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I exited the car at my friend Doug Dickson’s house. He was throwing a New Year's party to get the crew back together. All of our friends that went to college were back in town. I missed those guys. Our crew is stronger than ever, but being away from people you spent the last eighteen years growing up with is hard. They all finished the first semester in school, while the rest of us completed our first couple of months of apprenticeship. I worked for my dad’s company and his dad’s company. His dad was the state's drywall king, meaning his house was enormous. 

I walked into the party, and about twenty people were inside. The ratio was 60-40 male to female, not bad, not a harem, but not a sausage party either. Drinks were all over the place. Most of us weren’t 21, but we didn’t care, nor did Doug’s parents. As I said, we all grew together, and if you needed to crash,  or you could get a ride home on one of the apps. I planned on getting a little smashed tonight and playing it by year. 

“Yo Doug, what’s happening,” I yelled over the music. Doug was shorter than me, but everyone was shorter than me. I was well over six-foot-tall and starting to fill out from my skinny frame — the trades and high school football helping along the way. I strolled across the room, sneaking peeks at the girls in attendance. I hoped a particular girl I was trying to meet arrived, but I didn’t see her. 

“Glad you made it, Aaron. Anything you want, dude? We have beer and liquor. If you want, I think Reggie and Kyle are coming soon with the smoke. The girls are here too. I think Cindy is coming tonight; will you finally make a move?” I nodded, and then we performed the official ‘I hope I am getting ass’ hand slap to male hug. 

Cindy was amazing. Long blond hair, tall, long legs, perky tits, and a gorgeous stomach. The girl next door. I stalked that girl, I mean, pursued that girl for the last three months only to receive mild interest. Tonight, I will shoot my shot. If it doesn’t work, I will move to Alaska in shame. 

“Hey, Aaron,” said Doug’s stepmom. Sara was a cute little spinner. She had tan skin, short black hair, a spitfire of energy, and a bubbly personality. I bent over to hug his mom. She may be one inch over five-foot-tall and usually wears five to six-inch heels, but today she was barefoot. Short shorts that allowed an unobstructed view of her perfect ass cheeks and powerfully toned legs. The flower print top didn’t leave much to the imagination; unbuttoned to the top of her cleavage, I could easily see inside her perfect unsupported breasts. His mom didn’t have wear a bra, and I could see the outlines of her ariolas. I hadn’t seen her in two years and didn’t remember her being this sexy. I fought back a chubby. Doug’s real mom didn’t look that good, and when Sara first came around years later, we would all try to sneak peeks of her in the shower or dressing. It was our biggest hobby for about six months. 

“Look at you. All grown up and big. You are becoming quite the muscle man,” she joked, grabbing my bicep and laughing. Her smile was infectious, and her touch sparked my chubby to try to reach boner status. My jeans fought the big man down, and I played it off even though when she grabbed my arm, I could see her whole breast from my angle. I forgot to wear underwear when I left the house—well, not forgotten. More like I didn’t do laundry, and I didn’t have any. 

“Thanks for letting us party. It’s going to be fun. It is hard getting us all together like this. Adulting is hard, you know,” I joked. 

“Very hard, Aaron. Adulting is extremely hard. Sometimes, you just got to force it in, you know. No matter how much resistance you get,” Sara said, sipping her wine, eyes trained on mine for a second. Did she just hit on me? I must be imagining things. “So, which girl do you want, Aaron?” 

At that moment in time, I wanted to yell out, you! I want to fuck you, Sara. How about three of four rounds with Aaron? That response would probably be frowned upon by Doug and Sara, leading to my escort out. But she smiled and dropped her wine glass to provide an unobstructed view of her breasts from my angle. I only snuck a peek, but even in that short time, I saw the pink nipples fighting for freedom. 

Doug broke the silence, “Cindy. Aaron has been chasing Cindy for months, but she keeps dissing him. Maybe she will come around one day, but he can’t score right now. He is deep into the friend zone right now. She will call him if she needs something moved or fixed. Aaron, did she invite you over to hang pictures yet? Unless it is her lady bits, she lets other people fix that,” joked Doug. Sara hit him in the arm. 

“Language Doug. I am a lady,” Sarah joked. He drunkenly smiled a little too big and shrugged his shoulders. “You don’t belong in the friend zone in Doug. If only these young girls knew what to look for in a man. They would chase you, two men. I am so proud of both of you. You are so darn cute,” she said. Sara leaned in and lowered her voice, “Make sure to wear a condom with these girls. Some of them are thotish. You don’t need a love baby with them.” 

I laughed so hard the entire party looked at me. Sara and Doug laughed, too. People returned to what they were doing, and we continued to party. Sara left and went downstairs. I watched her walk away in the short white jean shorts. The basement was off-limits to the party. Only the first floor demanded Doug. Everyone was surprisingly good at following the rules in the past and would all follow them now. You didn’t want to mess up in the house that let you drink. Though it was getting much easier for us now, the guys that went to college could get drunk whenever we loved to visit them. 

Six beers were down two hours later, and I had to pee. I am not a big drinker because I had alcoholic uncles, and I didn’t want that fate, but I would let loose from time to time. I went to the first bathroom, and it was locked. I put my ear to the door and heard someone throwing up. Rookies couldn’t handle the liquor. I went to the other bathroom, and a group of girls were inside. They were mad at someone because the guy one girl wanted was talking to another girl. It was group therapy, but I needed to piss. How in the hell did they all fit inside anyway? I don’t know; women are weird like that. 

I went to piss outside, but another group of girls was out there too. They were talking about the girls in the bathroom. Fuck, I had to break the rules and go downstairs. I knew the house like the back of my hand. I snuck down the back stairwell into the basement and went to the bathroom. It felt so good. I was holding it in for at least thirty minutes. When I finished draining the gallon of piss, I tucked the dragon back into my pants. A quick wash of the face and I was ready to return to the party. I stepped out of the bathroom, turned to the right, and bumped into Sara. 

Wine spilled all over my shirt and pants. Even though she fell to the ground, she saved the glass and the last of the wine. Gangster. I reached out to pick up a stunned Sara. She sat up and checked her clothing, and I noticed she no longer had on shorts. The light was dim, but I could see a black lace thong until she pulled her shirt down. Confused, she took a knee, and I saw something else. I could see right down her shirt at her pink areolas and nipples. My cock roared to life. Those breasts were perfect. 

“Holy shit, you saved the glass,” I said. My finger is pointing to the glass. Sara looked at me and then looked at the wine glass. She was still processing what happened to her. The comment triggered a snappy response. 

“Do you think I am a rookie? Aaron, this is not my first rodeo. I thought you were Doug. I was coming to see how everything was going. I wasn’t expecting you,” she said, reaching her arm out. I grabbed it and helped her up. The entire time, I saved the images of her body into my permanent spank bank. “Oh shit. I ruined your pants and shirt. Come with me, and I can clean it,” she said. The little hand grabbed mine and pulled me around the corner to the large laundry room. She turned the light on and walked me to the sink. Reality became surreal. When the light came on, her body became more evident. The black lace thongs disappeared into her perfect ass as she led me toward the washing machine. 

“Sara, it is fine. You don’t have to do this,” I said. Uncomfortable that I invaded her space and broke the rules. Doug would be pissed if he found out. 

“Nonsense, Aaron. You are a friend to the family. If you were one of the whores, I would throw you out. Not Aaron. For you, I will make sure you look good for Cindy. Is it the one you are after? Or were you down here to find me,” she said, smiling. I swallowed hard, nervous. She laughed at me and said, “I should have announced myself; it is dark here. Now take off your pants and shirt, and I will hand wash them by hand and throw them in the dryer for a couple of minutes, and you will be back
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