be the same. That was probably the scariest thing I’ve experienced and I wasn’t even the one he beat up. Which, I probably would have been if you hadn’t been here and stopped him. I really can’t thank you enough.” 
 
    “It was nothing. Don’t sweat it.” She smiles and kisses my cheek. “Those girls are very lucky to have someone so sweet and wonderful. Maybe your family can work – they’d all be insane to allow any confrontation and risk losing you.” 
 
    “I’m crazy lucky to have them as well. They’re all amazing and beautiful. Most of the time, I don’t even understand why they want to be with me.” 
 
    “Ok, stop being so cute and making me hungry for someone like you.”  
 
    I laugh and she lays back down on my chest with a smile. I just hold her for several minutes before she says anything again. When she speaks, its soft and I barely hear her.  
 
    “They found a note in his pocket.” She sits up and reaches for her lamp on her side table and lifts it to pull out a folded piece of notebook paper. She hands it to me, but I hesitate to open it. “You can read it.”  
 
    I slowly open the letter and can immediately tell that either he was crying when he wrote it, or someone else cried over it as they read it. The ink has drop smears all over the page.  
 
      
 
    Whitney, 
 
      
 
    I’m sorry. Tell your friend, I’m sorry. Tell my moms, I’m sorry. Tell that other girl that had to watch me be a monster that I’m sorry. It shouldn’t be on your shoulders to do, but I need you to do me this last favor, because I can’t. 
 
    I have a sickness. I don’t know what it is, but somethings wrong with my head and I just can’t take it anymore. I hate myself and how I hurt you. When you see a rose bush, you see the beautiful flowers. When I see a rose bush, I see the thorns and want to tear the whole bush down, regardless of the flowers being destroyed in the process. I know that’s not right.  
 
    When I left your friend on the floor, I saw a face in the window of a parked car outside of your dorm that scared me so badly that I actually punched the window, before I realized it was my own reflection. I took off running. I ended up knocking over an older man and we fell to the ground. I saw he had a gun tucked in the waist of his pants and I fought him for it and ran.  
 
    I don’t know why I took it. 
 
    I think I should take care of that monster I saw in the window the same way I would take care of the thorn bush so that monster can’t hurt anyone else.  
 
    I’m sorry for everything. You were my world. If I wasn’t so messed up, we could have been really happy. I wanted to marry you and have a family together. We would have made pretty babies and you would have been a gorgeous pregnant wife and mommy.  
 
    No child should have a monster for a father and no monster should breed more monsters into the world.  
 
    I hope you can find happiness one day. You are the purist thing I’ve ever known. I’m sorry for all the ugly things I called you and accused you of.  
 
      
 
    Goodbye, angel 
 
    Darren 
 
     
 
      
 
    I carefully fold the note and hand it back to her. I place a hand on her cheek and look in her eyes.  
 
    “How many times have you read this?” She shakes her head and leans over to replace it under the lamp. “Only once. His mom mailed it to me last week, but I only opened it yesterday. I don’t want this letter, but I don’t know what to do with it. It feels wrong just throwing it away.” 
 
    “Give it to Madison.” She looks at me confused. “She wants to be a child psychologist. Maybe there’s something in that letter that could help her down the road with her patients.” She nods and takes my hand in hers. “Ok, I like that idea. You know, the sad thing is, if he had gotten help, maybe we could have been happy like he says. He never told anyone what he was dealing with. Why didn’t he say something?” 
 
    “I think most people that have mental disorders keep it to themselves out of fear of being judged and labeled. There’s probably a lot of people out there that could really benefit from medical help, but they don’t seek it out of fear and insecurities. The social stigma on mental disorders is terrible.” 
 
    “I feel terrible about what I said to him just before he came up here. I didn’t realize he really had a mental issue. I just thought he was being a jerk. I was just so mad at him for calling me a whore, slut, and so many other horrible things that I don’t want to repeat. I was just tired of being torn down by him and wanted to strike back. Do you think I pushed him to do what he did by calling him crazy?” 
 
    “No. I’ve been trying to figure out if I could have done something differently, but I just don’t think he was really there. I think whatever that darkness is that he dealt with kind of took over his brain that night. I don’t know if doing anything differently would have changed the outcome. If anyone pushed him to the physical violence, it was me by throwing his greatest fear in his face – that you and I might have had sex.” 
 
    “You’re just going to keep trying to rescue me, aren’t you? You can’t even let me shoulder a little bit of the blame?” I shake my head. “Nope. You’re not going to do that to yourself.” 
 
    “That’s sweet, but it’s easier said than done. I’m trying though. So, how long do I get to keep you for?”  
 
    I look at her confused because I haven’t discussed with her the possibility of moving in with Shannon. She smiles and lays back on her pillow, resting her arms behind her head. 
 
    “Come on, the way all of you looked earlier when that elevator opened and your adorable goodbye kisses, there has to have been talk about moving in together.” 
 
    “There was and will be. Sam will be flying in next Thursday and spending four days here, so we’ll all be staying with Shannon while she’s visiting. Sam is considering transferring here. If she does that, we’ll probably try to live together.” 
 
    “Why is she transferring? To be with you?” I shake my head. “No, she hates it there. It turns out that the school is a bigger party school than the serious college she thought it was going to be. Sam has a wild personality, but she doesn’t care for the wild party lifestyle. She’s happier lying in bed talking all night than going to a party. Only thing she likes about parties is dancing, but she won’t dance with anyone but me anymore.” 
 
    “I still haven’t seen you dance. You should dance for me.” 
 
    “I’m not giving you a lap dance, Whitney.” She laughs and kicks my leg. “Shut up. You know I didn’t mean that. Come on, show me your moves.”  
 
    I laugh and shake my head. I stand up and she grins. I pull my phone out, acting like I’m looking for music, but then dramatically yawn and stretch.  
 
    “Oh jeez. Would you look at the time? I better get to sleep. I have an early class tomorrow.” I sit down on my bed and she throws her pillow at me. “Brat. I guess because I’m not a lesbian you won’t dance for me?” I laugh and shrug my shoulder. “Pretty much.” 
 
    She looks at me with a curious grin and then pulls her own phone out. I watch her hands fly over her screen, but she doesn’t say anything.  
 
    “What are you doing over there?”  
 
    “I Googled you.” 
 
    “What? Seriously? I doubt you’ll find anything.” She smiles really big and shakes her head. “Jackpot!”  
 
    “Shut up. You’re lying.”  
 
    She sits up and pats the bed next to herself. I sit down next to her and she turns her volume up and pushes play on a video that looks like it was shot by a cellphone.  
 
    “Oh shit. That’s the party at Josh’s house. The one from the weekend all of this happened.” 
 
    “Shit, Kayla. Where did you learn that?” I laugh and feel my cockiness surge. “My older sister is a dancer. She’s way better though.” 
 
    “Who are they?” 
 
    “Sam’s friends. That’s Sam.”  
 
    Watching the dance from the outside is exciting. Madison had told me that we looked like professional dancers and I have to admit that we really do. It had felt like one of our best dances, but seeing it just confirms it. It’s an amazing dance. The video ends with Sam pulling my blindfold off and me saying her name in a ridiculously dreamy way.  
 
    “Damn, that was some serious shit. This video has been viewed over two million times. How did you not know it existed?”  
 
    “Seriously? It was a good dance, but two million times? Can you text me that link?”  
 
    She sends it to my phone and I immediately text it to each of my girls, Awenasa, and to Sara. Whitney closes out of the video and sets her phone aside.  
 
    “That was really good, but I still want to see you dance in person. Next party you go to when you’re all healed, you better take me with you so I can see you in action.”  
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    Everyone responds almost at the same time about the video.  
 
      
 
    Sam: I’m literally crying. This is the best thing you could send me. Holy shit, we look so amazing. I can’t wait to dance with you again. I’m probably going to watch this on repeat till I get to see you. 
 
    Madison: I’m glad someone posted that. It was such an amazing dance. I couldn’t even be mad when I found out who it was because it was just so beautiful. I hope Sam doesn’t read the comments.  
 
    Shannon: I hope I can get to that level one day. You two look incredible. So beautiful. I miss you.  
 
    Sara: Ok, I could have done without seeing Sam grind her shit against your face, but that was probably your best couple’s dance I’ve seen. Why are you wasting your time with biology, baby sister? You are a dancer! Look at your damn face. You look so fucking happy when you dance and you’re a natural.  
 
    Sam: Ok, who are all of these hoes that want to sit on your face? I want to smack every single one of them! 
 
    Awenasa: That was a good dance, puppy. You look really good. Is this when Sam just showed up a few weeks ago to try to win you back? 
 
      
 
    I laugh and scramble to figure out who to respond to first. I probably should answer Sam first because she just went from super happy to crazy jealous in two minutes.  
 
      
 
    Me to Sam: I’ll probably be watching it a lot too. I miss you and I can’t wait to dance with you. Make sure you’re in leggings when you get here. Don’t pay any attention to those comments. They don’t mean anything to me.  
 
    Me to Awenasa: Thanks. Yeah, that’s the night she showed up and everything started tumbling into place with the family changes. I didn’t know anyone recorded it. My roommate just found it. 
 
    Me to Madison: She read them and is probably trying to figure out how to send all of them a computer virus right now. We should start doing this – recording our dances. I love dancing with my girls – it would be nice to be able to go back and watch them from the outside.  
 
    Me to Sara: Mom is already probably freaking out because I’m a polygamist. You really want me to tell her I’m going to give up a stable career future for dancing when I’m going to have 3 wives to provide for? 
 
    Me to Shannon: I’ll dance with you as much as you want, baby. It takes time and practice. I miss you too.  
 
      
 
    Whitney nudges me in the hip, like she’s trying to kick me off the bed.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Since you are busy with your many women, I’m just going lay down and go to sleep.” 
 
    “Sorry, I’ll tell them I have to go.” 
 
    “Don’t. I’m tired anyway.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    I get up and give her the pillow she had thrown at me when I wouldn’t dance for her and go back to my own bed. She pulls her little sweater off and only has a thin camisole on underneath and then pulls her jeans off, before slipping under the covers in just her camisole and panties.  
 
    “Goodnight, Kayla. Thanks for talking to me and holding me earlier.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. I have an early class tomorrow, so I might be gone before you get up.” She shakes her head. “I do too. I’ll see you in the morning.”  
 
    I change into some shorts and a tank top and then climb into bed. My phone is blowing up with texts, so I silence it to keep the sound of the vibration from bothering Whitney.  
 
      
 
    Sam: Why do you want me in leggings when I get there? Are you going to let me hump your face in the baggage claim? 
 
    Awenasa: Did you think about the family lifestyle before Madison asked you to do those things, or did you only go with it to make her happy? I know you love all of them, but would you if she didn’t ask for that? 
 
    Sara: I can’t believe you seriously just called yourself a polygamist. What’s going on with that anyway?  
 
    Madison: I like that idea, a lot. I don’t think I’m going to sleep at all. This pillow is not as comfortable as your chest and this blanket can’t hold me like your arms.  
 
    Shannon: I’d like that. Ok, I guess I’m going to try to sleep, but there’s probably no point. The bed feels so cold and lonely without you and Madison here.  
 
      
 
    Me to Shannon: My bed feels the same. I hope you can get some sleep, beautiful. I love you. 
 
    Shannon: Thanks. I love you too. Please don’t forget to take your medicine in the morning.  
 
    Me: I won’t. Madison set about 5 reminders on my phone.  
 
    Shannon: Good. Goodnight, sweetie. 
 
    Me: Goodnight, love 
 
      
 
    Me to Awenasa: Well, I think when things started with Sam, I had that in the back of my head as a possibility. I don’t know why, because back then, she was crazy jealous about nothing at all. If I had suggested something like that back then, she might have actually hit me. I do love them all, but no, I wouldn’t be in the family situation if Madison hadn’t asked for it. I wouldn’t be with Sam and nothing would have happened with Shannon. I opened my heart to be able to love them because that’s what Madison wanted. 
 
      
 
    Me to Madison: I’ve gotten used to your warmth and scent lulling me to sleep. I don’t think I’ll sleep at all tonight either.  
 
      
 
    Me to Sam: We’re going to try to avoid being arrested when you get here, but I have something in mind for that day. 
 
      
 
    Me to Sara: Good. I’ve settled my family to Me, Madison, Sam, and Shannon. We met with Candi and Carmen after we started staying with Shannon and let them know that we couldn’t be with them anymore. They actually took it well and they are seeing each other now. We’re still friends and talk sometimes, but that’s it.  
 
      
 
    Awenasa: You have been in love with me since we were children – that’s probably why you thought about it back then and why you were so willing to do it now. 
 
    Me: Probably. Wait, are you trying to tell me something without telling me something? 
 
    Awenasa: I love you, puppy, but I need to get to sleep. I have an early day tomorrow. 
 
    Me: Wait, I feel like you’re trying to get me to understand something significant without coming out and saying it. 
 
    Awenasa: Everything between us is significant and always has been. 
 
    Me: I’m guessing that I’m going to have to just stay in the dark with my racing heart? You can’t be a bit clearer on your meaning? 
 
    Awenasa: Not yet, just know that I love you. 
 
    Me: I love you too. 
 
    Awenasa: Goodnight, puppy 
 
    Me: Goodnight 
 
      
 
    I really wish I knew what was going on. She keeps dropping hints like she might want more from me than just having my love, but I really don’t know what to make of it. We’ve been in love since we were children, but she’s never tried to advance the relationship to anything physical and I’ve been too scared to try – I just try to make it clear that’s what I want. 
 
    I end up talking to Madison, Sara, and Sam for a couple hours before we all decide we better try to sleep. It’s after midnight and I’m dead tired, so sleep actually comes quicker than I expected. But I wake up screaming out in pain, not long after falling asleep. Whitney is quickly at my side. 
 
    “What’s wrong? What happened?”  
 
    I start to coil into a ball and she grabs my shoulders and pushes them back, forcing me on my back like she had seen Shannon do in the hospital. She holds me down till my body relaxes and then sits down next to me.  
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    “I rolled onto my ribs.” 
 
    “How did you prevent yourself from doing that at Shannon’s?” I shake my head. “I had them sleeping on my chest or right next to me all night so I wasn’t able to turn over.” She smiles and climbs over top of me and slips under the covers with me. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You need someone to snuggle with and I just happen to love snuggling, so, problem solved.” 
 
    “But, you’re naked.” She laughs and shakes her head. “I am not naked. I have a tank top and underwear on. Would you feel more comfortable if I put pajamas on?”  
 
    “Wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Kayla, I know you’re not going to grope me in my sleep and I’m not going to grope you in yours. So, I’m comfortable just how I am, but if it bothers you, I’ll put more clothes on.” 
 
    “No, it’s ok. I just didn’t want you to feel weird about it.” She smiles and lays down on my chest. “I don’t. Now, go back to sleep.” 
 
    “Ok. Thanks.”  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Thirty-One 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m so excited that I jump out of bed before my alarm goes off. It feels like it’s been ages and not just three weeks, but we’re finally going to pick up Sam from the airport this morning. I practically run down the hall to the bathroom to get a shower, shave, brush my teeth, and brush my hair. 
 
    Shannon and Madison are meeting me at my dorm so we can get dressed together. We’re all dressing up like limo drivers and we have the tops and pants, but Madison was working on some last-minute touches to the accessories last night, so we’ll have to finish getting dressed before we leave. 
 
    When I get back to my room, Whitney is just waking up. She turns over and looks at me with sleepy eyes.  
 
    “Hey, your phone was going off.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry. Did it wake you?” She shakes her head and sits up. “No, I was already starting to wake up.” 
 
    I check my phone and its Madison letting me know they’re outside.  
 
    “Crap. They’re outside.” She looks me up and down and laughs. I’m standing in the middle of the room with nothing but a towel wrapped around myself. “I’ll go let them in.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    After she leaves, I quickly dry off and slip into some underwear and a sports bra. Just as I’m pulling my pants up, the door opens and they all walk in. Whitney sits down on her bed and yawns really big before stretching and falling back over. Shannon and Madison step over to sit on my bed and just stare at me with cute grins on their faces. They look adorable in their black pants and black button up collar shirts.  
 
    “Hey, babies. You come into my room and sit on my bed without giving me a hug first?” They smile really big and I hear Whitney snicker in her bed. “I don’t know how they could just walk passed you when you’re standing there half naked with those damn abs flexing.” I laugh and shake my head. “It’s your fault. They don’t want to make you uncomfortable.” Whitney laughs and stands up. “That’s my cue to leave. I’m going to get a shower.” 
 
    “You don’t have to go.” She smiles kindly at Shannon and shakes her head. “I really do need to get up and get ready for the day. If you’re gone before I get back, have fun at your long slumber party and I’ll see you next week.” I smile and turn to give her a hug. “We’ll talk before then, but ok.” She wraps her arms around me and kisses the side of my neck. “Ok, be careful with those ribs and your wild sexipades.”  
 
    I laugh hard and she pulls back patting my stomach playfully before she turns to grab her towel and shower caddy. She looks back and waves at Shannon and Madison before leaving. I turn to face my girls with a big smile and open my arms to them. They smile and stand up, wrapping their arms around me. 
 
    As they pull back, they scan my torso with cute hungry grins that make me want to see if we can beat Whitney in the shower with a threesome in my bed. Madison giggles and kisses my lips.  
 
    “We don’t have time for what you’re thinking, baby. You need to get dressed.” I pout and turn to grab the shirt off of the hanger on my dresser handle. “Fine.” 
 
    “Did you eat yet?” I shake my head and Shannon smiles. “Good, I made you both breakfast.” I smile really big and throw my arms around her. “God, I love you. I thought I was going to have to get something nasty on the way there or go hungry till lunch. I’ve missed having your amazing breakfast.” She giggles and pulls me into a kiss. As she releases me, my head swoons and I moan a little. “I’ve missed waking up to those too. Maddi, your turn. Make me feel drunk, baby.”  
 
    They laugh and Shannon releases me so Madison can wrap her arms around me and kiss me. She puts so much into it that I feel like my kneecaps have melted. I sway into her and she giggles, but doesn’t pull back. I quickly grab her by the ass and lift and toss her onto the bed, bending down over top of her with our mouths still locked together. She moans and pulls me down on top of her, but then suddenly pulls back and laughs.  
 
    “Sam is going to be so mad if you sneak in a moment with us before we go pick her up.” I smile really big and reach for the button of her pants. “She’ll understand. You two are just too damn hard to resist.”  
 
    Madison smiles and glances over my shoulder at Shannon. Before I turn to look at her, Shannon grabs my hips and pulls me up.  
 
    “Come on, naughty girl. You have breakfast hash to eat before it gets cold.” I spin around and look at her with my heart bursting with heat. “Breakfast hash?” She smiles and nods. “That’s my favorite thing my mom makes for breakfast. Why are you so amazing?”  
 
    She smiles really big and blushes. She steps forward and starts buttoning my shirt for me, but doesn’t say anything. As our eyes meet, I can see the depth of her happiness and it makes me smile.  
 
    “I love that color on you.” She smiles in a confused way and looks down at herself. “Black?” I laugh and shake my head. “Happiness. You’re exquisite in that color.” She smiles really big and kisses my lips. “Thank you.” 
 
    She releases me and turns to grab a softshell cooler she had placed next to the bed. She pulls out two glass containers with an amazing looking hash, and two bottles of what looks like my favorite drink. I hop onto the bed next to Madison and pull my legs up Indian style and wait for Shannon to hand me my food. They both look at me and laugh really hard. I just cheese at them like a goofy fool. I’m just so happy that I feel silly, but I don’t care.  
 
    “You’re so damn cute. Here, sweetie.” I take the offered container and fork and she sits down next me. She kisses my cheek and I quickly dart for her lips and give her a fast kiss, making her laugh. “Thanks for doing this.”  
 
    I dive in and moan with each bite. None of us talk again till Madison and I have finished eating. After we finish, Shannon takes the containers and loads them back into the cooler. I take a drink of my juice and lick my lips, looking between them. 
 
    “So, I, uh, have something planned that I’m hoping wont embarrass the hell out of both of you.” They look at me confused and kind of nervous. “When Sam gets to us in baggage claim, I want to dance with her.” They smile and shake their heads. Madison is first to answer. “No, that won’t embarrass me, but do you mind if I record it?” 
 
    “Nope, that would be cool so I can see how much of a dork I look like. I have a little something sketched out in my head and I’m not sure if it’s going to be lame or not.” 
 
    They smile really big and I explain my plans to them and what I need them to do for me so that it works. After I finish, they’re both excited to leave so they can watch me dance with Sam. Madison gives us our accessories she was finishing for us. We each have a black tie that Madison has added a crimson red heart to, and a black driver’s hat with a matching heart on the front of it. I would have preferred not to have the hearts because it’s a little girlie for my taste, but Madison and Shannon thought it would be cute, so I didn’t object. 
 
    The drive to the airport only takes about twenty minutes and when we get there, we have ten minutes before her flight is supposed to arrive. The baggage claim terminal is really huge and spread throughout a couple different buildings. We find the terminal she’ll be coming down to when she gets off the plane and I scope out the area to find the best place to pull off my dance stunt with her. I smile really big when I see that there’s a baggage claim belt to the far end that has construction signs on it. There shouldn’t really be many, if anyone around that area since it’s out of order, so I settle on that spot a few minutes before she should be arriving.  
 
    I get a text from Sam letting me know she’s landed and will be down soon, so we get into position. I have Madison and Shannon wait near where Sam will be coming down the escalator with a sign that says, “Daddy’s cup of milk and honey”, and I go lean against a support beam by the broken-down belt. I watch as she comes down and throws her arms around Madison and laughs when she sees the sign. She gives Shannon a hug, but then looks frantically around for me. Madison takes her hand and points to me and hands her the card I asked her to give her. She opens the card and I watch her face transform into a huge smile. 
 
    The card reads, 
 
      
 
    Welcome home, baby. Will you play with me? 
 
    Come over and say the magic word.  
 
    Wait. 
 
    Mirror me. 
 
      
 
    I watch them approach and Madison and Shannon move to stand against the wall with their phones out to record us. Sam is standing about three feet in front me and is smiling really big. She looks absolutely beautiful. She’s wearing leggings and sneakers as I requested, with an oversized light blue sweater hanging off her smooth creamy white right shoulder. Her bright honey blonde hair is pulled up in a ponytail with a few adorable fly-away strands. She’s a very beautiful traveler.  
 
    “Hey, Daddy. You going to keep holding up that pole or remind my body how to move?”  
 
    I smile and press play on my phone in my back pocket. The air is filled with the sounds of robotic and mechanical bass sounds and I start robotically lifting myself off the wall and stepping towards her. I move around her and when I stop behind her, I tap her shoulder.  
 
    She turns to face me and I robotically motion to myself and then to her. I hold up my hand, and as the beats die down, I act like a machine running out of power and slowly freeze. I’m frozen for three beats before the music starts. I come back to life and do a series I want her to mirror. I do the same series twice and she jumps in the third time and mirrors me perfectly.  
 
    The music shifts again to the robotic sounds and I regain my robot technique and move around her. I stop behind her with my body pressed to her. I lift her arms and the sounds in the music make it sound like I just snapped her onto myself.  
 
    The music freezes again with us standing pressed together with our arms out like we’re about to attempt flight. A song comes on and we puppet dance in perfect sync. I can feel it and see it. We are perfectly moving as one. She’s not even looking at me. She can only feel me and she is following me. I feel a burst of love and emotion in my chest. The song cuts and stutters between the song and robotic sounds. I whisper in her ear, “fight me”, and she immediately starts to only follow half of what I try to do, while throwing in some of her own moves. It’s even better than when we danced at the party at Josh’s house.  
 
    After a minute of battling for control, there’s a crashing sound in the music and I whisper in her ear, “take control, baby”, and she gasps. She spins around to face me, so I spin away like I’m being thrown from her. I feign being unstable and stumble a moment. The music picks back up and she immediately takes full control. I follow her with no hesitation and we move in perfect sync like when I puppet her.  
 
    When the music ends, Sam jumps in my arms smiling and wraps her legs around my waist. I wince a little, but the pain in my ribs isn’t that bad anymore, so this is bearable. Suddenly, there’s an eruption of applause from a group of people we hadn’t even notice had circled us and are watching. Almost every one of them has their phones out and is recording this. I laugh and tip my hat them and wave. Sam smiles really big, pulls my hat off, and pulls me into an intense kiss. I hear some gasps, a couple rude comments, and some more wild applause. After a couple minutes, Sam releases my mouth smiling.  
 
    “I love you. Thank you for the amazing dance, baby.” I smile and kiss her lips. “I love you too.”  
 
    Her smile widens and she climbs off of me. Thankfully, most of the onlookers have dispersed, and as we start to walk over to Madison and Shannon, the rest also leave.  
 
    “That was incredible. I thought the last dance with you blindfolded was amazing, but this was just insane.” Sam smiles at Madison and wraps her arms around her and kisses her. “Thank, Mommy. Did you help plan this?” Madison shakes her head. “No, we didn’t know about it till just before we left to come pick you up. Kayla, how did you mix the music like that?” 
 
    “I found an app that let me cut the robot and mechanical bass sounds into the song. It took a few dry runs in my dorm to memorize the spacing and plan out the moves. It really looked ok? I’ve never been that strong with the robot technique.” 
 
    “It looked amazing. You both did. So, uh, you let Sam make you her puppet at the end. Was that planned?” Madison’s face is hard to read. I can’t tell if she’s upset or not. I shake my head. “No, it wasn’t planned. It just kind of happened in the moment.” 
 
    “Are you upset?”  
 
    Madison looks from me to Sam and then back to me. I understand her concern, so I drop to my knees in front of her and hang my head. I want to relay to her in a sign of submission and penance that she is my number one queen. Madison runs her fingers through my hair and lifts my face to look up at her. She smiles and grabs my bottom lip firmly. She tugs upwards, pulling me off the floor by my lip. When I’m standing again, she pulls me into a kiss.  
 
    Heat rises up in my chest so hot that I feel like I need to take this shirt off. I grip her hips and push her backwards a couple of feet into the wall and she moans as I press against her. I grab the backs of her thighs and she hops up and wraps her legs around me. I pull her arms up and press them firmly against the wall and thrust my hips against her center. Madison moans and pulls back panting for air.  
 
    “Shit, baby. What are you trying to do to me?” 
 
    “If she was strapped, she’d probably fuck you right here in the airport.” Madison blushes bright red. “Strapped?” I laugh a little at her nervous look and I let her down from the wall. “You haven’t done that yet?” Madison looks at Sam and slowly shakes her head. “Why not? I mean, obviously, Kayla doesn’t need the assistance. She’s fucking amazing without it. But it’s fun sometimes.” 
 
    Madison nervously looks at Shannon and Shannon nods with a small smile.  
 
    “I’ve done it before. Given and received. It is fun, but my orgasms are better without one.”  
 
    “Maddi, we don’t ever have to do that. They make me greedy anyway.” Sam laughs and licks her lips. Madison looks between us with a curious look and her nervousness fades a little bit. “What do you mean, greedy?” I just smile and shrug my shoulders. Sam laughs and pushes me playfully. “Kayla likes to feel you and taste you. Fucking with a dildo doesn’t let her feel and taste you as much. So, after she’s fucked you, she goes down on you. Usually a few times, before her jealousy over that rubber being inside of you is satisfied.”  
 
    “Does it hurt?” Sam smiles in a kind way and takes her hand. “It might. I bled the first time we used one. Kayla freaked. It was adorable.”  
 
    I blush and look away, feeling embarrassed. Shannon smiles and takes my hand. I give her a small smile and lean in closer to her, allowing her love to comfort me. It was just spotting, but I got very emotional, thinking I had hurt her. 
 
    “I don’t know if I like the idea of that being inside me.” Sam smiles and places a hand on her cheek, looking in her eyes. “Baby, you don’t have to. Kayla’s right. We don’t ever need to use one. I honestly only liked them because of how jealous Kayla got over them. Our love is beautiful and incredible without one, so I’m ok if we never have one.” 
 
    Madison smiles and wraps her arms around Sam and squeezes her. Sam runs her fingers through her hair and rubs her back in a soothing way. After a minute, they pull apart and Madison bends down to grab Sam’s large bookbag.  
 
    “Come on, let’s go home.”  
 
    Sam smiles and kisses her cheek. With Madison and Sam holding hands, and Shannon and I holding hands, we work our way out of the airport and to the parking garage. Madison puts Sam’s bookbag in the trunk and then walks to get in the front passenger seat. Sam looks at me and smiles so big that it makes me release a small laugh. 
 
    We slide in the backseat and Sam sits right next to me in the middle of the bench. After buckling our seat belts, Sam gently grabs the sides of my face and looks in my eyes with a beautiful smile.  
 
    “I missed these beautiful blue eyes.” I smile and look at her soft inviting eyes. Her sage green eyes look lighter and brighter than I remember. “Wow, I just realized something.” Sam grins and kisses my lips. “What’s that, baby?”  
 
    “All of my girls have gorgeous green eyes.” 
 
    Even Awenasa has beautiful bright green eyes. 
 
    “Have I been gone that long that you forgot what color eyes I have?” I smile and shake my head. “I didn’t forget. I just didn’t make the connection before. I could never forget what you look like.” She smiles in a playful way. “I have four scars on my body. Where are they?” 
 
    “One is on your left knee that you got when you were four years old, after a swing broke free and you cut your knee open on a rock when you landed.” She smiles really big and rewards me with a kiss. “And the next?” 
 
    “The top of your right foot from scrapping it really bad on the bottom of a swimming pool when you were twelve. Then when you were fourteen, you fell off a ladder while helping your dad hang Christmas lights, and you have a two-inch scar on the back of your right shoulder where you landed on one of those sidewalk lights. The last scar you have if from me and is on the inside of your left thigh.”  
 
    Her smile just couldn’t get any bigger. 
 
    “How did you give me that scar, baby?”  
 
    I laugh in embarrassment and glance up to the front seat. Shannon is watching through the rearview mirror as she drives, and Madison is turned in her seating watching with intent curiosity, but she doesn’t look insecure like she did at the airport after I let Sam puppet me. 
 
    “I bit you for the first time.”  
 
    “How many scars does Mommy and Shannon have?”  
 
    “Is this going to be quiz Daddy all the way home?” Sam laughs and kisses my lips. “Are you delaying answering because you don’t know?” I grin and lick my lips. “Madison has seven and Shannon has twelve.” Sam smiles and looks to the front seat. “Is she correct?” They both smile and confirm I’m correct. “And she knows how you got all of them?” 
 
    “Yes, she went all over our bodies with gentle fingers looking for them and asking us what happened.” 
 
    “Good.” She looks back at me and gets a dangerously mischievous smirk on her face. “The first time you made me scream out during sex – what did I say and when was it?” My heartbeat increase and I glance at the front seat again, nervous to answer. Shannon and Madison giggle and smile at me. “Well?” Madison asks with a laugh.  
 
    “You girls are naughty. Fine. It was our first time and you screamed, ‘fucking not human, holy shit’.” Sam laughs and kisses my lips. “Now, do Madison’s and Shannon’s.” I exhale and shake my head. “Seriously naughty. Girls, do you mind having your very personal outbursts shared with this naughty girl?” They both laugh and agree its ok. “First time with Madison, she moaned, ‘oh, so amazing, shit’. And the first time with Shannon, she had a wild bursting of victorious screams, most of which included my name, ‘holy fuck’, and ‘oh shit’.” 
 
    “What is my favorite ice cream?”  
 
    “Mint chocolate chip. Madison’s is vanilla and Shannon’s is strawberry.”  
 
    “When I was a kid, what did I want to be when I grew up?” I laugh and kiss her lips. “You are so cute when you get in these trivia moods. Under the age of seven, you believed that painters put rainbows in the sky and you wanted to do that. Then you wanted to be an astronaut and collect stars and bring them home, till you learned you couldn’t actually collect stars. Then you wanted to be a tomb raider and fight zombie mummies. I think you started to grow up too much after that because then you wanted to do a whole bunch of boring adult stuff.” She laughs and kisses me for a couple moments. 
 
    “Madison and Shannon?”  
 
    “Madison has pretty much always wanted to be a singer and then added child psychologist to her future goals in eighth grade. Shannon wanted to be a boat captain till she was fourteen, and then decided she wanted to help people and decided to be a nurse instead.” 
 
    Madison and Shannon both confirm I’m correct again and Sam looks at me with puckered lips, trying to think of my next question. She continues asking questions and I continue to answer each one correctly for the duration of the ride. Its adorable seeing the amusement and affection on all of their faces as I’m quizzed and answer correctly. 
 
    “What do I get for answering all of these questions correctly? I think I’ve done a great job showing that I know my babies very well.”  
 
    “You have, but I think I might stump you this time.” I smile and nod. “Give me your best shot.” 
 
    “Our greatest fears.” I shake my head. “Each of you have told me those, but I don’t think you know each other’s. I can’t share those, so I’ll have to forfeit the win for this question. You’ll have to share that with each other when you’re ready.”  
 
    “I thought I could trick you by letting you feel all cocky and proud, but you didn’t fall for it. Thank you, baby.” 
 
    They’re all looking at me with loving affectionate smiles and it just warms my heart so much. I can’t wait till we’re back to the apartment so I can hold all of them in my arms.  
 
    “I have a question.” I look to the front seat. We’re stopped at a red light, so Shannon is turned facing us with a challenging grin. “Ok, shoot.”  
 
    “The person each of us admires the most.” I smile and laugh a little. “Damn, that’s a good one. None of you have actually said specifically that you admire someone. Ok, give me a minute.” The light changes, so she has to turn back around, but I smile and meet her eyes in the mirror. “For you, it’s your grandmother.” She smiles really big and nods. “Correct.” 
 
    “Ok, for Madison.” She looks nervous and her mouth is slightly open like she wants to tell me to be quiet. I give her a small smile and simply say, “An old friend that was strongest in his worst days.” She smiles affectionately at me and confirms I’m correct. “Now, for Sam. Oh, Sam, you are just such a complicated, ever changing creature. You really are like a chameleon.” She giggles and pushes me playfully. “Are you saying you don’t know the answer?” I shake my head. “No, this is my way of preparing our other babies for mental overload.” She laughs hard and pushes my shoulder again. “You’re just stalling.” I smile and lick my lips. “Want to wager on that?”  
 
    “What do you have in mind?”  
 
    “I get this correct, and you have to give yourself to me completely in bed later. You’re not allowed to touch me or push me where you want me.” She inhales deeply and toys at the corner of her bottom lip. “You may have to tie me down for that to work.” I shake my head. “I like your willing submission; I wouldn’t enjoy it if it seemed forced.” She smiles and quirks her head to the side. “You really are such a cute baby-dom. Ok, I’ll try to meet that requirement, if you get the question right.” 
 
    “Well, you have many people you respect for the work they do for the environment and human and animal rights. Recently, you’ve become fascinated with an international council of women scientists that are leading the campaign of awareness to climate change. You really like some British physicist named, Joanna Haigh. You’ve always loved Susan B. Anthony and Eleanor Roosevelt. But, if I was to pick one person you admire the most, I’d have to say, Amelia Earhart, because she didn’t just change the way women are viewed in society through activism. She did it through living how she wanted to as a brave adventurer without care for men saying she couldn’t do it just because she was a woman.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ. How I am going to keep my hands off of you?” I laugh hard and feel my pride swell up in my chest. “Fuck, I love you so much.”  
 
    Before I can say anything, Sam has me locked in a deep, hard kiss.  
 
    “We’re home.”  
 
    Sam quickly unbuckles both of our seatbelts, but doesn’t release my mouth. She leans into me and reaches over to open the door. I try to pull back, but she holds my face firmly and just encourages me out of the car.  
 
    I end up bumping my shoulders and my head as we clumsily climb out of the car lip locked.  
 
    “You should probably get the door open, Shannon.”  
 
    Sam presses me against the side of the car and reaches for my pants button, but Madison grabs our arms.  
 
    “Come on, babes, bring that inside.”  
 
    Sam only releases me till we get inside and then she immediately pins me against the wall and starts kissing me hard and fast again.  
 
    She fumbles with the top button on my shirt, but loses patience and rips my shirt open in two hard tugs. I hear the fabric rip and Madison and Shannon gasp. I moan and slightly weaken under her rough urgent passion. She roughly palms and squeezes my breasts a moment before she starts unbuttoning and unzipping my pants. Sam pulls back just for a second to look in my eyes and smiles. She starts kissing me again and pushes my pants and underwear off my hips. As her right-hand slips between my thighs, her left hand firmly grips my throat. 
 
    I release a choked moan and slump some as my knees weaken. She tightens her grip on my throat and I feel the circulation to my head restricted and my air is very minimal.  
 
    “Oh, my god. Stop! What are you doing?”  
 
    “Shannon, its ok. Kayla likes that.”  
 
    “No, it’s not. That’s not safe.”  
 
    “I’ve seen Sam do this before. She knows what she’s doing.”  
 
    “I can’t watch this.” Sam releases my neck and pulls her hand out of my pants. “Shannon, wait.” Shannon turns back to look at Sam with pain and worry all over her face. “I promise, I’m not hurting her.”  
 
    Shannon shakes her head and starts to cry. I quickly fix my pants and I get to her before Sam.  
 
    “Baby, come here.” Shannon wraps her arms around me and cries into my neck. “I’m sorry that scared you. There are some things that I like that we haven’t done because I’ve been healing, but this is one of those things I really like. Sam has never hurt me when doing this.” 
 
    “But why do you like being choked? That doesn’t seem healthy. Being choked is a bad thing.”  
 
    I smile and kiss her lips and her wet eyes, before I give her the same explanation I had to give Madison when she questioned me after Sam did it the last time she was here.  
 
    “Shannon?”  
 
    Shannon looks over my shoulder at Sam. Sam steps over and tugs on her elbow. Shannon gives her a small smile and releases me, so Sam can embrace her. Sam gives her a small kiss on the lips and wraps her arms around her, holding her head close to her.  
 
    “Baby, I’m sorry I got so caught up in the heat of the moment. I just wanted to make Kayla feel good.” Shannon releases a small laugh and pulls her face back to look at Sam and then at me. “I know that feeling.”  
 
    I smile and blush. Shannon had gotten caught up in wanting to make me feel good when I was in the hospital and fingered me twice while I was in there, before we even really knew anything about each other. 
 
    Sam runs her fingers through Shannon’s hair looking in her eyes a moment and then pulls her into their first real kiss. It’s slow and soft and I can see the power of the kiss working on both of them as their cheeks blush. Shannon’s hand glides down Sam’s exposed shoulder and gently squeezes her. Sam leans into her more and grips Shannon’s hip.  
 
    They slowly pull their lips apart and smile at each other. Nearly simultaneously, they quietly say, “I love you”, for the first time to each other. Both of them release an adorable happy giggle and peck each other’s lips again. 
 
    Sam looks over at me and blushes darker red and gives me a shy smile. I laugh a little and wrap my arms around both of them. Madison joins us and I give each of them a kiss on the lips.  
 
    “I love my babies. You’re all so beautiful and sweet.” 
 
    Each of them grin in a naughty way and start dragging me to the bedroom. Madison is pulling me by my tie around my neck, while Shannon and Sam have my hands.  
 
    When we reach the bedroom, I wrap my arms around them and push them all down on the bed with a big smile.  
 
    “You naughty girls need some serious Daddy treatment.” They smile up at me, but slightly lean back on their hands. Madison teases, “Are you going to spank us, Daddy?” 
 
    I smile as I feel my cocky confidence growing. Madison smiles wider and sits forward. She grabs my tie and tugs down hard, sending me on my knees in front of her. I release a small moan and Madison licks her lips.  
 
    “I think Daddy needs to be roughed up. We need to finish what Sam started so you have the energy to love on all of us, baby.”  
 
    I glance at Shannon and she looks a little nervous. I pucker my lips at her and she leans forward to kiss me.  
 
    “Can you bite me, baby?” She smiles and nods. “Can you slap me?” Her smile drops. “Where?”  
 
    “Everywhere. Well, except my ribs, of course.” 
 
    “How hard?”  
 
    I look at Madison and offer a cheek to her. She smiles and gently brushes her hand across my cheek before delivering a slightly stinging slap to my cheek. I gasp a little and my eyes slightly close. It was a good one. I open my eyes and look at Shannon.  
 
    “You want to try?”  
 
    She sits forward some and gently caresses my cheek a few times and then smacks me, just a little harder than Madison, but it feels good. My eyes close from the impact and I wince a little. She immediately grabs my face and kisses it.  
 
    “I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” I smile and open my eyes. “No, baby. It was good. But if you want to kiss me tenderly like that each time you smack me, I’m not going to complain.” 
 
    “Ok, I think I can do that. Anything else?” 
 
    I look at Sam and she grins. She stands up and steps behind me. She runs her fingers through my hair a few times, then tangles her hand in my long black hair, and yanks it backwards, making me look up at her. She smiles and bends down to kiss my lips a moment, before she sinks her teeth in hard on the spot where my shoulder and neck meet. I gasp and moan from the electricity it erupts inside me. Sam pulls back and giggles. She brushes her thumb over the spot and I watch her suck my blood off her thumb with a smile.  
 
    She releases her grip on my hair, but bends down and lifts the back of my shirt. I gasp and fall forward between Madison’s thighs.  
 
    “How do you like your new toy, Daddy?” I smile and wrap my arms around Madison’s waist, bracing myself. “Again.”  
 
    “Wait, what is that?” Shannon stands up and I glance behind myself. Sam shows her a small blue wand with a small metal tip. “Don’t worry, baby. This was made specifically for sex. Here, I’ll lower the setting so you can feel.”  
 
    She takes Shannon’s hand and presses the tip to her palm. Shannon releases a small gasp and hops in surprise, but then giggles.  
 
    “That was weird. It’s like when I had to get electrical stimulus therapy on my knee after twisting it bad getting off my grandfather’s boat one time. But how will that be arousing?” 
 
    Sam smiles and places a hand on her hip and brings the wand down to her center.  
 
    “Ready?”  
 
    Shannon bites her bottom lip a moment and then nods. Sam presses the wand between her thighs and Shannon moans and sways forward, grasping onto Sam’s shoulders for support. Sam pulls her hand back and Shannon slowly releases her. 
 
    “That felt really good. Ok, I think I’ve made Kayla wait long enough. Time to play, Daddy.”  
 
    I smile really big and all three of them grab onto me and lift me off of my knees.  
 
    


 
   
 
  

 Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
     
 
      
 
    I don’t think I have ever felt this good before. My whole body feels like it’s in a sleeve made out of the electrodes used in that amazing little toy Sam brought with her. We’re all lying in a heap, panting for air, after so many rounds of mind-blowing love making. Shannon and Madison are laying on my chest and Sam is laying between my legs with her head on my stomach and her hand on my hip.  
 
    I feel like everything is made more complete with Sam here. The intensity of everything with her here was so powerful that I felt like a thick pleasure fog had filled the room and was consuming all of us. I lost count of how many times we made love to each other. Before they allowed me to pleasure them, they worked together to tease and rough me up, then each of them took a turn going down on me. It was heaven.  
 
    Sam is gently tracing her fingers over my skin, sending shivers through my body. At first, I think she’s just tracing randomly, but even through my hazy brain, I realize there’s a pattern to her touch. I try to pay attention and realize what she’s doing. She’s writing a message. She brushes her hand over the space and then picks up the pattern again. I smile really big when she gets to the end.  
 
    “I love you too, baby. And you’re welcome.” She had spelled out, “I love you so much, Kayla. Thank you for keeping me in the family.” 
 
    Sam lifts her head and looks up at me with a wide happy smile. Madison and Shannon look at us confused.  
 
    “You understood my message?” I laugh and nod. “It took me a few times for me to realize what you were doing, but I got it.” 
 
    “Secret messages are not allowed in the bed, babes.” 
 
    Sam and I laugh and Sam tells them what she had said. They lift their arms to her and Sam climbs up higher to lay on me and wrap her arms around them.  
 
    She’s very careful to lower herself down, and even though she’s so small, I feel her weight on my ribs. I hold my breath and bite back my pain so they can have this moment. Sam looks up at me with a big smile, but her smile quickly fades and she immediately lifts herself off my torso.  
 
    “Oh, shit. I’m sorry, Kayla. I forgot. Are you ok?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m ok. Come back a moment.”  
 
    She slowly and carefully lowers herself on me again and Shannon and Madison adjust so I can have my arms to wrap around Sam. I carefully wrap my arms around her and Sam releases an adorable purring sound. It feels so good having her naked body pressed against mine. Sam is more petite than Shannon and Madison, so her bones do poke a little more than them, but I still love this. I squeeze her a little closer, but my ribs object, and I gasp and release my grip on her. Sam carefully lifts herself off of me and looks worried.  
 
    “Ok, Daddy needs medicine now. All of this amazing activity today has my ribs aching bad.” 
 
    “Did I make it worse?” 
 
    “No. You are perfect. All of you are perfect. I feel drunk on how perfect all of you are.”  
 
    They giggle and bend down the kiss my face and neck all over for a few moments. I wince a few times trying to sit up and shuffle to the edge of the bed, so Shannon bends down and wraps her arms around me, offering me support.  
 
    “Wrap your arms around my neck, sweetie.”  
 
    I obey, and she lifts enough that it helps relieve the pressure in my ribs and I’m able to get off the bed.  
 
    “Thanks, beautiful.”  
 
    After we’re all dressed in pajamas or sweat pants and tee shirts, we go out to the kitchen so I can take my medicine. Sam stands close to me and watches me take my pills with concern on her face. After I swallow my pills, she places her hands on my shoulders and looks in my eyes. 
 
    “Kayla, I’m sorry I couldn’t be here during the worst of your recovery. I really wanted to be.” 
 
    “I know. I wish you could have been here, but I’m not upset with you that you couldn’t be.”  
 
    She brushes her thumb over my cheek that Darren had punched. The bruises are completely healed, but her gentle touch and the sad look in her eyes makes me feel like she can see them still.  
 
    “Kayla, why couldn’t we say it before? Why did it take breaking up and you falling in love with Madison for us to be able to say how we feel about each other?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Would you have come out here if I hadn’t met someone new?” She takes a step closer to me and wraps an arm around my waist, while still holding the side of my face. “Yes. I wanted you back and I knew you wouldn’t ask for me back. You are so stubborn in saying what you want. I knew I’d have to fight for you, just like I’ve always had to fight it out of you the things you want and like.” 
 
    “Why do you love me so much, Sam?” She smiles as she kisses my lips, runs her fingers through my hair, and wraps both arms around my neck. “You’re the first person to see me for me and not just a pretty face to have on their arm. You listen to me and remember what I say. You make me feel important and loved, more than anyone has ever done before, including my family. You are constantly proving that you want to learn everything about me by asking me questions and actually listing and remembering what I tell you. I could go on forever, but I feel whole with you.” She glances over my shoulder at Madison and Shannon and smiles. “You all make me feel whole. Kayla, you know I’ve never had that beautiful happy family life like you grew up with. But I feel like I have that now. I never would have thought I’d be ok with a scenario like this, but I’m really happy. I don’t feel so alone in this world anymore. You were always enough for me, even though I was too stupid to admit it before. But this family we have is really amazing. It’s nice having more than one person I feel like I can count on to love me and be there for me.” 
 
    “I love you. I love each one of you and I love how we fit together. I love having you here with us. Even when we’re apart, you’ll have our love and we’ll be here for you, always.” 
 
    “I have a present for you.” I smile really big and she giggles. “What do you have for me?”  
 
    She kisses my lips and releases me. She takes my hand and pulls me out to the living room. I watch her dig through her bookbag and then she turns to me with an envelope. I take it and turn it over with confusion. It’s just a blank letter size envelope.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She smiles affectionately at me, but doesn’t answer. I open the envelope and pull out a single sheet of paper folded in thirds. I look at her again before unfolding it, and she laughs. 
 
    “Baby, read it.” 
 
    I unfold the paper and it’s a letter to her from my school. I smile really big and wrap my arms around her. I pick her up and spin her around. She laughs, and as I stop, she pulls me into a kiss. After a few moments, I pull back and spin us to face Madison and Shannon.  
 
    “Babies, look.”  
 
    I hand Madison the letter and they read it together and smile really big. They envelop Sam with me and all of us hold onto her. Sam releases a small laugh and a sob at the same time as emotion overwhelms her.  
 
    I’m so happy that Sam’s transfer request was approved, and it’s even better that it was approved for winter semester. She’ll be coming back with us after the holidays. It’s amazing. 
 
    “Are you sure you all want me here? It’s not too late for me to cancel.” All of us immediately say, “Yes, we want you here,” and then laugh and squeeze her tighter.  
 
    We hold onto each other for a couple more moments and then disentangle. Sam wipes at her eyes and then gives each of us a soft kiss on the lips.  
 
    “Thank you. I was actually kind of scared to tell you I received the approval to transfer.” Madison takes her hand. “Sam, we love you and we all want you here.” Sam’s eyes tear up again and she wraps her arms around Madison. “I have no idea why this works, but I am so happy with all of you.” 
 
    After she pulls back, she looks at Shannon and they smile at each other. Shannon takes her hand and pulls her into a hug. Sam gently kisses her lips and looks in her eyes.  
 
    “I heard about the lanterns and your almost trip to Mexico. I’m really glad my babies met you and now I can call you my baby as well.” Shannon releases a small happy laugh and kisses her lips. “Thank you for putting up the fight to get to know me and accepting me into your family.” 
 
    “So, any fear left, baby?” Sam looks at me and grins. “No, I can’t wait to move off of the video chat dates with you and start having real family nights and dates with my girls. Hey, I’m starving. Can we do something for lunch?” Shannon smiles and nods. “I’ll make something.” I smile and shake my head. “We’ll work together.”  
 
    We head to the kitchen and Shannon opens the fridge to scan its contents. Madison and Sam lean against the opposite counter and watch and wait for their instructions on what to do. I feel my heart swell seeing all of them standing in this small space about to work together to make our first meal together as a family. Shannon turns to look over her shoulder at us and catches my eyes and smiles.  
 
    “Hey, sweetie.” 
 
    “Hey, baby.” Her smile widens and she reaches her hand out to me. I step forward and she pulls me over to look in the fridge with her. “You want to help me decide on what to make?” I wrap my arm around her waist and kiss her cheek. “Let’s make a feast. This is a special day and we need to celebrate.”  
 
    “I agree.”  
 
    She kisses my lips and we start pulling vegetables, chicken, cheeses, and milk out of the fridge. With Shannon’s guidance, we work together to make salad, cheesy mashed potatoes, fried chicken, and cheddar biscuits.  
 
    I’ve never helped my mom cook much. I liked to watch, but I’ve never really cared for cooking. But I really love cooking with my girls. We talk and laugh together. We feed each other little bites of veggies and cheese. I flour each of their cute noses with flour, making them laugh and attack me with the flour, streaking my face with their floured fingers.  
 
    When we sit down at the four-seat round table to eat, we look at each other and smile. As I sit here, looking at each of them, I feel like I’m sitting at the dining room table at home. Being here with my girls, feels like I’m actually surrounded by family. This isn’t just some wild sex-driven lifestyle we’ve chosen. This is a serious family with love at its core. I know the traditional family is two spouses surrounded by children, but this feels right. This feels beautiful and comfortable.  
 
    We are already controversial in the fact that we are all lesbians, but the four of us being in a relationship together is definitely going to be something very few people can wrap their heads around, let alone support. Right now, we are in a perfect state of bliss, but I know we’ll face a lot of opposition when we introduce ourselves to our loved ones, friends, and strangers.  
 
    I hope I can always protect my girls and make them feel loved and safe. I hope that the outside world doesn’t break up our beautiful family and we can weather any storm. I want us to be able to create home within each other and always be solid, no matter the negativity we receive.                
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To be continued… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Coming Soon… 
 
      
 
    Book 2 – Building the Home 
 
    Transitioning from a monogamous relationship to a family of four is only the beginning for Kayla and her girls. In order to abandon their dorms to move in together, the foursome must now face the world and their families. Can Madison’s homophobic parents accept their relationship? Creating a home together may destroy them, or open up the doors of immeasurable beauty and joy.  
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    Keeper of My Heart 
 
    Four years ago, Riley was only an intern at the zoo she is a keeper at now. She fell in love with her mentor, and after a three-year relationship, her heart was left broken. She vowed never to allow love into her heart again and she coped in ways that would only send her spiraling down the self-loathing whirlpool. A year later, the tables have turned. Riley is now the mentor and has to take on an intern. With one smile from a sweet innocent face, Riley’s resolve to never love again starts to crumble. While learning how to love again, and forgive herself for her indiscretions, Riley has to find closure with her past so she can move on and finally be happy. 
 
      
 
    The Perfect Right Hook 
 
    When she was a kid, Jordan’s parents enrolled her in boxing to learn how to defend herself against the bullies that picked on her because of her petite size. As a working adult, Jordan’s no longer facing bullies in the schoolyard, but still hangs onto boxing out of habit. When an enemy from her past shows up in a terrifying way, and is the only person that knows why she can’t remember the day before, Jordan has to do some deep soul searching to remember on her own, or face her enemy in the ring to be given the answers. Trying to learn the truth about her missing time, sends Jordan on a journey of self-discovery, learning she is more than just a boxer and a girl that works in IT. With the help of the beautiful and fascinating Alex, Jordan learns the many beauties and wonders in life she has been missing out on and starts to uncover clues to her missing day in her own memory. When she finally learns the truth about what happened to her, will she be able to survive it, or will it destroy her and the beautiful bond that forms between her and Alex? 
 
      
 
    She Became My Water 
 
    Can you fall in love with a person you’ve never met, seen a picture of, or know anything about that would help identify them in a crowd?  
 
    Piper did just that three years ago, when she stumbled upon the anonymous blog of the “Controversial Lesbian”. Piper has been religiously following the woman to the point that her love and infatuation for the blogger has been the indirect cause of a few relationships failing.  
 
    Piper is a barista in a popular coffee shop and for the past month, a beautiful woman with a shy smile has captivated her with what mysteries hide behind that small closed lip smile. Unable to resist the intrigue of a beautiful shy woman, Piper decides to be bold and try to get to know her.  
 
    Just when Piper thinks she has found the perfect woman that she can actually be with, the anonymous blogger decides to strip her digital mask, revealing her true identity.  
 
    The surprise unveiling is shocking and life changing. 
 
      
 
    Love Triumphs Pain 
 
    As if the stress of trying to decide what to major in when she starts college next year isn’t enough, Jess is surprised and embarrassed to suddenly find herself unable to stop thinking about kissing and being with her flirty science lab partner, Jaime – another girl! 
 
    After a brief bout of depression from trying to understand her feelings, and with the help of her lifelong best friend Hayley, Jess accepts she is gay and stops judging herself. Accepting who she is makes her feel hopeful and more confident. Her new-found awareness of “self” allows Jess to humor the idea that she might actually be able to have what she wants – Jaime.  
 
    The journey to discovering who they are is full of pain, but also deep passion. The ending may not be what they imagined, but in the end, they both discover their true selves and learn true love can heal all pains. 
 
      
 
    Poems to Sketches – Poetry Guided Sketching Guide 
 
    Whether you love poetry or have never really given it a chance, the poems within are bound to elicit some emotion and imagery in your mind. Use that inspiration to practice bringing to life the images you can only see in your mind – sometimes one of the hardest things for an artist to do. A poem can inspire a sketch or painting. That piece of art can inspire a song. The song inspires a dance, and a dance can inspire a poem. So, the circle goes round in the different arts, inspiring and creating masterpieces of great wonder and beauty. This journal contains 29 original poems with exercises to explore your imagination and sketching space to draw the images inspired by these poems. Also inside, are several additional unique challenges and activities. Let your imagination soar and exercise those sketching muscles with Poems to Sketches: Poetry Guided Sketching Exercises. 
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