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			Dedication

			To Kate, Erin, and Angela.

			You told me to start writing my own 
erotica stories, so I did. Your belief in 
my “cognitive dissonance” inspires me!

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Saturday, August 20

			Staring at the ceiling in frustration didn’t last long. Not after that first pleasured moan came through the wall. After three weeks on tour and finally back in my bed, I had almost forgotten how thin the shared wall in this apartment was. Mornings, although usually quiet in the outside world, were commonly not so in the next-door apartment. I am not sure if the sounds of sex from my next-door neighbors were the thing to advertise to people as a homecoming, but there it was. Yes, I was finally back in my apartment, but unfortunately, I had just learned that it wouldn’t be for long. Losing a week off in Chicago was frustrating, but the sounds of that woman interrupting my silent frustration were a welcome distraction this Saturday morning.

			I could tell he was going down on her. Well, okay, maybe he was using his fingers or a toy, but they clearly weren’t having sex. Yet. That part of the morning would be loud and clear.

			As her moans had just started, I knew from previous experience that they would only be getting sexier and louder. My next-door neighbor was the sexiest moaner I had ever heard. I know that is not the usual character trait you lead a conversation with, but I had never talked to the woman and barely even knew what she looked like. I knew nothing about her, save that one piece of auditory evidence coming through the wall most mornings. She had the perfect blend of pleasure and volume without all the porno overacting that always seemed so fake. Last year, I lived in an apartment with a couple of guys, and one of their girlfriends was a screamer. That wasn’t sexy. Just annoying. But here, in this tiny, one-bedroom apartment, I had the repeated pleasure of listening to this woman’s, well, pleasure. Right now, the cause of her moaning was more up to interpretation. Like I already mentioned, when foreplay finished, and they got down to business on that bed, you knew it. This was the beginning of their morning and their moaning. Their usual level of volume hadn’t commenced yet.

			I do understand that I was probably a little too well-versed in the patterns of their sex life, but I had been listening to my neighbors, these strangers, through the wall for months now. I felt like I knew their routines and what they liked just as well as they did. Now granted, I wasn’t standing there with my ear to the wall or recording them. I couldn’t avoid hearing them. Our beds were apparently both up against that shared wall in the apartment building. So, as I lay there in my bed by myself, like always, I had a front-row listening vantage point to the fact that my next-door neighbor never seemed to sleep alone.

			I don’t find it annoying or embarrassing to hear my neighbors having sex. I do understand, as the sounds of your next-door neighbors having sex permeate the shared wall and reach your ears, that it can be one of the oddest parts of apartment living. You don’t get this if you live by yourself in a house. And I can understand the awkwardness of being a part of someone else’s intimate act, whether you want to be or not. Almost as if you are an audience member of their lovemaking. Well, a blind audience member, I guess.

			For me, though, it wasn’t distracting as much as a blend of fantasy and frustration. Fantasy, because I would imagine myself in many different situations, making women emit similar sounds. Unfortunately, the frustration came from knowing that those sounds never came from my apartment. I was always a member of the blind audience, never a participant. My neighbor certainly wasn’t hearing any sex sounds from my side of the wall!

			The only sound in my apartment that morning was my mother’s phone call, which had interrupted my few minutes of sleep. It had been a very long night, and I had returned to my apartment only an hour ago. I was looking forward to sleep and then a week off. That phone call eliminated both plans, so my neighbor’s delicious moaning was a turn-on and a welcome distraction from the news I had just received.

			And they seemed to be taking their time this morning, with her glorious sounds taking center stage. Usually, the volume came from her bed. She had the squeakiest mattress and loosest headboard imaginable. When they got going, it sounded like a gorilla was jumping on the bed while hammering nails into the wall. You usually only heard that “gorilla” mixed in with an orgasmic yell from her at her climax. However, this morning, I was rewarded with only her moans. This was why I hypothesized that he was going down on her. There were no squeaks or thumps, so they either hadn’t started banging away, or the headboard and mattress had been fixed. I guessed the former, and I was soon rewarded with confirmation in the form of a wonderfully long, loud, drawn-out moan (her first orgasm of the event), a pause (the dude getting into position), then a squeak (he mounts up), then a gasp (he inserts), and then the sounds of the hammering gorilla (you can figure out the rest). They wasted no time finding a steady rhythm, her moans perfectly accompanying the squeaks and thumps of the bed. Her louder-than-usual moans were now building in even more volume as her ecstasy built and built.

			I thought, I wonder if she would moan as loudly if they had a quiet bed and headboard.

			I was probably overthinking this. I closed my eyes and turned thinking into action!

			My hand, which automatically had descended into my shorts as soon as I first heard her, was now stroking my shaft in a matching rhythm to the bed and her moans. It felt so good, and as I finally started to relax, I resigned myself to the news from the phone call that had just woken me a few minutes before. If my plans for my off-week were dead and my fate had me returning to Waterton for the week, I could sacrifice and help my parents out one last time before I finished school in Chicago and moved to L.A. It would be fine. I didn’t want to return to my hometown with nothing to do, especially after just returning from the tour, but whatever. I could survive one boring week and then return to Chicago and get back into the clubs and my apartment.

			“Oh, fuck. Fuck!” the woman exclaimed through the wall.

			She was close to orgasming, and my resignation was drowned out by the sounds of the infamous bed noises and the moans reaching a fever pitch next to me. Now that the rhythm and moans signaled their climax was arriving, so did my own. As the woman let loose with her orgasm, I erupted three weeks’ worth of tour buildup into my shorts.

			Jeez, I thought, three weeks is a long time.

			The sounds next to me went silent, and as I rubbed the material of my shorts against myself to soak up some of the mess, I thought back to the last three weeks and how much I already missed being on tour. My climax instantly made me sleepy, and as my eyes closed I flashed back to the start of the show last night and how exhilarating that was. Being on tour and behind the soundboard was where I belonged, not in Waterton, Iowa.

			My current life was a thousand times more exciting than my days in Waterton. The bright lights and loud music life I had in Chicago was exactly what I had always dreamed of. And now, I was hoping for more. I couldn’t wait to finish my last semester and move to L.A. I was hoping to find a steady club gig as a front-of-house engineer. I would be mixing shows every night and might be able to move into big-time national tours. The exhilaration of being behind the soundboard would be a nightly event. Boring old Waterton would be even further behind me than it was now, and life would be sped up to 200 miles per hour! I fantasized about it every day.

			Unfortunately, those fantasies would have to wait, as I was soon on my way to spend one last boring week in Waterton.

			As I drifted to sleep, the happy thought of being in L.A. and having Waterton far behind me blocked any thought of this upcoming boring week. In my dreams, I was back in Minneapolis last night, on tour, and in my happy place behind the soundboard as the band took the stage!

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Friday, August 19

			I hit play on the cued-up laptop, and the video started on the screens on either side of the stage. The clip I found from an old action movie blared out of the PA. As the band, Turn the Screw, walked onto the dark Minneapolis stage, the crowd gave up a huge cheer. This always makes me laugh. Crowds dependably do this, letting the band know that even though the stage is dark and they aren’t supposed to be seen, the audience knows they are there. It is a way to pay respect to the performers and let them know the crowd is ready for a good show. I love it!

			Even from my position behind the soundboard, I could tell this was the best cheer we had gotten during the intro all tour long, and it meant the band was doing something right. Word had apparently spread that this tour was one worth seeing. At the beginning, venues had plenty of tickets available at the door. However, the last few shows did not have that problem! We were selling out shows and were back in the Midwest, playing a venue we were familiar with. So this, our final night, was a show with excited strangers and old friends. You always want to go out with a bang on the last night of a tour, and this was it. We just had this one show in Minneapolis, and then we would be driving back home to Chicago.

			The tour was great. We were used to playing half-full clubs in Chicago, with most of those in attendance being our friends. On this, our first national tour, the crowds were growing each night, and our numbers were going up on all our social media platforms. We weren’t playing to an audience of a few friends anymore. We were playing packed shows, and the crowds loved it. The crossover between the crowds singing along to the songs and moshing in front of the stage fueled the bands to play harder and return that energy to the crowds. High-energy shows, equipment running smoothly, and good merchandise sales made everyone happy. No one liked cramming into the vans at the night’s end and driving to the next city, but we were three bands, a merch guy, and me, the sound guy and de facto manager. We didn’t want the tour to end!

			This was a big deal for all of us. We learned a lot about touring, booking, and promoting ourselves. That was huge, because if I sound like a seasoned veteran, I have you fooled. I was a complete newbie three weeks ago. We were all college students who decided last year that we should book our bands on a tour for the upcoming summer. Although I intended to go out with my band, our bassist couldn’t go, and the other three bands immediately asked me to be the sound engineer instead. I had realized the year before that my future in music would be as a sound guy. That seemed to be the skill that put me most in demand in Chicago. So, I readily joined this tour and realized quickly that my experience doing sound in small venues in Chicago meant I knew the most about booking venues and setting up tours. And when I say ‘knew the most,’ I mean one notch above knowing nothing. So, I got on the phone with a map and booked a tour. Many mistakes were made, but we were learning from them and thriving. Hey, you don’t know what you don’t know, and that is the beauty of ignorance.

			And, yes, experience was the number one goal of the tour, but making some money was high on the list, too. Some nights were financially successful, some were not. None of us were perfect, and getting paid didn’t always go as planned. The first night, we were told we didn’t sell enough at the door, and the club sent us on our way with nothing but our merch money. The owner also wanted a cut of the merch money, but we got out without further discussion. Yes, I made many mistakes, but I learned some valuable lessons the hard way, and now I am much better at my job.

			So, as I stood at the soundboard tonight, I felt like a seasoned veteran of the touring industry. I was probably naive, but I was on top of the world for a 21-year-old completing his first tour.

			The video hit the final line where the good guy says to the evil gang, “Fuck you, fuck you, and fuck you, too. You’re all going to die.”

			The screens went black, the stage lights flooded the stage with color, the drummer hit the snare four times, and the band launched into “My Pretty Bitch.” It is a song about a dog that is a three-minute-long double entendre. If this song didn’t get the crowd going, nothing would. But those first guitar chords hit, the bass started grinding away, and the crowd exploded into a frenzy. I couldn’t believe the response as the audience sang along to the chorus.

			You don’t know what I feel.

			I just want you to heel.

			Satisfy my controlling itch

			You’re … my pretty bitch!

			These lyrics would not change the world of poetry, but the crowd was into them. I could tell the band was feeding off this awesome energy, and they gave it right back to the crowd for the 45-minute set. The whole room was alive! Even back at the soundboard, the mix was banging! I had three weeks’ experience on these songs now, so I knew exactly what I needed to do to make the mix hit hard and make the show a resounding success.

			The band dropped their instruments as the last chords hit, and feedback rang out. I pulled the faders down and pushed up the house music. The last show was done; we only needed to tear down and get home.

			After the band and I finished the load-out and the vans were ready to leave, I checked with the venue to ensure everything was good. This was to make sure we weren’t leaving anything behind, but it also was my personal touch to try and leave a lasting positive impression of myself and the bands. Also, I discovered it was a great way to give the band some downtime to hang out with fans, relax with some drinks, or hang out in the van for ten minutes of solitude. (Trust me, solitude on tour is a big deal!)

			When I returned to the vans, I saw another activity of touring life with a group of dudes in their twenties was taking place: hitting on female fans. Most shows had few groupies in attendance, but Minneapolis had more female punk rockers than other cities.

			I joined our merch guy at the back of our van and asked if he had any idea when we were leaving.

			“As soon as we fucking can, I hope,” he said. “I’m looking forward to getting back and seeing my girlfriend. I haven’t gotten fucking laid in three weeks, and I think I will shoot her through the ceiling when I get back!”

			Ugh. Maybe a little less description next time, dude, I thought.

			“Yeah, I hear you on returning home,” I said. “I want to finish school, and I have some more clubs that want me to mix shows for them. That will give me a lot of good experience before L.A.”

			“Fuck, dude, do you ever not think about work?” he responded. “Have some fucking fun sometimes, dude.”

			I laughed him off. This was the story of my life. Playing in bands and mixing shows was my version of fun. I didn’t have a girlfriend, and if this guy was having a hard time with being celibate for three weeks, then he wasn’t going to believe how long a drought I was going through. Though “drought” makes it sound like there was some sex life to take a break from. I had no sex life to speak of—a couple of short-lived flings here and there, but I certainly wasn’t experienced. Let’s leave it at that. I was not some impossibly tall, handsome hunk with huge muscles and beautiful flowing hair down to my waist. I was not the guy on the cover of a steamy romance novel, and my sex life certainly wasn’t worth writing or reading about.

			Nope. I was a skinny musician and sound engineer who spent his time in rehearsal spaces, studios, and clubs with dudes who looked like they lived in their mom’s basement. Besides being a distance runner, I spent much of my time in dark rooms around loud music. I was not the life of the party. Hell, I wasn’t ever invited to the party unless they needed a sound guy! So, my normal life was one of unintentional abstinence or celibacy or whatever you want to call it.

			Most people would call it pathetic, I’m afraid. I was not a ladies man, and maybe more into the “loner artist vibe” than I should have been. I was never good at dating and constantly felt awkward in those situations. I remember being a high school sophomore and thinking I would be great at dating. I asked a girl out for the first time, spontaneously, in study hall. I thought she was awesome, and she accepted. It was the last week of school, and we planned a date right after school on the last day. It seemed like the perfect way to end the year.

			Awesome idea.

			Well, as it turned out, that was the only awesome part.

			She hadn’t seemed beyond my reach in school, but the second she got in my car on that last day, she suddenly felt light years out of my league. She felt cool and relaxed and just plain awesome. I seemed just plain … awkward. Here I was, on the date I asked for, and I suddenly didn’t know what to do or say. It seemed like we had nothing in common, and every interaction was horrible. Every minute of this date, a little voice screamed, “This isn’t good. This isn’t good! Mayday, mayday, we’re losing her!”

			Then, when I drove her home, I didn’t even ask for her number. We didn’t have friends in common; we had simply been talking in school. Plus, my super-conservative parents were sticklers about checking my phone and wouldn’t allow me on social media apps, so it never occurred to me that I had no way of really contacting her again. So I just dropped her off and said goodbye. I didn’t say I would call her, ask if she wanted to see me again, or even tell her I wanted to see her again. I just wanted the date to end before it got any worse. Besides, when I thought about it the next day, I reasoned that calling her and asking if she wanted to go on another date would not be met with much enthusiasm.

			I didn’t see her again that summer. As you might imagine, we didn’t talk when we returned to school after the summer break. She was done with me, and I didn’t blame her.

			I didn’t try with girls again for the rest of high school. And as it turned out, that seemed fine with the girls, anyway. Trust me, nobody was banging down my door, asking me for a date. So, I started playing guitar often and then getting obsessed with sound production. I played in bands, wrote songs, and did sound gigs. That was my life.

			Moving to Chicago for college immediately led to playing in bands and doing sound in clubs. My life was classes, rehearsals, and gigs. Relaxation was in the form of daily five-mile runs in the morning. I would get to bed at three in the morning, get some sleep, and do it all over again. No parties. No girlfriends. No sex life. The past few years had turned this love of music and sound production into a pretty good gig for me, but it meant being too busy to date. Well, that was my excuse, anyway.

			I hoped a week off in Chicago would change that!

			Right now, however, I was standing there with the merch guy, hoping to get in the van and return to Chicago. This tour wasn’t exactly glitz, glamour, and girls. You don’t get that doing a three-week van tour with punk bands across the U.S. If you missed the memo on adoring female fans and groupies, they go for band members, not the crew. Remember what I said about solitude? The crew always gets more of it on tour than the band. We were relegated to hanging out and waiting until it died down enough to yell out that we had to leave and move everything along.

			After another 30 minutes, I called, “All right, we have to load up and get home. Thanks, everyone!”

			A few grumbles from fans and band members didn’t dissuade me from breaking up the proceedings. I wanted to get us home and return our equipment to the bands’ practice spaces. Plus, the vans were due by noon the next day, so we piled in and hit the road for Chicago.

			I could finish these last tasks, have a week off from this tour, and prepare for that last college semester. I couldn’t wait for a week off in Chicago in August. This would be great. I could hit the lake and see the friends I hadn’t seen for the last three weeks. Plus, sleeping in my bed would be nice. Sharing it with someone would be even better!

			As it turned out, none of that happened. Little did I know that a phone call way too early the next morning would change those plans.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			Saturday, August 20

			The phone rang at 7:30 on Saturday morning. I had barely gotten into bed after returning from Minneapolis and unloading the vans and trailer.

			In what must have sounded like a zombie voice, I answered, “Hello?”

			“Xander?”

			It was my mom.

			“Yeah,” I said, trying not to sound irritated. “Mom, I just returned from the tour and am exhausted. Can I call you back later?”

			“Actually, no,” she said.

			“Why not?”

			“Well, John Johnson called, and he and Carol are going to Hawaii. They were supposed to go with the Nuebauers but they can’t go now. John asked if we could go instead, and we decided to do it.”

			“Great. Have fun!” I said, obviously irritated this time.

			“No, there’s more to it than that,” she said. “We don’t feel good about leaving the house unattended for a week, and we want you to come and house-sit.”

			“What?” I was suddenly more awake. “Mom, that makes no sense. You have no pets to feed or plants to water. You live in a small town in Iowa, for god’s sake. You can probably leave and not even lock the door. The only crime is when the kids paint explicit sayings on the new high school parking lot pavement. The only problem you will have is some longish grass that will need mowing when you get back.”

			This was met with a pause.

			My mom said, “I know. But we would feel better if you came home and were here.”

			Before I could respond, she spoke again.

			“Did kids do that?” she asked.

			“Do what?”

			“Spray crude sayings on the pavement?”

			“Well, they sure the fuck don’t spray paint ‘Go team’ on it,” I responded.

			“Xander!”

			“Mom, listen, I’m tired and not awake for this,” I said.

			It was my turn to pause, hoping my mother would reconsider. Her returned silence told me that she wasn’t going to.

			“Fine. I’ll do it,” I said.

			It was grumpier than I meant, but I wasn’t happy. I was looking forward to a week in Chicago with nothing but fun. I guess I was now looking at a week in Iowa with nothing to do, period.

			“When do you leave?” I asked.

			“Tomorrow morning,” she said sheepishly.

			“Shit, that means I have to come today.”

			“Yeah,” Mom said.

			“Ok, let me get some sleep, and I will be there tonight.”

			“Great, thanks so much. Love you!”

			“Yeah. Love you, too,” I grumbled.

			I ended the call, rolled over in bed, and tried to go back to sleep. But sleep wouldn’t come. I rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling, feeling wired and angry. This upcoming week was supposed to be the first time I would have to myself in months. Now that was gone. There was nothing for me back in boring, small-town Waterton. It would be like high school all over again, I guessed. I would spend the week playing guitar, running trails, and having nothing to do and no one to hang out with.

			That’s when my neighbor started moaning.

			[image: ]

			After the release of three weeks of built-up baby batter and a few hours of sleep, I packed for the week and headed west in my car. Waterton, Iowa, was about four hours from Chicago, and just being out on the open road toward home, or what used to be home, was making me feel better about it all. My parents needed my help; it was the least I could do to repay all they had done for me over the years. They were perfect for Waterton—super conservative, worked hard, and, to be honest, super boring. They deserved a vacation, and I knew they wanted me there for peace of mind. I get it; leaving their house for a week and being that far away is something they wouldn’t want to bother the neighbors with. Me being there was good for them. Not good for me, but tough shit, huh? Your parents ask, and you agree. That was how I was brought up. I had just toured the country and felt like an adult conquering the world. Now, I was heading home because my mommy told me to. It took a little of the shine off feeling like an independent adult, but I also understood that part of being an adult meant taking care of your family as they had cared for you.

			Besides, no matter how much I had been looking forward to spending this week in Chicago, I would not return home much if my plans for next semester went as I hoped. I had put four years into making my music industry dreams come true, hoping that those dreams would take me a long way from Waterton, Iowa. Yes, it had been good to grow up in a small town that was safe and clean. It was not good that it was also very conservative and boring. Hell, that should have been the town slogan. “Welcome to Waterton, Iowa! Safe, clean, and boring!”

			Nothing happened there, and I wanted to be where the action was!

			This was consuming my thoughts as I drove. I just wished that there was excitement there. I was confident that Waterton had no surprises or fun in store for me this week. Once they were back I would be gone, returning to my better-than-Waterton life, and the boring town and people could go on being boring without me. Even if my parents always tried to convince me that Waterton was better than I gave it credit for and that I might not hate it so much as I got older, I doubted that. I could not see why I would ever want to return to this small town. I figured this week would prove that to me all over again. Boring and prudish, Waterton was not holding any dirty little secrets! But for now, I had four hours of driving and wished there would be something fun to do back in my hometown.

			Then it hit me: Mark Valentine, my best friend from high school, had been working in a summer internship program at an insurance business in our hometown. My dad and Mark’s dad owned an IT business for a big national insurance company. I could connect with him and make this week a lot less boring. I hit his contact number on my phone and pressed the call button.

			Mark answered with, “What? I’m trying to masturbate!”

			I exploded in laughter.

			“I don’t buy it,” I said. “It is mid-afternoon, so you probably already did that three times today. Your stamina isn’t good enough for a fourth.”

			“Yeah, you’re probably right. But, fuck you for pointing it out,” he said.

			I continued to laugh.

			“Hey, man, what’s going on?” I asked. “How’s the summer been in Waterton?”

			“Summer’s been good. Lots of work. Nothing too exciting. Living here is still boring as fuck. But right now, I am just finishing packing. What’s up with you?” Mark asked.

			“Well, I am visiting my parents to house-sit for them this week. I was hoping you were going to be around, but I assume if you are packing, I am shit out of luck on that!”

			“Are you fucking kidding me? Are you going to be in town? This week? Of all the weeks of the summer, you pick this one?”

			“Yep. Well, my parents picked it for me, but still. Why do you say it like that?” I asked.

			“Because this is the one week I won’t be here this summer! Dad and I are leaving early tomorrow for a hiking trip out in Colorado,” Mark said. “I have been here all summer with no one around. Emily has been in Europe all summer doing some finance internships, and you have been on tour. It’s been a drag.”

			I replied with a cringe. “Oh yeah. I had forgotten Emily was gone, too. That must suck to have your girlfriend gone all summer. Although, I guess I shouldn’t assume anything since I know nothing about that subject!

			“Yeah, it does suck. Why do you think I was trying to masturbate?” Mark asked rhetorically. “So you are still practicing your celibacy, dude?”

			“Not willingly!” I said wryly. “I am always in studios, practice rooms, or mixing shows. I go to school and do music. No time for anything else, I guess.”

			“Shit!” Mark said. “You just don’t try. Trying cutting your long ratty hair and stop wearing black shirts all the time, man.”

			“Hey, my hair is short now, and I don’t always wear black shirts!” I said. “Only on days ending in d-a-y.”

			“See, I told you. Branch out a little and give it a try. You might be surprised,” argued Mark.

			“Okay, okay. I’ll work on that here in my boring week off in Iowa. I’m sure there are maybe two single and horny females in this town that are over 18 and under 450 pounds,” I said.

			Mark guffawed. “Jesus, dude, that is harsh. Probably true, but still harsh.”

			“I know, I know. I am kidding. My real point is that I don’t have time. I am in Waterton this week, back in Chicago next week to finish my degree, and then I am moving to L.A. to find either a touring gig or studio position.”

			“Seriously?” Mark asked. “Leaving the Midwest?”

			“Yeah, I need to go where the industry is. That means Nashville, New York, or L.A. I can’t see myself in the first two, so L.A., here I come.”

			“Cool. Good luck with that. I hope to visit you out there when you are a rock star,” Mark joked.

			“I think I will be working for rock stars, not being one. But we will see,” I added.

			Mark interrupted, “Oh, hey, my mom is calling me. She needs help with something.”

			In a quieter voice, he confessed, “She’s going crazy because we leave tomorrow, and then Mom takes Katie on Monday to move into the dorms. Everyone is in packing mode.”

			“Damn,” I said. “Everyone is leaving town this week!”

			“What do you mean?” Mark questioned.

			“Well, my parents are leaving for Hawaii tomorrow. That’s why I am house-sitting. Then, your entire family is leaving this week, too. I wish I could go on that Colorado trip,” I said.

			Mark laughed. “Yeah, if you had let me know a month ago, you could have gone with us!”

			“Are you gone the whole week?” I asked.

			“Yeah, it is crazy. We won’t come back until Friday. Actually, I won’t come back at all. I’m flying back from Denver straight to Minneapolis. I start classes on Monday. Dad will be back on Friday afternoon. Mom is not thrilled that she has to move Katie in without my help and then spend the week alone at home.”

			“Wait,” I said. “Your mom is the only one going with Katie?

			“Yep,” he said.

			My mind immediately wandered to thoughts of Mark’s mom.

			Deborah.

			A woman who has been in my life forever. Literally. Someone who was there before I could remember. My mom’s best friend. She’s been a teacher to me. A mentor. A woman I have spent countless hours with. A talented and smart woman who I respect the hell out of.

			And my biggest crush for years.

			Where all the other moms around me seemed absolutely matronly, unattractive, and, quite frankly, non-sexual, Deborah made me hard every time I saw her. I even had a couple of instances where I was afraid my hardness might have been obvious. I guess being on tour had distracted me from thinking about her but hearing Mark reference her now brought a flood of horny memories to my mind.

			Suddenly returning to the conversation with Mark, I blurted, “Hey, I could go along and help your mom and sister. I mean, I have nothing else going on.”

			A pause from Mark.

			“Oh yeah. She might like that.” Then, in a whisper, he added, “Sure you can handle dealing with my mom and sister alone? I’m thankful I don’t have to go, to be honest.”

			“God, yes,” I said. “Anything is better than sitting around my parent’s house with nothing to do. I figure I will be doing morning runs and afternoon hikes. My half-marathon times might be excellent this fall!”

			“Hey, Mom,” Mark said off the phone, “Xander is in town this week and says he can go with you to move Katie into the dorms. Do you want his help?”

			“Oh, that would be great. He’s around and not busy on Monday?” Deborah’s distant voice asked.

			“No. He’s here for the whole week with nothing to do,” Mark said.

			“Well, I would appreciate the help. It can get pretty crazy at move-in time, and it’s a great help to have someone who can do more heavy lifting than Katie or me.”

			“Plus,” Mark added, “you won’t have to drive back alone.”

			“Yes, that would be nice, too. Driving back in an empty minivan to an empty house doesn’t sound fun,” she said.

			“I’ll tell him you said yes,” said Mark.

			I could hear the whole conversation. There was no hesitation in Deborah’s voice at being asked if she wanted help and company. I could give her both on Monday. She sounded relieved over the phone. I think doing this alone made her nervous about the trip. Plus, of course, it would give me something to do with at least one day of my week. I also found myself realizing that being alone with Deborah on the trip back would be a bit of a horny guy’s fantasy. Little scenes from those hot-mom pornos danced through my head.

			Mark’s voice interrupted my daydream. “Yep, she would appreciate you going.”

			“Great,” I said. “I’ll call her tomorrow and get the details. Now go give her some help before you leave tomorrow!”

			With that, Mark hung up, and I was glad to have at least one day on my calendar scheduled. I had no idea what I was going to do with the other five days, but thoughts of Deborah and me in a variety of sexual positions had my mind occupied for the rest of the drive to Waterton!

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			Saturday, August 20

			I marveled at how scrambled Mom and Dad were when I got to my parent’s house. Leaving for Hawaii on one day’s notice did not afford me much of a welcome-home party, and I was glad not to have one. I unpacked and jumped in the shower. I hadn’t showered in, well, longer than I will admit, and I felt it. There were few showers on tour, and my time in my apartment today was cut short by my mom’s phone call. After waking up, I dressed, packed a bag, and drove straight to Waterton.

			The warm water felt good. The thoughts of Deborah and my left hand’s automatic response to start pumping my cock felt even better. Unfortunately, my left hand was my regular lover, and it was getting old. Thoughts of Deborah and of no relationships conflicted in my mind. And that may be the other thing at play here with my relationships, or lack thereof.

			I was never that into girls my age.

			In high school, I always felt more comfortable around adults, and soon I found that my fantasies were revolving more around women twice my age. My friends’ moms seemed more attractive to me than their sisters. There was a sense of maturity and confidence mixed with that “bored housewife looking for excitement” vibe that drove me crazy. I didn’t feel the same awkwardness around them that I felt with girls my age. In hindsight, maybe I was completely fabricating the “bored housewife looking for excitement” vibe to fulfill my fantasies. But whatever the truth was, the number one fantasy was Deborah.

			We had known each other for years, and I wasn’t stupid about the awkwardness of her being my best friend’s mom and my mom’s best friend! Not only was she my English composition teacher and drama coach in high school, but she also taught writing and poetry classes with my mom for community education. This meant I spent much of my life with her between family get-togethers, hanging out with Mark at their house, English classes, and years’ worth of drama rehearsals. She was a smart and talented woman who was a mentor. She gave much of her time and energy, and everyone respected her.

			I adored her.

			But then, one day in high school, that adoration became something more. After school, in a one-on-one line reading rehearsal, she complained about the lack of air circulation in the drama room. It was hot in the classroom, and she was wearing a pullover sweater. To be more comfortable, she lifted the sweater off over her head. It sounds silly, but it was like an old movie, when the beautiful starlet, hair blowing in the wind, takes off her beach wrap and reveals a beautiful body barely covered by a string bikini. You know the scene. All the men on the beach stop, stare, and drool in that “it just can’t be helped” Old Hollywood way. I took in her tall, slender body, the way her breasts, which seemed impossibly large and firm on that slight frame, strained against her shirt, her long black hair as it cascaded down her back, and her beautiful face as it smiled at me, prompting me to continue my lines. I was stunned. I wanted her! Suddenly, it was I who had the uncomfortable clothing as the crotch of my pants got very tight. I admit that I didn’t have a very good rehearsal that day. She even commented that I seemed distracted. Jeez, how do you answer that? I certainly didn’t think explaining the rock-hard cock in my pants was the prudent move!

			I figured these thoughts were a one-time incident, but they weren’t. The days after that rehearsal just kept playing in my head. This was not some high school crush where I was hoping to get my dick sucked. No, I wanted every inch of her. I wanted my mouth to taste hers. I wanted to run my tongue down from her mouth and to her sex. I wanted her to moan as I pleasured her over and over. I wanted her to arch her back and come hard into my mouth, letting me taste every drop of her juices. I wanted to memorize every curve of her body. My orgasm wasn’t important. I wanted to be inside her and watch her orgasm over and over again. I wanted her to spasm, yell, and scream for more. I wanted her so spent she couldn’t move. And when she could move again, I wanted to do it all over!

			The problem? Talented and accomplished women who were good mothers and good wives weren’t into sex marathons with their son’s friends. This would have to stay a fantasy and nothing more. There was no way she could ever see this as anything more than a silly crush. This wasn’t a porno film; it was real life. And even if I thought she was unsatisfied or unhappy in her marriage, Mark had always joked about his dad’s condom and lube drawer, which told me that the “sexually unsatisfied wife” wasn’t in play here. So, I tried to adore more and lust less.

			As high school ended and college took me away from my hometown and her, she remained a fantasy. There were no more classes or practices with her, and occasional trips back home from college were usually short and didn’t correspond with Mark’s trips. I didn’t see her much at all, and I never had any opportunity to be alone with her. I didn’t give the fantasy a lot of thought anymore. Perhaps I was outgrowing it.

			But then, all the feelings came roaring back at the previous winter break. I returned for the holidays, and my mom announced we were having Mark’s family over for dinner. It was no big deal until they showed up, and Deborah was, quite frankly, gorgeous. Mark came in first, and we immediately started talking. I noticed Mark’s dad, Lane, and Katie walking in. But then Deborah walked in wearing these black capri pants and a red sweater that fit her like it was tailor-made. Her hair was down, and she had only minimal makeup on. I don’t know if this description makes any sense, but it was like she hadn’t meant to be attractive, but she couldn’t help it. And that made it all the more tempting. I couldn’t believe it. Every feeling, every fantasy, and the strain in the crotch of my pants came roaring back.

			How could I have forgotten this?

			How could I have forgotten how badly I wanted this woman?

			She came over to me, hugged me, and said hello. I responded by whispering in her ear, “Hi, you look amazing.”

			It slipped out. I hadn’t meant to say it out loud. I looked to see if anyone else had heard it, but it didn’t seem like they had.

			But she did.

			She gave me this look that showed she was complimented and surprised at the same time. At least, I hoped it was a look of surprise and not disgust on her face, but I couldn’t tell for sure.

			She smiled, thanked me, greeted my parents, and started talking to my mom.

			Like nothing had happened.

			But, she smiled. And 
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