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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE

Happy Birthday

I dug in the sand looking for stones and shells, bending over and showing off to an empty beach, wearing nothing but white short-shorts, a tiny tank and lots of attitude. My God! Why not the attitude? My eighteenth birthday, I was on top of the world. When else was I going to feel so grand?

Everything seemed eternal on that stretch of beach that afternoon. Very little had changed over the last twenty years in our sheltered domain. At least that is what Lavinia said. But what did she know, really? For as long as I’d known her, which was all of my life, nothing existed for Lavinia outside of her body aches and her immutable opinions. She saw little of the world beyond the condensed picture from her bedroom window where she commonly sat gazing out on the shore. In this case, however, she was likely right. (Lavinia, by the way, is my mother, although I’ve rarely called her mom.)

What I did know for sure on that lovely afternoon was that time stood still in the heart of Michigan on our beautiful tree-lined shore, while the world outside this small sphere changed daily. In other places, streets disappeared with an overnight flood, buildings were washed into the sea, and in vast deserts weathered structures turned to dust and blew away. At one time the government rushed in to fix things, sometimes forced there by an anxious constituency that demanded drastic action for drastic times. But there’s no longer any money to build seawalls, or pump flood waters from ruined neighborhoods, or reclaim beaches and buildings and four star resorts that rising oceans have swallowed whole. In lonely deserts there is no money to build where there’s no water to quench the human thirst. No one in these times, even as young and innocent as eighteen years, can fail to understand the havoc these last twenty-five years of environmental neglect and widespread war has wreaked upon an unsteady planet. I grew up with the daily horrors, reading one frightening headline in the newspaper after another, until Lavinia finally canceled our subscription. “No use filling your head with all that untidiness, when everything is perfectly all right here,” she defended her decision. ‘But everything isn’t perfectly all right here!’ I silently exclaimed when I was sixteen and I knew better than my arrogant, self-absorbed mother. By eighteen, however, I’d proven to be my mother’s child in spite of myself, and I blithely chose to follow Lavinia’s wise counsel and forget all that untidiness, especially on my birthday. 

Instead of wallowing in the darkness of terrible times, I went about combing my favorite beach for treasures, rejoicing in the fact that I was at last eighteen. And on that perfect day, the sun shone blistering from the flawless sky, so bright that it blinded my eyes, tickled my nerves, its fierce rays no doubt damaging my youthful skin. That sun had its rewards and its dangers, but danger was the furthest thing from my mind. 

It also completely messed up my intuition as I casually made my way alone along the sand. I had no clue that Jack Wright was stalking me. 

Then suddenly—“Gotcha!” 

I shrieked. 

With his hands on my waist, he lifted me high and twirled me around, smiling greedily.

“What the hell are you doing!” I screamed. I jubilantly attempted to worm my way from his fierce grasp—a useless project; he was much too strong to overpower. 

He finally set my feet back on the sand and smiled down with a half cocky, half melancholy grin—something pretty intense for a boy of eighteen. I used my hand as a visor to peer into his dark, dreamy face and immediately a flutter of excitement skirted all the little places in my body that light up with erotic desire. It had only been within the last six months that I’d considered Jack as a sexual being. However, those sexual feelings, those desirous thoughts about one of my two best friends were so new, so fresh and so frightening that I made every effort to will them away. 

However, I could not will away the fact that Jack was becoming a man—and a very handsome one at that.

But what about me, I was forced to wonder—was I still stuck in girlhood? I didn’t feel particularly womanly or grown up or ready for the adult world. Maybe I was simply languishing in childhood, in need of something monumental to lift me from an unchallenged virginity. When we were sixteen and seventeen, Jack kept telling me that I had to give up my virginity to him first; I’d be betraying our tight allegiance if I squandered my pluckable womanhood on anyone else. To that I’d make a face, stick out my tongue or roll my eyes. Lydia, the third in our inimitable threesome, said that Jack’s bold declaration was as good as written in stone, “Why the hell are you sweating it out, Priss? It’s not like there’s anyone else.”

But maybe there would be someone else, I’d defiantly think to myself. The conversation would then skip on past that topic, and the matter of my virginity would go on as before, unchanged. 

“You look pretty good for being in the middle of hell the last six weeks,” I laughed, as I stared into Jack’s deep set eyes. Middle of hell had been his words when we last spoke on the phone about his internship in a Detroit accounting firm. He certainly didn’t look like hell now. He was dressed for the beach, wearing knee-length khaki shorts and a faded retro Dylan T-shirt. His dark brown hair was tousled by the wind off the lake; his cheeks were burnished and tan. And his smile warmed me, all the way to those self-conscious feelings of lust he generated in my virgin body. Yet while he looked like the typically self-possessed Jack I knew well, I saw that his eyes were especially dark, almost brooding. The sadness in his face seemed to tug them down at the corners. The youthful Jack seemed weary with life. Although for the moment I ignored the observation and my worry. I was too happy to let anything cloud this day, too happy to have him home to make an issue of his odd facial expression. 

“I’m glad to be back, Priss,” he said genuinely, “Happy birthday.” He gave me another hug, then he stepped back and pulled a small box from his shorts. Immediately I’m thinking something stupid like an engagement ring—like young men have that kind of money anymore.

I pried open the lid and a necklace fell to the sand.

“Oh, dear!” I crouched down to pick it up with my hand trembling as I fingered the smooth silver and the single gem. 

“It’s a peridot,” he said.  

I gazed up in wonder. “It’s the color of your eyes,” I said.

“So it is.” Those eyes twinkled as he lifted me to my feet again. 

“Where did you get this?” I felt even giddier still, and very much confused. 

He shrugged, then helped me with the clasp at the back of my neck. “Just appeared one day.” Obviously he wasn’t going to answer the question and I knew enough not to pry.

“It’s beautiful, Jack. Thank you…but why?” We rarely gave each other presents, certainly nothing as nice as a silver necklace with a sparkling peridot. 

“Because it’s your eighteenth birthday; you deserve it,” he sniggered. “And how do you plan to celebrate?”

I let my bewilderment speak for itself. “Well…um…everything is at the boathouse. We’re just waiting for Lydia to get here. She’s on the train from South Bend. Damn thing is late as usual. She was suppose to be here this morning.”

“And that surprises you?” 

“No. Lavinia said I shouldn’t put much faith in the things of man. They are bound to disappoint.”

“Sounds like Lavinia,” he said dryly.

We walked arm in arm toward the boathouse, relishing the moment, just like two old friends who hadn’t seen each other in years. 

Jack is one of my two childhood friends; Lydia the other. I suppose it’s a toss up which one I care about more. It was impossible to separate the two in my mind and heart with both being such essential elements of my life. The three of us were born on the same day in the same country hospital, and we’ve shared the same birthday for eighteen years. We weren’t the only ones who’ve snickered about the coincidence of our birth. But by now, the three of us have blushed enough when someone joked, ‘bet that was one hell of an orgy nine months before you were born.’ The snickering was never mean-spirited though. If there was an orgy, if our parents were fast friends at the time, it didn’t last long. Our three dads were on their way to the third Gulf War, and that experience ended badly for them all. Lydia’s dad came back in a box, Sam was severely wounded and died when Jack was eight. My father, Trevor Amberly, was the only one to survive, but he’s been hanging on by a thread. I knew before I was six that he didn’t behave like a typical dad. He floated in and out of our lives at the Bed and Breakfast, leaving my mom and me to handle more than our share of the work. Sometimes he was around to fix the boats, or he would paint the house when the weathered boards began to buckle. He’d even joined us for Christmas and Thanksgiving, which was as awkward as having a stranger in off the street. Dad and I would stumble all over ourselves for something to say during these occasions, while Lavinia acted as if there’d never been a drunken rant, or missed support checks, or weeks on end when we saw nothing of our father and husband. She blamed his erratic behavior on the war, as if that was all the excuse any man needed to abandon their family. I simply got used to it; a missing dad was all I knew. And since Jack and Lydia did perfectly well without theirs, I couldn’t see any reason not to do just fine without mine. 

I hugged Jack close as we walked along the beach, feeling almost afraid to let go. “You ever wonder why we were born now? I mean at this particular time in history?”

He shrugged. “Don’t have a clue,” he said flatly. But then his mind started to wander and he began to ramble. “But if I did know, I’d say we were born now because we’re special people, because we can pull this world out of its miserable slump—either that or we’ll pick up the pieces when we’re the only ones that survive.”

I laughed. Sounded like the idealistic Jack I knew. He’s always had big, bold ideas about himself. Lydia and I would just shake our heads. 

We reached the boathouse, mounting the creaky old steps with our bare feet dodging the worst of the splintered boards. The clapboard building had once been as white as the house on the hill, but by then it was just a weathered gray, its boards beginning to rot from too many fierce storms. We figured that someday it would finally fall into the lake. But on that day, the old boathouse was still strong enough to host another birthday party for the triplets of Pine Harbor Shores, as we were often called.

“Hey, you two!” Lydia’s rasping voice made us suddenly freeze on the spot. We looked up and saw her wave from the bluff above.

“Get your hot ass down here!” Jack called to her in a booming baritone.

“Yeah, well wouldn’t you just like my hot ass,” she sassed him.

It’s a running joke between them, since Jack’s the last person who will have our lesbian friend’s hot round ass. “You know I owe you one,” Jack started toward the bluff, grinning. “You want it now or later?”

“Your threats don’t mean shit, Jack!” Lydia called down. Her vivacious body oozed with sassy sexuality meant to taunt him. 

“Then why don’t you come down here and tell me that face to face!”

Lydia never backed away from a challenge, and she didn’t back away from this one either. Smug and self-confident she sauntered down the hundred feet of steps with her plump ass jiggling inside her shorts and her breasts straining against the buttons of her blouse. Seeing that particularly vivid sexy strut, I realized for the first time how sexually daunting Lydia was. There was nothing playful and girlish about her anymore; just as there wasn’t much of the boy left in Jack. I felt like the young kid sister watching her older siblings bicker.

What happened next shocked me, alerting me to the changing nature of our once predictable relationship. As soon as Lydia hit the last step, Jack had our friend flung beneath his arm, his palm coming down hard on her bottom, giving her a spanking that made me shrink back in amazement.

What the fuck….

“Ooo, you miserable bastard!” Lydia yelled. She made every effort to wiggle from his grasp. I knew her fight was useless. When Jack was in a snit, no one got in his way, no one changed his plans, and for all her spit and fire, Lydia was going no where until Jack finally decided to stop. When he did, he set her back down, both of them huffing and puffing and out of breath. 

“What the hell was that?” I asked, still trying to pick up my dropped jaw from the boardwalk. 

“Exactly what she deserved,” Jack glowered.

A long prickly silence followed. What might have initially been a good-natured clash between the two—not anything particularly unusual—still gave off a testy vibe. 

“So, that’s all the explanation I’m going to get?” I asked. 

“Yes, that’s all you’re going to get,” Lydia said, and she sassily pushed right past me.

“Now wait! You two don’t keep secrets from me,” I declared.

Lydia turned abruptly, hands on hips. Her fleshy compact body oozed with a temperamental energy I’d learned not to mess with. I knew already that it wasn’t going to be placated that day. The two were up to something and I wanted to know what it was. 

She had a scowl on her face that arrested our attention, then suddenly the scowl broke into a beaming grin. “You know, Jack, I think since the birthday girl is being so nosy, she should get that birthday spanking she’s owed. I mean, I got mine, and you sure as hell aren’t gonna take a swat. Maybe she should take your eighteen too. What do you think?”

“No, no no, wait!” I backed away. But it was too late. Jack already had me by the arm. My heart was thumping so fast that I could hardly catch a breath. 

“Why that’s the best idea you’ve had since we stole Cokes from the Dairy Mart when we were eight,” Jack evilly replied. His twisted grin, his flashing eyes; I was in for it. 

A couple quick maneuvers and he had me over his shoulder, carrying me into the boathouse, while I kicked and wailed and beat his back with my fists.

“Put me down!” I shouted.

Next thing I knew I was on my feet again, flung over the side of the old workbench, my butt bared.

“…Five…six…seven…eight,” Lydia was rattling off the number of years with a vengeance, striking me with a two inch wooden slat she’d picked up off the floor. 

I struggled angrily. 

“It’s just a birthday spanking, Priss. We didn’t want you to feel left out. She’d paused long enough to allow us both to catch our breath, and for just a few seconds caressed my stinging ass with the palm of her hand. Then nine… ten… eleven…twelve, all the way to eighteen. By the time she finished, I was panting hard and worried about the dreadful build up of feral energy that suddenly turned the vicious spanking into something quite different. 

When Jack moved in and took her place, I could feel his masculine aura swoop around me in a most uncomfortable way. 

“Haven’t I had enough?” I whined as my blushing face gazed into his. With Jack in command, the mood in the boathouse shifted, becoming more playful, no longer laced with the edgy anger that fueled Lydia’s attack. His bare hand was on my bare behind, squeezing the cheeks with a definite purpose in mind, although I had no idea what it was. Then, suddenly, Smack! His hand came down firmly on my warmed behind. Smack, again. I felt it all the way through my body, to toes and fingers and my jittery belly. Smack for a third time, I was dancing on my toes. But not because it hurt that badly. After every firm crack of his palm on my squirming bottom, he rubbed the sting away, then he smacked my ass again. By the time he got to ten, my mind was off somewhere beyond the present, my body flying through feelings it had never had, queasy, sexual and wonderful feelings spiked with a drunken exhilaration that would scare me just as soon as the eighteenth smack landed on my well-worked derriere. 

“What a pretty color!” Jack exclaimed. He stood back admiring the sight, and I pretty much let him, until Lydia’s blunt observations suddenly brought me back to reality. 

“Just think, Jack, we could have been giving the little brat spankings like this all along. Might have made this little bitch behave.”

I jumped upright and turned around, frantically trying to pull my shorts back over my sore behind. 

“What do you mean behave?” I blurted out, fuming like a petulant child. “Like you two have ever behaved yourselves!” 

Jack started laughing, then a sly Lydia joined him and I couldn’t help myself. Confused, furious and strangely elated, I dove into Jack’s chest pounding it hard. Then we had a threesome hug so filled with melancholy and hungering want, and a fear of the unknown future that it had us furtively wiping our eyes, clinging to one another, afraid to let go. It wasn’t uncommon that our threesome would descend into fits of laughter, or flaming rage. When we were younger we had no clue what these emotional events were about. At eighteen we were old enough to realize that just living made us touchy and irritable and stressed out, that we mourned our fatherless world even though none of us had any idea what it would have been like to have normal families and normal lives. Did anyone live normally anymore? 

Our eighteenth birthday celebration began with a bang, not unlike celebrations in our past when our fired-up energies would violently clash. But unlike other birthdays, this one was set against a new backdrop, and a new reality that we all needed to accept. We hated the idea that the peaceable kingdom of our lives was doomed to fall away, but it would…in fact, it already had. Jack had signed on to the ‘four year road to hell’. So had Lydia, we’d just learned—which had been Jack’s justification for the punishing spanking he claimed he owed her. She promised him she wouldn’t sign up, just as I had promised. But Lydia has never been particularly good at keeping promises, and this one in particular was especially impossible.

For the next two years my two best friends would take a crash course at the university, guaranteed to be a peaceful, uninterrupted process. Then for the next four years they would be at the mercy of the country’s changing needs, enrolled in a four year government service program established fifteen years before to ensure that the military had enough bodies for the vast role it played in snubbing out dictators, controlling violent crowds and responding to the erratic tide of natural catastrophes. Most young people of eighteen were coerced into joining, rather than be subject to an erratically held draft that shipped everyone directly into the Army. 

The alternate program, dubbed the ‘Four Year Road to Success’—which really lasted six years, would guarantee its participants a full university degree at the finish, and no more hassles, no more threat of a draft. That’s if the government didn’t change the rules. 

Some were lucky enough to spend most of their time in school finishing their college work—that was what the propaganda lead you to believe. But those numbers turned out to be very few. Most spent plenty of time answering the ‘call to service’ on the mean streets of foreign countries, on battlefields and in threadbare cities along turbulent coastlines. The more realistic nickname, ‘Road to Hell’ quickly caught on once the first recruits completed their obligation and lived to tell their tales. 

I’m sure that I would have signed up too, no matter what Jack had to say about it, but a bout of scarlet fever when I was a child had weakened my immune system, at least according to the standard tests, and I was permanently exempt from government service. ‘Lucky you’, I was told. I secretly wondered what I was missing. The ‘four year road to hell’ was the way life worked in the second quarter of the 21st century. I was destined to be left behind, the girl who kept the home fires burning…just like the women in WWII stayed behind while their fathers, husbands and brothers went to fight. What you did or didn’t do in time of war defined a life. That would be no different now. No matter how close I was to my two best friends, I would never share the imperatives they lived by, the rules that governed their waking moments, the thoughts and feelings that would sneak into their consciousness as they lay in a damp barracks, or slept in jungle trees or walked the streets of faraway cities. I knew the first two years would fly swiftly by and our days of frolicking joyously on our beach were numbered. Our cozy threesome couldn’t help but be jerked asunder and that scared me. 

It scared us all, as we persistently hugged each other while trying to hide our tears, and this particular hug went on far longer than our normal hugs, until Lydia couldn’t take it anymore. 

“I’m hungry,” she suddenly declared on pulling from our grasp, “I want cake and I want it now.” 

“But we haven’t roasted the hot-dogs!” I protested.

Like women usually do, we scurried around the boathouse getting the food ready, while Jack sat back and watched us work, drinking a beer. This was the only significant change in our routine from years past. Beer was still a banned commodity for young people our age. But, my dad, being a bit of drunk, thought that the age restriction was pretty stupid. He suddenly showed up out of the blue with a case of beer to celebrate our birthday. I think even he understood its significance. “Don’t go out on the road,” he’d warned me, with stern and fatherly knit brows. ‘And don’t tell your mother.’

It’s okay, dad, we’re not driving and Lavinia will never know.

Sometimes when he smiled warmly and acted so fatherly, I could almost imagine him being just a normal dad.

***

We reclined on the mats inside the boathouse, looking out at the water through the big window, watching the red sun set and the sky grow dark and dense around it. For a time, the intense glow of the receding orb cast a pink light over our faces, making the mood sweet and tender and verbotenly erotic. We’d grilled hotdogs and roasted marshmallows and just polished off half of the enormous cake Lavinia made for us. For a long time we did nothing but complain that we’d eaten too much cake, too much of Lavinia’s sinful butter cream frosting.  

We hadn’t planned on anything sexual, we never had and ever would as far as I knew. I sometimes thought erotic thoughts about them both, but they were firmly squelched behind layers upon layers of behaviors that defined the way we’d lived as best friends for eighteen years. You just don’t cross those lines. These were friends, not lovers. Friends are forever, lovers come and go. I don’t know where those mantras came from, but they’d repeated in my mind long enough for them to become firmly fixed protocols I’d never veer from. 

The spanking incidents earlier in the evening were forgotten, at least I’d shipped them off to some Never-never-land in my psyche, their daunting effect ignored. The fiery heat of the spanking, the viciousness of Lydia’s brutal attack and Jack’s warm, squeezing palm on my ass had to be forgotten.  

That was why I came up almost screaming when a playful Lydia pulled in behind me. I had been staring absently at the pink glowing room, tuned in to the shore birds cawing noises, the water splashing underneath the boathouse and how the light above was transforming minute by minute, from pastel to a heathen shade of red. Suddenly, my hands were drawn back, and when I bolted upright, Lydia had them pinned at my waist 

For all my protest, she was unusually tender, but firmly fixed, and wouldn’t stop her tight hold until I let go my struggle. 

“Shush,” she whispered when she at last let go. She’d found a brush in her backpack and began to gently comb out my long blonde hair. One long stroke after another, her left hand first to smooth the hair, then her right with the brush carefully moving through the tangles. For a time, her face was close to my ear. I could smell the beer and hotdogs on her breath, hear the in and out of her breathing and almost feel her lips touch my skin at the side of my neck. I groaned a little, feeling disturbed and uncomfortable. “Shush…” she whispered again so soothingly that I found myself obeying.

I wasn’t used to this: not the gentle closeness of her body, or the caressing waves of her fingers touching my flesh, or the silent rapture that seemed to sweep through the room, through Lydia and Jack and me, like a pregnant beast ready to give birth. How had this happened?

I couldn’t stop her, not that I wanted to, but I had no power over my body. The beer maybe? I couldn’t tell. 

“Shush,” Jack whispered, just as Lydia had whispered. He was sidling up next to me, reaching his hand out to my face. It made contact with my cheek just before his lips pulled in close on mine.  

‘OH MY GOD!’ how my inner mind screamed, though my voice was silent. 

The kiss began tenderly, then opened to something wild and pussy-clenching. I’d never felt anything like this before, with the possible exception of the times I masturbated in bed. But this was not the same. This was Jack at my lips and Lydia nibbling at my neck, making an awesome statement of their affection. 

“Guys, you really shouldn’t…” I murmured, my body a fitful mess of desire and physical ache. 

“No, Priss, we’ve waited much too long,” Jack assured me. His hand clutched my face now, his lips coming firmly down against mine and opening, prying my own apart, our tongues clashing like swords. Perhaps instinct propelled me because I’d never done anything like this in my life. 

If I had thought about it at all, which I hadn’t, I would have realized that I’d been sheltered from sex by these two, never allowed relationships with other boys to develop, because Jack and Lydia were protectively at my side nearly every waking hour. I’m not sure this was a conscious act on their part, but their control over me left me naïve about kissing and petting and fucking. I knew that Jack had fucked Natalie Rawlings behind the gym two years before. Natalie was three years older than us and had sunk her hooks into him while he was still a dazed kid, and too horny to understand what was going on. I suppose he enjoyed his first fuck, but as soon as he realized how controlling she would be, he ‘dumped the bitch,’—his words. He might have played with a few other older girls—the older ones really loved him. But he was always vague about his sexual conquests, while at the same time, he was in-my-face about any guy that so much as looked at me. I was Jack’s girl, as far as anyone knew and no one messed with Jack. 

I was Lydia’s girl too, a fact that kept most of the other girls in school a safe distance from me, as long as she was around. They could shrug her off when she wasn’t nearby, but she had a pretty forbidding presence when she was. Lydia had considered herself a lesbian since she was eleven. Boys bodies made her squeamish, she said. They made me squeamish too at eleven, but at that tender age, I couldn’t quite figure out what girls were supposed to do with each other, what made them lesbians and why. Lydia must have had that figured out.

By the time I finally adjusted to the strange goings-on in the boat house, I knew that I wanted Jack’s kiss to go on forever. All those sexual feelings that I’d been holding back for the last six months, must have been shared, at least in part. I would have been satisfied if that kiss had lasted the entire night, but Jack wasn’t satisfied with just kissing my lips, nor was Lydia satisfied with nuzzling my neck. Just as I was getting my bearings, Jack’s hand went under my tank-top and firmly grasped my left tit. At the same time, Lydia reached around from behind and grabbed my right tit. 

“Jack, wha—” 

“Shush,” he repeated again, as if that was all he could say.

Oh, he did give me a brief explanation for their sudden rape of my body. “I won’t be able to do this tomorrow, Priss. I won’t be here.” Like a death knell. Like the end of the earth, the cessation of time, I won’t be here, I won’t be here…I won’t be here….

I was so startled by his declaration that all my fight suddenly fled and would have been transformed into a wail of tears, if suddenly the enormous beast of my untamed sexuality hadn’t roared up between my legs.

I wanted him. I wanted Lydia. 

And I got exactly what I wanted. 

Lydia pulled me back and took over the kissing, with her mouth as wide and her tongue going as deep and invasively as Jack’s. Jack, meanwhile, pulled up my top and his two hands mauled my breasts. His mouth moved back and forth from one to the other, kissing and sucking and drawing more of that untapped desire from hiding, until he’d had enough of my tits, and finally moved down and jerked my shorts off my hips. My pussy had grown so wet that its heady fragrance filled the boathouse. The copious sex juice stained my shorts, then seemed to spill out on the mat below once Jack ripped the fabric from my thighs.  

I started to throw myself into a fit of protest—this was happening way too fast—but there was Lydia’s calming voice delivering the eulogy for my maidenhood. 

“You can’t wait forever…sweetie,” was about all I actually remembered her saying. But all her words were soothing enough to ensure my surrender.

In the time it took to placate me, Jack removed his shorts and t-shirt, and crawled forward, his naked body hovering over mine, his cock hard and straight and pressing against my pubic mound. My legs parted naturally, my body giving in with no fight. Once that ‘something’ clicked in my brain, my desire rushed in and took over. I ground my pussy into Jack’s groin as he descended to me. 

In a single stoke, his hard erection speared my inner valley, breaking away the slip of virgin skin. 

“Sheeeeeeeeeoooowww,” I seethed for one miserable, painful moment as the flesh tore and Jack buried his cock deep inside me. 

Lydia held my hands above my head and kissed my face, taking turns with Jack’s lips—as if they were both raping me in an act of loving kindness. I lay back stunned, so much that was foreign to me was happening all at once, and I couldn’t fight, I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t even hear my own thoughts as they battled for control. 

“Easy, baby,” Lydia cooed. Her hot breath burned my ear. 

My entire crotch ached as Jack slowly moved his erection. “You’re doing fine, Priss.” His maleness infused every word and I believed him: I was doing fine. 

Jack let my desire build, the two kissing and repeating sweet sentiments to woo me further. Soon, the ache between my legs began to recede, and my pussy turned wet with every slow thrust of Jack’s erection. Never had I felt myself so full. But I was turned on more than I was scared, more than I was in pain. I lifted my groin and groaned. 

With each approving sign from me, Jack picked up speed until his cock was pistoning inside me at a steady rate. He stroked my hair, his being hovering over me, as protective as ever, but demanding something from me now. Lydia withdrew so it was just Jack and me. Our eyes meeting for a time, and when that became too intense, I closed mine and he fell further into my body with his face buried in my neck. 

“Oh, God!” my exclamations must have filled the air. I cried so hard that my voice was hoarse afterwards. The pounding was incessant, Jack’s body brutally punishing, and yet for a body so unused to sex, every firm thrust shook the rafters of my understanding. I would never be a girl again. Never. 

As soon as Jack’s seed was spent and he pulled out, I felt Lydia’s fingers teasing my clitoris. What Jack started, she finished as she moved in with the deft maneuvers of her tongue, her nibbling teeth and the sucking action of her lips. My groin thrust up to greet her mouth, as my hands reached down to clutch her hair, and I held on while writhing uncontrollably with the crescendoing orgasm tearing through my belly. 

I never knew how to thank them. I didn’t have the words; maybe because it would take several months before I finally accepted what had happened to me, to us, the night before they left me. 

Once the deed was done, we repaired on our own, as we got dressed and climbed back inside the protective shells of familiar behavior. 

We drank a beer. Lydia and Jack smoked, while I whined as I usually did about their stinking bad habit. We let our birthday celebration finally end, as we listened to the world close its door for the night. The sun had already disappeared, and there was just the soft swishing of the lake water and the call of a random owl in the distance, a bit of shuffling as we sifted on the mats. 

Though I could only see by moonlight, I could still make out the blissful expression on Jack’s face. Lydia seemed unduly calm; her earlier edginess having almost disappeared. Meanwhile, I spent the hour enjoying the contentment in my physical body, left sated in the wake of unrivaled sexual pleasure. I never expected and certainly didn’t ask for their wicked use of me, but I was not complaining.

Later, much later, days even weeks later, I knew their renting of my virginity was a gift, an act of love and mercy that was necessary before they left. Who knew when they’d return again? They could no longer protect me from a wider world. I’m sure they hoped that I’d be safe by staying home, but they wouldn’t know that for sure. Nothing was certain in our world. 

I loved them for what they’d done, but I didn’t know how to say so any more than they knew how to say I love you back in words. 

We hugged before we left the boathouse, and they were both gone by the time I woke the next morning. 


CHAPTER TWO

Another Year, Another Birthday

With Lavinia almost an invalid, I worked my butt off running the Bed & Breakfast. Times had changed the nature of the family business and our big frame house with the ten bedrooms was more of a boarding house than a B&B. It had been announced that a large military factory was being built five miles down the road. Suddenly every old house, every motel along the highway and every apartment building for ten miles were packed with workers streaming into the area. This should have meant a big economic boom for a community that had suffered when the resort business fell off. But the sudden transient nature of the community turned our once untroubled world into something very different. Packed residences were populated by a lot of disgruntled workers. Rough bars sprung up to smooth off the edges of grueling days. Everything from playful rough-housing to violent fist-fights became part of the coastal scene. Women had to either be as tough as the men, or a lot more cautious where they went at night. 

Since I was so busy taking care of business at home, that is where I stayed. Jack and Lydia were no longer there to protect me, so I consigned myself to becoming a virtual hermit. I ran errands in town for groceries, but then, with the exception of a few trips to the library, I headed back home, avoiding the cafés and bars and usual places where young people in town gathered. Once Spring began to show its face some time in mid April, the entire focus of my thoughts was on the return of Jack and Lydia. They promised that they’d make it home for our annual birthday celebration.

The days just prior to the solstice had me restless, not just because I anticipated Jack and Lydia’s arrival. The same raunchy sexual desire that had been triggered the year before was suddenly ignited once again. In fact, it had not ceased to burn for even a single day since early May. I wanted sex so badly that I could taste it on my lips. My tongue burned to lick the lips of a lover, to savor the essence of a clit or cock. My pussy clenched as I glanced at men’s crotches, or a woman’s ass or breasts. I worked even harder, scrubbing floors to take that edge away. But it didn’t do much good. For eleven months since my virginity was taken, I’d suppressed the need to repeat that act. But there was no suppressing once I realized that my lovers, my best friends would be returning soon.

