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My eyes were starting to get heavy. I had been up all day playing video games, and now I was going through a new contract with one of the adult toy manufacturers.

They had sent me a proposal to mold my cock into a female’s pleasure toy. I was looking through everything they had sent me, and I knew I would need some legal help with some of the words, what they wanted to pay me, and how much time I would need to advertise the new product.

Lilian had offered me legal counsel in the past, and I knew I would need it again. “I will look at it in the morning,” I finally surrendered to the feeling of being sleepy.

I turned everything off and was about to arm the alarm when the doorbell rang.

“Who the fuck could it be at this hour?” I asked myself.

I grabbed my phone and looked at the camera app.

“Well, that’s a surprise,” I chuckled as I made my way to the door.

Standing on my doorstep was Sylvia, my ex-girlfriend.

“Glad to see you too,” I shook my head as Sylvia barged past me.

“We need to talk,” Sylvia put her hands on her hips.

“Well, why don’t you come on in,” I closed the door and turned to look at her.

“Oh, shut up!” Sylvia shook her head.

“What do you want, Sylvia?” I turned to face my ex-girlfriend, who had been giving me hell since she broke up with me. “It’s late!”

“I know it is,” Sylvia walked into the living room. She turned on the light and then plummeted down on one of the chairs. “I fucked up.”

“Wow, those are words I haven’t heard you say in a lifetime,” I sat down on another chair and looked at her.

“I know,” Sylvia held up a hand. “Don’t get used to it.”

“What happened?” I asked.

Seeing Sylvia this close to me brought back many memories. I loved her long blonde hair and sculpted body. Sylvia had always kept in shape, even when we were in high school; she was the envy of all the cheerleaders.

Sylvia was one of those people who could eat anything they wanted and not gain a pound. Even though she didn’t eat much, she kept herself on a low-carb, low-calorie diet just so that she could keep the figure that she had.

Sylvia and I had been friends in high school, more than friends after high school, and even lost our virginities to each other. We started living together back home in a small town in North Dakota, and then we moved here to South Carolina together.

Everything after that happened fast. We got better jobs than we could here, and more friends, and that’s when Sylvia sprung it on me that she wanted a clean break.

I still missed her at times, not much, but there were times when I missed talking to the one person who knew everything about me.

“It’s Cynthia,” Sylvia blurted out.

“What!” I exclaimed. The name of Sylvia’s sister brought me back to reality.

I shouldn’t say Cynthia was her sister, biological or step, they were not in any way related at all. Cynthia’s mother, Patricia, was friends with Sylvia’s mother, Analise; they both lost their husbands at the same time in a car accident.

Patricia and Cynthia moved in with Sylvia and her mother, and that’s when people in our small town started to call Sylvia and Cynthia sisters.

“What about her?” I asked.

“She is coming to visit me,” Sylvia stood up and started to pace back and forth.

“So?” I asked.

“So?” Sylvia responded and stared at me like I had four heads and a forked tongue. “So, I may have told everyone back home that we never broke up and that we had a nice house and was living good.”

“Are you insane!” I shouted.

Cynthia was a social media fanatic. She had every social media page, app there was; she had a podcast in our small town that everyone listened to, and if she came here and found out that we hadn’t broken up, it would get back to our small town at lightning speed.

I laughed. “Well, that sounds like a you problem,” I shook my head. “I have been done with that place the moment I left.”

“I know,” Sylvia replied. “Look it’s only for a few days, can we just pretend to be back together?”

“Pretend?” I scoffed. “Pretend? You want me to pretend that you didn’t call me names, that you didn’t get me fired, that you tried to ruin me.”

“You fucked my friends!” Sylvia shouted back at me. “All of them!”

“Yes, I did, but don’t forget it was a two-way streak,” I pointed at her. “They wanted to do it to get back at you for dumping them for your new boyfriend!”

“Ex,” Sylvia folded her arms. “Ex boyfriend.”

This time I couldn’t control my laughter. “He dumped you!”

“Go ahead and laugh,” Sylvia nodded. “Get it out.”

“You got rid of all of your friends for this guy, and he dumped you?” I plummeted back into my chair with tears of laughter streaking down my face. “This is too good.”

“Are you happy?” Sylvia stared at me. “I got what I deserved, that makes you all jolly?”

“Yes, it actually does,” I wiped my eyes. “Karma is a bitch!”

“Well she needs to back it off a little!”

“No can do, once you piss her off she goes all out.”

“Well, when he dumped me, I had nowhere to live so I’ve been staying with,” Sylvia paused and stared at me.

“No fucking way!” I sat up. “Are you fucking kidding?”

“No, I am not,” Sylvia shook her blonde head. “Jackson and his friends.”

I shook my head. “I am going to need a fucking drink for this shit. Jackson! Are you fucking high?”

Jackson was the other guy who came with us from North Dakota. He used to be a good friend of ours until he got here and got into drugs and other things.

“Well, I didn’t have any other option, now did I?” Sylvia followed me into the kitchen. “I had burned all the bridges with my friends and not like I could have shown up here and asked to stay here.”

“Yes Sylvia!” I slammed the beer can on the counter. “That’s exactly what you should have done!”

The beer foamed and came out of the top.

Sylvia stared at me. “I didn’t know it was an option.”

“Always an option over Jackson, always!”

I cleaned up the mess on the counter, and Sylvia stood in silence. “So, what now?” Sylvia asked.

“You’re going to get your shit, and I am taking you to Penny’s house,” I looked at Sylvia.

“Why Penny?” Sylvia asked.

“Penny still wants to be friends with you unlike Fiona and the others,” I told her. “She’s just too scared and proud to admit it, plus her and the boyfriend broke up, so she has plenty of room.”

“And Cynthia?” Sylvia asked.

“No way am I going to pretend that we didn’t break up, you are just going to have eat that bullet,” I shook my head.

“Understood,” Sylvia nodded. “Thank you.”

“You might be a bitch, and I mean that in the most horrid way possible, but there is no way I am going to let you slum it up with shit stain,” I told her. “Go get your shit and meet me at Penny’s. I got to go over and smooth it over with her.”

Sylvia nodded.

Penny wasn’t too pleased to see Sylvia on her doorstep, but when I told her everything, she told Sylvia she could stay there and pay rent for the room at a low cost until she got her footing.

Of course, when I got home, I had to hear it from Fiona, but after a few hours, even she needed sleep.

I knew Candy, Rebecca, and Lilian were going to give me shit in the morning, but that was the morning, and I was beyond tired.
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I was right about all of them being angry at me for helping Sylvia. I woke up to my phone ringing, and it was a conference video call with all of them.

Fiona had filled the others in on what I had done.

I tried to tell them how bad staying at Jackson’s place would be for anybody. They told me that Sylvia had made her bed, and she had to lie in it. To a point, they were right, but this was someone I had known since high school. I couldn’t just turn my back.

Even if Sylvia was a bitch and had done worse things to many other people, I had to be the bigger person.

In the end, they agreed to disagree, and Fiona vowed to make sure Sylvia paid Penny not just for rent, but all the utilities until the day she moved out.

I had no problems with that, after all, I was kind, not charitable.

The other problem I had to face was Cynthia, Sylvia’s guest, who was coming in from out of town.

I had always liked Cynthia, and if she were a few years older, I knew I would have gone after her instead of Sylvia.

With Sylvia not having her own place to stay, I decided that I would be the one to pick Cynthia up from the bus stop. It was the right thing to do, even the others agreed.

Sylvia had lied to the people back home, and I was about to set things straight.

Cynthia was nineteen when we left home; she was young, full of energy, and very smart for her age.

I recognized her immediately as she got off the bus.

“Thomas!” Cynthia ran towards me and jumped into my arms.

She wasn’t the frail, skinny girl I knew from home; she had hit a growth spurt.

“Didn’t recognize you,” I stated as I looked at Cynthia as she twirled around.

“Yeah, Mother Nature gave me all she could,” Cynthia grinned, proud of all of her assets. “One day, bam!” she exclaimed. “Everything started growing and bulging.”

“We told you it would happen,” I told her as I picked up her suitcase.

“Where’s Sylvie?” Cynthia asked as she followed me to my car.

“That’s the thing we got to talk about,” I warned her.

“I knew it!” Cynthia exclaimed as we got to my car. “This is you?”

“Yeah, a lot of things have happened since we last talked,” I told her as I opened the doors.

“I will say,” Cynthia looked over at me with a bewildered look.

“Get in and I will tell you everything, including what your Sylvia has not been telling you.”

Cynthia sat through it all, without saying anything.

“So, you get paid to have sex?” Cynthia asked after I finished telling her everything.

“Yeah, basically,” I shrugged.

“Are you that good at it?” Cynthia asked.

“Cynthia!”

“I am just saying there are a lot of guys that say they will fuck all night long,” Cynthia laughed. “And then they last thirty seconds and then fall asleep.”

“Cynthia!” I was shocked that the little girl I knew was all grown up.

It had been six years since I had seen her last. The nineteen-year-old was now twenty-five, and she wasn’t little anymore.

“Come on,” Cynthia laughed. “You didn’t think I would stay a virgin forever, did you?”

“No, but it still surprises me,” I admitted.

“Well, I am not a virgin, and I am not a lesbian,” Cynthia told me.

“Okay the last part surprises me more than the first. Why would you think I thought you were a lesbian?”

“Sylvia told me that you thought I was a lesbian that’s why you didn’t call or contact me,” Cynthia stated.

“That lying bitch!” I shouted.

“So, you didn’t think I was a lesbian?”

“No, I just thought that since we moved here everyone back home wrote us off,” I shrugged.

“Most people did, to tell you the truth, I didn’t,” Cynthia stared at me.

I took Cynthia home after we ate lunch, and Sylvia called to check on her so-called sister. Immediately, Cynthia laid into her and called her out on all her lies.

If people thought Sylvia was a bitch, there was one person who was Sylvia’s match, and that was Cynthia. They grew up in the same household with two strong, independent women who never backed down from anything, so Sylvia had nothing on Cynthia.

“You even talk to Thomas or his friends again I will lay all your shit to bare!” Cynthia yelled into the phone. “Everything from the past included and unlike many other people I know everything there is about you!”

Cynthia hung up. Her wild blue eyes stared at me through her dark black hair.

“You scary little monster,” I joked with her.

“Right!” Cynthia laughed.

After talking for a bit, Cynthia showed me her blog and her website. She was a big hit back home and online; she had a nice following.

“Okay, I showed you mine,” Cynthia hinted.
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