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    For her,
 
She saved me and had no clue what or who she saved.
 
-Mikey

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Heroes are often the most obscure of men not looking to be a hero."
- Unknown 
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June 2006
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I DON’T KNOW IF SHE knew it or not, but I was far too shy to even know how to respond when she said: 

​“I like to touch dick.  I like to suck dick.  I like to feel dick inside of me.  I don’t wear underwear so when I sit on your lap, I can be as close to your dick as possible.”

​I had never heard a woman speak like that.  She had always been around.  She was just part of everything.  Every party, every game night, movie night, BBQ, pool party, mud run, everything.  Hannah would grab you a beer on the way by, watch that stupid movie for the fourteenth time; she was up for it.  Not a little sister, just one of us.

​Hannah had just turned 18; her June birthday had come and gone.  Her older sister, Amber, was a longtime friend, so she’s always been that cute younger sister that seemed to ignore me.  I was okay with that.  It worked.  

I wanted Amber all to myself, but she had no interest other than being ‘just a friend.’  I had seen her go through about 20 bad and fast relationships.  More than a dozen pregnancy scares.

​No complaints from any of the guys Amber “dated” in the past, or rather, just rode their cock until it was limp and she was dripping around it like a fat gummy worm being slowly spit out.  Some of the guys would ask that little question of if she was on birth control, to which she would just smile and ask, 

“Does it matter?”  

​It didn’t to them.  She was that kind of beautiful that melted you.  

​She filled any shirt she was in.  She always had on a bra that choked her tits to her neck to the point it seemed impossible.  When you're 5 '4" weighing 110 lbs. and have double Ds, that’s not hard.  She had a tiny waist.  Lord did she ever.

​She loved showing me her new thongs.  She would come over and I would be in the middle of cooking, cleaning, watching tv, on the computer, on the phone with someone and she would just unbutton those Lucky Brand jeans and just show me.  She would complain about being lazy and not shaving herself.

​She had no issue showing me that as well.  She just pulled her thong to the side and showed me.  If she couldn’t get the right angle, the jeans would come off and there she would be, a hoodie, white bootie socks, and a thong.  She then just showed it all to me.

I was on my computer in my office just outside of my bedroom.  I was in a pair of pajama pants, no shirt, no underwear, freshly shaved, and showered after waking up from a long sleep from a shift at work I wished to forget.  It was two days after Hannah’s birthday.  I missed it.  She knew it and was alright with it.  

​She just walked in and complained about how tight her jeans were, how wet she was, and how it was twisting her new thong she just got at Victoria Secret the right way that she almost had an orgasm when she walked up stairs.  Amber wasted no time and off came the jeans and subsequently her thong.  She didn’t notice at first.

​When she stood up and looked at me and asked what I thought of her new thong, I turned, as if I had done this a hundred times before, which I had, and saw her naked from the waist down, minus those cute little bootie socks.  I took a long look and really took it in.  We had fucked before, but that’s all it was.  Just raw dick in pussy with only natural juices between the both of us.  

​I’m not complaining.  Most guys wouldn't tell her what they wanted.  She would just do what she wanted, and if they pulled out, that was their choice.  If they didn't make it out, she didn't care.  Me, she would look me deep in the eyes and ask me to cum.  Not just once but keep me in her even after I went soft.  She would kiss my neck until I got hard again so she could feel me cum again using my own seamen as lubricant inside of her.

​I looked her in the eyes and said, “Your pussy looks sexy with a little stubble.”  She pulled her hoodie up over her belly so she could see herself.  She looked at me while holding her hoodie up.

“Should I just take this off?”  This is her way of asking to slide my cock in her and let her just go until she can't move.

“I love that hoodie on you.  It looks so good, but I think it would look better laying on my floor.”  It was a custom hoodie she had made when she was on vacation last Summer in Maine.  It was supposed to be a solo trip, but she somehow convinced TJ to go along and leave his pregnant fiancé at home for a long weekend.

​Off the hoodie went in one movement.  No shirt under it, just her bra that somehow popped off, and those luscious dirty mommy pillows plopped out and bounced on her rib cage.  Those tiny little nipples were already standing at attention.  Not just a little hard, but to the point they were throbbing.  

It had been a while since she was with a guy or had a boyfriend.  I should have known this was going to happen soon.  I wasn’t going to complain, but I just wish she would choose to be mine all the time rather than play this back-and-forth game.

She walked from where she was standing in the doorway and the hoodie with the bra inside of it in her left hand.  As she got closer, it fell to the floor.  I sat forward on my computer chair.  She knew how to sit on me in that chair.  She had more than once stained the vinyl of my computer chair with her sweet juices mixed with mine.  She stepped over one leg and leaned down as she spread her legs just enough to allow my left hand to wisp by her right thigh and just touch the outside of her very wet pussy.

I don’t mean it’s a little wet.  I mean I touched her girl cum leaking out of her.  I knew it was her by the clear sticky feeling and the sweet smell of it.  She tasted like the countryside.  Like the way fresh grass smells on a hot day.  It was intoxicating.  I touched her chin with my right hand using my index finger to guide her head towards mine and land her soft demanding lips onto mine.

Just as her lips reached mine, my left middle finger went inside of her.  Slowly at first and then I went all the way in, so my palm was resting on her body.  My index finger was resting on her asshole.  It was as wet as her pussy, and it felt hot.  I rubbed it gently as I massaged her G spot.  She backed her lips away far enough and said, 

“Put it in, please.”

Without a thought, my index finger slid in with so much ease it seemed like it was meant to be there.  One finger in each hole, holding her up as she began to wobble.  She gasped and lunged back to my lips trying to breathe as she was having an orgasm so big she was squirting.  She tried to stand up on those shaky legs while hanging on to the arms of my computer chair.

She had managed to get my pajama pants pulled down past mid-thigh and had been able to reach down and kneaded my balls gently between earth shattering orgasms to the point that I had that first little drop of precum sitting on the tip of my dick as it bounced with my every heartbeat waiting to crest her inner thighs and to be squeezed of every milliliter of that baby making juice she craved so badly in her.

She stepped back as I watched as she burst one more time in a pulsing fashion onto my floor like she was pushing out water from her pussy.  She watched it as well.  She finished squirting and she looked me in the eyes and said, 

“You’re not pulling out.  I want it all in me.”  

​I was trying not to shake with anticipation.  She continued.

“I want it to run out of me down your shaft so I can lick it off as I am quivering from cumming.  I want to get back on as soon as you’re hard and I want you to cum again.  I want it all in me.  All of it.  I want you to hold me and tell me you love me and let me be only yours with your cum in me.”

​It was already too late.  I was in her.  As she sat down and I eased into her I could feel her throb on my cock.  I felt it happening.  I came, just a little, but enough I could feel the big one coming.  It wouldn’t be long because of the way she was rocking on me.  Asking me with every breath to let her have my cum.  She begged me, 

“Please...  Please just finish in me.  I need it.  I deserve it.”

I was within two strokes of everything cumming when she whispered in my ear, 

“Can I call you daddy?”

I was holding on for dear life and replied in a half breath, “Yes...”  

“Cum in me daddy...”  

​I did.  I can’t remember any orgasms before that one.  She bit my lip and gasped as I throbbed every ounce of baby batter into her.  She worked her hips back and forth to milk it out of me.  I kept cumming.  My legs went numb.  She leaned on my shoulder and was already sweating.

I could feel her flexing the muscles in her vagina, letting me know it was all hers.

​“That’s all my cum you gave me daddy. Thank you...”

She slid off of me, pulled my pajama pants the rest of the way off of me and began to clean me up.  I do not know how she can get both of my balls in her mouth, but she did.  They’re not small.  I mean I am not long by any means, but 6” has never been an issue being 5’6” tall.  I am thick.  My hands as well as my dick.

​She was getting me hard again.  She knew how.  Massaging my balls as she was dripping with sweat glistening off of her.  I could feel blood rushing back into my cock again.  It was swelling in her mouth very quickly.

“You ready to fuck me again?”  

​She buried my cock deep into her throat one more time and flexed her throat muscles.  She backed her head off my dick breathing around it until she was all the way off.  She hovered over my dick for a second.  She exhaled hard.  She let the huge amount of saliva in her mouth run on to my hardened dick.

She eased herself back on to me and with motions far to smooth I was back inside of her.  She began to thrust gently and slowly.  She was moving the entire distance of my cock in and out of her.  She had a perfect rhythm and speed to make me last for hours.  I knew she had no intentions for that.  I knew she had far more devious and enjoyable intentions.

​“I want to fuck until I am raw and bleeding and you can’t cum anymore.”  She said panting between movements.  I pulled her close and pressed her chest to mine while she thrust.  I could feel her heart beating like a war drum.  She slid back and down to get me all the way into her and then pulled out to see the cum dipping out of her from my last orgasm.  She marveled for just a second.

She moved back up and her head came to my head, and she locked lips with me as she used only her hips to guide me into her and begin rocking back and forth.

​She didn't get off of me after that.  Every time I would cum, she would sit still and feel every pulse from my cock into her and almost laugh as she was panting.  We did this until my last orgasm seemed like dust coming out which hurt.  It was magical.  

​If I could live in a moment, this is one I would live in for as long as my mind could loop it.  She was mine.  All mine.  I didn’t care if she had gotten pregnant; I would have been more than happy to spend all of my days with her.  She wouldn’t be happy like that.  She wouldn't be.  Not for many more years of just having fun.

​But that’s the day.  The day in my little history of my life, when everything I had known changed.  It was 3 a.m. when Amber came over.  After she finally wore herself out, we showered and went back to bed.  Amber had to work at 8.  Her sleep would be short, but she knew what she wanted, and she made it happen.  

As she got up, she kissed me goodbye and told me thank you.  I knew the next time I saw her we would be just friends again.  It was all too familiar and that used to make it worse.

​That used to crush me.  It stopped a while back.  It was at some moment when I was spending time with Hannah.  Hannah knew I had been with her sister before that house party 9 months ago.  She had seen us walk up in the dark as she hid in the shadows behind some guys near the keg.
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September 2005
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AMBER HAD SPENT THE night with me and kept me well drained all night and into the next day.  We had even slipped away to my truck in the countryside, and I let it drain into her as she was bent over my tailgate of my truck under the stars.

​We got back to that party, and she wandered off as if she didn’t have my DNA leaking out of her into her brand-new Victoria Secret thong and Buckle black denim jeans.  Her thighs were soaked when I pulled her jeans down.  I couldn’t imagine what the aftermath of that triple load of 18 years of child support she took made it.  As much as I wanted to see, that wasn’t happening.

The more she drank, the more she flirted with Alex.  He had no clue.  He had no idea that little ass he was grabbing was soaked in my cum.  She wasn’t going to tell him either.  They got caught making out in the bathroom with her pants unbuttoned.  She saw me and the look on my face.  It was as if the air in the room had gotten sucked out, had created a vacuum void of anything breathable, and left me with nothing to inhale.  Something was sitting on my chest.  I felt like I was going to die.

​A hand.  A soft, familiar hand.  It touched mine.  I could breathe again.  I knew that hand.  I had just felt that hand outside in my truck and the whole night before.  That hand knew mine.  It grabbed my hand.  It held onto my hand.  The world slowed down.

​The panic stopped.  The pain subsided.  I felt normal.  I felt loved.  I felt her.  It wasn’t Amber.  It was that caramel-colored eyed little sister that would always tag along, which annoyed her sister because she wanted to just be involved in what she did.  My shocked and hardened face softened and then a smile enveloped my whole body. 

“Hannah.”

“Hi Mike.  You look like you need a friend.”  She said smoothly with a level tone that relaxed me to the core.

​I needed a friend.  I set my beer down and we walked away from the house party.  I saw Amber watching us as we left.  I knew what she thought.  I was her toy.  Not her sisters.  Hannah hadn’t earned the right to have any boy toys to string along let alone one that Amber was fucking.

Hannah and I walked to my truck and pulled out some lawn chairs I had hidden in the back seat.  The cooler had a few beers in it.  I opened it and got one for myself.  Before I could ask if she wanted one, Hannah reached for one and had it opened and half gone.

​“You weren’t going to offer me one.  I know my sister would throw a fit about me having a beer with an older guy.”

“You’re mostly right, Hannah.  She would and then she would yell at me for giving it to you and remind me that you’re 17.  You would have still been offered one.”

“Didn’t you two drink at 17?” She said with a hint of condescension in her voice.

“Your sister somehow always had either beer money or a case of beer in the trunk of her car from the time she had a school permit.  She has nothing to say since she just turned 21.”

“You know.  I’m almost 18.” Hannah said with her voice attempting to turn the conversation into something positive.

“I know.  And your mom hates anything with two legs and a dick.”  I smiled.  She laughed as she was trying to drink.

“Careful.  No party fouls allowed.”

“Well, if you didn’t make so many jokes, I wouldn’t laugh so much.”  She looked down and paused with a few short breaths and said, “Mike, why haven’t you and my sister ever dated?”

This is it.  Everyone could see it.  They all could see it.  They all knew what I knew and could feel it.  Amber knew it as well.  It’s not like we didn’t talk about it.  It just never went anywhere.

“I don’t know.  We’ve talked about it,” I lied.  I knew the answer was her avoiding the conversation, “and she always avoids answering the question.”

“I don’t know why.  All the other boys she brings home are just that.  Boys.  No goals.  No jobs.  Most don't have a car.  All living in their parents' house or crashing on a friend's couch.  You own a house, have multiple cars, and a great job.  Doesn’t it seem lonely there?”

“She thinks she and I are just really good friends.  Which...” I was cut off.

​“Friends that fuck,” she interrupted and promptly finished her beer.  I was taken back by the blunt statement.  She went on as she stood up and walked to the cooler.

​“You need one?  Or are you still nursing that beer like you’re a middle schooler?”

Choking out a quick laugh I retort, “I’ll take two, so you don’t have to get up so quick.”

“What? You don’t like looking at my butt when I stand up?”

​‘She’s 17 Mike.  She’s 17...  You can’t even look at that!  You remember the last time she did this?  It’s illegal,’ I thought to myself. I knew I had to say something.

“Do you want me to look?”  Yeah, because that was the best I could do for a response.

“I wouldn’t have said anything if I didn’t want you to look.”

“Fine.  I will.  What part of it would you like me to look at.”

“This.”  She bent over and her jean shorts were loose enough I could see straight up her legs and saw nothing but skin.  No tan lines.  No thong or bikini like she normally had on.  Just skin.

​“Did you see anything you liked?”  I had to catch my breath.  ‘She’s got nothing between her and them jean shorts except hope and a prayer they don’t slide down on her and let the world know she doesn’t have a tan line.  Just a little heart tattoo someplace I wasn’t supposed to see until now,’ was what played in my mind. 

“Ma’am.  If you were older, I’d have questions.”

“Not even about the tattoo?  I won’t tell anyone if you ask.”

“I will know and that’s enough to get me in trouble...  But I am happy to wait,” she walked towards me with the beers.  “You.  Are.  Worth.  It.”

She smiled and gave me the beers and sat on my lap.  It was comfortably uncomfortable.  She had done it dozens of times before.  Now, I knew it had a meaning.  It was done with intent.  Every time she looked at me, touched my hand on accident, bumped into me while walking past, hugged me, and sat on my lap because I was the only seat in the house.  How long? 

“How long have you...” She cut me off knowing what I was gonna say.

“Kiss me now and I will tell you everything.  I will never ask you to kiss me again where people can see us.”  I did. 
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​We talked all night.  The sun rose around us.  It had a night chill in the air as the sun crested on that September morning.  She and I lay in the bed of my truck just looking up while we were cuddled under a blanket.  We drove away from the party.  We were worried about the party being busted.

​It did.  The scanner lit up and there was a ton of radio traffic about a small yellow house out in the country and forty cars parked in the driveway.  That was it, the party we had left.  We snuck out the back way and drove through some waterways to a secluded little place we both knew of.  It wasn’t the first time we had been there.  This became our little spot.

​I didn’t have to ask any questions.  She had already had all the answers in the chamber and was firing them out faster than I could process.  It was a flood of information that was both needed and not wanted.

“Do you remember last Christmas?” She asked while listening to my heartbeat.  She continued with, “That huge party you and Tim had?”

“I do,” How could I forget? 

––––––––
[image: ]


December 2004
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I WAS THERE WHEN HANNAH’S boyfriend drew his arm back to slap her.  It was over nothing.  She looked at a friend of his and he blew a kiss at her.  Hannah wrinkled up her nose at him and shook her head in disgust.  Her boyfriend, Alex, asked her what was wrong. 

“He blew a kiss at me,” Hannah said sheepishly.  Her and Alex just had sex for the first time just a few hours before that.  She made him wait.  It wasn’t the first time she had sex, but she didn’t feel right just having sex right away.  They had been dating for over 3 months.  She didn’t like talking about it.  He was abrupt and there wasn’t foreplay.  

No warning.  No words.  He aimed and went in.  It was a minute or two of awkward, “UGH!!  UGH!!  UGH!!”  Then it was over just as fast as it started.  

The way she described him moving was like he was stiffer and more rigid than unfolding a lawn chair for the fourth of July parade.  He knew two motions and that was it.  In and out.  That’s it and he didn’t know those very well.  His last girlfriend bragged about how amazing he was and how she wanted him back.  Truth be told, she cheated on him with Tommy.  

​Alex was politely asked to leave the party as he was picked up by four of my larger friends.  He demanded that Hannah leave with him.  She decided not to.  She stayed.  She asked for a room to hide in while the party calmed down.  I volunteered my bed; she knew I had a mini fridge and snacks.

​She went in and stayed.  Eventually falling asleep on my bed.  A big glass of water by the bed side.  This became her calling card.  Always water where she slept.  I asked her about that night when we were laying in my truck bed.  She explained that she always had wood stoves at home, and she would wake up with cotton mouth and cracked lips unless she had water to sip on.

​I crawled in bed next to her.  I was hammered off of my ass and didn’t think twice about just getting undressed and sleeping in my underwear.  She woke up long enough to see me and smile.  I just piled into my bed and buried myself in a mound of blankets.  As I pulled the blankets straight Hannah wiggled closer to me.  

​Those were her bare legs sticking out from one of my shirts.  It was my favorite AC/DC shirt.  She knew that.  I knew I needed to wash her clothes so she wouldn’t smell of cigarettes and cheap beer when she went home.  I held her until her breathing changed and she relaxed.  

​I got up and found her clothes on the other side of the bed.  I walked downstairs with her clothes and put them in with my clothes into the washer.  Socks, bra, shirt, hoodie, and jeans.  Hopefully she didn’t mind me not pulling her panties off to wash them.  She might have a clean pair in her car, but if not, she would survive.  The last thing I need to do is to explain to Amber how I got her sister's panties off while she was in my bed, half drunk (or more), after an argument with her now ex-boyfriend.

The washing machine was loaded up and running.  I knew with the amount of beer in my system I would be up to pee at least once more before I got up for the day.  I crawled back into bed.

Hannah asked me where I went.  I told her I went to the bathroom and washed her clothes.  She hugged me tighter and told me she should marry me.  I told her that would be my fairytale ending.

“Lori doesn’t deserve you.”

“I know,” I bumbled out, “but I love her.”

“She doesn’t love you half as much as you love her.”  In a hushed tone she continued, “or even close to as much as I love you.”

​I just sighed and looked into her eyes.  She was right.  She was 16, lying in my bed and right.  I knew this was wrong.  In the end, nothing would come of it.  “We need time to make it right.”  What was I saying?  Break up with Lori just to wait a year and a half for her to turn 18 and graduate?  They have a word for that...

I had been dating Lori for years and the longing for her was gone.  I worked fulltime and then some and she was in her 4th year at college with a very part-time job.  This wasn’t the first time I had cuddled with another woman.  Shelby and I cuddled every shift at Post 5 before she got moved off of my shift.  It wasn’t about sex.  It was about another human body lying next to me.

“I wish I was Amber’s age.  This would be so much simpler.”

“It would.  You wouldn’t be talking to a guy like me.  You’d be chasing after some douche bag named Tyler driving some shitbox Honda, thinking it’s a race car.”  She giggled when I said that.

​“Maybe.  Or maybe I would be smart like I am right now and see there’s a future in your eyes and heart and I want it.”

“I’m just a redneck paramedic living from paycheck to paycheck and beer can to beer can.  I’m just trying to build my little castle.  If a princess comes along and wants to be a part of this little kingdom, she’s more than welcome to.”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said with a soft smile and tinkling in her eyes illuminated by the soft glow of a streetlamp in my dark room.

She kissed me on the forehead, like a prince being crowned, and I rolled into her and held her tight.  The house was locked tight; no one was coming in, and those there weren't leaving.  The couches were full, and the two spare rooms had bodies in them.  All doors were closed, and the house had settled.  

​I could live like this.  The ‘her in my bed holding me like she will lose me like I’m piece of paper in the wind’ part.  Not the drama part, but how she got there and the yelling and getting people out of my house.  I was totally sure there would be hell to pay that the next morning.  And lo and behold I wasn’t wrong.

Hannah woke up and wandered downstairs sometime in the night and switched out the laundry.  Pat, who was passed out on the couch near the bathroom, saw her.  He didn’t say anything to her, but he did send a text to Alex, Lori, and Amber.  I didn’t get any texts or calls that night.

​I woke up to a warm body and wet hair next to me.  Hannah woke up and showered and brought me a sandwich and a big glass of ice-cold water.  This hangover was hard.  That was too much beer.  Way too much beer.

Before I could sit up, my door burst open to Alex, Amber, and Lori.  Alex and Amber were still wearing last night’s clothes while Lori was in her work uniform.  All were standing in my doorway.  The onslaught of name calling, slurs, hateful statements, and threats was more than a person can handle right away in the morning.  

“SHUT UP!”  I roared like a lion being woken up in his den.  I was, in fact, the lion, and this is my den.  “THIS IS NOT WHAT IT LOOKS LIKE!”

The room fell silent.  I asked Alex to leave, gruffly, and loudly.  I might have been a bit scary looking and sounding at that moment.  Amber didn’t budge; neither did Lori.  Alex took a step back.  

“It looks like you slept with my sister!”

“MIKE!!  WE’RE SUPPOSED TO BE GETTING ENGAGED!!”

“Yo man!  That’s my girl!”

“HANNAH!!” The screaming was very loud, “YOU BETTER BE DRESSED AND YOU BETTER HAVE DONE NOTHING LAST NIGHT!!”

​“Amber!  No yelling in my house!” I was standing bolt upright in my pajama pants.  Alex was already down the stairs and out of the front door before both of my feet hit the floor.  “She was asleep when I got here.  She changed into some of my clothes.  I washed her clothes and went to bed.  She woke up and took a shower.”

“Is he lying?” Amber’s tone slowly changes and calms down as she talks.

“He also got me water and a fresh towel for a shower,”

​I smiled violently.  I had forgotten I refilled her water and laid her out an oversized towel that was so fluffy you could get lost in it.  It was one of Amber’s favorites.  Purple.  Dark, deep purple.

​“I don’t believe you,” those all too familiar alligator tears were forming in the corners of her eyes.  Lori wasn’t the center of attention.  She was about to be.

​“I DON’T GIVE A FUCK WHAT YOU THINK!!  I’VE WAITED AND WAITED AND WAITED TO PROPOSE TO YOU!  ALL YOU DO IS TELL ME IT’S NOT THE RIGHT TIME!  THIS ISN’T ABOUT YOU!  IT’S SUPPOSED TO BE ABOUT US!!  AND ON THAT NOTE...”  I dropped my voice to growl, “Where in the fuck were you last night?”

​“This isn’t about her, Mike.  It’s about what you were or weren’t doing,” Amber stated sweetly.

“We did nothing other than sleep, unlike you two.”  I hissed knowing full well she still had DNA dripping out of her.

“Is that what you think?” Amber snapped.

“Amber, you’re my friend, but you walk into a party and know who you’re going home with as soon as you scan the room.”  She was shocked when I said it.

“Fine.  You’re not wrong.  EITHER WAY!  Keep your dick out of Hannah.”

​“One, what I do with my dick is my business.  Two, she's 16.  Three, I was so drunk I couldn’t have gotten it up if I tried.”

“He just held me,” Hannah said softly, “He made me feel safe when Alex made me feel everything but welcomed and safe.”

I coughed a little as Amber shot me a look.

​“I did.  What was I supposed to do?  You and James ran off to wherever in the middle of the party.  Just let her stay downstairs with Pat?”

“Who do you think told me she was here and wearing just a T-shirt?”

Of course, that motherfucker.  He was looming around constantly.  You couldn’t have a party and not have him show up and hit-on every girl under 18.  The dude was 21, my age.  If there was a 15-year-old that snuck into a party, he would find her and try to sleep with her.  Sickening.

He had been chasing Hannah for years.  He professed his love to her about three dozen times in the last year.  At every party.  He avoided me.  Something about him being folded small enough to fit into an overhead compartment if he talked to Hannah ever was stated as I shotgunned a beer one night in my garage.

​I didn’t even look him in his eyes until I was done speaking, so he knew how little I thought of him.  No respect.  None.  Fucking tag along piece of shit.

“Is Pat still here?” I asked as I sat down on the edge of my bed.

“No.  He left before I took a shower.”  Hannah said bluntly.

​“At least you took a shower.”  Amber retorted.  I heard soft crying, Jesus Fucking Christ I forgot Lori was here.

​“Better than you.  At least when I get home, I won’t smell like I hugged a smoking heap of garbage covered in cheap cologne,” Hannah said mockingly.

​“You.  Little.  Bitch.”

“I learned from the best.  You and mom,” Hannah said through gritted teeth with a hard exhaling voice.

“Girls.  Knock it off,” I looked at Lori, “You want to talk about this?”

“What’s there to talk about?  You let any young whore sleep in your bed!”

​“Watch your mouth you fucking skank.  That’s my sister,” Growled Amber like a mother lion protecting her pride.

“Both of you calm down and let’s talk quietly about this.  Nothing happened and you’re both overreacting like typical women.”  I’m testing the waters to see if I can break this up faster or refocus the hate solely on me.

​Both Amber and Lori glared at me.  I smiled and just like clockwork they both looked away and back at each other.  They both had love for me, and they both knew it.

“Mikey, I don’t know how you put up with this bitch.  The pussy can’t be that good.  She’s not here enough to keep any man happy.”

“Better than being a slut like you!” Lori snapped.

“At least I know what I am and can admit it.  I bet you’re cheating on Mikey right now.”  Amber fired back at Lori.

“Who said you can call him Mikey?  That’s my name for him!”  She was wrong.  It was Shelby’s first and then Randy’s and then hers.  At least that’s the order of how I met them.  Why did I think of Shelby?  “AND I am not!”

“Prove it.  Your hair smells like a dirty bar.  Pull them panties off and I bet you’ll be dripping out another guy's baby batter!”  She was in work clothes, but she carried them in her car for the one day a month she worked.

​“Mikey!  Defend me.”

“How?  I didn't know where you were.  You were supposed to be here and never showed up!” I said with exasperation.

“I tried to call you!” Lori pleaded.

“There were 4 dozen phones in the house, not counting the house phone that rings over the music.  No one had a missed call.”

“You calling me a liar?!”  Lori nearly cried out.

“If there was a name for it, I guess that would be as close to it as one could get!”

​“He’s calling you a liar,” Hannah said, somehow walking back into the room wearing her freshly washed clothes.  “I love your laundry soap Mikey.  My clothes always smell good when I get them washed here.”

“You little man stealing whore!” Lori yelled at Hannah.

“Touch her and I will show you the fastest path to Jesus!” Amber stepped closer to Lori and was ready to swing.

“Mikey!  Do something!” Lori cried again.

“Where were you last night?”  I asked flatly.

​“It doesn’t matter Mikey, it doesn’t.  Please, defend me...  I’m your girlfriend. Unlike these bitches.” Lori reasoned.

“At least these bitches will tell me where they were last night and have no shame in it!” I responded without emotion on my face.

“Tell me where you were last night and I will.  I’ll believe anything you say.”  I looked into her eyes, begging for an answer.

​“I shouldn’t have to.  You should just trust me,” Lori commented as if it wasn’t an issue and trust should just be given.

“Then how can I trust you when you can’t trust me with the truth?  It goes both ways.”

“If you can’t trust me, then you don’t deserve me!” Lori said mockingly to me.

“More like, you don’t deserve him,” Hannah, again, snuck around us and now had her coat on and was eating a banana.  Did I have bananas in the house?  I don’t remember.

“You two want him?!” Lori snapped.

“Yes!” Hannah and Amber said in unison then looked at each other.

“I already have him,” said Amber quietly, continuing to look Hannah in the eyes.

​Wait, both of them?  Not just Amber?  I never thought Hannah would say that out loud.  They both have feelings for me.  I knew Amber had deep seeded feelings for me, but Hannah.  The feelings for Lori and Amber faded a little.  I didn’t notice until that September night when Hannah and I spent all night away laying in the bed of my truck.

​“FINE!!  HAVE HIM!!”  Lori spun on her heels and like a flurry of butterflies scattering into the wind; she made her way from my bedroom door in the ultimate storm off.  Just as she got to the top of the stairs and was still visible from my bedroom, she spun one more time and looked me dead in the eyes.

​“This relationship is over!  Don’t call me!  Don’t text me!  Delete me from MySpace!  Don’t even think about IM'ing me!  You ruined our life together for two whores!  Now I know what I am worth!” Lori said nearly in tears as she huffed away.

​I was in shock and awe.  What did she say?  We’re broken up?  We’re done?  Two whores?  I was having a panic attack.  I couldn’t breathe.  I fell to my knees.  I was blacking out.  Fuck me, I’m hyperventilating.  There was darkness closing quickly all around me.
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“YOU KNOW THAT NIGHT last December when my sister came into your room with Lori and Alex?” Hannah asked softly.

“Yeah?”  How could I forget?  It was the day I almost had a villain's origin story happen to me.  Lori broke up with me.

“I knew then.”

“Knew what?”  I thought I knew, but I wanted to know for sure.

“It was you.”

“What was me?” I was playing coy and smiling as she snapped her head towards me.

“You know damned well what I mean.”

“I know, I just wanted you to say it.

“Why?” Hannah asked softly.

“It would feel great to hear someone say it.”

“Fine.” A long pause.  Two deep breaths.  A heavy sigh.  She looked at me in the eyes and slowly blinked once as a small smile crept onto her face.

​“That night after Alex almost hit me, I knew you were the one I wanted to be with.  You could have had me at any time, and you didn’t.  You respected me.  You held me as if I was the only thing that mattered.  You held my head and looked into my eyes.  You didn’t speak, but your eyes told me everything I needed and wanted to hear.

“Mike, I felt like I was at home and safe.  You are my home.  Not a place.  You.”

​The words tore the air out of me.  I was shaking and trying not to cry.  She struck me deeply.  I have been in love before.  I thought I loved Amber.  I had at one point and now it was just lust and orgasms.  It had been Hannah creeping into my heart.

I asked if she was coming with us when we would go places.  I would make sure I had extra money to cover her.  I always kept the heavy flannel blanket on the back of the couch just for her.  I kept Rice Crispy Treats in the fridge just for her.  She even had a big glass at my house.  It was hers.  Everyone knew it.

“I won’t tell anyone,” I confided to her.

“I know you won’t.  We have to pretend to just be friends.”

“That will be hard, but not as hard as ignoring this.”

​“My birthday is in June.  I’ll just stay kinda single until then.  I can take whomever I want to prom.  Mom will suggest Justin, I think he is gay.”

“We all do.  He spends a lot of time with only guys who are soft spoken for a guy that’s supposed to be straight.”

“I asked him once if he wanted to make out and feel my tits.  He told me he better not.” She must have seen the shock when I looked dead in her eyes.

​“What?” she said with a playful tone, “I knew he would say ‘no.’ I don’t know how many times I didn’t wear a bra around him and let my shirt move so he could see everything.  I would try to hold his hand, and he would pull it away.  Every other guy looked and held my hand.  Some even asked me to kiss.  He never did anything.”

“Lucky son of a bitch.”

​“Do you want me to take my shirt off and suck you off right now?  I will,” she moved to try to be ready in case she asks, “I’m not wearing panties or a bra.  I promise I won't stop until you tell me.  I’m in my safe time if you want to fuck me.  I won’t tell anyone.  You can do whatever you want to me, and I won’t say anything to anyone ever.  I just want you.”

​I moved away in surprise.  The offer was very tempting.  Very.  Daylight and good sense stopped me from letting her.  It would have been a slippery slope had I let her.  I knew how good her sister was and Hannah loved me.  I don’t know if I could handle it.  She would have been carrying a baby across that stage during graduation had I not had the intelligence to just not do anything.

“I can’t.  I want you badly, but I can’t let you make these kinds of choices.  It would make things worse.  I would be in huge trouble if not in prison.  You would be pregnant without me in your life ever again.”

“I’ll have your baby if you want me to...” she said very quietly and held her breath.

I nearly coughed my lungs out.  “Whaa...?”  I gasped.  That’s what she took out of all of that?  Getting pregnant?  NO!!  I need to slow this down and do it quickly.

“If that’s what you want and what it takes to have you I will.”  She looked at me like she was asking to breathe.  

“We can wait.  You need birth control.  This whole relationship with you is worth waiting for.”

“Just so you can pull out of me?”

“NO!  So, I don’t have to.  Ever.”

“Do you pull out of Amber?”

Quickly lying, knowing I still had our mixed fucked juices dried on my dick, I said, “Yes.  I pull out every time.”

“Do you?”

“Yes,” hoping she doesn’t ask Amber, “Every time.  I don’t need a kid and neither does she.”

“You’d be a great dad.”

“Being a paramedic doesn’t make me a ‘great’ anything.”

​“I’ve seen you with your nephew.  You treat him like he’s your own son.”  It was true.  My brother was two years younger than me and already had a 2-year-old son.  Mark wasn’t the brightest bulb in the box.  He couldn’t hang on to money if it was taped to his back.  On top of that, his girlfriend was pregnant again.

I didn’t need that situation.  I walked a very stupid line.  Constantly.  My pull-out game was getting worse, and condoms weren’t an option.  I developed a weekend allergy to condoms for some reason.

​She was listening to me breathe.  

“I want a baby.”

“Uhhh...” again, with the baby.

​“Not right now.  I want a home first and get married, so my mom doesn’t kill me.”

“Your mom is scary,” I said, recalling every conversation I have ever had with her.

“Imagine living with that.”

“I won’t.”  I shuttered.

“That’s why Amber moved in with our aunts.  They don’t have the rules like mom does.”

​“Or the looks she gives.  Like you’re going to Hell if you do wrong.”  I shuttered again.

“That too.”

​The sun began to warm us up.  Hannah looked at me and asked If we could go home.  I knew that meant my house.  She wanted to cuddle in my bed.  I was very much okay with that.

​Maybe she would find someone before then.  Who knows?  I knew we were friends and had been for a long time.  She went from being the tag along to the one I wanted to just hang out with and talk.  If she didn’t, I would be upset, but I want her to be happy.  She needed that especially when you look at her and she's always getting the leftovers and forgotten about.

The beginning of her ending has been written, but maybe it is a crappy opening to a cheesy smut novel that will truly let her story shine.  Hell, I could be a better author.  I could drink this beer sitting next to me as I type and recount my life’s adventure and stop breaking the fourth wall.  I think I’ll have another beer and let the story unfold some more.

The drive to my house was quiet.  The 60/40 split front bench seat in that ¾ ton Chevy was ideal for this.  Hannah leaned on me and I drove with my left arm and wrapped my right around her and the blanket she was bundled up in.  The 15-minute drive was not new for me.  I have done it dozens of times.

​More times drunk than sober, sadly.  The last two miles were actual roads.  I made her sit up and buckle in.  The morning shift of cops would be at the gas station I was going to drive by.  3 squad cars all in the parking lot of the Quick Shak drinking their free coffee and talking about the day ahead.  

The Saturday morning crew was about as friendly as a hungry lion.  I coasted by and didn’t turn my head.  They started to walk to their cruisers.  Shit.  I’m getting pulled over with her in my truck unless I think quickly.

The alley to the catholic church has a bend in it.  I can slow down and let them pass me there.  Then it's four road crossings until I am in my alley.  Lastly, I turned left into my back driveway and into the garage through the back door.  

Somehow, I pulled it off.

​I got out and let them drive up the alley past my garage and then loop around the block a few times to see if I walk out of the garage and into my house.  I’ve done this dance.  I am in no hurry.  I can wait.  I can see out and they can’t see in.  The mirror window tinting I bought for the garage windows paid off way too often.

​Ten minutes go by and no cops.  I woke Hannah up and sent her to the house.  As I am locking up the garage, my phone rings.  It’s Dixie.  That’s Amber’s song.  I answered.

“Sup?”

“Hey, do you have Hannah?”

“I do.”

“You at your house?”

“I am.”

“Where’s she sleeping?”

“She’ll crawl into my bed after I made her take a shower.  I can’t convince
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