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Chapter 1

Lily







When did it get dark? I suddenly realize a lot of time has passed. We had arrived in the late afternoon and it’s dark now—late night dark. I shrug my shoulders—this is fun! I clink my shot glass against Linda’s, down the tequila and then screw up my face against the bitter taste. “Smooth!” I rasp out.

We are at Tommy’s parents’ house. They are out of town and Tommy is having a pool party to celebrate Kai’s birthday, his best friend. Long story short, we have never met Kai although we all know him through the miracle of the internet. Although not everyone here knows Kai, they’re here for the party. Kai is in L.A., where he lives, but we always celebrate his milestones as if he is with us. It’s what best friends do.

I’ve had a couple too many. I’m bopping to the music on the edge of the pool in my teeny tiny bikini and only the Lord knows why my boobs haven’t freed themselves from those triangles. I throw back my head and start to sing-shout the words to the song.

“Lily,” Tommy’s voice magically penetrates the wall of sound encompassing me.

I turn to Tommy with a huge, goofy grin on my face—this is the best time ever! “What?”

“Come say happy birthday to Kai,” he says.

“Booboo,” I happily exclaim, throwing my arms up in the air and running toward Tommy.

Tommy is holding his phone up, filming me as I run toward him. I stop in front of the phone and run my hands down my body as if to smooth out non-existent wrinkles. I take a deep breath to try to sober up. I count to three in my head, and lean toward the phone. Suddenly wearing a happy smile, my face squinches into a joyous, drunk expression and I scream out “Happy birthday, BooBoo, love you!” I lean toward the phone, fully intending to plant these lips on that screen.

“Don’t you dare,” Tommy yells, suddenly realizing my intentions. “Don’t you put those lips on my—”




Chapter 2

Kai







I wake up with a groan the day after my birthday. Some friends and I closed down our local watering hole last night. I had just enough beer to take me to a happy place and when I got home, alone, I slept like the dead. Still feel like shit though.

I sit up and plant my feet on the floor. I unplug my phone to see a message waiting for me. I scratch my beard and open my inbox. A message from Tommy, no doubt with birthday wishes. I smirk and open my inbox. A video.

“Happy birthday bro! Hope you’re having a great night. I was—” My attention is caught by a bright pink bikini in the background of Tommy’s message. It’s Lily. I’m not listening to Tommy anymore. She’s jumping up and down, her tits bouncing. All of a sudden, I feel great. She throws her head back and starts singing at the top of her lungs. She can’t hold a tune to save her life. I smile at her.

“Come say happy birthday to Kai,” Tommy yells at Lily.

“Booboo!” Her pet name for me cuts through the noise. She starts running toward Tommy and then stops when she gets there. She is so freaking beautiful. She leans toward the phone, displaying her cleavage, almost revealing what is behind those pink triangles. She scrunches her face up and says, “Happy birthday, Booboo, love you.”

Can’t help it, my heart soars. She leans in to kiss the phone and I watch as her lips near the lens, wishing I was there. “Don’t you put those lips on my—” Tommy yells and then the video ends.

I suddenly realize I am not the only one enjoying Lily’s antics. My cock has taken an interest. He likes her pink bikini and the way she leaned toward the phone. I press play again, maybe this time I will listen to what Tommy is saying. Nope, Lily steals the show again. I press play a third time and pause it when she stands in front of the camera, running her hands down her body. Before I realize what I’m doing, I’m stroking myself as I look at her.

Once I’m done with that—very satisfying, thank you—I replay the message and this time I listen to Tommy’s words. It’s really just general chat wishing me a happy birthday and, again, inviting me to come visit and stay for a while. For once I seriously consider it, and why not? He left when we were ten and our parents weren’t rich enough to send either of us to visit the other. Then, when we were older and in college, we didn’t have any extra money since it mostly went to tuition and books. After that, we were starting our lives and stretching our pennies to pay rent and buy food. But now I can afford a trip.

Tommy was born in L.A. and spent the first ten years of his life there. I was his best friend from kindergarten onward, we were like brothers and despite the fact that Tommy moved thousands of miles away we stayed best friends. Friends, even best friends, come and go, so what was it about Tommy and I that kept us as best friends even though we haven’t seen each other in person for something like fifteen years? Truthfully, it was that we were the outcasts of the school. I was obese and Tommy was kinda figuring out that he was gay. We suffered through the same bullies and put-downs together, but that was not what held us together; we shared a lot of interests, gaming for one. We spent hours gaming. We were both smart and didn’t have to spend hours doing homework so we spent a lot of time online gaming and talking.

When Tommy moved up north, he immediately fell in with Jack and Lily. Even at ten years old Lily was a stunner; beautiful big brown eyes, luscious full lips, and long wavy dirty blond hair that turned blonde under the summer sun.

Jack was a bit of a rebel and the most adventurous of the group, but he brought the fun and the danger. Tommy had never had a skinned knee until he met Jack. But the three of them meshed and they spent all their spare time together.

Meanwhile, back in L.A., I suffered the same bullies and the same put-downs by myself. But almost every night, Tommy was online with me gaming, supporting me, and reminding me that this was only temporary and that we wouldn’t be in school with these ass wipes for the rest of our lives. Yeah, he was smart like that.

So, in the evenings, while I was online gaming with Tommy, Lily and Jack would be hanging out in his rec room with him. Lily liked to read, so she would be curled up in a chair or lying on the couch with a book. Jack liked to build models, so he would commandeer an old kitchen table and work on his latest project. All the while, Tommy and I would be gaming and talking and Lily and Jack would join in, so, eventually, it felt as if Jack and Lily were my best friends too.

In seventh grade, I had a huge crush on Kathy Dawson. I screwed up my courage and asked her to the first dance of the school year and she crushed me. She literally ripped out my heart, threw it on the ground and stomped on it in front of all of her friends. I could have died.

No one was talking when I finished relating the story to my friends. When I was done, there was absolute silence. I thought maybe they finally realized what a loser I was and that this was the last time they would talk to me. Suddenly, Lily’s face was in the camera.

“She’s the loser, Kai. She doesn’t know what a great guy you are. I’ll be your girlfriend,” she declared.

I could have died of a heart attack at that tender age because, really, Lily was a hundred percent better than Kathy Dawson and I couldn’t even hope to be lucky enough to be her boyfriend, but suddenly I was.

“Lily, I love you,” I blurted out and turned crimson.

“I love you too, Kai. That’s why I’m your girlfriend.” She smiled and went to lie back on the couch with her book.

Tommy snickered. “Kai and Lily sitting in a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g,” he started.

“I don’t care, man, sing all you want. Lily is my girlfriend,” I replied.

Our “relationship” really didn’t change after that. How could it? We were twelve. I was in L.A. and she was in Canada. The only difference was that when I gamed with Tommy and she was there—which was always—I would ask her if she still loved me and she always said yes.

The thing about short fat boys is that they eventually grow taller. Some of us lose all the baby fat, which I did. Some more of us suddenly start working out and learn about nutrition and suddenly the bullies start avoiding us and the Kathy Dawsons start coming around to say hi. By the way, Kathy Dawson gave it up way too easily and I lost my virginity to her.

By the time we were graduating, we weren’t falling apart, but we weren’t hanging out together all the time like we used to either. All of us were dating and expanding our circle of friends and our lives. The times that I did see Lily I would always ask her if she still loved me and she would always say yes. That even started an argument with her then boyfriend one night while he was hanging with Tommy and Lily. Yeah, that was fun. My girl stood her ground.

So, I watched the video a couple more times and then dialed Tommy’s number.




Chapter 3

Lily







I was the first one at the coffee shop, like always. I picked a table by the window and waited, nursing my mochaccino. Tommy showed up ten minutes later.

“S’up, Tommy?” I ask.

“Let’s wait for Jack. I don’t want to have to repeat everything.” He sips his mint tea. “He should be here soon anyway.”

Sure enough, seven minutes after that Jack comes breezing in. “Sorry, guys, got away from work as soon as I could and I don’t even want to talk about the traffic,” he said as he sat with his small cup of espresso.

“Jack, seriously, how can you drink that at this time of day? You’re going to be up all night,” I say.

“Lily, you are such an old lady. I won’t be up all night, I drink this stuff all the time. Anyway, when I am done here, I’m going to meet some of the guys from work downtown. Do you want to come?” he asks as he looks at me and Tommy.

I had met some of his work friends before, so I declined. They are up-and-coming professionals and a bit too self-absorbed for me.

“I’d love to,” Tommy says. “Is Phil going to be there?”

“Funny you should say that because he was asking me the same about you. I told him I was going to try to get you to come.”

“Okay then. I’m coming. C’mon, Lily, have some fun with us,” Tommy pleads.

“You guys are always ganging up on me.” I smile as I say it. “Okay.”

“Yay!” Tommy claps his hands. “But, let’s talk about why we are here.”

We all pause to take a sip of our drinks.

“Kai’s coming to visit!” Tommy shouts.

“What? No way,” I say.

“All right,” Jack says.

“I was thinking,” Tommy starts, “first of all he should stay with you, Lily, because you are the only one with two bedrooms.” He looks at me.

“Not a problem,” I respond. “Nothing a few hours of cleaning and dusting can’t fix.”

“Then,” Tommy continues, “why don’t we all book a couple weeks off work to really hang out like we used to, only this time with Kai.” He pauses to let that sink in. “I’ve already talked to my parents and they will let us have the lake house for a week. It’ll be great.”

Tommy looks at me, then at Jack. I look at Jack and then at Tommy. Jack looks at Tommy and then at me. At the same time Jack and I say, “Okay!”

We all start talking at once. Tomorrow, we would all put in to take a couple weeks off work and hope like hell that we could get the time off on such short notice. Kai would be coming next month on a Wednesday night. We would finish our work week on Friday and then on Saturday we would…we all started throwing out ideas—go to the park, catch a baseball game, take in a movie, have a barbecue with all of our other friends so they could meet Kai.

Plans and ideas are swirling in our heads when we finish our drinks and get up to go meet Jack’s friends downtown. I stop us all. “Hey,” I say, “this is going to be great.” I get a hitch in my voice—am I going to start crying? “We are all going to be together for a couple of weeks with the best people we know.”

“Oh my God, Lily,” Jack says as he wraps his arms around me, “don’t go getting all emotional. You’ll never meet anyone with red eyes and a runny nose on a Thursday night.”

“You know it, girlfriend,” Tommy adds as he wraps his arms around my back and Jack.

We hug each other for another minute before pulling apart and heading downtown.




• • •




It took us almost a whole month to solidify plans. We all got three weeks off work. I decluttered, cleaned, and dusted my second bedroom. My apartment, by the way, was right across the hall from Tommy’s and Jack was two floors up from us. Tomorrow night Tommy would meet Kai at the airport and bring him back to our complex. We have a rooftop patio with a barbecue, loungers and tables. We’ll have drinks up there with Kai when he arrives and spend the night hanging out.

We’ll all work on Thursday and Friday but have dinner and drinks in the evening. We have a long list of possible activities for the next week, everything from just hanging around for the day to going to the zoo or sitting on a patio. Once all our friends meet Kai, we want to leave our schedule open in case anyone else comes up with suggestions so we can easily join in.

The week after that we’ll go to Tommy’s parents’ lake house.

I couldn’t sleep Tuesday night. I wondered if he still remembered that I used to be his girlfriend. We were so cute, in a serious relationship at twelve! I wonder what he looks like now. Our conversations were always while Tommy was gaming with him or on the phone with him. He could see us, but we never saw him. Was he still heavy? How tall was he? It didn’t matter to me, I still loved him as a friend, and I would find out for myself tomorrow night.

My eight-hour workday seemed to drag on for at least fifteen hours. I got home as quickly as I could to shower and do my “going out” beauty routine: shave, moisturize, dry off, arrange hair, apply makeup, agonize over underwear selection, get dressed, then pace my apartment until Tommy and Kai got here.

I’m an excited and nervous mess. When I hear Tommy’s door open across the hall, I fling my door open. “Are you leaving now?”

Tommy takes one look at me and says in a low, controlled voice, “Lily, I need you to breathe. In through your nose.” He breathes in through his nose. “Out through your mouth.” He exhales out of his mouth. “Let’s do it again.”

Oh my God, how can he be so calm at a time like this? “I’m going to Jack’s,” I say as I walk him to the elevator.

“I think that’s a good idea, Lily,” Tommy says.

His elevator comes first. As the door closes, I start to rock on my feet, stand on my toes, rock back to my heels, onto my toes, back to my heels. The elevator pings, the doors open, and I leap in and start hammering the button for Jack’s floor. I pace the entire minute that it takes me to get there. I walk quickly down the hall to his door and knock. He opens the door and takes in my wild eyed expression.

“Calm the fuck down, Lily,” he instructs me. “Tommy texted and said you were falling apart.”

“I can’t, Jack, I really can’t. I am so excited, I don’t know what to do with myself. What is Kai like? What does he look like? Will he like us in person? What if we don’t like him? What if this is all a big mistake?” My voice is escalating with every word I speak.

“How much coffee did you drink today,” he asks.

“Ha fucking ha. My usual two cups this morning and that’s all.” I follow Jack as he walks into his kitchen.

“You know you’re, like, vibrating?” he asks as he side-eyes me. He opens the fridge, reaches in, and pulls out a bottle of wine. “Let’s just calm down, Lily.” He pours a generous glass and passes it to me. “Everything is going to be fine. We know Kai. Kai knows us. It’s going to be the best three weeks we have ever spent together.”

I gulp down a mouthful of wine, still following Jack. He walks down his hallway.

“Do you really think so, Jack?”

He turns around and puts his hands on my shoulders. “I know so, Lily. Just try to relax. You know, this reminds me of the time that you got One Direction tickets and the whole Harry Styles debacle.”

“We agreed to never speak of that,” I hiss at him.

He rolls his eyes, dropping his hands and turns. I continue to follow behind him.

“Are you really going to come into the bathroom with me, Lily?” he asks, amused.

I suddenly realize I’m standing in the doorway to the bathroom and he’s holding the door, waiting to close it.

“No, Jack, no. Sorry,” I say as I step back. He closes the door. “I’ll wait in the living room,” I say through the door.

“Maybe refill that glass before you get there,” he suggests.

Yeah, good idea. My wine glass is almost empty.




• • •




Forty-five minutes later, Jack and I are on the rooftop waiting for Tommy and Kai. The two glasses of wine have done their job and I have calmed down quite a bit. Jack is sitting sideways on a lounger drinking his wine and scrolling through his phone. I stand a distance away, my back to him, as I look out over the City. I hear Jack speak to someone but I don’t turn around. I need to maintain this relaxed state and not freak out when Kai gets here.

I take a sip of wine when I hear Tommy behind me. “There’s our girl,” he says. “Lily, at last, this is Kai.”

I turn to Kai, expecting to see the boy that I had last seen when he was around seventeen. Instead, I’m met with a light gray T-shirt that stretches across a muscular chest. Is that a T-shirt or is it painted on? I wonder to myself. My eyes slowly travel up his chest to the vee in his T-shirt where I can see tattoos that continue up the column of his thick neck, ending just under his chin which is covered by a well-manicured beard.

Could this get better/worse? Yes, indeed. His face is strong, with a straight nose, brown eyes that are creased at the sides as he smiles at me. His sun-streaked blond hair is pulled back into a man bun with long strands that have escaped his elastic, framing his face.

“Lily,” he greets me in a warm deep voice, spreading his arms, which are also tattooed down to and including his hands and every finger.

I open my mouth to say something, but nothing comes out. I just stare at the manly perfection in front of me. Kai takes the last step and pulls me into a big, warm hug.

There is nothing soft about Kai. His chest is hard and defined, his arms are corded with muscle, even his back is muscular, which I felt when I lifted my arms to return his embrace.

He held me for maybe a bit too long and whispered into my ear, “Do you still love me, Lily?”

What else could I say? “Yes, Booboo.”




Chapter 4

Lily







Kai releases me and Jack joins us passing a bottle of beer to Kai, who lifts it to his lips and drinks deeply.

I take that opportunity to grab Tommy’s arm and pull him away.

“Kai can’t stay at my place, Tommy,” I squeak out.

“What? Why not? You agreed to the plan,” he responds.

“Look at him, for God’s sake. The man doesn’t just spell sex, he is sex. I can’t have that,” I put my hand, fingers spread, palm out toward Kai and make a circular motion “stay with me overnight.”

“He’s not sleeping with you, Lily,” Tommy says, “he’s just sharing your apartment for two weeks. It’s not like it will be just you and him either, Jack and I are going to be around.” He’s getting annoyed at me, I can tell.

“Why didn’t you tell me he looked like that? What is he? GQ’s Man of the Year or something? When did that happen? What the fuck, Tommy?”

“Is something wrong?” Kai asks as he comes to join us.

“No, nothing,” I say, trying not to become hysterical.

“Lily and I are just ironing out some last-minute details,” Tommy reassures him.

“I hope I’m not going to cause you any trouble,” Kai says, looking into my eyes. “Tommy told me I’m going to be staying with you.”

“No!” I shout. Everyone looks at me. “Not staying with me, ha ha, in my apartment, in the guest room. You know, in a separate bedroom, like in a separate bed, but not with me, not in my bed…”

Jack rolls his eyes and runs his finger across his neck, which pretty much means he’s begging me to stop talking.

Tommy throws back his head and laughs, but it’s a fake laugh.

Me? I’m mortified.

“Of course, Lily,” Kai says. “I understand that. You don’t need to be nervous. You’ll be safe with me.” He puts his arm around my waist and pulls me into his side. He brushes his lips against my neck and says, “It’s awkward, I know, but you’re my girl, right?” He smiles down at me.

I turn to Tommy and Jack with a look of absolute panic on my face.




• • •




Kai




I was nervous to finally meet Lily. When Tommy picked me up at the airport and laughed about how excited she was to see me, my nerves increased. What if she didn’t like what she saw? No, she liked me for myself, not my looks. She didn’t just like me either, she loved me. How many times had she said it? Countless times.

In person, she was everything I thought she was; the camera had never lied about her beauty. I took her into my arms as soon as I could and everything about her was soft; her breasts pushed against my chest, her hair under my chin, her arms around my back, and she smelled heavenly. I held her a little too long, enjoying having her in my arms, but I had to let her go when Jack handed me a beer.

I spoke to Jack as I drank my beer and caught Lily out of the corner of my eye, motioning at me with her hand. Tommy was looking at her with annoyance on his face. Jack and I exchanged a look and then walked toward them. As I neared them, I heard her say, “Why didn’t you tell me he looked like that? What is he? GQ’s Man of the Year or something? When did that happen? What the fuck, Tommy?”

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

“No, nothing,” Lily said.

“Lily and I are just ironing out some last-minute details,” Tommy said in a reassuring voice.

“I hope I’m not going to cause you any trouble,” I said, looking into Lily’s eyes. “Tommy told me I’m going to be staying with you.”

“No!” she shouted. We all looked at her. “Not staying with me, ha ha, in my apartment, in the guest room. You know, in a separate bedroom, like in a separate bed, but not with me, not in my bed…”

Tommy threw back his head and laughed.

Lily’s face was absolutely red. She looked down at her feet.

“Of course, Lily,” I said. “I understand that. You don’t need to be nervous. You’ll be safe with me.” I put my arm around her waist and pulled her into my side. I brushed my lips against her neck because, really, I couldn’t help myself, and said, “It’s awkward, I know, but you’re my girl, right?” I smiled at her, trying to ease her nerves.

She was a nervous mess and I wanted to calm her down. I had to stop touching her and kissing her, damn it.

So, here’s my dirty secret. The one that even Tommy doesn’t know. I really do love Lily. All those other girls? Well, were Lily and I ever going to meet? If we did, were we going to be together? She lived in another country for one thing, and I was a virile hot-blooded man. Although I did want to dedicate my life to loving Lily, it really didn’t look like we would ever be together. But this is my chance. I’m here. With Lily. For three weeks. I’m going to go at her with everything I have because I want her. I’ve wanted her since I was ten years old, even when I didn’t really know what that feeling was.

By the time I leave to go back home, either Lily will be mine or I will finally force myself to move on.

“Who’s hungry?” Jack asks, further easing the tension. “The grill is ready and we have steaks.”

“Me,” Tommy says. “Let’s eat.”

“Yum,” Lily says, looking at me. “Jack is a grill master. You’ll love his steak.”

“I’m sure I will,” I reply, smiling at her.

She’s watching me, but she smiles back. It’s a real smile and my heart skips a beat. Lily likes me, I know that. Could she already love me? Even a little bit? Maybe.

“I’ve got to get a salad and garlic bread, I’ll be right back,” she says.

“I’ll come with you,” I say immediately. “I can help you.”

“Really, it’s nothing. I don’t need help.”

I need to ease up a bit, so I go with the practical option. “I’m staying with you and I have my luggage here, so I can go with you, bring my luggage down and help you with anything you might need a hand with.”

She seems to consider my words, deciding whether to let me go with her or not. “Okay,” she agrees.

She calls out to Jack and Tommy, “Going to get the salad and stuff, taking Kai with me. Be right back.”

Jack lifts the hood of the grill and places the steaks over the flame. They sizzle and my mouth waters.

“Good,” Tommy replies. “Steaks will be done in about twenty.”

I grab my bag and my suitcase and follow Lily onto the elevator. Two minutes later we’re standing in front of her door.

“Well, this is us,” she says as she pulls her keys out of her pocket and opens the door. I follow behind her. “This is your room.” She stands to the side to let me pass into the room. “It’s not much.”

I take in the room. There’s a double bed and a small dresser. “This is perfect.” I smile at her. “I’ll unpack after dinner.” I turn back to her.

“Okay,” she says. “I’ll give you a tour now since we have some time.”

She precedes me down the hall. I take every advantage to look at her long legs and perky ass.

“Kitchen/living room,” she says as she stands in the middle of the floor. She lifts her hand and points to the left. “Bathroom.” She turns toward the sliding doors and opens them. “Balcony.” She turns to look at me. I quickly tear my eyes away from her derriere to smile and follow her onto the balcony.

She comes back into the living room and slides the door shut behind us. “That’s pretty much it.”

“Where’s your room, Lily?” I ask.

She points to the right.

I turn toward her room and take a step.

“Uh, it’s kinda messy,” she sputters out.

I take another step.

“There’s really nothing to see.”

I’m at the door.

She slides past me, standing in front of me. “See, just a messy bedroom.”

Not that messy, just some underwear and clothes on the bed. She had tried on a few options for tonight. Did she want to look her best for me? I choose to believe that.
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