CHAPTER 103

The bedroom door burst open and the twins, both wearing pajamas, came in and jumped on the bed. One of them screamed, “Did you hear that!”
I answered, “Don’t worry, it’s just thunder.”

“But all the lights went out.”

“It’s okay, the lightning probably hit the power lines or something. I’m sure everything will be okay in a little while.”
“C-Could we stay with you until the lights come back on?”
Kristen surprised me by saying, “Sure, step out in the hall while we put something on, then you can come in with us.”

“Y-You won’t be long, will you?”

“No, don’t worry, we’ll be quick.”

When they stepped outside Kristen asked me, “Do you have any pajamas?”

“No. Why are you letting them do this?”
“Because they’re scared, Pete. Thunder and lightning used to scare the heck out of me when I was a little girl. So put on your shorts and a t-shirt and hurry up.”

While we were getting dressed I said, “But they aren’t little girls, they’re both older than we are. Why are they acting like children?”

“In some ways they are children. Amy told me that their mother has been very protective. She may have overdone things.”
Just then there was another flash and another thunder clap. It wasn’t as loud as the last one but the door flew open and the twins came running back in. 

We were dressed, but Kristen yelled “Stop!” Then, in a stern voice she said, “This is a big bed and you’re welcome to come in here with us.”

Then, pointing to the right side of the bed, she continued, “Pete will be over here, I’ll be next to him, you two will be next to me and there’ll be no messing around. Okay?”
Both of the twins had anxious looks on their faces and when they both nodded, Kristen pulled the covers back and everyone got into bed. It had gotten even cooler in the room and being under the covers felt good.

 A minute later there was another flash and some more thunder. This time it was the long, rolling kind. One of the twins made a frightened sounding little whine and she moved next to Kristen and snuggled against her. 

Kristen put her arm around her and in a soothing voice she said, “Shhh, you’re fine now. Did that first really loud bit of thunder wake you?”

The other twin, it sounded like Lily, answered, “It didn’t wake us, we couldn’t sleep with all the noise.”
“You mean the storm?”

“No, it was all that yelling and screaming. With Meg in the room next to us and you up here yelling your head’s off, how could anybody sleep.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

There were a few moments of silence then Lily said, “Kristen.”

“Yes?”

“If we ask you some questions about sex, will you tell us the truth?”

“Within limits.”

“Okay, does having sex really feel that good?”

“Yes, it does.”

“What does it feel like?”

I felt Kristen chuckle to herself then she said, “You masturbate, don’t you?”

“NO!”
A moment later Rose said, “Yes, we do.”

“Lily hissed, “Rose, shut up.”
Rose countered, “Well, we do! Sometimes we even do it to each other.”

Lily screamed, “ROSE!”
Rose came back with, “Lily, I want to know about this stuff too. I think she’ll tell us the truth and who else can we talk to about it.” Then she turned to Kristen and repeated, “So, what does it feel like?”
Kristen thought for a while before she said, “It’s hard to explain, but let me try it this way. When you masturbate does it feel good?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well, it sorta feels like that.”

“There has to be more to it than that.”

Kristen sighed then she added, “Do you reach orgasm?”

Rose looked at Lily, then, looking embarrassed she nodded.

Kristen continued, “It’s a long way from ‘it feels good’ to having an orgasm, isn’t it?”

The twins were both nodding now.

“Well, the best way I can explain what sex is like is to try to describe it in steps. The first step is masturbation and that feels good. The next step is orgasm and that feels lots better. Next, comes sex with another person. If the other person is only there to fill a need then it might not be a lot better than masturbation whether you reach orgasm or not. If it’s with someone you like and they like you as well, it adds another dimension. But here is where things get complicated, because it adds feelings to the mix and we could talk about this for a week and not cover all the things that can make things great or screw them up.”

There was a long silence then Rose asked, “Is there a top step?”

“There is for me. Its sex with people who love each other and it’s beyond amazing. It took me places I never thought possible and I can’t imagine anything better.
“Is that how it is with you and Pete?”

Kristen looked at me before she answered, “That’s how it is for me.”

“So you really love him?”
“Yes I do, with all my heart.”

Rose had been resting on her elbow. When Kristen stopped, she flopped on her back and sighed, “Wow!”
Then Lily asked, “Does sex with Pete always feel good?”

“Yes, always. Pete is an amazing lover. Sex with him always feels good.”

“It feels good even when you’re not in the mood?”     
“I’m always in the mood when I’m with him.”

“Did you ever have sex with anyone else?”

“Yes.”
“Was it fun?”

“Sometimes.”

“As much fun as it is with Pete?”

“Not even close.”

“Why? Guys are just guys aren’t they?”
“Well, the plumbing is similar, but as I said, having sex with someone you love is a whole different thing.”

“What do you mean by the plumbing being similar?”

Kristen grinned, “Some guys are built different than others.”

“You mean that some guys have bigger dicks, right?”

Kristen laughed out loud, then she answered, “That’s part of it.”

“The girls at school all say Pete has a huge one. Does he?”

I interrupted with, “That’s bullshit! How do they know how big I am?”

Still grinning, Kristen looked at me and said, “Girls lie about who they’ve been with, the same as guys do.”
Lily asked, “But he does have a big one doesn’t he?”
“All I know is that it’s plenty big enough for me.”
“Don’t you know the difference?”

“I haven’t seen that many.”
“Why not, you’re gorgeous?”

“That doesn’t mean I sleep around. I’ve been to parties where there have been some naked guys, but I’ve only had one real boyfriend before Pete.”

“So you’ve only had sex with two guys?”

“That’s all.”

“I don’t get it. If I looked like you I think I’d be having sex all the time.”

“Sex was never that important to me. I did it with my boyfriend because I was curious and it was sort-of expected. But I wasn’t all that crazy about it until I met Pete and he drugged me.”

I think all three of us gasped, but Lily was the first to blurt, “HE DRUGGED YOU?”

Kristen giggled and said, “Yup. One look at him and I was ‘Hooked on Pete’. He’s been my drug of choice every since.” 
The twins were rolling their eyes and groaning as I pulled Kristen to me and kissed her. The girls watched us for a second, then Lily asked, “Are you guys gonna do it?”

“Kristen asked, “Do what?”

“Have sex!”

“You mean right now?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Of course not.”

“C’mon, we want to watch.”

“Absolutely not!”
Rose sat up and said, “C’mon you guys, we want to see how to do it,” and Lily joined her with, “Please, please!”
Kristen looked at me and winked. Then she looked back at the girls and said, “We’ll make you a deal. We’ll do it, but you two have to masturbate in front of us first.”
Shocked, Lily asked, “You want both of us to…?”

“Yup, and it has to be all the way, including orgasm or the deal is off.”
Lily had the bottoms of her PJs half off when Rose shouted, “Lily, stop!”

“Why? It’ll be fun and we’ll finally get to see somebody fuck.”

“I don’t care! I’m not going to do it in front of him. Besides, we’ve seen lots of people fuck.”

“We’ve only seen it on computers and stuff; we’ve never seen real people do it. I want to see what it’s really like.” 
Rose complained, “Well I won’t do it in front of Pete and that’s final,” and she turned her back to us and pulled the covers up around her. 
Lily was quiet for a while; then she asked, “If I do it, could I watch you guys?”

Kristen replied, “Nope, it’s both of you or nothing.”

She was quiet again, then she asked, “If I do it, could I at least see Pete’s dick?”

Kristen was laughing when she said, “No, now go to sleep.” 
I saw that Lily was laughing too.

Things were quiet for a minute then Rose turned toward Kristen and said, “You knew I wouldn’t do it, didn’t you?”
“Sure, you’re embarrassed to do it in front of Pete because you have feelings for him.”

She lowered her eyes for a minute before she said, “Do you mind?”

Kristen looked at her for a moment then she did something that surprised me. She bent over, kissed Rose on top of the head and said, “No, I don’t mind.”

Just then there was another flash of light and some thunder but it was weaker and farther away, so I said, “I think the thunderstorm has passed in case you guys want to go back to your room.” 
Nobody moved so I pulled Kristen to me. She wrapped herself around me and I lay there for a long time thinking about her and how wonderful it felt to be holding her before I drifted off to sleep.
I was waked up the next morning when Kristen got up to go to the bathroom. I lay there for a while then I heard the shower start so I got up and went to the window. The sky was grey and it was still raining. It must have rained all night because there were big puddles everywhere.
A little later Kristen came out of the bathroom. She was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. I was thinking how sexy she looked when she walked over next to me, put her arm around me and said, “It looks like horseback riding is out.”

“Yeah, it looks that way.”

“What would you like to do today?”

“Make love to you some more.”

“I wish we could, but I guess we woke things up last night because my period is really heavy this morning.”

“Are you alright?”

“I’m okay. It’s just been a long time, my love.”

“I wish there was a way where we could be together more?”

“Maybe there is. I thought about some things last night, but I have to talk it over with Tomaso.”

Didn’t you sleep well?”
“I was awake a lot. I was excited to be with you and the twins were kind of restless.”
“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. It’s almost nine o’clock and the power is back on, why don’t we wake everyone up. We can have some breakfast and decide then what to do about today.”

“Okay, let me take a shower.”

I was headed toward the bathroom when Kristen said, “Pete, look at them.”

The twins were curled up together. The covers were pulled up so high you couldn’t see anything but the tops of their heads and their hair was sticking out in all directions. 
Kristen stared at them for a long moment so I asked, “What are you thinking?”

“They look like little children, lying there.”

“Yeah, they do.”

She turned to me and said, “How many shall we have?”

It took me a second to realize what she said and when I started to stutter a reply she laughed and said, “Relax, we have plenty of time for that. Go take your shower, I’ll wake the girls and go start the coffee.”
I took a long shower and when I came out of the bathroom the bedroom was deserted so I went downstairs. When I got to the kitchen I was surprised to see Kristen sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee, while the twins, still wearing their pajamas, seemed to be busy making breakfast. 
Having spent some time with them I was starting to be able to tell the difference between the twins so I knew it was Rose when she came to me and said, “This place is amazing, you said your friend doesn’t live here, but the kitchen is fully stocked and everything looks fresh.”

“She said she did it for us and I suspect the leftovers will go to the people who take care of the place.”

“Well, have a seat. Lily is going to make her world famous scrambled eggs. She’s a really great cook.”

She tried to hand me a cup of coffee. I was shaking my head when Meg came in and said “I’ll take it,” and she brought it to the table and sat with Kristen. I poured myself a glass of milk, joined her and asked, “Where’s Lane?”

Meg answered, “He’s still asleep,” and when she looked up at me there were dark circles under her eyes.
She and Lane had obviously been up most of the night having sex, so I put on my most innocent face and said, “You look tired, didn’t you and Lane sleep well?”

She mumbled something under her breath, so I added, “I hope all that tossing and turning didn’t break Kate’s bed,” which got me a kick in the shin from Kristen and a dirty look from Meg. 
The scrambled eggs the twins served were amazing. They must have used everything in the fridge, because I saw pieces of stuff I couldn’t even identify. But the flavor was wonderful and they were done to perfection. 
Lane joined us as we were finishing and sat next to Meg. He turned down Lily’s offer of an omelet, settling instead for toast and coffee. He looked tired too, but whenever he glanced at Meg he got a silly look on his face and they ended up with their arms around each other. I think they would have fallen asleep right there at the table if Kristen hadn’t suggested that they go back to their room and ‘freshen up’. They left and that’s the last we saw of them for the rest of the morning.

After breakfast the twins wanted to go look at the horses, so while they were getting dressed, Kristen and I straightened up the kitchen. It was actually fun doing it because it reminded us of the times we had done it at my house. At one point she was leaning over the sink and I was admiring her butt. She looked so sexy I started to get hard so I came up behind her, slipped my hands under her t-shirt and cupped her breasts. She stopped what she was doing and moaned softly so I began fondling her nipples and grinding my cock against her butt. I’m pretty sure things would have gone farther but the twins came running in. They were dressed like cowgirls, complete with gingham shirts and riding boots, and they started pleading for me to take them to the horses. 

I checked out side and it was still raining. Not hard, but it didn’t look like it was going to stop. It was also a little chilly so I insisted that everyone put on jackets or sweaters and when everyone was dressed we made a dash to the barn, dodging puddles along the way.
The twins were amazing. When we got to the barn, instead of going to the horses they ran to the tack room. They each came out holding a handful of carrots and they ran to the stalls and began hugging, petting and feeding them to the horses.  

Kristen and I were watching them when someone wearing a jacket with a high collar and a baseball hat appeared at the opposite end of the barn and began walking toward us. I thought it was a man until she got close. Then she stuck out her hand and in a low but musical voice she said, “Hi, I’m Mencia, you must be Peter.”

I have trouble shaking hands with women. I have big hands and I’m always afraid that I’m going to hurt them. But her grip was strong and I found myself staring into a pair of piercing black eyes. She looked Spanish, but she spoke perfect English and when I introduced Kristen, instead of just nodding to her, she put her hand out again. It surprised Kristen, but she took it and after a quick shake it looked like Kristen tried to pull away, but the girl seemed to hold on for a split second longer and I saw Kristen’s eyes narrow. 
The girl turned back to me as though nothing happened and said, “Ms. Kate said you and your friends were coming, but you’re not going riding in the rain are you?”

“No, its way too wet for that.”

“Will you be staying for dinner?”

“I’m not sure what we’re going to do. The rain caught us by surprise. Why do you ask?”
“If you don’t stay my uncle will be disappointed. He’s a wonderful cook and every since he found out you were coming he’s been planning on making some special dishes.”

“Jose is your uncle?”

“Yes.”

“You speak English very well.”

“I was born and raised in Albuquerque. You should really try to stay for dinner. Ms. Kate thought you might, and she arranged for my uncle to have all the ingredients on hand. My uncle’s Paella is wonderful, his gazpacho is to die for and he loves to cook.”

I was about to say I didn’t know what those things were, but the twins had come over and were standing behind her. When Lily heard her describe the food, she cried, “Oh my God! I LOVE Paella! Does he use saffron rice?”

We backed away when the girl turned to the twins and for the next few minutes we watched them talking about the dishes and their preparation.

I asked Kristen, “Would you like to stay for dinner?”

She was staring at the girl, and only answered with a “Humph.”

The twins were now talking about the horses with the girl when I heard a car drive up, and a second later Desi came in. When she spotted Kristen and me she started toward us, but when she saw Mencia she stopped. When Mencia saw her they stared at each other for a minute, then I heard her say to the twins that she had to go to work and she left without saying goodbye to us.
Desi watched her until she left then she came to us and said, “Hi guys.”

I answered, “Hi Desi, what was that all about?”

“Later, what are you guys going to do today?”
“I don’t know. I have to make a phone call, but after that we don’t have anything planned. Mencia wants us to stay for dinner because she says her uncle wants to fix some kind of a fancy meal.”

Lily came over and pleaded, “Oh Pete, let’s stay. Mencia says her uncle will let me help with dinner. I’d love to know how to make good Paella and his recipe sounds wonderful.”

“Will it be something I like?”
“You’ll love it! It has Andouille sausage, shrimp, chicken and tons of other stuff.”
I looked at Kristen and she shrugged, so I said, “Okay, go into the house and see if Meg and Lane are awake. Ask them if they want to join us. I want to talk to Desi for a minute.”

The twins ran to the house and I asked Desi, “What’s going on with you and Mencia?”

“What do you think of her?”

“She seems okay, why?”
Desi looked at Kristen and asked, “What do YOU think of her?”

Kristen frowned and said, “Something about her makes me uncomfortable.”

Desi stood there thinking for a long minute before she said, “The reason I came here is because of Della. Denise said that she told you that Della had disappeared, well I just found out where she is. I need you to go there Pete. I know she’s in trouble but I don’t know what kind and I don’t know how bad it is. I’d go, but the last time I talked to her she made me promise I wouldn’t try to find her and from the way she’s been acting lately I’m afraid it would upset her if I was there.”
“So, you have no idea what the problem is?”

“No, but I think it has something to do with Mencia.”

“Why?”

“Della has been dating her boyfriend Steve for quite a while. Daddy doesn’t like him. He thinks he’s a wimp and he keeps telling Della that she can do better. Around three months ago Della and Dad got into a big fight about Steve. Well, you know how stubborn they both are. They didn’t talk to each other after that and a week later Della left and moved in with him. Things seemed okay at the beginning, we used to talk all the time. Then Mencia showed up. Della said they met at the grocery store in town. She said they became friends and she started coming to the house. Then something happened and the next time I talked to Della she seemed distant. One day Bobby came by and as we were leaving I saw Mencia out in the yard. We drove over and when I asked her what was going on with Della she told me to fuck off and mind my own business. It came out of nowhere! All I asked her was to tell me if there was a problem and she flamed out at me.”

“So, what did you do?”

“I was gonna kick her ass! But Bobby grabbed me before I could get out of the car, and she ran into the house. I called Della and told her what happened and she got all upset and made me promise to leave her alone. After that Della didn’t call anymore and when I called, she either wouldn’t answer or she would say she was too busy to talk. About a week later Della came to the house. She and Daddy got into another huge fight and when Della left she came over here and she and Mencia started screaming at each other. It got so bad that Jose had to break it up. Right after that Della moved out of Steve’s place and she quit talking to anyone, including me. She’ll call me once in a while to say she’s okay but she doesn’t talk very long and she won’t tell me where she is. Well, Bobby saw her car just now. Do you remember that motel where you came and rescued me, the one where we scared the crap out of that guy?”

“Yes.”
“Her car is there right now. It’s a blue Camry. She might be living there, could you go there and see if she’s okay?”
I had never seen Desi so serious. Kristen and I looked at each other. We were both in shock and almost in unison we said, “Of course, we’ll go there right away!” 

When we got back to the house we found the twins sitting in the living room watching TV. I was telling them that we had to leave for a few minutes when I heard noises coming from the kitchen.

I nodded that way and asked, “Are Meg and Lane are up?”

“No, I knocked on their door and nobody answered so I peeked in. They’re still asleep. Mencia is in there; she’s putting the dishes away.”

“That’s not fair, we should clean up our own mess.”

“She insisted. She said that’s what she gets paid for.”

Kristen excused herself to go to the bathroom so I headed for the kitchen to tell Mencia that we would take care of things and when I walked in I got a surprise. She was bent over wiping the sink and when I came in she stood up and faced me. She had taken off the hat and the big coat. The top three buttons of the man’s shirt she was wearing were undone showing off a very nice rack and her jeans looked like they were painted on. She stood there while I looked her up and down and when I finally dragged my eyes back to her face she raised an eyebrow and asked, “Well, what do you think?”

A little embarrassed, I squeaked, “Uhh, very nice.”
She said, “Thanks,” and with a flip of her head she turned around and went back to scrubbing the sink.

The move did two things. It made a fan of her shiny black hair and gave me a good look at a very nice butt. I noticed it was sticking out a little farther than it was when I came and I knew she was posing for me, but I didn’t care. She was a pretty girl, she knew it and she was giving me a look at one of her best assets. I was enjoying the view when I realized that something about her was familiar and I was trying to think of what it was when I heard Kristen say, “C’mon Pete, we have to go.”

I said to Mencia, “We have to leave for a while, but please tell Jose that we and the girls would love to stay for dinner. I don’t know about the other couple, they’re still asleep.”
Without turning she answered, “Okay, I’ll check with them later.”

I turned to find Kristen standing in the doorway. She’d been watching us and as I passed her she whispered, “Nice view eh?”

It didn’t take us long to get to the motel and as we drove in I saw Della’s car parked in front of one of the rooms, so we took a chance and knocked on the door. Della answered, but she didn’t look anything like the Della I knew. She was wearing a sweat shirt and jeans. Her eyes were sunken, her hair was messy and her face was all blotchy. 

When she saw it was us, she stared at us for a few seconds then her face went cold and she asked, “What are you doing here?”

I answered, “We came here to talk to you.”

“Did my dad send you?”

“No, it was Desi. She’s worried about you.”

She seemed disappointed, then she barked, “I don’t want to talk to you, go away.”

“C’mon Della, we’re your friends. Tell us what’s going on.”
“She scowled, “Nothing is going on, leave me alone,” and she tried to close the door. But Kristen blocked it and said, “Della, I’m coming in!”

Della glared at her, but she backed away. Kristen bent close to me and whispered, “Call her Dad and find out if he knows why she’s here,” Then she went inside and closed the door.
When I called her house Mrs. Torres answered. 

I said, “Hi, it’s Pete Baker. I’m with Della. Do you know what’s going on with her?”
“Oh Pete, is she okay?” 
“She seems upset, can you tell me why?”
“She had a huge fight with her father and right after that she disappeared. He won’t tell me what it was about and I haven’t heard from her since. Neither has her boyfriend and we’ve both been worried.”
“It sounds like you and she don’t talk to each other very much.”

There was a pause, then, “You’re right, we don’t. It used to be different, but last summer something changed. I asked her what it was but she won’t talk about it.” 
“May I talk to Mr. Torres?”
“Can’t you tell me where she is?”
“I will, but I need to talk to Mr. Torres first

“Yes, I’ll get him, but will you please tell her I love her?”
“I will.”

A minute later Mr. Torres said, “Pete?”

“Yes. I’m with Della. Can you tell me what’s going on?”

“Where is she, Pete.”

“I’d rather wait until she says its okay.”
“What has she told you so far?”

“Nothing yet, Kristen’s in with her and she seems really upset.”
There was a long sigh, then, “It’s my fault. She came to me and tried to borrow some money. I asked her what it was for and she wouldn’t tell me so we ended up getting into a fight. Pete, tell her I’m sorry. Tell her I’ll give her the money no questions asked.”

“I’ll tell her, but I have a feeling it’s something more than just money. She doesn’t look well, is she sick or something?”
“Oh my God! I don’t know. Please tell me where she is and I’ll be right over.”

“Give me a few minutes. I promise I’ll call you as I know anything.” 
I hung up before he had a chance to say anything and I went over and tapped on the door. Kristen said to come in so I opened the door. Kristen was holding Della. The whole front of her shirt was wet with tears and she was shaking. 

Kristen said, “Della, please talk to us. Pete and I are your friends. There is nothing you can do to change that or make us think less of you. I want you to tell us what’s going on and why you’re here.”

I sat on the bed next to her and when I reached for her hand she looked at me as though her heart was breaking and said, “I’m pregnant.”

I was shocked, but I tried to remain calm and I said “Well, that’s not the end of the world, what does your boyfriend say?” 
“He doesn’t know.”

“Why not, doesn’t he deserve to know?”

“The day I was going to tell him I came home early and the girl was with him.”

“What girl?”

“It’s a girl I met in town. She doesn’t have many friends here and I invited her over to Steve’s house one day. After that she started coming around a lot.”
“They were having sex?”

“No, but it seemed that she’d been coming on to him lately and I accused them of it. He kept saying that nothing happened, but we ended up getting into a fight and he got mad and left.”

“And that’s why you’re living here?”

“No, after he left I did a terrible thing.”

“What did you do? What could be so terrible?”

She looked at me then at Kristen before she said, “Are you sure you won’t hate me?”

Kristen hugged her, I squeezed her hand and when we both assured her we wouldn’t hate her, she said, “I-I had sex with the girl.”

We stared at her for a second before she added, “At least I think I did.”

I asked, “What does that mean?”

“We were sitting around drinking tea and I suddenly got real sleepy.  When I woke up we were both naked and she was kissing me.”

We let that sink in for a minute then Kristen said, “Well, maybe you needed someone and she was handy.” 

“Maybe so, but it was a mistake. She wasn’t the one I really wanted, and all it did was make me feel worse.”
“I don’t understand. Who is she and why did being with her make you feel bad?” 
“Her name is Mencia. She works at Kate’s place.”
I was stunned and I could tell that Kristen was too, but she continued with, “If she wasn’t the one you wanted, why’d you have sex with her?”

Della started crying again and this time it was a torrent. When she could talk again she looked at Kristen and said, “I don’t know. Maybe I did it because I was mad at Steve, but…”

“But what?”

“But I probably did it because she reminded me of you!”

Suddenly I realized what was familiar about Mencia. Della was right! She did look like Kristen. She wasn’t as pretty but with her jet black hair and all, she did look a lot like Kristen. 

I was thinking about that when Kristen said, “What do you mean that she reminded you of me? What do I have to do with this?” 

Della put her hands on Kristen’s cheeks and stared at her for a minute. Then she took a deep breath and it looked like her heart was breaking when she said, “I love you Kristen! I’ve loved you from the first time I met you. I didn’t realize how deep my love for you was until the night the three of us were together. Until then I was confused. I thought I loved Pete, but after that night I knew it was you.”

“But that was a long time ago.”

“I know, but I never forgot you and I guess she brought up memories.”
“Have you been with her since then?”
“No, she started pestering me about it and when I told her it was never going to happen again, she said that if I didn’t, she’d tell Steve unless I gave her money. When I told her I didn’t care, she said she’d tell my dad. We got into a big screaming fight. It’s a good thing her uncle broke it up or I might have hurt her.”
Kristen got up and walked around the room for a minute before she asked, “If you don’t care that much about Steve why did you move in with him?”

“I like Steve. For a while I thought I loved him. After I had that fight with my dad he insisted that I move in with him. Plus, I thought that being with a man might change my mind about you. For a while it did, but seeing someone that reminded me of you brought up how much I missed you. I still love you and now I’m pregnant.”
“So you don’t love Steve anymore?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know anything anymore.” 

She was crying again, and Kristen motioned for me to go to her, so I put my arm around her and held her until she stopped. Then Kristen asked, “Didn’t you and Steve use protection?”

“Yes, but one night the condom broke. I guess that’s when it happened.”
Stunned, I was trying to process what she was saying when Kristen sat next to her and said, “The night we were together changed me too. As you know, I was confused about my sexuality as well. But as much as I loved being with you that night I realized I didn’t want to be with a woman again. I like you a lot and I want to have you as my friend, but please understand that it can never be more than that.”

Della nodded and replied, “I know and I’m sorry I dumped this on you, but I’ve been very emotional lately and I guess that seeing you again brought up those feelings.”

Kristen looked at her for a while then she said, “Speaking of feelings, how have you been feeling lately?”

“Not good. I throw up a lot, I can’t sleep and I want to cry all the time. It finally got to be too much for me and that’s why I ended up here.”

“Have you seen a doctor?”

“I didn’t want to go to a doctor around here so I went to one in Palmdale. There was a three hour wait and all he did was give me some pills. I haven’t been back since.”
Kristen seemed very calm as she asked, “Why haven’t you talked to your folks about this?”

“I don’t need their help. I got myself into this mess and I’ll get myself out of it.”

Kristen shook her head then she turned her back to Della and looked at me. One look was all it took. I excused myself and stepped outside. 
The rain has stopped and the clouds were thinning when I called Della’s house. Mr. Torres answered on the first ring and a split second later I heard a click as someone picked up an extension.
I asked, “Are you both there?”
They said they were and for the next few minutes I told them where we were and about the pregnancy. Mrs. Torres started to cry, but Mr. Torres was oddly quiet. Then he said, “I was afraid of that. She’s a strong-willed girl and I’ve made a lot of mistakes with her. I want to do this right. You know her pretty well, how do you suggest I proceed?”
I think you should come and get her. She needs to see a doctor. I know its Sunday, but she needs to be looked at right away.”
Mrs. Torres cried, “Oh God!” And I heard Mr. Torres lean away from the phone and say, “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it,” then he came back and said, “I’ll be right there!”
“Mr. Torres!”

“Yes?”

“Please don’t yell at her or start blaming her for her mistakes. She blames herself enough already. And as soon as you get here please tell her that you love her. Try to tell her that a lot from now on. And in the future, when she gets a little crazy, don’t argue with her. I know she’s hard-headed, and please don’t be angry that I’m saying this, but so are you. If she has a tantrum, wait until it blows over and tell her you love her again.” 
There was a pause, then, in a shaky voice he said, “You’re right. I am hard headed and I’m not angry you said it. We’ll be there in a few minutes,” and he hung up.

I went back to the room and I left the door ajar so I could see him when he got here. Kristen was holding Della and they were rocking slowly back and forth. Della had a lost look about her and was staring at the floor, so she didn’t see me wink at Kristen. 
I sat next to Della and said, “Things are pretty screwed up, eh?”

“Yeah, they really are.”

“What if we told you everything was going to be okay?”

“I’d say you were just trying to cheer me up.”

“Well, they are going to be okay, you have my word for it. But you have to promise to do some things.”

“W-What things?”

“You have a family that loves you and for some stupid reason you won’t let them show you how much. Your mom and dad are both worried about you. You talk to Desi, but you really don’t tell her what’s going on and you don’t talk to your parents at all. You don’t even talk to your boyfriend. It drives everyone crazy! You have to quit being such a fucking loner. Especially now!”
“But it’s my Dad! He gets on my case all the time! When he finds out I’m pregnant I don’t know what he’ll do. And if Mencia talks to him he might never speak to me again.”
Kristen glanced up at me and when I nodded she said, “I bet I know what he’ll do. I bet he’ll tell you he loves you and that everything will be okay no matter what.”

“You don’t know my Dad.”

“Yes I do! I know he’ll say that because that’s what dads do, even when their daughters go around acting like a bitch.”
“I don’t act like a bitch.”

I interrupted with, “You don’t eh, why were you screaming at him the other day.”
“When I moved out of my boyfriends place I tried to borrow some money for, umm, something.”

Kristen said, “You tried to borrow some money so you could get an abortion, didn’t you?”

It took her a while before she sighed, “Uh-huh.”

“But you didn’t tell him what it was for, did you.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I-I didn’t want him to hate me.”

There was a noise from behind us. Mrs. Torres surprised us when she stepped into the room and said quietly, “He would never hate you, dear, none of us will,” and she rushed to Della and wrapped her arms around her.  

Della was sobbing and Mrs. Torres was crying, so Kristen and I backed out of the room. We were standing outside shaking our heads when Mr. Torres pulled up. When he got out he pointed to the room and when I nodded, he handed me an envelope and said, “Give this to the guy in the office. He’ll have some papers for you then please wait for me,” and he rushed inside.

I went to the office and when I handed the clerk the envelope he said, “Oh yes, Mr. Patel said you were coming. Here, this is everything,” and he handed me one like it. 
Mr. and Mrs. Torres were in Della’s room for quite a while. When they came out, Mrs. Torres took Della to her car and when they drove off, Mr. Torres came over to us. I gave him the envelope and as he slipped it in his pocket he looked at his watch and said, “I got a doctor to see her. He should be at his office by now,” then he turned to Kristen, “Can you find your way back to Kate’s? I need Pete for a while.”

Kristen nodded, so I gave her my car keys and I followed Mr. Torres to Della’s room where we started gathering up her things. When I commented that there wasn’t much here, he said, “Some of her stuff is still at Steve’s place.”

“Why don’t you like him?”

“He’s not going anywhere. I know he loves Della, he’s been calling two and three times a day since she left. But I want more for her. He’s studying to be an accountant. Some accountants make it big, but I don’t think he has the drive to be one of them.”
“Shouldn’t that be her decision?”

He glared at me for a second then he chuckled to himself and said, “I’m doing it again aren’t I.”

When I nodded he continued, “It’s hard for me to let go, Pete. I love all my kids, but Della has always been kind of special to me and I wanted the one she was going to be with to be special.”

When finished loading things into his car he said, “Get in for a minute,” and when we sat down he said, “For a while, I thought that special guy was going to be you.”

“I did too, Mister Torres.”

“For Christ’s sake Pete, call me Joe.”

“Thank you, Joe.”

“I’m the one that should be thanking you. Tell me, Pete, don’t you get tired of going out of your way to help my family?”

“Uhh, what do you mean?”

“Well, last summer you did a couple things. You saved Della’s life and you risked yours doing it. Then you had a talk with my wife and whatever you said saved our marriage. Things between us were getting stale and whatever you said put a spark back in her and we’ve been happier every since. And more recently you did something else for which I can never thank you enough. You gave me back the daughter I thought I’d lost. Desi told me what you and your friend did for her. You helped her get her health back and she said you prevented her from making some terrible mistakes. She and I talk a lot now and it’s been wonderful. And now you’ve helped Della again by finding where she was and by pointing out to her hard-headed father that he needs to change his ways.”
As he was talking a cold chill went through me. I was wondering if he would be thanking me if he knew that maybe the reason his wife came back with renewed interest was because she’d had sex with someone else and was feeling guilty. I also wondered how he would feel if he knew I’d had sex with both his daughters.

But I guess he didn’t know, because continued with, “Clara will get Della to the doctor and get her fixed up and I’m going to call Steve and find out why he didn’t tell me she was pregnant.”
“He doesn’t know.”

“HE DOESN’T KNOW! Why didn’t she tell him?”
“Joe, Della’s problems are more than physical. She has some emotional problems as well.”

“What kind of problems?”

“It’s umm, a woman thing, Joe. Maybe she’ll tell your wife about it, but I think she needs, like, therapy or something.”
“Now you have me worried.”

“I’m sorry. And there’s umm, one more thing.”
“I was afraid of that. What else is there?”

“If someone told you something about one of your kids that you didn’t like or approve of, what would you do?”
 “That’s pretty vague Pete, but let me guess. Does it have something to do with Mencia?”
“Uhh yeah, how did you know?”

“Steve told me that she was trying to put some moves on him and when he said no, she told him she and Della had been together.”

“Do you think it’s true?”
“I would prefer it wasn’t true, but if that’s the life Della has chosen I won’t love her any less. But there’s something you may not know. Desi asked me to find out what I could about Mencia, so I had some friends in law enforcement check her out. I got the answers yesterday. The reason she’s in Cantil is because she pulled some things back in New Mexico and her family sent her here to keep her out of jail. She was being investigated for selling ‘roofies’, the date-rape drug. They were about to indict her when some other things turned up. Two girls, who turned out to be friends, went to the police when they found that they were each being blackmailed by her. They said that when they were alone with her they fell asleep and when they woke up they were naked. Mencia claimed they had sex then she asked them for money and said if they refused she would tell their families.”

“But she didn’t really have sex with them?”
“They each said they didn’t remember doing anything. Why, is that what happened with Della?”

I chuckled and said, “Yes, but this time she messed with the Torres girls and she’s lucky she escaped with her life.”

When he asked why I told him how close both Desi and Della came to kicking her butt. He laughed about it then he handed me the keys to Della’s car and said, “Please drop her car at our house, I have some stops to make on the way home.”
I said I would and as I was getting out of the car I stopped and asked, “Joe, what’s in the envelopes?”

“The one you gave him had some money in it. The one he gave you had all records of her stay here and signed notes from them saying they won’t talk about her being here with anyone. 

“Is that legal?”

“I’m sure it isn’t, but people around here know not to mess with my family.”

When I got in Della’s car to take it to her house I felt the cold chills come back. I hope he never finds out just how much I had already ‘messed’ with his family.
