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Jason stared down at the object in his hand, fascinated by the subtle glimmers of color shimmering under its shiny and smooth black surface. His heart was still racing from the events that had just occurred, and his breathing was finally coming back under control. He’d always wondered how he would react in a crisis situation, and now he knew.
A few minutes earlier, he had decided to stop at the library on the way home from school, needing a book to complete his research for the history report due next Monday. A bit of a nerd, he was working hard to get straight A’s his senior year, needing a scholarship in order to afford college.
Standing on the corner waiting for the light to change, his mind wandered to thoughts of Becky Johnson. Becky had moved to their town in 10th grade, and he had a crush on her ever since. Beautiful and athletic, she had immediately joined the elite crowd at school, becoming a cheerleader and a member of the swim team. And though he had shared many classes with her over the past two years, she probably didn’t know he existed. He always struggled to keep his grades high in the classes they shared, and knew the reason was because he spent half of his time in class listening to the teacher, and the other half looking at her.
He was so engrossed in his thoughts about Becky, he didn’t notice the old man in a hat shuffle past him, out onto the street. But as he fantasized about how Becky looked cute in her cheerleading skirt, something nagged at his brain, demanding attention. Reality finally won out, and he realized what he was seeing: An old man was crossing the street in front of him, more than halfway across the road. From his right, he could see a large pickup truck approaching, coming fast and showing no signs of slowing.
For a split second, Jason knew what he was about to see; the old guy was going to die, and it wasn’t going to be pretty. But before he could think any further, he was in motion. He had never played any organized sports, but in the last few years, his body had changed from a short and skinny freshman, to a tall, fit and lean senior, growing muscle where there were none. And now he was using all of them, moving across the road faster than he had ever moved before.
But it seemed slow to him. It felt like he was running in quicksand, and the truck was too close for the old man – and now him – to ever to make it out of the way in time. The man was still far away, and he could almost feel the heat coming through the front grill of the truck.
From that point, everything sped up. He leapt towards the man, aiming for the small of his back, encircling him in his arms and driving him forward. The next moment they were both lying on the sidewalk, and Jason swore he had felt the truck’s bumper graze his right shoe as it barreled past, blaring its horn but never slowing.
The old man moaned in pain, and Jason realized he was lying on him. He quickly moved to his knees and leaned over the man.
Jason was breathing hard, but managed to gasp out, “Are you ok?” as he took hold of the man’s shoulder.
A small moan was the only response.
“I’m sorry if I hurt you,” Jason continued, “but that truck... It was coming fast– And you–”
The man’s eyes were open, and he was looking around, a bit dazed but showing signs of regaining his senses.
“What happened?” he said in a weak voice.
“There was a truck coming,” Jason said, the words streaming out, “and you were on the road, and I didn’t think– and I’m really sorry if I hurt you–”
The man attempted to get up, but Jason held firmly onto his shoulder.
“Please sir, just stay there, and I’ll get someone to call an ambulance.” A small crowd of onlookers had begun to congregate around them.
“No,” the man replied, his voice slightly firmer now, “I will be fine. Just a little sore is all. Where is my hat?”
Jason almost laughed, thinking it was funny this guy would be concerned about his hat while lying on the sidewalk. Jason looked around, but couldn’t find it. He finally spotted it under the man, and pulled it out. It had been flattened and he attempted to push it back into shape before handing it back.
“Help me up please,” the man said, after placing his misshapen hat back on his head.
“Are you sure?” Jason replied, concern on his face.
“Help me to that bench over there. I just have to catch my breath.”
After a bit of effort on both their parts, Jason finally helped the man settle down onto the bench, and the small crowd watching them began to disperse.
“Sit down here beside me son,” the man said, “I want to thank you for what you did. What is your name?”
“Jason. Jason Ramsey. And you’re welcome. But I didn’t really think about what I was doing, so–”
“Those of courage never have to think,” the man replied, “they just do.” He added, “I am Malchediel.”
“Nice to meet you Mr. Malchediel,” Jason said, and held out his hand.
“Just Malchediel,” the man said, taking Jason’s hand in his and holding it tightly. Malchediel focused his bright blue eyes on the boy, and looked at him so intensely, he seeming to be staring through him.
“Ok, um, Malchediel,” Jason said, a bit flustered by the way the man was staring at him. He was still squeezing his hand, much longer than a handshake should last. And much harder too, especially from an old man who just got knocked down.
“How old are you son?” Malchediel asked.
Jason thought this was getting too weird, but said, “Just turned eighteen.”
The old man’s gaze lasted a bit longer, and he seemed to come to a decision.
“Great deeds of courage deserve great rewards, do you not agree Mr. Ramsey?”
Jason looked embarrassed. “I don’t want any money.”
“Good, because I’m not offering any.”
Jason turned a bright shade of red. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean–”
“Money is not a great reward,” Malchediel continued, “but this is.” He reached into his pocket and retrieved an object. He took Jason’s hand in his, placed the object onto his palm, and closed the boy’s fingers around it.
“You really don’t have to give me–” Jason began.
“But remember son,” the man continued, as if Jason hadn’t spoken, “power without wisdom is a dangerous combination.
Jason wasn’t sure what the old man was talking about, so he said “Thank you” with a slight question in his voice.
The old man found this amusing, and laughed heartily. He certainly seemed to have recovered from his ordeal.
“Oh, you’ll be thanking me alright,” Malchediel said, still smiling, and after a pause added, “later”. This brought another laugh from him.
With this, he got up off of the bench, much more spryly than one would expect from an old man who was just tackled onto a concrete sidewalk.
“I must leave you now,” he said, adjusting his disfigured hat, “but thank you again for your act of courage.”
“You’re welcome,” Jason replied, standing also, “And thank you for the... uh... gift.” He waved his closed hand and smiled.
“Nice to meet you Jason,” Malchediel said, and turned to leave. Then he turned back and said, “Oh, one very important thing. The first time you use that, you should be in your room, alone.” He gave Jason one last mysterious smile, and turned and walked away, not looking back.
Jason watched him go, and when the man turned the corner, he sat back down on the bench and opened his clenched hand, revealing the gift. It was some kind of necklace. Attached to a thin silver chain was a black teardrop shaped rock, about two inches tall and an inch at its widest point.
And although the rock was black, when he looked closely at it, the sunlight glinted along its surface and seemed to draw out colors from its interior. It appeared as if seas of color were swirling inside, whorls of red and green and blue, twisting and spiraling among each other. He had never seen anything like it.
He held it between his fingers and rubbed, feeling the smooth surface slide under his touch. It reminded him of those tumbled polished rocks you’d buy at one of those tacky souvenir stands. But this was much nicer, much more colorful, and he could swear he felt it vibrate slightly as he held it. Nah, must be his imagination. He was probably still jumpy from almost getting himself killed.
He wanted to wear it, and found the clasp, opened it, and was about to put it around his neck when he remembered the old man’s warning about being alone when wearing it. He considered putting it on anyway, but remembered the look in the old man’s eyes, and decided he’d better wait. Clutching the necklace tightly in his hand, he headed for home, the library and the book completely forgotten.
Fifteen minutes later Jason was sitting on his bed with the bedroom door locked, even though his parents and sister were out somewhere. He turned the stone over and over in his hand, as his fingers brushed the smooth surface, watching the inner colors swirl. Even away from the bright sunshine, the colors were there, as if the stone was filled with a viscous luminescent liquid.
His fingers trembled slightly as he found the two ends of the clasp, and brought them up around his neck. He wasn’t sure why he was nervous. It was just a silly gift from a silly old man, who was probably senile, or at least a bit confused from being slammed to the ground. Nothing was going to happen when he put it on.
The clasps met, and when he allowed them to lock, he felt an almost imperceptible tingle go through him. He sat there and waited, for what he wasn’t sure. He didn’t feel any different. He took a few deep breaths. Nope, nothing.
He smiled. Oh well, he didn’t want a reward from the old man anyway. And the old guy seemed to enjoy giving it to him, so there was some good from it. Plus, it was a beautiful piece of jewelry, and it was going to look good around his neck. Maybe Becky would notice him now.
Remembering his report, he checked the clock. He still had time to make it to the library before it closed. He wanted to see what the necklace looked like around his neck, so he got up and walked over to his dresser mirror. At first, what he saw didn’t register in his brain.
Confused, he knew he was seeing something strange, but it was too overwhelming to process. He stared dumbfounded at his reflection, or to be more precise, his lack of one. Because, while his clothes were there, moving around as if they were a strange special effect in a movie, he was not.
It was too much to comprehend. Stunned, he backed away from the mirror until the back of his legs bumped into the bed, and he sat down. Had he imagined what he had seen? He must have. Because what he had seen was impossible.
He lifted his hands in front of his face. All he saw was his open shirt cuffs, looking as if something were in them, but nothing was there. His mind swam again, and he closed his eyes. But instead of darkness, he continued to see his sleeves waving in front of his face. On some level he barely understood, it made sense. If you could see through your hands, you should be able to see through your eyelids. But he was way beyond that kind of logic.
Panicking, he reached for the clasp, fumbled with it for a moment, and quickly removed the necklace, throwing it down onto the bed. He closed his eyes again, and this time the darkness came. His hands covered his face, and he held them there until his breathing quieted, and his heartbeat stopped pounding loudly in his chest.
His mind was finally able to process what he had seen. Invisible! The necklace had made him invisible. But how could it? That’s not possible. Despite his attempts to convince himself of that, he also knew what he had seen. After the shock wore off, he slowly began to realize this wasn’t a bad thing.
He picked up the necklace again, and this time his fingers really were trembling. He went back to the mirror, and he was happy to see his refection staring back at him. Holding the necklace by its clasps, he once again placed it around his neck, watching himself closely in the mirror.
The moment the clasps connected, his body winked out of existence. One second it was there, and the other it was gone. The feeling of confusion returned, but this time it was slightly diminished. And after staring at the mirror for a few moments, he even managed a smile. Then his smile turned into a wide grin.
He spent the next hour in his room experimenting with his new ability. The effect was more startling when he removed all of his clothes, and there was nothing when he looked in the mirror. He laughed out loud when he lifted a baseball from the top of his dresser, and watched it float around the room, as if it were on a string. He found a half-empty bag of Doritos in his top drawer, and experimented with eating. He was afraid he would see the chewed food sliding down his throat, but to his relief, as soon as he put a chip in his mouth and closed his lips, it disappeared.
He played around with taking the necklace off and putting it back on, getting a kick out watching himself disappear and re-appear. He was in the middle of this when he heard his mother arriving home downstairs.
He froze, not sure what to do. But he realized this would be a perfect test. If, for some reason, the necklace was only making him think he was invisible, and his mother saw him, she would only see him standing naked in his room. Kind of weird, but not too bad.
He moved as quietly as he could, and opened his bedroom door. He thought about sitting on the bed, but realized his weight would create an odd depression in the mattress that his mother would notice. So he just stood in front of the mirror, waiting.
“Jason!” his mother yelled from downstairs. “Are you home?”
He remained silent.
She came up the stairs, and knew she would check his room to see if he was in here with his headphones on.
Sure enough, a few seconds later her head popped through his doorway.
“Ja–” she began, but when she saw his empty room, she stopped.
“Huh, I could have sworn I heard him moving around up here. Oh well, must be going senile.” She moved on to her own bedroom.
Jason grinned widely. It worked! She had looked right at him and hadn’t seen him.
After a few moments, he heard the shower come on in his parent’s bathroom, and took the opportunity to get dressed and head outside, making sure to remove the necklace and stuff it in his pocket.
He couldn’t hold back his smile as he walked through the neighborhood. Invisibility! What guy had never dreamed of being able to do this? His mind raced with the possibilities.
He arrived back home a half hour later, and was walking up his sidewalk when he heard someone call his name. Looking over, his neighbor Samantha Scott was standing at the fence between their yards, waving to him.
Slightly annoyed, he headed over to talk to her. Sam was, quite literally, the girl next door. They had lived next to each other their entire lives, and had played together as young children. But when he had gotten a bit older and had reached the age when girls were ‘yucky’, she became a pain in the ass who would constantly pester him and his friends. She would always want to hang around with them, and would follow them everywhere. Because of this they treated her badly, and Jason joined in with their tormenting of her. But as they got older and into high school, they became friends again, though he still found her slightly annoying. She was always trying to talk to him, just as she was doing right now.
As he walked over and got a better view of her, he was reminded that, like him, she had also changed over the past few years. In her youth she had been gangly and awkward, with a mop of unruly red hair on a beanpole frame. She had worn eyeglasses with thick lenses, and because of them, he and his friends had given her the nickname of ‘Coke Bottles’.
But now her body had filled out, hips appearing where there once were none, along with plenty of other feminine curves in the right places. Taking a peek at her breasts pushing out her flannel shirt as she leaned over the fence, he was sure they were bigger than the last time he had seen them. Not huge, but nicely rounded.
And she had lost the coke bottles. About two years ago she had switched over to contact lenses, and now, ironically, her bright green eyes were her best feature. Her hair was no longer wild, and she wore it straight just past her shoulders.
“Hey Sam,” he said as he arrived at the fence. “What’s up?”
“Not much Jason,” she said smiling, “Just finishing up some yard work before the parents get home. What have you been up to?”
“Not much either,” he replied, “working on a report due next week.” He obviously couldn’t tell her what he’d really been doing.
“Any plans for the weekend?” she asked, and she pressed closer against the fence, and he couldn’t help but look down and notice the close up view of her breasts.
“Uh… not really,” he said, a bit flustered as he looked up and knew she had caught him checking her out. But she didn’t look like she minded. In fact, she looked even more pleased. “Going to hang around with some friends,” he continued. He would probably be doing something with his best friend Danny, but he had learned not to mention Danny’s name to her.
“Maybe we could get together and catch up on stuff,” she said, looking hopeful.
“Catch up?” he replied.
“You know,” she said, “talk about what we’ve been doing, and talk about the fun we used to have.”
A memory flashed into his mind. One day he and his friends were out riding bikes, and Sam was following them everywhere. They tried to lose her, but she was as fast as they were. Finally, Jason stopped, got off his bike, walked over to where Sam sat on her bike, and roughly shoved her. The bike went down, her along with it, and she landed hard on the ground. “Go home Coke Bottles!” he yelled, “We don’t want you with us.” He and his friends rode off, laughing and ignoring her tears.
“Fun we used to have?” he said, feeling embarrassed.
“Yeah, like the time we went down to the stream in the woods, and caught tadpoles?”
“Yeah, I remember,” he said, thinking hard. That was back before she became the pest.
“And I couldn’t catch any, so you caught some for me?”
He grinned. “Yeah, you were scared of them.”
“I was not,” she said, feigning indignation. “They were just too wriggly to get a hold of.”
“Yeah, ok,” he said, still grinning. “Whatever you say.”
“See?” she said, “This is why we should talk. So I can clear up any misunderstandings like this you have about me.” Her green eyes glittered as she smiled.
“Ok Sam, we’ll get together.” It occurred to him he might enjoy it more than he originally thought he would.
“Great. Now I’ve got to finish this yard and take a shower before bed.”
“Ok.” He took one more peek at how her breasts were straining the buttons of her shirt before stepping back from the fence. “Talk to you later Sam.”
“You too Jason.” She gave him a goodbye wave.
He turned back towards his house, and as he walked, he found himself thinking about Sam’s last words. This girl, who had been his playmate, his friend, his enemy, and now his friend again, had never once been the subject of his sexual fantasies. But now, all he could think about was what her body would look like in the shower, all soapy and slick. He imagined her hands sliding over her skin, washing the sweat of yard work from her body. He wondered if her fingers would linger at her nipples longer than necessary, pinching them slightly, making them stiffen. In the books he sometimes read, girls did those kinds of things.
He wished he could watch her do that. Watch her wash her naked body, now all curvy and bumpy in the right places. So different from what she used to be. He wished he could see her–
He remembered his new gift. Of course! He turned back towards Sam, who had resumed her work, and watched her. He thought he might be seeing much more of her soon.
He hurried into his house, said his hello to his mother, and told her he was going to be up in his room studying. When he got there, he removed all of his clothes, then clasped the necklace in place. He checked the mirror to verify it still worked, and was pleased his reflection was still absent.
He crept silently out into the hall, closing his door, and moved down the steps. His mom was busy in the kitchen, and he was able to make it out the back door without being noticed.
It was odd to be outside and naked, and he couldn’t remember the last time he had been. He had skinny-dipped with his friends when they had biked out to Blue Lake when they were younger, but couldn’t think of any time since.
As he walked to the fence between the backyards, he could see the impressions his bare feet were making in the grass. He was sure if someone was around, they would notice that. Easily vaulting the fence, he walked to Sam’s back door. As he got there, she appeared around the corner of the house, carrying a broom and rake, and heading towards their backyard shed.
When she disappeared into the shed, he took the opportunity to open the back door and slip inside, closing it quietly behind him. He had been in her house many times when he was younger, and knew his way around. Her bedroom was upstairs at the end of the hall, and he raced to the stairs and scaled them two at a time.
He just reached her room when he heard her coming in downstairs. He quickly looked around for a safe place to stand – someplace where she wouldn’t accidentally bump into him. At the foot of her bed was a dresser with a mirror, and next to it was a tall floor lamp. Between them was enough space for him to stand. He moved into the spot, and listened to the sounds coming from downstairs, almost drowned out by the sound of his heartbeat pounding in his ears.
He tried to calm his breathing, hoping Sam took her time coming up, because he was sure she would hear him as it was. Relieved, he heard her moving around in the kitchen, and he was able to take a deep breath and settle himself before he heard her footsteps coming up the stairs.
When she appeared at the doorway, his heart began to beat rapidly again. She looked as she had in the yard, except now she was holding a glass of lemonade. She took a drink, and set it on the small table beside her bed.
He wasn’t sure what to expect next, but she didn’t waste any time before beginning to disrobe. Stepping on the back of her shoe with the other foot, she pulled her heel out and kicked the shoe into the corner, then repeated the action with the other. He was glad he hadn’t chosen that corner to stand in.
Her hands went to the button of her jeans, undid it, drew down the zipper, and pushed them down over her thighs, bending over when they got to her knees. She stood sideways to him, and he could see a peek of white panties appear below the bottom of her shirt as she bent. She stepped out of one pant leg and then the other, and threw the jeans into the corner on top of the shoes. He grinned. At least she’s not a neat freak.
The socks went next, and he caught more glimpses of white as she bent over. He began to harden.
Her next move caught him off guard. She walked over until she was directly in front of him, and turned on the lamp he was standing next to. When her hand reached for the switch, it passed a few inches from his shoulder. Any closer and she would have touched him. His cock lost most of the stiffness it had gained, as his heart trip-hammered again.
She moved to the front of her dresser, and watched herself in the mirror as her fingers worked downward on the buttons of her blouse, opening each in turn. She was standing less than four feet from him, and he watched her intently. When the last button was undone, the shirt partially opened and he could see the center of her bra, also white, and the inside swells of her breasts. His eyes focused on the smooth skin above the top of her bra line, and how the soft curves swelled upwards from the tight confinement below.
His eyes traveled downward, over the flat expanse of her stomach, and rested on the smooth white triangle of nylon, stretched over her slightly protruding mound. He could detect the slight vertical indentation in the material, and tried to imagine what her pussy lips looked like underneath. His cock hardened again.
Sam was looking at herself in the mirror, the way most people do when they’re alone. Going through various small facial expressions, she turned her head back and forth to each side. Her hands came up and she combed her fingers through her hair, brushing it back from her face.
Next, the blouse was gone, as she quickly shrugged it off each shoulder and tossed it into her dirty clothes corner. She turned back towards the mirror and cupped her breasts through her bra, lifting them and squeezing them together. She held them that way for a few moments, assessing how they looked, and let them fall again.
He loved the way they looked. This wasn’t the girl he had caught tadpoles with, and it certainly wasn’t the pest he had been cruel to. This was a woman, and he was fascinated with how she had changed when he hadn’t been looking.
With a quick twist of the clasp between her breasts, the bra opened and revealed them to him. She deftly removed the bra and flung it away, and her tits bounced gently from the motion, as if celebrating their freedom. They stood firm and upright, with their rosy pink areolas facing slightly upward, and the bumps of her nipples evident at their centers.
He barely stopped himself from audibly taking a breath. They looked incredible. He had seen pictures of nude women before, but this was the first time he had been this close to real naked breasts. Full and round, he wanted to reach out and touch them. She was close enough that it would be easy.
There were faint lines on her skin from the seams of her bra, and she rubbed them absently with her fingers. She held her breasts again, performing the same motion she had done with the bra on, watching herself as she pressed them together and up. He stared with rapt attention as the nipples hardened slightly, and grew outward. And his cock twitched sharply when she slid her hands forward, and found those nipples with her fingertips, squeezing them gently between her thumb and forefinger. He saw a visible shiver go through her too, and she brought her hands up to her hair, brushing it back again.
She quickly turned away, hooked her thumbs in the sides of her panties, and slipped them down over her hips, bending slightly. He caught a quick peek of a light tuft of reddish hair peeking out from under her ass as she bent, and then she straightened back up, letting the panties puddle at her feet. With a practiced kick, they joined their friends in the corner.
Walking towards the door, she took a pink robe off a hook on the back of it, and disappeared into the hall. A few seconds later he heard another door close. It happened so quickly, he didn’t get a good chance to check out her ass as she walked away.
He heard the water come on, and assumed it was the shower. He thought about his earlier fantasy of seeing her soapy body, but didn’t know if that was possible now. She may have locked the bathroom door – his sister always did – and even if she hadn’t, he wasn’t sure he wanted to risk trying to open it while she was in there.
He decided he would wait here for her to come back. After all, she hadn’t taken any clothes with her, other than the robe, and she would have to return to her room after she was done.
Taking the opportunity, he decided to check out her room. Leaving his hiding spot, he kept one ear on the shower as he looked around.
He had been in this room many times before, back when they were kids. They had spent countless hours lying on the floor beside her bed playing board and card games. One time they built a tent on the bed using the covers and two broom sticks, and pretended they were camping in the woods. Mrs. Scott had brought sandwiches and juice boxes for lunch, and they had eaten their camp meal in the semi-darkness of their tent, pretending there were bears outside wanting their food. When it got too stuffy under the tent, they poked their heads out for fresh air, lying side by side on their stomachs with their arms innocently around each other.
He smiled at the memory. There were many more too. Sam was right in saying they had to catch up. He would make it a point to try to spend some time with her this weekend. Although, he wasn’t sure he could face her now after having seen her naked.
A picture frame on the wall caught his eye. It was a collage frame, with different sizes of photos in it. He walked over and looked at it closely. They were all photos of Sam, taken at various ages. There she was as a baby, being held by her mother, and next there she was on the first day of kindergarten, looking geeky in her new school clothes. She had already gained her glasses by then, but they were nowhere near as thick as they eventually got.
There was a photo of her at the beach, and he guessed she was in eighth grade at the time. She was wearing a red bikini bathing suit, and that thin body couldn’t possibly be the same one he just saw naked in front of him. Where did all those curves come from?
The next photo made him smile. It was of the two of them, sitting side-by-side on the swings that still sat in her backyard, now rusted and unused. They were around eight at the time, both dressed as pirates. Or, more precisely, how they thought pirates would dress. They had on black bandanas, with eye-patches made out of cardboard and string, and they had used some of Sam’s mother’s makeup to give themselves beards. Sam’s permanently wild red hair was sticking out of the back of her bandana, making her look more like a rooster than a pirate. Their swings were pulled together, held there by his hand reaching behind her back and holding the chain on the far side. In his other hand he wielded a small plastic sword above his head. She had her arm casually around his neck.
If he remembered it right, the swing set was their pirate ship, and every pirate game they played was some variation of him rescuing her from danger. He had slain many imaginary rogues in her defense, and she had always shown her appreciation by hugging him tightly when he rescued her.
He was so engrossed in his memories, he hadn’t heard the water shut off. He was startled by the bathroom door opening, and almost panicked. But he moved quickly back to his standing spot, just in time as Sam re-entered her room, closing the door behind her. Once again, he had to calm his breathing so she wouldn’t hear.
She was now wearing the pink robe, and her hair was wrapped turban-like with a blue towel. It was a perfect looking turban too, and he thought it must be an innate talent for girls to do that, since his sister Jenny’s always looked just as good.
Sitting down on the bed, she took a long drink of the lemonade, and removed the towel from her head. Wet, her hair looked more brown than red, but as she dried it with the towel the color returned. She removed a brush from a drawer and combed it through her hair.
He watched with interest. It wasn’t as good as seeing her naked, but it was still fascinating watching someone who thought they were alone. She looked so natural sitting there, and he felt close to her.
When Sam put the brush away, she retrieved a bottle of skin lotion. His attention perked up. This should be interesting.
Undoing the belt of the robe, she pushed it off both shoulders. It fell back on the bed, leaving her completely naked. She was sitting sideways to him, and all he saw was her profile, but what a beautiful profile it was. Her now familiar breasts were still standing proud, although they were a little farther away than the close-up view he had enjoyed earlier. Looking down between her legs, he could see the top of her pubic hair, a lovely shade of reddish brown.
She began spreading the lotion on herself, squirting some into her palm and working it into her skin. Her arms were first, and then she moved onto her breasts, holding each in one hand while smoothing the lotion on with the other. She spent a little extra time at each nipple, and he could see them harden again. He imagined himself placing his mouth on one, and feeling it tighten against his tongue. His cock hardened at the thought.
The strawberry scent of the lotion reached him, and he breathed it in deeply. Sam’s hands moved downwards, doing her stomach next and then onto the tops of her legs. She had to spread them slightly to reach her inner thighs, and he wished he was watching from that side of the room. Her lower legs were next, and she propped each ankle on the opposing knee as she worked the skin.
He could have watched her do this all day, but she put the lotion away, and he wondered what was next. Was it pajama time? He wondered what she wore to bed.
But instead she surprised him by propping up her pillows, pulling the light cover down, and lying back on the bed. He wondered if she was going to sleep, even though it was only around nine o’clock. Did she really sleep in the nude? The thought excited him. But if she was going to bed, why hadn’t she turned off the lights?
The way she was laying, he had a great view between her slightly spread legs. He could barely make out the line of her lips amid the curly hairs. He wished he could get a closer look, but decided not to risk it.
Her hands returned to her breasts, and at first he thought she was putting on more lotion. She cupped them softly, tracing her fingers in gentle circles around her areola, and for the third time since he’d been watching, her nipples stiffened to hardness. She played her fingernails lightly over the rigid bumps, flicking them softly. Her breathing picked up, and it dawned on him what she was doing.
She was masturbating! Jacking off. Or whatever it’s called when a girl does it. His cock, which was semi-hard, became like a rock instantly. He had done this to himself many times, and he heard girls did it too, but never believed it. But here he was, with a front row seat for a personal demonstration.
She pinched her nipples, rolling them between her thumbs and forefingers. She let out a soft moan and squeezed harder, her hips reflexively moving in a slow rhythm.
His eyes opened wide, and he tried to take in every detail of the scene before him. He wanted to store it away in his memory, so he could pull it out whenever he wanted.
Sam’s hand slid down over her smooth stomach and brushed through the soft curls of her pubic hair. She cupped her mound as her legs spread a bit wider, and she held her pussy as if protecting it, her hand moving in slow small circles.
Her middle finger slipped between her lips, and she let out another quiet moan. Her legs spread wider, and she pulled her feet up and her knees outward, exposing her entire pussy to his gaze. Her hips rocked a slow rhythm back against her fingers, and her moans were more pronounced.
He wanted to get closer. She was making enough noise that any small sound he made would go unnoticed. He carefully stepped out of his hiding place, making sure not to bump the lamp on his way out. Taking a slow step forward, he stood at the foot of her bed, staring down between her open legs. Her finger moved in a small circular motion, making soft wet noises.
From this angle he could also see her breasts better, watching them jiggle gently as her body moved. They fell slightly to each side, and her other hand was busy alternating between nipples, pinching and squeezing one and then the other. He never knew a girl would want their breasts to be treated this way, but she was clearly enjoying it.
Feeling bolder, he decided to get closer and quietly knelt at the foot of the bed, leaning over until he was only a few feet from Sam’s spread pussy. If she kicked out one of her legs, she would probably catch him in the face, but it was a chance worth taking. He could see all of her now.
He also noticed her scent. The aroma of her aroused pussy mixed with strawberries filled his senses, and he thought he had never smelled anything so good.
Her finger moved faster, making louder wet noises as it slid back and forth over the same spot. He could see the inner pink folds, wet and shiny from her juices.
He leaned forward a bit more, and now he was so close, he could have touched her. He wondered how she would react if he moved her finger out of the way and kissed her right there, right where she was touching. What would she taste like?
“Yes,” she said, almost inaudibly. It was the first word she had spoken since he had been there.
Her hips moved more urgently, pressing back hard against her own touch. Her breath became ragged, and small gasping moans filled the room. He watched her fingers quicken, the wetness covering them.
“Yes, yes, yes, yes” she whispered over and over, almost a chant.
Suddenly her body locked, her muscles tightening as her ass rose off the bed. Her legs spread even wider and her pussy pushed forward against her thrumming finger.
“Yes yes yes yes yes yes oh Jason, yes, uuuhhhhhhhhhhh…” her words trailed off into garbled moaning as her orgasm jolted through her body.
He couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Spasms of visible pleasure racked her body as her face contorted in ecstasy.
After a few long moments, her body settled back down on the bed, her feet sliding downward over the sheets as her legs straightened out. Her breathing began to slow, and she seemed to be in a pleasurable dream state.
He still couldn’t believe what he had just witnessed. His onetime pirate damsel in distress had a mind-blowing orgasm right in front of him. He wondered if he was eventually going to wake up to discover this entire day was a fantastic dream.
Her breathing become shallow and he knew she was on her way to sleep. She moved once, shifting her body from its position on her back, to resting on her side with her legs curled upwards. Her bum was sticking out in his direction, and he saw that tuft of pubic hair again. She looked satisfied laying there, her breathing entering the calm rhythm of sleep.
He watched her for a few moments before deciding it was time to go. He took the covers at the bottom of the bed, and pulled them up over her, tucking them in lightly around her shoulders. She stirred slightly, murmured something, and returned to sleep.
He opened the door quietly and slipped out in the hall, looking at her one last time before shutting the door behind him.
As he made his way back to his house, he tried to remember if he had heard her correctly. Had she really cried out his name when she came?
Jason slumped back in his chair, bored out of his mind by the droning voice of Mr. Crocker, his science teacher. He usually enjoyed this class, but today he had other things to think about.
He couldn’t get last night out of his head. From the near-accident with the old man, to the discovery of the gift, to what he had witnessed with Sam, it was all a whirl of memories. When he awoke this morning, he was convinced it had been a dream. But he found the necklace where he had hidden it in the back of a drawer, and trying it on again proved it was all real.
He had made it back to his room last night without incident, and his mom hadn’t been up to check on him. Removing the necklace and laying down on his bed, his mind relived what he had seen Sam do. He grew hard from the memories, and began stroking his cock. When he finally came, he was imagining he was between Sam’s spread legs, watching her face as he slid into her.
Now here he was, trapped in a boring class, when he could be out having fun with his new toy. He ran his hand over the lump in his pocket to make sure it was still there.
At least Becky was here to provide some distraction. She sat two rows over from him, and one space forward, so he had a great view of her without her noticing. As usual, she was dressed stylishly, with a short gray skirt and a white blouse. Her dark brown hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and she tapped her black high heels absently on floor. It was obvious she was as bored as he was.
He tried to imagine what she would look like naked, but every time he tried, all he could see was Sam. Which was odd because they were nothing alike physically. Where Sam was all curves and fullness, Becky was thin and athletic. Her breasts looked big, but that was partly because they were sitting on her petite cheerleader frame.
He grinned to himself when he realized he no longer had to imagine anything. With the necklace, he was sure he could find a way to discover for himself exactly what Becky looked like nude.
He hadn’t seen Sam yet today. They didn’t have any classes together this semester, but sometimes he would see her in the halls. On one hand he was looking forward to seeing her, but on the other he wasn’t sure he could hide his secret. How could he look her in the eyes and not give it away?
The bell finally sounded and Jason went out into the hall, milling around with the rest of the crowd, losing himself in the noise of excited chatter and banging lockers.
“Jason! Hey Jason!”
He heard a familiar voice calling his name, but looked around and couldn’t find the person he knew it had come from.
“Over here dude!!”
He turned and looked in the direction of the voice, and spotted his friend Danny Mazzelli waving to him from his locker. He headed on over.
He and Danny went way back, almost as far as he did with Sam. They had hung out with a group of kids growing up, but they were the only two who had remained good friends all through high school. They were a bit mismatched, but that probably added to their chemistry. Where Jason had the brains, Danny had the brawn, and was involved in practically every sport the school had to offer. But where he really excelled was football, where the crowds would chant “Double Z!” as he quarterbacked the team to two straight state championships, the last one a few months ago. He had been offered several scholarships, some from national schools, but decided to accept the one from the local state college.
And along with that came the girls. He would tell Jason stories of how they would throw themselves at him, offering him anything to be alone with him. Jason would listen to his stories with amazement, wishing just one girl would come after him that way. Danny once confided to him that it wasn’t limited to the girls, and some of the mothers of students would approach him. Shocked, Jason had asked him if he’d ever taken any of them up on it, but Danny just replied with a smile.
Being Danny’s friend had its benefits. Once, in tenth grade, some senior football players had cornered Jason in a bathroom, and were threatening to shove his head in the toilet. Fortunately, a teacher walked in, and Jason was spared that humiliation. Danny, who was already the starting varsity quarterback at the time, heard about it, and the next day the three bullies approached Jason at his locker. He thought they were there to pick up where they had left off the day before, but was surprised when they apologized to him, and said it would never happen again. He never spoke about it with Danny, but he knew what his friend had done. From that point on he was never bothered again.
But it wasn’t a one-way deal. Jason pulled him out of some spots too, mostly with helping him get through his classes with passing grades. When the scholarship offers were coming in, Danny was in danger of losing them all if he didn’t get his grades up. For two straight weeks, Jason had Danny over at his house after school, and they went through his homework over and over until Danny got it. The next week, he passed all his tests easily, and his scholarship was safe.
But what Jason appreciated most about Danny was something that was unspoken between them. Of all the girls Danny could have, he never went after Becky Johnson. He knew how Jason felt about her, and considered her off-limits. And while he told stories about the other cheerleaders and their sexual antics during the long bus trips, he never said anything about Becky. Jason always assumed this wasn’t because there was nothing to tell – he wasn’t that naïve – but because Danny knew it would hurt him to hear those things.
“What’s up nerd?” Danny said, grinning.
“Nothing much monkey,” Jason replied, “Anything new with you?” If there was anyone he could tell about the necklace, it would be Danny. But he wasn’t ready to share this secret yet.
“Just my party tonight, you coming?”
“Party? What party?”
“Dude!” exclaimed his friend, “I’ve been telling you about it for the past week. Big party out at Blue Lake to celebrate my scholarship. Everyone’s coming.”
Jason could swear this was the first he’d heard of it, but he did tend to be forgetful.
“Um, I guess I could make it,” he answered, wondering if there would be any way to use the necklace out there. Probably not.
“You’ll be there,” Danny insisted, “In a way, it wouldn’t have been possible without you.”
Jason looked embarrassed. “That’s not true.”
“Just tell me you’re coming, alright?” his friend asked, and added with a grin, “And if you want, I promise you’ll get laid.”
“What, and pick up all the STDs you probably have?”
Danny laughed, picked up a book from his locker, and closed the door. He backed away in the direction of his next class. “Be there!” were his parting words as he turned and hurried off.
Finally, it was seventh period. Only forty-five minutes away from the weekend. For Jason, seventh period was a study hall with Mr. Greer. Mr. Greer was one of those teachers who were popular with the kids, but he always demanded those in his class do the work, and was hard on those who didn’t. Jason was one of his favorites because he always did well his class, maintaining a perfect 4.0 average.
Mr. Greer was known to be lenient with students he liked, so with thirty minutes to go before the end of class bell, Jason was antsy enough to leave that he thought he would risk asking.
“Mr. Greer,” he said, standing in front of the teacher’s desk, “is there any way I would be able to leave early today?”
The teacher looked up from the papers he was working on, peering over his glasses, giving Jason a quizzical glance. “Got somewhere important to go Mr. Ramsey?”
Jason considered lying, but decided to be honest. “Nope, not really. Just feel the need to get out.”
Mr. Greer smiled at him, seeming to appreciate his candor. “You and me both, Jason,” he said. “Unfortunately, it’s my job to be stuck here. You, on the other hand, aren’t under the same obligations. Go ahead, take off. Just don’t make a big deal out of it.”
“Thank you sir,” Jason said, and quickly went back to his desk to gather his things and leave.
A few minutes later he was walking across the parking lot behind the school, feeling free and happy, facing a long weekend to spend with his new gift. The possibilities were endless.
His path brought him right by the baseball field, where the girls’ varsity softball team was practicing. They practiced every day at this time, earning their gym credits for the semester this way, instead of a normal gym class. He usually saw them trekking back to the gym as he was leaving school, heading for their showers before making their way home.
He stopped. Of course! The showers! Why hadn’t he thought of this? Here was the perfect opportunity to use the necklace, and he almost passed it up. He veered towards the gym, finding an open door and headed for the boys’ locker room.
He found an unused locker near the back of the room, along the wall and hidden from anyone who would come in. He quickly stripped his clothes off and placed them in the locker. Retrieving the necklace from his pants pocket, he glanced around to make sure no one could see him, and put the necklace on. After holding his hand up to verify it couldn’t be seen, he was ready to go.
He had thought walking outside while nude was weird, but it was nothing compared to walking naked across the middle of the school gym. The girls’ locker room was at the opposite end, and as he made his way across, he couldn’t help but think about all the times this place was filled with students. And here he was, naked and walking out in the open. Although he knew he couldn’t be seen, he instinctively held his hands over his cock and balls as he walked, covering them.
The girls’ locker room was set up like the boys’, but as a mirror image. The teacher’s office was to the right as he came in, instead of the left as in the boys’. The showers were on the opposite end, with one part sectioned off as a lavatory. There were differences though.
First off, it was very pink in here. Both the walls and the lockers were pink, and it looked like it had been painted more recently than the boys’ room. Or it could have been the color that made it appear that way, with the boys’ room painted a drab green. The shower area was also different. The main section was smaller, and it was surrounded by small stalls with doors that contained individual shower heads. He guessed some girls liked their privacy.
The bathroom was slightly different too, having six stalls instead of the boys’ two, and no urinals, for obvious reasons. There were also several tampon and sanitary pad dispensers on the wall, and they reminded him of an incident from several years ago.
He was in ninth grade, and they were playing dodge ball in boys’ gym class. The teacher had left them alone, and some of the bigger kids were teasing one of the smaller ones, a strange boy named Oscar Benton. But the little guy was standing up to them, giving back as good as he was getting. At one point he claimed they didn’t have half the balls he had. When they laughed at him, he dared them to run into the girls’ locker room. They glanced over at the forbidden entrance with frowns on their faces, and laughed nervously. Oscar began squawking like a chicken, which brought laughs from the rest of the class. Of course, next came the inevitable, “If you’re so brave, let’s see you do it.”
Without hesitation, Oscar took off like a shot, making a beeline for the girls’ entrance. Jason and the rest of the boys gaped in horror, never believing he would go through with it. Not breaking stride, Oscar flew through the opening, and disappeared from sight.
Everyone was stunned into silence, not believing what they had just seen. They all waited breathlessly for the screams to begin, but none came. Endless seconds later, Oscar reappeared, zipping out of the doorway as fast as he had entered, but now holding fistfuls of white objects in each hand. When he reached the center of the gym, he gave a loud whoop, and threw the contents of his hands skyward. In unison, every boy’s head followed the path of the objects upward, paused for a second, and then back down until they landed on the gym floor. It was only then they finally recognized what they were; a mixture of tampons and sanitary pads that Oscar had ripped from the dispensers inside, as if he had needed proof he had entered that elite sanctum.
The boys crowded around the smaller kid, patting him on the back and congratulating him. Even the boys who were teasing him were impressed. When someone asked him what he had seen in there, his only reply was a solemn, “I think I saw bush.”
Oscar moved away the next year, but his legend continued on without him. Some who told the story tried to embellish it by adding that Oscar claimed he had stopped to lick a girl’s pussy on the way out, but Jason had been there and knew the truth.
Jason looked around the now deserted room for a place he could watch from. With fifteen or so girls on their way, the chances of one of them accidentally bumping into him were much greater. His eyes landed upon a line of glass block windows lining the far wall, which allowed light into the room, but because of their thickness and distortion, prevented anyone from seeing inside. Each window section had a fairly deep sill ledge, and was about five feet off the floor. If he could hoist himself upon the farthest sill to the left, he could sit there and have a great view of both the dressing area and the showers.
His first few attempts to get up there were futile, with the ledge being a bit too high and shallow for him to get any leverage. He noticed a large mop bucket sitting along the wall near the shower. Flipping it over, he placed it on the floor beneath the window. Standing on the bucket made the small jump upward easy, and soon he was sitting on his perch, waiting for the team to arrive.
He didn’t have long to wait. Minutes after he got into his spot, the first softball player came in. She was a short Italian looking girl he had seen before. Mary or Marie or something similar. She must have left the practice early, because she was already well undressed before the rest of the team showed up. Marie Tangetti, he finally remembered. Her breasts were smaller than Sam’s, but they sagged a bit more. He decided he like Sam’s better.
When she took off her panties, he expected a full Italian bush of pubic hair, but was shocked to discover she had shaved herself bare down there. He watched her with fascination. He wanted to see a close up of that, but knew that was impossible here. He wondered how many girls his age shaved.
As Marie made her way to the shower area, the last of the girls were coming in. Looking around the room, it was like a smorgasbord. All different kinds of girls, all in various stages of undress. Big girls (these were softball players after all), small girls, large breasts, small breasts, and non-existence breasts. It was too much for him to take in at once. His brain was on overload.
Some of the other girls had shaved pussies like Marie, and some had natural pubes like Sam. It looked to be about half and half. He wasn’t sure which he preferred, deciding he would be happy with either.
One girl caught his eye. He didn’t think he knew her name, but she kind of reminded him of Becky, with a small trim body and largish breasts. But her hair was straight and blonde, where Becky’s was dark brown and swept back. She walked toward the showers with only a towel over her shoulder, and he could see her breasts gently bobbing from the motion. Her pubic patch had been shaved into a narrow vertical strip, and it reminded him of Mr. T’s Mohawk, which caused him to grin.
As she passed him, he could check out her rear, and he thought he had never seen a more perfect ass in his life. He could feel himself getting hard as he watched her soap up, sliding the lather over her slick breasts, and down over her hips and onto the mounds of her ass. He had a fantasy of stepping up behind her in the shower, reaching around and cupping her breasts from behind, and letting his cock slide over that soapy ass.
Other girls were in the shower with her, and he enjoyed watching them too, but his eyes kept coming back to the girl with the nice ass.
He also enjoyed listening to the chatter of the girls, talking about everything from boys to how the team was looking. Someone brought up Danny’s party tonight, and at the mention of his name, there was a twitter of excitement through the room, with many of the girls talking at once. Two of the junior girls were comparing notes on what they would do with him if they got the chance to get him alone tonight.
A girl standing near them, a tall short-haired brunette named Jean, who Jason had a class with, spoke up, “If you’re going to be going after Danny tonight, you might want to have a word with Donna first.”
The attention of the girls turned towards Donna, who happened to be Nice Ass. She was returning from the shower wearing her towel around her, which covered her breasts and hung down just far enough to cover her mohawk.
“What’s this about Danny?” she asked.
“These girls are thinking about hooking up with him tonight,” Jean said, “and I suggested they talk to you first.”
Donna looked at the girls with a raised eyebrow. “Good luck with that.”
One of the girls, a blonde with a nose ring, asked, “Do you think he’d fuck me?”
Donna looked at her again. The girl was sitting naked on the bench in front of her locker. “Spread you legs.”
“Huh?” the girl replied.
“Just do it,” Donna said.
The girl complied.
“Yeah,” Donna said, “you have a pussy. Danny will fuck you.”
All of the girls laughed at this, but Jason noticed Donna wasn’t joining in.
“Have you ever fucked him?” It was the other younger girl.
Jason saw something flash through Donna’s eyes, but she said “Yeah.”
“What was it like?”
“Wonderful,” Donna replied, “I saw shooting stars and fireworks, and I think a unicorn stopped by to watch us.”
“Come on Donna,” Jean said, “tell them the story.”
Donna gave Jean a ‘why are you making me do this?’ look.
“I want to hear about it,” the girl with the nose ring said.
“Ok,” Donna said, removing her towel and sitting on the bench. “It was at last year’s prom, and–”
“You went to the prom with Danny?” the other younger girl blurted.
Donna gave her a scathing glance. “Did I say I went to the prom with him? Just be quiet.”
She continued, “So it was the prom and Danny’s date was that stuck up senior cunt from last year, Sandy Meyers the Prom Queen, who always hated me for some reason.” She began drying her hair with the towel.
“I had gotten in trouble at school a few weeks before, and my punishment was to run the coat check room at the prom. Kind of like a community service deal.”
“What did you get into trouble for?” interrupted the girl again.
Before Donna had a chance to respond, Nose Ring swatted her friend on the arm and said, “Would you shut up? I want to hear this.”
“So, as I was saying, I was working in the coat check room, and the prom was getting close to being over. The Royal Cunt Sandy was accepting her accolades, and sent Danny over to fetch their coats. He came up to me holding two coat tickets and wearing that dumbass grin that fits him well. So I go to the back wall where the coats are hung to get theirs, and I accidentally drop Sandy’s on the floor. Or maybe not so accidentally, I can’t remember.”
“I bent over to pick it up, and Danny must have liked what he saw, because when I turned around, his grin was accompanied by a twinkle in his eye. He’s not really my type, but I saw a chance to dick with the Royal Cuntess.”
“So I twinkled back at him, and he was over the counter in one athletic leap. We knew we didn’t have much time, so he pushed me back into a small room that held some extra coats, threw a few of them on the floor, and laid me down on them.”
Jason could see some of the girls were squirming in their seats.
“He knelt between my legs, opened his pants, and pulled out his already hard dick. I was wearing a short skirt, and he grabbed my ankles and pulled my legs up and back, so I was open for him. I still had my panties on, but I pulled them to one side as he slid that big cock into me.”
“That reminds me girls, if you’re going to fuck Danny, you shouldn’t plan on using your pussies for a few days afterwards. The boy has a lot to give, and mine was sore as hell the next day. And remember we have a game tomorrow, so if I see you out there stumbling around on the field because you still haven’t recovered from Danny’s cock, I’m going to kick your ass.”
The girls giggled.
“Anyway, there we were, rutting on the coat room floor right in the middle of the prom. It didn’t take me long, and I think that set him off. It was all over in a few minutes. We got ourselves together and he grabbed his coats, jumped the counter again, and went off to find the Duchess of Cunterbury. I heard they spent the rest of the night fucking at a hotel, so my hopes of ruining her evening didn’t work out.”
Jason saw that most of the girls in the room were fidgeting. Some were absentmindedly brushing their hands against their breasts.
“So that’s it,” Donna said, “That’s my Danny story. Happy Jean?”
Jean laughed.
Nose Ring spoke up again. “But what if I want to do more than fuck him?”
Donna looked at her. “What do you mean?”
“What if I want more than just to screw him? What if I wanted us to have a relationship?”
Another strange look passed over Donna’s face, and she didn’t respond, but Jean started laughing.
“A relationship with Danny Mazzelli?” Jean said, “Are you joking?”
The girl looked embarrassed.
“Honey,” Jean continued, “better women than you have attempted it, and every single one of them has gone down in flames. Danny is not a relationship kind of guy. Hell, you just heard his prom date let him out of her sight for ten minutes, and he used those ten minutes to fuck another girl. Do you really want to be the one who always has to keep an eye on him?”
“I never thought of it that way,” Nose Ring said.
Jason listened to the girls talk, but his eyes were on Donna. As the others discussed Danny infamous lack of fidelity, her face showed a trace of sadness.
The locker room was almost empty, with only Jean, Donna and Nose Ring remaining. And Jason, of course, still watching from his perch.
Jean was fully dressed, but Donna was still in her panties and no bra. Nose Ring was zipping up her gym bag getting ready to leave. “Wish me luck girls,” she said as she headed for the door.
“Go get him!” Jean said, but Donna only offered a wave.
At the sound of the door closing behind the girl, Jean turned to Donna with a grin. “Well, that was fun.”
Donna didn’t look so happy. “I can’t believe you made me tell that story again.”
“Think of it as therapy,” Jean replied, still smiling. “Lord knows you need it. And I can’t believe you left out the best part.”
“And what part would that be?”
“Don’t play coy with me; you know what I’m talking about. That little kiss Danny planted on you right before he left. Right here.” She reached up and touched Donna on the cheek.
Donna finally smiled.
“Oh yeah,” added Jean, “the ‘He’s not really my type’ line? Nice touch.”
“Like that huh?”
“But seriously Donna, It’s been almost a year. You have to get over this guy. You haven’t been on a date with anyone since. You used to be out on Friday nights with a different one every week.”
“I know,” Donna said with a sigh.
“Because it’s not going to happen, no matter how much you want it to. Did you listen to what I just told Karen? Hoping for a relationship with Danny is like hoping you’re going to grow a third tit. Neither of them is going to happen.”
Donna had to giggle at this. Still topless, she looked down and cupped her breasts, pulling them apart slightly as if imagining a third one between them. “I think I could do it,” she said with a laugh.
“You better not,” grinned Jean, a look coming over her face. “I spend enough time making two of your breasts happy. If you had three, I would never be able to move onto the good stuff.”
Jason’s ears perked up. Whoa, what was this?
Donna smiled. “I’m sure you’d manage. You’ve got one mouth and two hands. I suck at math, but I’m pretty sure that adds up to three.”
“What? And leave your pussy all alone? That would be sad.”
Jason felt himself getting hard. He couldn’t believe this was happening.
As the two girls talked they had slid closer together on the bench until they were next to each other.
“Did your pussy get wet from my story again?” Donna asked.
“You tell me,” replied Jean, and took Donna’s hand, placed it against her inner thigh, and pushed it upward, beneath the hem of her short skirt. Donna’s hand moved upward, out of sight, but Jason could tell by Jean’s reaction when Donna found what she was looking for.
Donna’s arm moved slowly in and out, and Jason realized she was fucking Jean with a finger, maybe more than one.
Jean sighed softly, obviously enjoying the touch of her friend. After a moment, Donna pulled her hand out, and even from where Jason sat, he could see Donna’s first two fingers glistening wetly.
“I guess you did,” Donna said. “I wonder if you still taste as sweet as I remember.” She took her index finger in her mouth and sucked on it. “Mmmm,” she sighed, looking into her friend’s eyes. Removing the finger, she said, “Even sweeter.”
“Want to try some?” She held the other finger up and Jean opened her mouth slightly. Donna touched her finger to the girl’s lips, and slid it inside. Jean sucked on it for a moment, and opened her mouth and licked it, her tongue flicking as it searched for any remaining taste.
Donna moved her hand to behind Jean’s neck, and pulled her down, their lips meeting in a fervent kiss. Jason watched with interest as their tongues explored each other’s mouths, sharing this intimate expression.
Jean’s hand found Donna’s breast, and kneaded it gently. When the nipple grew hard, she pinched it, eliciting a gasp from the smaller girl. Her hand moved lower, tracing over Donna’s stomach. Donna reacted by spreading her legs, inviting the hand between them.
From his viewing angle, he could see Donna’s panty-covered pussy straight on. She was wearing a tiny red thong, with the material barely covered her slit and mohawk, and nothing else. He could see the smooth shaven skin of her puffy outer lips along the edges of the material, and it looked so incredibly soft, he wished he could touch it.
Jean’s fingertips ran softly over the smooth skin, teasing her friend and bringing another gasp from her. Her finger ran down the middle of the cloth, from the top near the elastic waistband, down the center, tracing along the bulge of the lips underneath. They disappeared around the bottom of her mound, then went further, and Donna’s hips jerked visibly in pleasure.
Jean’s hand returned to the front, and with a single flick of her finger, Donna’s panties were moved to one side, and her entire slit was visible. He could see the pink wetness between her lips, and as Jean’s fingers pressed between them, her inner entrance was exposed for him to see.
He wasn’t as close as he had been with Sam, but the view was still outstanding. Jean’s fingers began moving over a certain spot, and Jason decided this must be the clitoris. This was the same spot Sam had touched last night, and he had read it was like touching the front tip of a penis on a man. That felt pretty damn good to him when he did it, so he imagined Donna was enjoying what Jean was doing to her.
And from her moans, he knew he was right. She began rotating her hips in small gyrating movements, her body coming alive in pleasure.
Jean returned her friend’s favor, by removing her fingers from her pussy and bringing them up to Donna’s mouth. Donna sucked at them greedily, licking off every bit as she moaned softly.
Pulling her fingers from between Donna’s lips, Jean looked at them and said with mock sadness, “You didn’t leave any for me. Guess I’m going to have to get some more for myself.” She moved to her knees between Donna’s spread legs.
Jason’s eyes opened wide. His view of Donna’s pussy was now blocked, but he watched as Jean leaned down, put her hands around Donna’s hips for support, and placed her head between her friend’s legs.
Donna reacted immediately, closing her eyes and moaning, her body twitching. He couldn’t see exactly what Jean was doing, but whatever it was, it was having an effect on the blonde. Donna’s hands came down to Jean’s head, her fingers intertwining in the girl’s short black hair, urging her on.
“Oh,” Donna said in a breathless moan, “You’re so good at this baby.”
Jason noticed that from the way Jean was bending over, her dress had ridden up and her panty-covered pussy was peeking out from behind. From his high angle, he couldn’t see it straight on, but it was a nice view anyway. Jean’s asscheeks curved around to make a vee, and within that vee he could see the stretched-smooth triangle of cotton, with a large wet spot in the middle. He wondered how they would react if he jumped down from his seat, grabbed her hips, pushed her panties to one side, and slid his hard cock into her.
From the sounds Donna was making, he knew it wouldn’t be long before she came. Her eyes were closed and her nostrils flared, and her breaths came in short gasps.
“Yes yes yes, I’m there,” she moaned loudly, and her body spasmed violently as she attempted to stifle her involuntary groans. Jason could tell by the pressure of her hands on Jean’s head, that she was holding her friend’s face tight against her pussy, as her hips gyrated in circles. He wondered how Jean could breathe like that, and worried about her.
After a few moments, Donna settled back down, and Jean lifted her head, to Jason’s relief. They kissed again, and this time Donna had to lean down to Jean who was still kneeling between her legs. From behind, Jason couldn’t see their mouths, but from the way Donna was moving her head, it looked like she was licking her friend’s mouth more than kissing her.
Continuing the kiss, Donna’s hand moved back again between Jean’s legs, working underneath her dress. Jean moaned into her mouth, and Jason saw her hips press forward into Donna’s touch, urging her to keep it up. Though Jason’s back was beginning to get sore from being in the same position for so long, he was looking forward to Act II of this little scene.
“Janitor! Anyone in here?” The deep male voice boomed through the room, startling all three occupants. Jason was so surprised he almost fell off of his ledge. Jean and Donna separated with a jerk, and Jean hurriedly sat on the bench, a small distance from her friend. They both wore guilty looks.
Jean came to her senses first, and called out, “Still two of us in here. Give us a couple of minutes please!”
“Sorry ladies,” the deep voice replied, “Take your time.” They could hear the sound of the door closing.
Jean and Donna smiled at each other. “Guess we’ll have to finish this some other time,” Jean said.
“He said take our time,” Donna said hopefully, “I could finish you quickly?”
Jean smiled. “Nah, the mood is gone. You can owe me one.”
Damn, Jason’s mood wasn’t gone. He was really enjoying this.
“I’ll be looking forward to it,” Donna said, and she slid down to where Jean was sitting and they kissed again, tenderly this time.
Donna quickly got dressed, while Jean waited so they could leave together. After they walked out, Jason could hear them talking to the janitor out in the hall, and knew he had to hurry.
Jumping down from the ledge, he made sure not to land on the bucket sitting below, and moved towards the gym door, which was opposite the door the janitor was coming in. He raced across the empty gymnasium floor, feeling a bit like Oscar Benton as he bolted into the boys’ locker room to retrieve his clothes.
Three hours later he was relaxing before a crackling fire, enjoying the scent of it and the surrounding pine forest that encircled Blue Lake. There were several fires going around the edge of the lake, but Jason picked this one because there were only a few other party-goers sitting around it. Despite Danny’s insistence, he wasn’t sure he wanted to come here tonight, thinking he would rather spend the evening trying out the necklace. But his experience in the girl’s locker room had left him sated for the moment, after making a quick masturbatory stop at home, of course.
He would try out the necklace on something new tomorrow, but he brought it with him tonight, just in case. However, he was right about not having an opportunity to use it here. Danny had splurged on a few kegs of beer, and most of the kids were indulging and acting stupid. Jason had tried alcohol a few times, but didn’t really have a use for it. And seeing all the drunken idiots gave him more motivation not to indulge.
When he arrived, he saw Danny in a conversation with Gary Horner, another friend from their youth. Gary and Danny had played sports together as kids, and both were born with the genes and bodies for athletics. But while Danny had stuck with the sports, Gary had gotten involved with a bad crowd, and was in and out of trouble with the law. When he was in ninth grade, his parents decided to move to a neighboring town in order to get him away from the guys he was hanging around with. But that didn’t work out, and Jason had heard rumors Gary had gotten into some major problems there, and had almost gone to jail. So he was back here for his senior year, and he and Danny had become close again.
Although they hung together in the same group as kids, Jason didn’t like Gary that much. He was always arrogant and demeaning, not only towards Jason, but others in their group too. Jason was actually glad when Gary had moved away, and now that he was back, their conversations only consisted of saying hi to each other.
Gary and Danny were talking as Jason arrived, and as he walked by, he heard part of their conversation.
“You want to borrow it again?” Danny said.
“This will be the last time, I promise,” Gary replied, “I’m getting my own next week.”
“Ok,” Danny said, handing Gary something Jason couldn’t make out. “But be careful with it.”
Danny spotted Jason walking by and turned to him. “Jason! You made it!” he shouted and came over to greet his friend.
So, he had relaxed by the fire, sitting on a log bench and taking in the conversations around him. Danny had stopped by a few times, encouraging him to mingle, but he convinced his friend he was happy sitting here and relaxing. Once, Danny brought a girl over to meet him, and she sat and talked with him a bit, but eventually she became disinterested in the conversation and wandered off. By that time, everyone else around him had left for other fires, leaving him alone. Just as well, he thought stoically.
He wondered if Becky was going to show up, but hadn’t seen her yet. Sam wouldn’t have been invited, because she and Danny didn’t get along at all. While she had somehow forgiven Jason for his wrongs during their bad years, Danny hadn’t received the same dispensation. But thinking back, Danny was probably the hardest on her during that time, and Jason was pretty sure he was the one who had come up with Sam’s nickname of Coke Bottles. She knew Jason was good friends with him, but whenever he brought up Danny’s name in her presence, her mouth would tighten and her eyes would become distant, and he eventually learned to avoid the subject.
But he and Danny did talk about Sam. Danny also felt badly about how he had treated her, but all of his efforts to earn her forgiveness had ended in rebuff. So he eventually stopped trying. But he always told Jason he should marry the girl, because if she can forgive him for what they did to her, she can forgive him for anything.
Jason noticed that during his thoughts about Sam, someone had sat down on the bench near him, watching the fire. He turned to see who it was, and was shocked to be looking into the familiar face of Donna.
He must have been staring at her oddly, because she looked at him with a sneer, and said, “What’s wrong with you?”
Jason smiled. A few hours ago he had seen her softer side, both literally and figuratively, but here she was wearing her hard exterior for protection.
“Sorry,” he said, “you surprised me, that’s all.”
“Yeah, because it’s really weird for someone to sit near you at a party?” she said, with a slight trace of sarcasm still in her voice.
“You caught me thinking about someone, and I wasn’t paying attention.”
She seemed to soften at this. “Yeah, and I bet I can guess who.”
“Huh?” he said, wondering what she was talking about.
“Never mind,” she replied, “it’s not important. Hey, you and Danny are good friends, right?”
“Yep, Jason Ramsey is my name,” he said, holding out his hand, “and you are?”
She stared blankly at him. “Are you either drunk or high?” she finally asked.
He sat up straight and looked at her. She looked serious. “No,” he said, “I’m not. Why do you ask?”
“And you seriously don’t know who I am?” she said, irritation in her voice.
He stared at her intently. He could only remember her from the locker room earlier. He was convinced he hadn’t met her before that. They went to a large high school and there were plenty of kids in his class he’d never met.
A horrible thought occurred to him. Oh my god, was she a cousin he haven’t seen since they were kids? Had he been staring at his naked cousin? His stomach lurched. Donna Donna Donna Donna. He ran the name through his mind. Did he have any cousins named Donna? He didn’t think so, but he couldn’t be sure.
He shook his head in bewilderment. “Help me out here. I really can’t remember.” He steeled himself for the worst.
She stood up. “I’m Donna Lomack. We’re in the same History class. Mr. Klemen’s third period. We’ve been in there together all year!”
Relief washed over him. He hadn’t been staring at his cousin’s pussy.
“Oh,” he said, embarrassed, and added without thinking, “Are you sure?” He knew as soon as it left his lips, it was a mistake.
“What do you mean, am I sure?” she said, “You sit two seats in front of me every day. Of course I’m sure.”
“I’m sorry,” he said, his mind confused. He remembered that perfect body from the shower and couldn’t believe he had missed her sitting so close to him every day. “I guess I wasn’t paying attention,” he added, hoping it sounded like an apology.
“Yeah, well that’s because…” she began to say something, but her face softened and she added, “I guess you’re preoccupied.”
“Preoccupied? What would I be preoccupied with?”
“Never mind, it doesn’t matter.”
“Fine,” he said, sitting back and folding his arms.
She stared at him for several moments, “You really don’t remember me?” Her tone was softer now.
He looked back at her. Suddenly he sprang forward. “Donna? Donna Lomack? From third period History? It is you!” He reached out and took her hand and shook it vigorously, giving her a grin.
“Smart ass,” she said, but she laughed.
“Have a seat Donna,” he said, still smiling, “we should catch up on all the memories we’ve shared in History this year.”
She laughed again, and to his surprise, sat down beside him, a little closer than she had been before.
“Ok, ok,” she said, “I’m over the bitter hurt you caused me by not knowing who I was.”
He laughed. “Cool, I don’t think I’ve ever caused a girl to have bitter hurt before. I kinda like how it feels.”
“Oh, I bet you have, Guys are born with that gene.”
He thought about Sam and got a little sad. “Well, I did push a girl off a bike once.”
“There you go, that sounds like a guy. What did she do to earn that?”
“She was following me around.”
“Oh in that case, the bitch deserved it.”
Jason laughed hard. When he finally could catch his breath, he said, “No. She didn’t. But fortunately she’s forgiven me for it.”
“Then you need to marry that girl.”
He looked at her. “You know, that’s the exact same thing Danny always tells me.”
He saw something flicker behind her eyes at the mention of Danny’s name. She hides it well.
“Well you know,” she said, “if there’s one person you should be taking marriage advice from, it’s Danny.”
Jason laughed again. “Never thought of it that way. According to that logic, I should be running as far away from Sam as possible.”
“Sam?”
“Samantha, the girl I was talking about.”
“Oh yeah, I think I know her. Red hair? Very pretty?”
“That’s her,” he replied, but he had never thought of Sam as ‘very pretty’ before.
“So, are you and her?...” Donna let the words trail off.
He looked confused a moment, then got it. “Who, Sam and me? No way, we’re just good friends.”
“I didn’t think so.”
“Huh? What’s that supposed to mean?”
Donna realized how insulting she sounded. “No, I didn’t mean it like that.”
“What’d you mean then?”
She seemed hesitant to answer, “It’s just – it seems like you’re interested in someone else.”
“Huh?”
She smiled. “Do I really have to say it?”
“Say what?” he said, the confusion showing on his face. “I really don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.”
“Come on, it’s obvious to anyone with eyes.”
He stared at her, shaking his head and giving a shrug.
“Becky Johnson?” she said.
His eyes opened wide and his face turned a bright shade of red. He stared at her with shock on his face, and mumbled, “Why would you think that?”
“Because Jason, you sit there and stare at her in history class.”
He was flustered. “I do not.”
She smiled softly. “Of course you do, everyone knows.”
He blanched. “Everyone?”
She gave him a weary expression. “It’s obvious Jason.”
“Everyone?” he repeated.
She finally understood what he was asking, and replied, “Yes, she knows.”
His head hung down, and he held his face in his hands, silent for the moment.
She was quiet along with him, then asked, “Jason, can I ask you a question?”
“Sure,” he said, not lifting his head.
“Have you ever asked yourself why she doesn’t talk to you?”
He turned his head up and looked at her. “What do you mean?”
“Just what I said. Have you ever stopped and thought about why she’s been ignoring you?”
“Isn’t it obvious?”
“Tell me.”
“Look at me. I’m your classic book nerd and she’s the captain of the cheerleaders. Why would she talk to me?”
“Jason, do you think I’m pretty?”
He stared at her, wondering where in the world that question had come from.
When he didn’t answer, she said, “Jason, just say yes before you piss me off.”
“Yes, of course you’re beautiful. As a matter of fact, earlier today I was thinking–” He stopped, realizing he was going to tell her about what went through his mind when he saw her in the shower, and placed a hand over his mouth.
She gave him a puzzled expression, but continued with her train of thought. “Ok, I’m pretty, and I’m talking to you. So why doesn’t Becky?”
He stared at her, his mind working. There was some logic behind her words, but he couldn’t quite grasp what she was getting at.
Finally, he said, “I don’t know. Why do you think she doesn’t?”
Donna looked at him. “I know why she doesn’t, but I’m not going to tell you. That’s something you’re going to have to figure out for yourself.”
“Are you trying to torment me?”
Her arm reached up and rested around his shoulders. “I’m not tormenting you Jason, I’m trying to help you.”
He was silent, trying to digest what she told him. His secret crush wasn’t as secret as he thought it was.
“Can I tell you a secret that might make you feel better?” Donna said.
“Go for it.”
“I have a secret crush too.”
“Is it me?” he said with a grin.
She elbowed him. “Wise ass. I’m trying to be serious here.”
“Ok, sorry. Do I know the guy?” He was going to have to tread carefully here.
“I don’t think so. He’s just some guy.”
“Unlike Becky and me, have you ever talked to him?”
“Yeah, we’ve talked a little. But I’ve never told him how I feel.”
“Why not?”
“Because it’s clear he’s not interested in me that way.”
He wished he could tell her to follow her heart and tell this guy exactly how she felt about him, and it would all work out. But he knew Danny, probably better than anyone, and he wasn’t interested in that kind of thing. For Danny, he was always interested in the next girl, not the one he was with.
“I only have one question for you then,” Jason said.
“What’s that?”
“Does the guy use a seeing-eye-dog, or does he get along with a cane? Because he has to be blind not to be interested in you that way.”
She smiled. “You’re sweet.”
“Ok, serious question now?” he said.
“Go ahead.”
“Why do you like this guy?”
She was quiet, and he wondered if she had ever considered the question before.
“Well,” she finally began, “he is good looking, has a great body, and is fun to be around, but with me, there’s something more than that. Not sure how to explain it, but for every person out there, I believe there’s someone else who fits perfectly with them, as if they were broken off.”
“Broken off?”
“Let’s say you had a china plate, and you broke it in half. If you took those two pieces and put them together, they would fit perfectly. Every nook and crevice of each would be filled by the other. A perfect seam. If you took two halves from two different plates, you might be able to shove them together, put some glue on them, and call it a plate, but it wouldn’t be the same. I don’t want to be that – glued together with someone and called a plate. I want to find my broken off piece.”
“And you believe this guy is it?”
“In my heart I do. I don’t know how I know it, and I don’t expect anyone to believe it, but you asked, and that’s my honest answer.”
Jason was silent for a while, thinking. Finally, he said, “I’ve never heard love described that way, but it’s perfect.” He desperately wanted to add that she shouldn’t worry – her broken off piece will eventually discover her – but he didn’t want to lie to the girl.
They sat quiet for a few minutes, watching the fire. Suddenly Jason said, “Wait a minute! I get it! Good looking? Great body? Fun to be with? It is me isn’t it? I’m telling you Donna, I’ll dump Becky in a second if you want me to.”
Donna laughed. “Only problem with that is, in order to dump her you’d have to actually talk to her.”
“Ouch!” Jason laughed and leaned back on the bench, clutching his chest and grinning. “Here I am trying to help you and you’re stabbing me in the heart.”
She laughed again, and leaned back against his shoulder. “We certainly are the pair, aren’t we?”
“I guess,” he said, wondering how it was possible he and this beautiful girl would have something like this in common.
They sat there for several moments, taking a break from the conversation and enjoying the silence. From one of the other fires came a whoop that sounded a lot like Danny. The both laughed.
“Sounds like Danny is having some fun,” she said.
“He does do that very well, doesn’t he? He’s the same since I met him back in third grade.”
She looked at him skeptically. “Same since the third grade huh?”
“Yep,” he replied, “The same. Although, he does seem to get laid more often now than back then. Not a whole lot more, but there’s been an increase.”
Donna laughed hard at this, and had to lean on him for support.
“So,” she said after a bit, “Danny’s never had a serious girlfriend?”
She had said it casually, but Jason knew how important it was to her. He wished he had better news for her.
“Nope. Danny has never used the words serious and girl in the same sentence.”
She was silent for a moment, then said, “So, you’re telling me the only steady relationship Danny has ever been in has been with you?”
He pulled back from her. “What?” he said sharply. “What did you say?”
“Relax,” she said, a grin appearing at the edges of her lips, “don’t get your testicles in a twist. I’m just fucking with you.”
Jason shook his head at her, smiling back. “You know, I was enjoying a perfectly fine evening here before you showed up.”
“Is that your coy way of asking me to leave?”
“Nah, you may as well stick around now. My night’s already ruined.”
She laughed again. “You know Jason, you have a great personality under that shyness. You should let it out more often.”
“Well, you know what they say. When the sun goes down, the moon gets a chance to shine.”
She gave him a questioning look, but before she could say anything, Jason interrupted.
“And look at that, right on cue, the sun appears.” He gestured toward the path, where Danny was approaching, singing a loud song with a girl on each arm. Looking closely, he recognized Nose Ring and her friend. He and Donna stood, and he took a quick glance at her to see how she was taking this, but she’d obviously had a lot of practice hiding her true feelings for Danny, because he couldn’t see any trace of pain in her eyes.
“Jason, my man!” Danny exclaimed, “You having some fun? I see you found someone to talk to–” He paused momentarily when he saw it was Donna. “Donna? Well, aren’t you two the odd couple?” He grinned at them.
“Jason and I have been getting to know each other – really well,” Donna purred, and stepped closer to Jason, putting her arm around his waist.
Danny glanced back and forth between them, looking puzzled. “Really?”
“No, you gullible goof,” Donna said, “Not everyone is like you and fucks at the drop of a hat.”
Danny roared at this, and came over and hugged them both. “Or the drop of a coat, huh Donna?” and he winked at her.
Jason couldn’t be certain in the low light of the fire, but he was pretty sure Donna was blushing.
Their conversation was interrupted by the loud “WHOOP WHOOP “of a siren, and a police car with its red and blue roof lights blazing raced into the parking lot, skidding to a stop in the gravel.
“Uh oh,” Danny said, “looks like trouble. I better go check it out.”
He hurried off in the direction of the police car, and the rest of the group followed, Donna and Jason walking side by side.
A loud female voice was heard throughout the clearing. “Ok, who’s in charge here?”
“I am ma’am,” Danny replied courteously, as he reached the officer.
Jason recognized the woman. She was Officer Lobeaux, also known as Mrs. Lisa Lobeaux, the mother of Robin Lobeaux, his sister’s best friend. Officer Lobeaux was the local hard-ass cop, who liked to hassle the teenagers no matter what they were doing. According to his sister, she was the same way at home, ordering her family –including her husband – around like they were subordinates. It got so bad, Jenny refused to hang out there anymore, and Robin had been spending a lot of time at their house lately.
“Do you have a permit to use this property?” Officer Lobeaux demanded.
“No ma’am,” he answered, “I didn’t know we needed one.”
“Young man,” she barked, “ignorance of the law is not an excuse.”
“Well, I…” he began.
“Is there alcohol being served here?” she asked, interrupting him.
“Just a couple of kegs of beer. See, I wanted to celebrate–”
“Shut up boy,” she snapped, “do you know it’s a crime to serve alcohol to minors in this state?”
“Well, technically I didn’t serve anyone. They came up and got their own.”
Her mouth grew tight and she stepped closer to him, her large breasts almost poking him in the chest. She ominously removed her nightstick from its holster on her belt. “Are you being a smart ass, son?”
“No ma’am,” he replied, but he was fighting hard to suppress a grin.
Jason tried to signal his friend, to let him know to be serious.
Officer Lobeaux smacked the club loudly into her other hand. “Yes, I do believe you’re being a smart ass. And you know what? I can’t stand smart asses, especially when they’re jock punks like you.”
“Honest officer, I’m not being a smart ass. I promise. In fact, I’m actually more of a dumb ass. Ask my friend Jason over there, he’ll verify I’m a dumb ass.”
Jason’s face went white. He shook his head violently to let his friend know not to get him involved.
But Officer Lobeaux ignored him anyway. Her hand shot out and grabbed Danny by the collar. “You need to come with me son. I’ll show you what we do with smart asses like you.” She began dragging him towards the path that led up into the woods.
“Hey!” Jason shouted, “Where are you taking him?”
Officer Lobeaux turned and glared at him with piercing eyes. “That’s none of your business son, and if you, or any of your friends here,” she turned her angry gaze on the crowd, “decide to follow us, you’ll be spending the night in lockup along with your buddy here, and your parents will be facing a hefty fine. Just stay here.”
With that, they moved up the path, and disappeared into the darkness.
Jason couldn’t believe what he had seen. She was going to hurt his friend, and he couldn’t let that happen. His hand rubbed over the necklace in his pocket.
He sidled unnoticed to the edge of the clearing and slipped into the pine trees, entering the darkness. The ground was covered with a thick layer of soft pine needles, and he was able to move soundlessly. When he worked his way around to the path the pair had taken, he decided it was time to go invisible. He placed the necklace around his neck, and stripped quickly, hiding his clothes and shoes behind a log.
The path was rough on his bare feet, but the needles helped and he was able to make good time. Soon he could hear the sound of Officer Lobeaux’s voice up ahead. He hoped he wasn’t too late.
He wasn’t sure what he was going to do if she was beating on Danny with the club. While he had the advantage of not being seen, she looked pretty tough and was probably trained in fighting. He decided to worry about that if it came to it.
By the sound of her voice, they were in a small clearing just ahead. He moved slower now, not wanting to make any noise. He could see them. They were standing face to face, and she was doing most of the talking. Jason moved closer until he was about fifteen feet away at their side, behind a small bolder. He could see both of them clearly in the bright moonlight. Crouched in a ready position, he was poised to leap into action at the first sign of her abusing his friend.
She was still holding the club, and was speaking directly into his face.
“You’re in a lot of trouble son,” she said.
“Really?” Danny replied. He was grinning broadly.
Jason couldn’t believe he was being so cavalier.
“Yes really. I could use this club on you.”
Danny laughed. “Kinky.”
Jason gaped.
“Or, I could arrest you and put you in cuffs.”
“Even kinkier,” Danny said still smiling, and added, “What are the charges?”
“Well, for starters, there’s possession of a concealed weapon.” She reached out and grabbed his crotch, squeezing the obvious bulge there.
Jason had to hold his hand over his mouth to prevent an audible gasp.
Danny laughed again. “You got me there officer. Guilty as charged. But maybe you better examine the weapon in question to make sure.”
“Oh Danny,” she moaned, “It’s been so long. I’ve missed you so much.” She knelt down in front of him, deftly pulled his zipper down and reached into his pants.
Jason felt dizzy. How could this be happening? He felt like he was dreaming.
“You’re late Lisa,” Danny said, “I expected you an hour ago.” He removed her police cap, exposing her shoulder-length blonde hair, and placed the hat on his own head, tipped at a jaunty angle.
“I know Danny,” she replied meekly, “but the captain was being a prick, and I had to do some paperwork before I could leave. But I want you to know my pussy was getting wet for you the whole time. Do you want to check?”
Jason’s vision swam in front of him. For the first time since he received his gift from Malchediel, he wasn’t sure he could handle it. Maybe it was better not to know these secrets about people.
“Later baby,” Danny said, “just suck me now. I’ve been looking forward to you too.”
She had finally worked his cock out of his pants, and immediately took it into her mouth, ovaling her lips around it. Her head began to bob, working it deep and then back out, where she paused to flick her tongue over the head.
When she first pulled his dick out, it was semi hard, but as her mouth worked on it, it grew stiffer and larger. Donna hadn’t been exaggerating about its size. The damn thing was huge. When they had gone skinny-dipping at this lake with their friends when they were kids, Jason hadn’t noticed anything out of the ordinary – not that he was looking.
“Did I do a good job before Danny?” she said, taking a break from her cock sucking. “In front of those kids? Do you think I convinced them?
“You did wonderful baby.”
“You didn’t mind that punk jock comment, did you Danny?”
He smiled. “That was a bit over the line Lisa, so next time we meet at the motel, I’m going to have to punish you for it.”
She squealed with delight, and went back to work on his cock, her lips sliding tightly up and down its length, making it slick with her saliva.
His friend’s eyes closed and his head tilted back in obvious pleasure as Officer Lobeaux worked on his hard shaft. Her mouth made wet sucking noises as her lips stretched around his wide girth. Despite the shock of this role reversal, Jason found himself becoming aroused by what he was watching. He imagined what it would feel like to have this woman’s lips around his dick.
“Play with my tits Danny,” the woman gasped, “you know how I like it.”
“What’s the magic word, Officer Lobeaux?” Danny said, with small gasps of pleasure in his voice.
“Please Danny. Please play with my tits.”
He reached down and began unbuttoning her tight gray uniform shirt. Jason thought that if she had taken a deep breath, the buttons would have popped off on their own. The shirt opened to reveal a pink colored bra underneath, with her voluminous breasts bulging out above the line of frilly lace running along the top edge.
Danny’s hands slid down between her skin and the satin material of the bra, and he cupped her tits in his hands, giving them a hard squeeze. She moaned deeply around his cock in response, as her hips made small gyrating movements.
His friend pulled upward, and both of her breasts popped out over the bra. Jason’s eyes were wide. Her breasts were much larger than Sam’s, and although their weight made them sag slightly, he wished he could touch them
Danny’s hands were rough on her, pinching her nipples tightly and twisting them savagely. Jason knew it had to be painful to the woman, but with each abuse she emitted a loud moan from deep in her throat, obviously enjoying it.
“That’s it Danny,” she said, taking deep breaths, “Oh, my pussy is soaked.”
“Do you want to play with it baby?” Danny asked.
“Oh yes Danny, I want that very much.”
“Then ask me.”
“Please Danny,” she said, her breath coming in short gasps, “can I play with my cunt?”
“Are you going to suck my cock real nice?”
“Yes baby. I’m going to suck it until you spurt your delicious cum into the back of my throat.”
“Then what are you going to do next?” His hands were still working on her breasts, pinching and twisting.
“I’m going to swallow it. All of your sweet juice.”
“Oh, that’s so nice Lisa,” Danny groaned. “Ok baby, play with your pussy. Make it feel good.”
“Thank you Danny,” she moaned, and the head of his cock disappeared into her mouth once again. Her hand moved down between her legs, yanked down her zipper and snaked inside. Pulling aside her panties, her fingers found what they were searching for, and a contented groan came from her throat.
Her hand worked furiously in her crotch, as she pleased both herself and the hard prick that was sliding in and out of her mouth. Jason could hear slick wet sounds as her fingers rapidly strummed over her clit, and her hips jerked against the touch.
Danny’s eyes closed again as he concentrated on the pleasure she was giving him. His hips began a small rocking motion, matching her movements, fucking into her mouth as she slid her lips down the thick shaft. Her spit covered his tight skin and made it shiny, and some of it ran down to his balls, where it dripped off in long stringy strands.
Jason’s eyes were wide as he watched this sexual animal of a woman in action. She was completely oblivious to everything except the pleasure she was giving and getting. Eyes closed, her face had a rapturous expression as the cock sawed in and out, her lips providing a tight seal up and down his shaft, with her tongue working on the underside. Their rhythm was slowly building, and Danny’s moans were getting louder, and Jason knew they were both getting close.
One of Danny’s hands left Lisa’s breasts and moved up to hold the back of her head. His fingers tightly gripped her hair, and once again, Jason saw her react with pleasure instead of pain. Danny held her head in place as his hips picked up a faster rhythm, his cock thrusting deep into her mouth, and sliding back out, until just the rim of his cock head still remained between her lips, and then back deep again, in a swift violent thrust. It had switched from her sucking him, to him fucking her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed and expanded, working to keep up with his increased intensity.
Her hand picked up speed also, and her body was jerking with small spasms as her pleasure grew. She was making a low “uh uh uh” sound; an involuntary primal grunt, which Jason found especially exciting.
Danny’s breathing was ragged, very close, his hips whipsawing and fucking Lisa’s mouth with blurring speed. A low groan began deep in him, and built to a loud pleasurable sob as his hips locked, his hand gripping her tighter as he pulled her against him, planting his cock deeply into the back of her throat, and jetted his hot cum into her.
At the same time, Lisa reached her breaking point, her fingers thrashing over her clit, and her body visibly racking with spasms as her orgasm bolted through her.
Jason watched her face. I was filled with pleasure as her eyes closed and her lips stretched in a circle around the root of Danny’s cock as it pulsed its load into her. A trickle of white appeared at the edge of her mouth, and flowed down onto her chin, dripping off onto the ground.
Jason loved Saturdays. He was able to sleep in, and after a few morning chores around the house, the rest of the day was his. With the necklace, this weekend promised to be extra special.
This morning he had woken up with an extra bounce in his step, with the memories of the night before fresh in his mind. His new ability was opening his mind up to experiences he had never thought of before. The scene between Danny and Officer Lobeaux had blown him away. Though he wasn’t sure he could look at either of them the same way again.
After cleaning his room, and arranging the stuff in the garage, he was finishing mowing the front lawn when he caught a movement out of the corner of his eye. Looking over, he noticed Sam and her mother getting their car ready to go somewhere. Her mother went back inside, but Sam noticed him watching. She smiled and waved, motioning for him to come over.
He turned off the mower and headed across, his white wife-beater not hiding much of his sweat covered chest and arms. The effect wasn’t lost on Sam, and he noticed her eyes on his body as they met at the fence.
“You’re looking good today Jason,” she said with an appreciative smile.
“I feel grimy,” he said, embarrassed by the way she was looking at him.
“Grimy is good sometimes,” she replied.
Speaking of looking good, she was looking especially sexy today, with short cutoff jeans, and an orange tank top that hugged the curves of her breasts and left her midriff bare. The lines of her bra were visible underneath, and his mind wandered as he wondered if it was the same bra she had been wearing two nights ago.
“You’re not looking too bad yourself, Sam,” he heard himself saying, and immediately reddened.
But she beamed from the compliment, her face lighting up with a smile.
“You guys heading out somewhere?” he asked, nodding towards the car.
“Yeah, mom and I are going to the Mall. It’s our Saturday morning ritual.”
Mrs. Scott came back out of the house. He noticed she still looked pretty good for her age, and if Sam had inherited her genes, she was lucky. He realized he was thinking about Mrs. Scott as a woman for the first time in his life. He wondered what had brought that on, and recalled Mrs. Lobeaux from last night. Oh my god. His mind began slipping towards wondering what Mrs. Scott looked like giving a blowjob. No no no no he repeated internally, until the image faded away.
“Good morning Jason,” Mrs. Scott said politely, coming up to where Sam and he were standing, “What have you been up to?”
Jason had been her favorite as a small boy. She enjoyed his daily visits to play with Sam, and she would always make sure to have plenty of the snacks he liked. But that had changed during the bad years. Too many occurrences of her daughter coming home crying and heartbroken had hardened her heart against him. Now, she was polite to him because Sam had asked her to be, but there was no warmth behind it. Jason understood why.
“Not much Mrs. Scott,” he answered.
“Sam,” she said, “when I was in the house, I got a call from Aunt Carol. Grandma is having trouble with her pipes again, and I have to call and arrange a plumber for her. It’s probably going to take a while, so you have about forty-five minutes before we leave.”
“No problem Mom. I think I’ll go for a walk.”
Mrs. Scott turned and went back into the house.
Sam turned to Jason. “Hey, you want to walk with me? I got something weird to tell you.”
“Weird?”
“Yeah. Wanna go?”
Normally he would have tried to get out of a walk with Sam. But after his experience with her two nights ago, she seemed different to him. He actually found himself looking forward to talking to her.
“If you don’t mind me looking like this, sure.”
“Not at all,” she said, and he noticed her taking another look at his body.
“Ok, give me a minute to finish that last strip of grass and put the mower away.”
A few minutes later they were heading off, planning to take a long route around the neighborhood that would bring them back in time.
“So, what’s this weird thing you want to tell me about?” Jason asked.
“The other night, after we talked out in front of my house, I had a dream about you.”
His eyes widened. “A dream? What kind of dream?” Normally he wouldn’t have cared if Sam had dreamed about him, but, in light of what happened, he was curious.
“It was the strangest thing. It wasn’t like a normal dream where you do stuff.”
“What was it about?”
“Well, like I said, it was weird. I was lying in my bed sleeping, and you were there, watching over me. Protecting me.”
Jason couldn’t speak.
“It’s hard to explain,” she continued, “but it made me feel safe, knowing you were there safeguarding me.”
“That is weird.” He couldn’t think of anything else to say.
“Yeah, but I liked it. It was very nice.”
Jason decided to go with a joke. “Were you wearing those pink pajamas? The ones with the feet I used to tease you about when we were little? Remember I called you Peter Cottontail?”
Sam laughed. “I remember. But no, I wasn’t wearing those. I was–” and she paused and a blush came to her cheeks.
“What?”
“I wasn’t wearing anything,” she finished, and the blush deepened.
He reddened also, but said, “So wait, in your dream you’re lying naked on the bed, and I’m watching over you, and nothing happens?”
“You were sweet. You even pulled the covers up over me and tucked me in.”
He stared at her, speechless again. Was it possible she had been awake and knew he was there somehow? That was highly unlikely, considering what she did in front of him.
“So, um, where was I watching you from?”
“I don’t know. That was weird too. It was like you were there but you weren’t actually there.”
Jason felt the sudden urge to change the subject away from him. She was getting too close to the truth. He blurted out the first thing that came to mind.
“So were you just dreaming you were naked, or were you actually na…?” Halfway through the sentence he realized what he was saying, and his voice trailed off. He grimaced inwardly. What an idiot.
He peeked over and saw Sam giving him a funny look. But she was smiling too, which was a good sign.
He thought she was going to say something, but she just kept grinning at him and giving him that look.
Finally, he said, “What?”
“Jason Clark Ramsey, you’re in big trouble!”
He began laughing. She used to say that to him all the time when they were little. She had heard his mom say it to him once when they came home covered with mud from one of their adventures in the woods, and it stuck with her. She would say it to him when they were playing Go Fish and she had most of the cards. Or when he would burp real loud after drinking a Coke, which was usually followed by her mom stopping by to sternly remind him of his manners.
“I had forgotten all about that,” he said, still smiling. “You could imitate my mom perfectly.”
“I can still hear her yelling at you. We were both covered in mud, including in our hair, and we came walking home without the slightest idea we would get in trouble for it.”
“That was your fault.”
“My fault?”
“Yeah, don’t you remember? We were at the stream and it was really muddy because it had rained, and you said you had overheard your mom talking about going to a spa and getting a mud bath. So we looked at all that mud and decided, who needs a spa?”
She grinned. “Oh yeah. I do remember now. Seemed like a good idea at the time.”
“They always did, didn’t they? Like the time we put your mom’s fur coat in the washing machine.”
“Yeah,” she said, “or when we called 911 because we heard your parents in their bedroom and we thought they were hurt.”
Jason grimaced. “Took me years to block that one from my memory, but thanks for reminding me.”
Sam laughed. “Sorry about that.”
“I think it was after that one our parents got together and put up the fence between our yards. Guess they figured everyone was safer with us separated.”
She giggled. “I think they were right.”
They walked a little while without talking, then she said, “Both.”
“Both?”
“The answer to your question is both,” she said, grinning.
Jason remembered his question and blushed.
“Um, so, is that like usual for you?”
“No, I usually wear the pink pajamas with the feet in them.”
He laughed. “Still got those huh?”
“But to answer your question, Mr. Curious, no, that’s not usual for me. I had taken a shower and was tired from the yard work, so I lay down to rest a bit and the next thing I knew I was asleep.”
His mind flashed back to what she had really done before falling asleep, and he looked over at her. He got the feeling she was thinking about it too.
When he looked at her, he couldn’t help but recall Donna’s description of her. Very pretty. At this moment, he had to agree with her. He had always seen Sam as that little girl who was his playmate, even as she got older and began to change. But what he had seen the other night had shaken that old image loose, and now he was seeing things he had missed.
They came to an intersection, and as they crossed the street, Jason noticed a car heading their way. Without thinking, he took Sam’s hand and hurried her across. When they reached the sidewalk, he looked down and noticed what he had done, and let her hand go. What was that? He looked to see her reaction, but she just wore a contented smile.
They were getting close to their street, and as they passed a bench, he asked, “Can we stop here for a minute?”
She looked curious, but said, “Sure.”
They sat and Jason collected his thoughts. He’d been thinking of telling her this for a while, and wanted to get it right.
“Sam,” he began, “during the time when we weren’t friends, I did some really mean things to you, and I want to apologize.”
She smiled softly. “Jason, you were a boy, and I was a pesky girl hanging around. I think there’s a law of nature that states that boys have to be mean to girls at that age.”
He shook his head. “No, it’s different than that. Most boys and girls didn’t have the friendship we had. And I was cruel to you even though the only thing you wanted was to continue that friendship. When I think about some of the things we – I – did to you, I’m ashamed.”
She was quiet for a moment before replying. “It did hurt. But I always knew there was something special between us. I knew we would eventually find each other again.”
“And you were right. Here we are, friends again.”
“Yeah, friends.” She smiled, but there was something behind her eyes and he knew he had said something wrong.
It was his turn to pause and think. He decided to step off the ledge. “There’s a painting in the library above the staircase – a Monet I believe – and I walked by it for years thinking it was only blobs of color. Then one day in Art class we were going over classical paintings, and it was one of them. The teacher talked about what the painting meant, and what all the objects in it symbolized. The next time I was at the library I saw it in a whole new light.”
She looked at him, her brow furrowing.
“It’s the same way with people,” he continued. “You see them one way for years, and then something happens and you see something in them you hadn’t before.”
She looked at him. “Jason, are you talking about us?”
“I’ve always seen you as a friend Sam, and I still do. But something happened recently where I’m beginning to see you differently.”
“Differently? How?”
“Well,” he hesitated, “To me, you were always my friend who happened to be a girl. But lately, I’ve been thinking a lot about the girl aspects of it.”
She smiled. “The girl aspects? I was wondering if you were going to notice.”
He blushed. “I’m slow but I’m not blind.”
She laughed. “So Jason, what have you been thinking about my girl aspects?”
He grinned. “I think I’ll take the fifth on that question.”
She was about to respond when a car horn gave a short beep. They looked up to see her mom pulling up to the curb.
“Sam,” she said, “I finished faster than I thought. You ready to go?”
“One second Mom,” Sam replied, and turned back towards Jason. “We’ll continue this later Mister. You’re not getting off this easy.”
Jason laughed. “Looking forward to it.” And he meant it.
“You want to do something later?” she asked.
“Sure. How about we go somewhere and talk some more?”
“Angelo’s?” she said. “We could meet at my place around eight o’clock, and walk down?”
“It’s a date.”
She beamed at him. He thought her eyes looked amazing.
“Later,” she said, and hopped off the bench and went to the car. She looked happy, and he wasn’t feeling so bad himself.
He watched the car disappear down the street, and his last words came back to him. Huh, he thought, I guess it really is a date.
Jason decided to spend the rest of his morning looking for another adventure to have with the necklace. But after his experience with Danny and Officer Lobeaux last night, he was in the mood for something a little more normal. Maybe a walk around his block, to see what he could find? He considered whether he should go with clothes on and take the necklace in his pocket, or go nude wearing the necklace. Concluding that it might be tough to find somewhere to disrobe, he chose the latter. It was a nice morning, but not too hot, and he would be comfortable without clothes. He was getting used to this.
He walked around his block, but didn’t see anything interesting. Mostly it was people out in their yards doing lawn work, or heading out in their cars. As he came back around to near where his house was, he thought his search was going to be fruitless.
But two doors before his house and across the street, he came to the Raders’ house, where Tom and Beth Rader lived. They were a young couple, barely married a year, and had moved into the neighborhood last spring, right after they were wed. Jason had met them last summer when Tom hired him to cut their grass a few times when he was out of town on extended business trips. They were both in their mid-twenties; much closer to Jason’s age than his parents. Athletic and in shape, they were frequently down at the park playing tennis with each other.
He sometimes heard his parents talking about them when they thought Jason couldn’t overhear, and their nickname for the Raders was ‘the rabbits.’ Jason wasn’t quite sure what they meant by this, until one day last summer he was standing inside his front screen door, while his parents were sitting together outside on the porch swing. The Raders were out in their yard, where Tom was trimming the hedges and Beth was weeding the flowers. Halfway through the hedges, Tom walked over to where Beth was kneeling in the flowerbed, leaned down, and kissed her on the back of the neck. She stood up, turned around, and they hugged. Tom took her by the hand and led her into the house.
His parents obviously didn’t know Jason was standing within earshot, because his mother said, “There go the rabbits again.”
His father chuckled. “I remember those days.”
“I don’t think we ever fucked as much as those two do,” his mother said, “They’re on each other every minute of the day.
Jason thought his ears were going to bleed. Did he really just hear his mom say that? He backed quickly and quietly away from the door, vowing never to eavesdrop on his parents again.
As he approached the Rader house, luck was with him. Their car was turning into their driveway, and from the way they were dressed it looked like they were returning from tennis in the park. He knew he had to move quickly, so he turned and followed the car up the driveway. The garage door was opening, and the car slipped under it. Jason came in right after them, with the door rolling down behind him.
He stood there in the corner watching them get out of the car and enter their house through a side door.
He heard Beth say, “You put the racquets away and I’ll get the shower going.”
They closed the door behind them, and Jason waited a few minutes before he tried to open it. Slipping through, he tried to orient himself inside the house. He located the staircase near the front door and crept up to the second floor. At the top of the stairs to the side was the bathroom, and he could hear a shower running. The door was open and he peeked inside.
What a wonderful view was awaiting him. Beth was already naked, and she was bending over the tub, placing the shower mat into it. He had the perfect view of her ass, and could clearly see her furry pussy lips under it. They looked so inviting, he was mesmerized.
He was so enraptured, he almost didn’t hear the noise from behind him. Moving quickly, he was barely able to move to the side as Tom walked by him. They were so close he could feel the air move past his skin as Tom went by. Jason’s heart began to beat rapidly, as he realized he had been that close to being discovered.
Tom, who was also naked, must have been enjoying the same view as Jason, because he came up behind Beth, grabbed her hips, and pressed himself against her ass.
“Tommy,” she giggled, “you almost knocked me over.”
“I got ya babe,” he said, and he was right. He held her ass firmly against his groin, and she couldn’t have fallen if she had tried. She was a petite woman, but with a firm build and strong lean lines. Her breasts were small and round, which Jason had only seen through her thin tops she usually wore. He couldn’t wait for her to stand up so he could see them in the flesh.
Tom was tall, but also lean and muscular. Whenever they stood next to each other, which was often, she only came up to his chest.
During those times when Jason had cut their grass, and he was in the yard with Beth alone in the house, he had fantasized about her. He had heard those stories about housewives seducing teenage boys, and had imagined what could happen between Beth and him. Unfortunately, nothing ever did, and the only interaction they had was when she would occasionally bring him out some lemonade. Or maybe that should be fortunately, because seeing Tom’s muscles, he really didn’t want to be on the wrong end of that ass kicking.
Finally, Tom let her go, and she stood up, turned around and put her arms around his waist. Her breasts were small, but they were perfectly shaped, nice and round with small nipples. Tom’s hands slid down to the small of her back, and further down to her ass, cupping it and pulling her against him. She tilted her head back as he bent down, and they kissed deeply. Jason watched and became aroused.
After a moment, they separated and stepped into the shower, sliding the glass shower door shut behind them.
The view through the glass was a bit distorted due to the water cascading against it, but he could still make out most of what was going on. They began with another kiss, but moved apart and soaped themselves. He watched her spread the lather over her cute breasts, and stared intently as she turned and allowed the shower spray to rinse them off.
Meanwhile, Tom had begun to wash his cock. It was already half hard from their passionate kisses, but as he stroked the lather over it, it stiffened further. Beth turned around from her rinsing and saw what he was doing. She playfully slapped his hand away, and said, “Hey, that’s my job.”
She took the bar of soap and built up some lather in her hands, and reached down and wrapped them around him, giving him a squeeze. She began a stroking motion, which quickly brought him to full stiffness. Her hands were twisting as they moved, each in an opposite direction, and Tom looked like he was thoroughly enjoying the effect. His hands found her breasts and squeezed them, and the pleasure of his touch appeared on her face.
They finally pulled apart and finished rinsing. Turning the shower off, they stepped out and began drying, and Tom’s cock was stiff and bobbing with every motion. Beth playfully grabbed at it, as he laughed and swung it out of her reach.
Grinning, she tried a different strategy. Moving close to him, she placed her hands up on his shoulders and hopped, pulling herself up onto him and wrapping her legs around his waist. As she clung to him, he reached down and cupped her ass cheeks, holding her up. They kissed again, this time their lips at the same level, and Tom began walking.
Jason had to move out of the way again, and they walked past him, Tom carrying her easily down the hall and into an open door. After a second, Jason heard the faint sound of bedsprings compressing.
He followed them slowly, wanting to keep quiet. When he rounded the corner to the room, he was surprised to see Tom had already entered her.
From his viewpoint behind them, Jason had a perfect view of the action. They were on the bed, Beth on her back, and he had his hands hooked behind her knees and was pressing them back near her shoulders. Jason gave her high marks for flexibility. Her position caused her pussy to tilt up, which gave a straight angle for his cock to enter her. Tom was on his knees, and he was using a rolling motion of his hips to piston in and out of her. Jason was fascinated by how her pussy lips stretched around his slick hard shaft as it slid into her.
“Baby,” Tom said, his breathing becoming quicker, “you got me too worked up in the shower. I’m not going to last much longer.”
Beth gasped her reply. “It’s ok Tommy. Fuck me hard until you come.”
Tommy did as she asked, increasing his pace and slamming his hips down into hers, over and over, their bodies making a slapping sound where they struck together.
Tom let out a groan and arched his back in pleasure, pressing his hips tightly against her groin, burying himself completely inside of her. Beth raked her fingernails lightly over his back and ass as he came, smiling up at him. Her eyes watched the pleasure on his face fade into contentment, and then he relaxed down into her arms. He let go of her knees and her legs came down around him, still holding him to her. Lying like that for a few moments, they shared soft whispers and kisses, as his breathing returned to normal.
He lifted himself off, lay down beside her, propped himself up on one elbow, and said, “Tell me what you want baby.”
Beth smiled up at him, and seemed to consider her options. Finally she decided. “I want your hands on me.”
“Our favorite position?”
“Of course.”
Jason’s curiosity was piqued.
Tom moved up the bed and sat with his back against the headboard, spreading his legs with his knees up. Beth scooted up to him and sat between his open legs, her back against his chest. Her legs imitated his – spread with knees high. But her feet were flat on the mattress, which spread her pussy to both Tom’s touch and Jason’s gaze. Her lips were slightly open and wet with their combined fluids.
Tom cupped her breasts from behind and nuzzled at her neck. She sighed and leaned back into him, her body relaxing. One hand slid down over her tummy, and he ran a pair of fingers up her wet slit. Jason could tell when he reached her clit, because her body twitched in response.
Jason expected Tom to make her come quickly with fast strokes of his fingers. But what he saw instead surprised him. Tom started with a slow rhythm, caressing her clit with his fingers in lazy circles. She was completely relaxed, surrendering her body to his touch. Minutes went by, and Tom stayed with his deliberate pace. Beth’s eyes were closed, and her breathing was light, accompanied by occasional soft moans.
Tom’s other hand alternated between her nipples, squeezing them gently. He kissed her ear softly, whispering words into it that Jason couldn’t make out.
Jason had never seen or imagined anything like this. Their earlier fucking is what he expected sex to be – hard and quick and explosive. But this was gentle and slow, and he could actually see Tom’s love for Beth in the way he held and touched her. Beth had surrendered herself to his touch, but he had also surrendered himself to her pleasure. Every movement he made was done with the intent of making her feel good. It dawned on Jason that what he was seeing was the difference between having sex and making love. These two were in love and were expressing it with their bodies.
Beth’s body was a bit more active now, with small twitches and spasms fluttering over her, and her rate of breathing had increased slightly. Tom maintained his rhythm, bringing her along in small increments, acting as if he had all day to spend doing this to her.
“Yes baby Yes,” she whispered softly. “I’m getting close baby.”
Her hips began a slight rolling motion, moving in concert with his finger. Tom’s cum was now leaking out of her, a slow white stream dribbling from between her inner lips, down the crease of her ass, and onto the sheet.
Her breathing was steady, in and out, building momentum as the minutes passed. It had begun as a whisper through her slightly parted lips, but was now a soft moan with each exhale. Her hands moved over the skin of his legs on either side of her, with small twitches in her fingers as if looking for a place to hold onto. She found it, and clutched him above the knees, and the tightening of the muscles in her arms showed that she was holding on tightly.
Louder moans accompanied each short breath now, and her body was convulsing with tiny jerks, Jason could tell she was right there, ready to explode.
And still Tom kept his slow rhythm, his fingers patiently pushing her pleasure onward, inching her a little bit at a time towards the edge.
Suddenly she was there. Her body arched in his arms as if someone had zapped her with a defibulator. She would have probably sprung off of him if he wasn’t holding her tightly. An involuntary cry of ecstasy came from her, so sharp and sudden it startled Jason. He could see the muscles corded in her legs as she tried to press her hips upward, forcing her throbbing pussy against his hand.
She tilted her head far back against his shoulder, and Tom’s mouth found hers, and muffled the remainder of her delirious groaning. He held her that way as her orgasm continued to roll through her, the convulsions twisting her body. Finally, they began to ebb, and after a few moments she fell limply back into him, as still as a discarded rag doll except for her breathing. Tom continued to lightly kiss her neck and face, and his fingers were still buried in her pussy, but no longer moving.
The couple lay together like that for several moments, and Jason thought Beth had fallen asleep. But when Tom whispered something into her ear, she smiled and said, “Yes I feel it. Where do you want to put it?”
Jason lay awake on his bed, his mind filled with images of what he had seen earlier. He had returned a short while ago from his visit to the Rader’s, and had satisfied himself with his hand while the memories of what Tom and Beth had done were fresh in his mind. This had been nothing like what he had witnessed last night between Danny and Officer Lobeaux, which, by comparison, was only a crass exchange of body fluids. He had witnessed sex between two people who loved each other, and for some reason he couldn’t grasp, an image of Sam kept coming to his mind. He found it curious the most powerful image he recalled from watching her the other night wasn’t what was between her spread legs, but instead her face as she slept contentedly afterwards.
His thoughts were interrupted by his mother calling him from downstairs. He went out in the hall to the top of the stairs, and saw his mom standing at the bottom with the phone pressed against her chest.
“You have a phone call,” she said, then added in a whisper, “It’s a girl.”
Jason was confused. A girl calling him? That had never happened before. Who did he know that would be calling? Sam came over when she wanted to talk, and besides, his mother would have recognized her voice.
“Who is it?” he asked.
“She didn’t say,” his mom replied, still whispering.
Jason padded down the stairs in his socks, and took the phone. Holding it to his ear, he nervously said, “Hello?”
A melodic female voice said, “Jason? Is this Jason?”
“This is he, um, him, um, yes, I’m Jason.”
“Hi Jason, I hope you don’t mind me calling you, but this is Becky Johnson.”
His mind stopped. He couldn’t think. He knew he should say something, but his mouth wouldn’t work.
“Jason? You still there?”
“Hi Becky,” was all he could manage. The voice didn’t sound like his.
His mother was staring at him curiously, but he didn’t notice.
“Hi Jason,” she repeated, “Listen, I’m sorry to bother you at home like this, and I know it’s last-minute, but I was wondering if we could get together tonight to talk.”
“T-talk? About what?” he stammered. He pounded his palm on his forehead. He was babbling like an idiot.
“Just stuff,” she said, “Do you want to?”
“Sure. I’d love to.”
“That’s great. Can you pick me up around eight? Do you know where I live?”
“Yeah,” he said, and realized he probably sounded like a stalker.
“It’s settled then. See you later Jason. Bye.”
“Bye,” he said, but he heard the click of her hanging up as he said it.
Stunned, he turned to his mother who was still standing there watching him, and said, “Mom, I need to borrow the car tonight.”
She smiled, watching him race back up the stairs to his room.
He lay on his bed, his mind racing. This didn’t make any sense. Why did she call? What could she want to talk about?
He thought about his conversation last night with Donna, who had asked him if he knew why Becky never talked to him. She had known something she wasn’t telling him, but he couldn’t figure out what it was.
But now Becky had called. She had talked to him. So whatever reason Donna was thinking of had to be wrong. He smiled. It was working out.
Five long hours later he pulled up in front of Becky Johnson’s house, a large modern home in one of the newer plans outside of town. He was wearing his most stylish clothes – black jacket, black pants, black shirt, and black tie. His sister gave him the once-over before he left, and gave him her stamp of approval. He even wore a colorful set of bikini briefs. Not that he thought it mattered, but you never know. He decided to leave the necklace at home, hiding it back in his drawer.
He considered stopping by to get her a flower on the way over, but she had said they were getting together to talk, so the flower would probably be pushing it.
He got out of the car and walked to the front door, admiring the nicely manicured lawn bisected by the walkway. A press of the doorbell was followed by an elegant chime from inside. A few moments later, the door opened, but no one was there.
Puzzled, he craned his neck to look inside. “Hello?”
He happened to glance down, where he noticed a little kid standing in the open doorway. Couldn’t have been more than five years old.
“Um, hi there fella,” Jason said, speaking in the slow and loud way people talk to little children and foreigners, “I’m here to see Becky. Is she your sister?”
The kid stared at him. Jason waited. The kid continued to stare.
“Becky?” he repeated, “is she around?”
Nothing from the kid.
Jason knelt down on one knee, but still had to look down at the child. The boy didn’t look autistic. “Hey,” he said, “Becky? You know, the gorgeous female who lives in this house? Could you go get her?”
The kid continued to stare, one hand on the door handle, the other on the door frame.
This wasn’t working. He tried again. “My name is Jason, what’s yours?” He offered a handshake to the child. No response.
He had an idea. He pressed the doorbell button again. The chimes sounded, this time much louder with the door open.
It worked. He heard footsteps and then “Joshie, get away from there.” A hand came from around the door and took Joshie by the shoulder, pulling him back into the house.
Seconds later he was replaced in the doorway by Becky, who looked absolutely stunning, especially from the angle Jason saw her from, still down on one knee. She was wearing a short tight black skirt, with black high heels. On top, she had on a tight white top that showed off every curve she had, and had a low cut neckline, which displayed the tops of her breasts quite nicely. Her dark hair was swept back, and she had on a shade of lipstick that could only be described as blood red.
He tried not to stare, but he couldn’t help it. She didn’t seem to mind, in fact, she seemed to be used to that kind of admiration.
She looked down at him. “If you’re here to propose, don’t you think we should get to know each other before we make that kind of a commitment?”
“Huh?” he said, and realized he was still kneeling and got her joke. He laughed and stood up, then said, “Chatty kid.”
“Sorry about that. That’s my brother Josh. We’ve taught him not to talk to strangers, which he’s learned very well. We’ve also taught him not to open the front door when the doorbell rings, but that he’s not so good at. Which leads to what you just saw; him opening the door and standing there. One time a salesman stood out here for fifteen minutes before someone noticed. Unlike you, he wasn’t bright enough to ring the bell again.”
“No need to apologize,” he said, “I enjoyed his company. I think we shared some meaningful stares. He and I are like this now.” He held up his hand with his fingers crossed.
Becky laughed, and seemed surprised she had. “You ready to go?” she asked.
His mom had reminded him twenty times before he left to make sure to open the girl’s car door for her, because, as she said, “First impressions are lasting impressions.” She would be proud he remembered.
When they were in the car, he asked, “Anywhere particular you want to go?”
“I haven’t eaten yet. Want to get something?”
“Sounds good to me,” he replied, but he was too nervous to eat anything.
“How does Angelo’s sound?” she asked.
“Angelo’s it is then,” he said, but something was nagging at his mind. Something about Angelo’s. Oh well, it’ll come to him eventually.
They arrived at the popular high school hangout, a small Italian restaurant where local bands played on Friday nights. When Jason walked in with Becky, he could feel every eye in the place on them. Some of the kids pointed. He smiled to himself.
They got a table in the back, and he held her seat out for her as she sat, then hung his jacket on the back of his chair before sitting himself. The waitress, an exotic looking girl with dark hair, came by and took their soft drink orders. They studied the menu, and decided to split a pepperoni pizza. After the waitress had left with their order, Jason looked at Becky expectantly.
“What?” she said, seeing the question in his eyes.
“I’m curious what you wanted to talk about,” he said, trying to sound nonchalant.
“My, aren’t you Mr. Impatient,” she said with a smile.
“Sorry,” he said, his mind working. “How’s the cheerleading going?”
“It’s going well. We’re going to States next month, and I think we have a real good chance of winning.”
“Nice, have you ever won before?”
“Wait until you see my bedroom. I’ve got all kinds of cheerleading trophies and ribbons in there. It’s like a little showcase.”
His breath caught in his throat. Did she say what he thought she did?
“How about you?” she said, “What do you do for fun?”
“I turn invisible and watch people in their private moments. Saw a great couple a few hours ago.”
He wondered what her reaction would be if had really said that.
“Not much. I’ve been concentrating on my grades lately. I need all A’s in order to have a chance at a scholarship.”
“Yeah, you’re quite the braniac. You always know the answers in class, and there’s also a rumor going around that you helped Danny Mazzelli get his grades up.”
“Who told you that?” he asked, suddenly serious. He had never told anyone about that, and he was real sure Danny never would. The only other person would be his sister, who was at the house when they were studying, but she wasn’t the type to be blabbing.
“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t know it was a sore spot. It was meant to be a compliment.”
But Jason still bristled, upset that people were spreading rumors about him.
“Hey,” she said, attempting to change the subject, “Have you ever been here when the bands are playing? Do you have any favorites?”
“Used to come here all the time,” he said, brightening, “One of my old friends, Dustin Brown, used to play drums in a band here. He was a kick-ass drummer. So good that he left the band and moved out to LA to see if he could make it there. Haven’t heard from him in a few years, but I still expect to see him popping up on a number one song some day.”
“Have you been here lately for the bands?”
“Not recently,” he said, “why?”
“I was wondering if you might like to come to see them together sometime.”
He stared back. “Together, as in you and me?”
“Yeah, what’s wrong with that? You and I are together right now, aren’t we?”
He looked at her longer. Finally, he said, “What’s going on Becky?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, we haven’t said one word to each other in two years, and now you’re talking about us like we’re a couple.”
“Jason,” she said, taking his hand, “some girls are more old-fashioned than others.”
“I’m don’t understand,” he said, but loved the touch of her hand on his.
“Some girls go out and get what they want, but other girls are more traditional, and wait by the phone for the call.”
He still was confused. “And which one would you be?”
“Up until today, I was the traditional girl, waiting by the phone.
It began to dawn on him.
“But today,” she continued, “I decided I didn’t want to wait any longer. Time is running out.”
“So wait, are you saying you’ve been waiting all this time for me to make the first move?”
“Here is your pizza,” the waitress said, as she slid the tray onto the table, along with two plates and a small stack of paper napkins. “Enjoy,” she added, and moved on to take another table’s order.
“That’s exactly what I’m saying Jason,” Becky said, as if the interruption never happened, “Most girls don’t see you like I do. They refuse to look inside, but I can see you’re special.”
He looked at her a long time. He had fantasized about this moment ever since he saw her that first day in class. Finally, he said, “I don’t know what to say Becky.”
“Just say you’ll give it a try with me Jason. That’s all I’m asking.”
He smiled and held her hand. “I would love to give it a try with you.”
She smiled back. “Then my day has been worth it. You hungry?”
He discovered he was famished, and the pizza tasted great.
They were finishing the last of the pie when he heard someone say his name.
“Jason?” It was a familiar female voice.
He turned, and for the second night in a row he was surprised to see the face of Donna.
“Donna!” he exclaimed, and noticed she was wearing an Angelo’s waitress uniform. “You work here?”
“No, I like to hang out around here wearing this.”
He laughed.
Donna looked over at Becky, back to Jason, then back to Becky. “Hi Becky. Am I interrupting a date or something?”
“Maybe,” Becky said.
“Whoa,” Donna replied. “Seriously?”
Becky smiled.
Donna turned back to Jason. “Hey, what happened to you last night? You were standing next to me one minute, and gone the next. I felt like Lois Lane.”
“Yeah, sorry about that. But I had to make sure Danny was ok.”
“You followed them?” Donna asked with an arched eyebrow.
“Yeah.”
“Is Danny in trouble? Most of us got out of there right away and didn’t hear what happened.”
“Nah, Officer Lobeaux let him go with only a tongue lashing.” He grinned inwardly at his choice of words.
“Nice. I thought for sure he was spending the night in jail.”
“So you two know each other?” Becky interrupted.
“We met last night at Danny’s party,” Jason said. “We had a nice conversation around the fire. Donna here was convinced she knew something, and I believe I’ve proven her wrong. Isn’t that right Donna?” He was smiling.
Donna didn’t return his smile.
Becky took Jason’s hands in hers. “Jason, can we go somewhere more private? I need some fresh air.”
“Sure Becky. I’ll have the waitress get our check ready.”
“I’ll get that for you,” Donna said, still looking at Jason without smiling.
“Thanks.”
Donna left and Jason looked at Becky, who seemed upset.
“What’s wrong?”
“I don’t like her,” she replied.
“Donna?”
“Yes Donna. Do me a favor Jason.”
“What’s that?”
“Don’t believe anything she tells you. She likes to lie. And I think she’s a lesbian.”
“Ok,” he said with a question in his voice.
Donna came back with the check, placed it face up on the table in front of Jason, gave them a generic “Have a good evening folks” and left.
He left a generous tip, and went up to the cashier to pay the bill. Becky said she was going to the little girl’s room, and went off in that direction.
As he handed the check over to the cashier, he noticed a hand-written note on the other side. Pulling it back, he read “Don’t trust her!!! D.” What the fuck is going on here?
But it was about to get a lot worse.
After paying, he walked out to the lobby to wait for Becky, and for the second time that night, someone called his name. Another familiar female voice.
“Jason!”
He turned and there was Sam. Oh my god, he had forgotten all about her!
“Sam!” he replied, not knowing what else to say.
“I thought we were supposed to meet at my place,” she said, and looked at how he was dressed. “Are you coming from a funeral?”
“Um, Sam…” he couldn’t find the words.
“It’s ok Jason,” she said smiling, “we’re here now. Let’s grab a table.”
“Sam…” he began, but before he could say more, Becky appeared at his side, and slipped her arm through his.
Sam looked at Becky, and stared at her arm intertwined with Jason’s. A sad look came over her face.
“Sam,” he said, “this is Becky. Becky, this is Samantha.” He wished he had brought the necklace, because he really wanted to disappear at the moment.
Becky smiled. “Jason,” she said sweetly, “are we going to be running into girls you know every time we go out?” She added, “Can we leave now? No offense Samantha, but I’ve been waiting a long time to get this guy alone. You understand.”
Jason closed his eyes. How could something he had looked forward to for so long be turning out so horribly wrong?
He opened his eyes and looked at Sam. The look on her face broke his heart. He had to leave.
“I’m sorry Sam,” he said, “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” He took Becky’s hand and led her out the door, into the night air.
“What was that all about?” Becky said a few minutes later as they drove, breaking the silence.
“It’s complicated.”
“Old girlfriend?”
“No, old friend. We’ve been next door neighbors since we were born.”
“I see. And she wants to be more than friends?”
“I can’t talk about this now.”
“I’m sorry sweetie,” she said, and slid over to him and leaned her head on his shoulder, rubbing her hand lightly on his stomach.
That woke him up. He shook the cobwebs out of his head. Here he was with the girl he had been dreaming about for the past two years, and he was ruining it with his attitude. Sam will be ok. They were friends, that was all. He would talk to her tomorrow and straighten it out.
He took one hand off the wheel and placed an arm around her shoulder. She sighed and snuggled in closer.
“Where are we going?” she asked.
“I assumed you wanted to go home.”
“You assumed wrong,” she said, pulling herself closer to him.
“Really? Where do you want to go?”
“Somewhere we can be alone,” she said, her breath warm on his neck.
He could feel his cock hardening. She was so close and smelled so good.
“We could park somewhere,” he suggested.
“I like that idea. What about Brady’s Overlook?”
Brady’s Overlook was the local makeout spot, known to every teen. Jason had never been there, other than during the day to enjoy the view.
“Well,” he said, “we wouldn’t actually be alone there. I’ve heard it gets pretty crowded on Saturday nights.”
“Let’s go. I don’t want to be driving around all night looking for a place.” She emphasized her point by letting her hand fall to the inside of his thigh, her fingers inches from his growing cock.
“On our way.” He stepped on the gas.
Fifteen minutes later, he turned off the key with the car sitting in the gravel lot of the Overlook. He had parked as far away as he could from the other cars in the lot.
He decided it was his turn to take the initiative. She had called him, she had let him know she was interested, and she had suggested they come here. He needed to show her how much he desired her.
He already had one arm around her shoulders, so he turned and put the other around her waist, and pulled her to him. She upturned her red lips and closed her eyes, waiting for him. He leaned in and their lips met, gently at first, and then with urgency as their desire rose.
She was like a live wire in his arms; her body moved against him and her soft breasts pressed into his chest. She parted her lips and her tongue darted out, meeting his and causing a jolt to go through his body.
After a few minutes of kissing, he felt bold enough to cup one of her breasts, feeling the soft weight of it in his hand. When he brought his thumb around and brushed it over her nipple, he felt it harden under his touch, and she gasped into his mouth.
She pulled back and separated from him, and he was worried he did something wrong. But she reached down and pulled the bottom of her blouse from her skirt, and smoothly peeled it over her head, removing it completely. He stared wide-eyed.
Her bra was white, and mostly see-thru. It had delicate lace all over, and he could see the hint of her darker nipples in contrast to her pale skin. But he didn’t get to admire it long, because she reached behind her and deftly unsnapped the clasp in the back. The tight material went slack, and she pulled the straps off each shoulder before finally lifting it off completely and exposing her breasts to him.
They were perfection. He stared at them for a moment, taking in their beauty. Round and upturned, they invited his touch. His hands cupped them again, feeling the amazingly soft skin. She gasped again from his touch, and her nipples rose in unison. She surprised him hooking her hand around his neck, and pulling his face down into them. She kept the hand on his neck, and used her other hand to cup her breast and guide her nipple into his mouth. He sucked on it greedily, his lips working as his tongue flicked the stiff flesh. When his teeth nipped her gently, she moaned and pressed him against her harder. He moved to the other nipple, and treated it the same, with the same results from her.
She shifted in the seat, making room for her hand to reach between them. Sliding it down, it was his turn to gasp from the pleasure of her touch. She gripped his hard shaft through the material of his pants, squeezing it gently. Her hand slid over him, down to his sensitive balls, then up, finding his cockhead and running her fingers over the sensitive spots. He had never been harder. His erection ached from the pressure, and he needed release.
He let his hand trace down over her stomach, and she sat back on the seat, giving him room. Her short skirt was riding up, but looking down he still couldn’t tell what kind of panties she was wearing. His hand dropped to her inner thigh, and he began slowing moving it upward. In response, she spread her legs, inviting his exploration. His hand moved higher, searching for her. Finally there was contact, but instead of the silky material he expected, all he felt was smooth skin. His hand cupped her mound, which was completely smooth and pantyless.
He pulled his head back and looked at her face with surprise, but she gave him a sexy smile and kissed him, using her hand to press his tighter against her, urging him on. He ran his fingertips over her, and the skin felt soft and pliant. She spread wider and lifted her hips, and his fingers naturally found her slit, open slightly and slick with wetness. He traced his forefinger gently along it, and she shivered from his touch.
“Feels good sweetie,” she moaned, her voice a soft whisper. “Please don’t stop.”
He found her opening and slowly slipped a finger inside. She was so wet and warm. Slowing pushing his finger its full length into her, he couldn’t believe how tight she was. He wondered how his cock would ever fit in there. After his finger was all the way in, he touched his thumb against the top of her pussy, at the point where the inner lips met. She reacted by groaning softly and grabbing his arm, her body twitching slightly. Remembering what he had seen with various girls the past few days, he knew he had found the spot.
He felt a small nub of flesh, and rolled it gently under his thumb. She reacted with a soft moan. He began to roll his thumb in slow gentle circles, the way he had seen Tom do it earlier today, and she clung to him, her body quivering. He wanted to do to her what Tom did to Beth today; to make her come that hard.
“Yes,” she whispered, “right there. Yes sweetie, that’s it.”
He continued the motion, slow and soft, allowing her body to build in pleasure at her own pace. The only sound in the car was her breathing, long and slow at first, but as the minutes passed and her pleasure visibly increased, it became shorter and more urgent. He could feel her body slowly tensing, like a coiled spring being wound tighter and tighter.
His cock was rock hard under his pants. He wondered what it would feel like to slide it into where his finger now was, sinking into her warm and slick tightness.
She began moving her hips, pressing her pussy against his finger, her body unconsciously asking him to speed up. He felt the urge to follow her lead, quickening his pace until she exploded, but he kept it slow instead, knowing in the end, her pleasure would be increased.
The minutes went by, and her breathing slowly but relentlessly increased in intensity. His thumb kept its pace, moving in small circles over the bump of her clit, and as she held his arm for support, her fingernails dug into his skin. He knew she was getting close. The same signs Beth had displayed were now evident with Becky. The rhythmic breathing, the soft moans with each breath, the tensing of her muscles.
“Yes yes yes,” she whispered. “So good sweetie. So good. So close.”
Around and around his thumb circled, batting softly at her swollen bud, relentlessly drawing her pleasure from her. She made a sound that started as a low moan deep inside of her, but rose in pitch and volume. Her body held still, quivering as if on the edge of a precipice.
Suddenly her body spasmed, and a grunting cry escaped her lips. Her hips lifted off the seat, and they pressed hard against his hand in a small tight circular motion. He could feel her pussy squeezing his finger tightly in steady throbs. Her mouth was open, and her face was locked in an expression somewhere between anguish and pleasure.
She held there for several moments, and relaxed back into the seat, her eyes closed and her expression peaceful. Her breathing began to slow and lengthen. He held her against him, removed his finger from her, and covered her pussy with his hand. A slight tremble went through her.
Finally she opened her eyes and looked at him. He could see the surprise in them. “Damn,” she said, “I wasn’t expecting that.”
He smiled.
“Where did you learn to do that?”
“I don’t know,” he said, now slightly embarrassed, “Picked it up here and there.”
“I thought you were a virgin.”
“I am,” he replied, surprised he could admit it so easily.
“But you’ve been with girls before, right? I mean, that’s not the first time you did that.”
“Yes it was. You’re the first I’ve ever been this close to. Physically that is.”
“That was incredible,” she said. But something seemed to be bothering her, as if she were trying to make a decision. Finally she spoke.
“Jason, I have to tell you something,” she said, sitting up and moving slightly away from him in the seat, and his hand slipped from between her legs.
“What?” He felt a small knot in his stomach.
“You need to know the truth.”
“The truth? About what?”
“About me,” she said, “and Danny.”
“Danny?” he said, a look of confusion on his face. “What does Danny have to do with us?”
“I hate having to be the one to tell you this, but Danny’s been keeping a secret from you.”
“A secret about what?” The knot in his stomach was twisting now.
“A secret about me.”
“You? What’s the secret?”
“Danny always knew you cared about me, and knew you would be upset if you found out him and I were involved.”
“Him and you involved? What do you mean?”
“Danny and I were lovers for over a year.”
“No, that’s not true.”
“It’s true Jason. It’s over now, but it did happen.”
“No, he wouldn’t do that.”
“Jason, listen to me. I asked you to go out with me tonight so I could tell you this. It’s wrong how Danny has been lying to you.”
Jason was firm. “We’re friends. He wouldn’t do that to me.”
“Who do you think told me about you helping him with his tests? How else could I have known that?”
Jason’s head began to swim. She was right, she couldn’t have known. Either he or Danny had to tell her, and he certainly hadn’t. His resolve began to crumble.
“Someone told me I couldn’t trust you,” he said, “Why should I believe you?”
A touch of anger flashed in her eyes. “Because it’s true.”
“You’re lying.”
Her face changed, and when she spoke there was cruelness behind her words.
“Do you want to hear the details Jason?” Do you want to hear how I sucked Danny’s big cock in the back of the school bus on the way home from every road trip? How he always snuck into my bedroom and fucked me all night?”
He glared at her, saying nothing.
“Think about it. Danny fucks anything that moves. You know that as well as anyone. Why would he stop with me? Look at me Jason. I’m the head fucking cheerleader. Do you actually think he would give up this ass because of you? Who the fuck do you think you are?”
He finally snapped. “You know what? Fuck you, and fuck Danny too. I don’t need either of you. Put your fucking clothes on. I’m taking you home.”
They drove in silence the entire trip. When they arrived at her house, she got out of the car without saying a word, and Jason sped off. As she walked up the path to her house, her red lips curled into a smile.
Jason awoke with a pounding headache. He was having a nightmare where everything he did turned out wrong. He was failing all of his classes, he lost any chance for a scholarship, and his parents told him he had to move out, so now he was homeless. When he awoke, he thought the events of the previous night had only been part of that bad dream. When he remembered they were real, he groaned into his pillow. He had really fucked things up royally.
He had managed to screw everything up with the girl he had secretly been in love with for the past two years, right when his fantasies were about to come true. She wanted to be with him, and somehow, by the end of the night, he had pushed her away, probably forever.
Plus, he had hurt Sam again. She had forgiven him for all the wrongs he had done to her, and he had repaid that kindness by treating her like dirt. Just like before, he had pushed her to the ground, and walked away as she bled. He may not have given her actual cuts and scrapes this time, but the look he saw on her face last night was much worse.
And, to make the evening more special, he had discovered his best friend has been lying to him for a long time. One of the qualities he had admired most about Danny – his loyalty – had turned out to be non-existent.
But he couldn’t judge Danny too harshly, could he? After all, if he could treat Sam’s friendship like it didn’t matter, how could he expect anything better from Danny? He didn’t deserve any loyalty.
Life sucks. He couldn’t even work up any excitement for the necklace today.
He heard a car door close outside, and got up to look out the window. Mr. and Mrs. Scott were in their driveway getting ready to go to church. Sam usually went with them, but this morning she was absent. He quickly put on a pair of shorts and a shirt, then raced down the stairs and out the front door.
“Mrs. Scott,” he called as he hurried across the lawn, “can I talk to you?”
She paused with her hand on the passenger door handle, and gave him a cold stare. “We’re on our way out,” she said, and opened the door.
“Is Sam around?”
Hearing this, she walked over to where he was standing at the fence, her face set.
“Haven’t you hurt my daughter enough?” she said, her cold green eyes staring into his.
“Mrs. Scott, I–”
“I’m not interested in your excuses. I’m only interested in my daughter’s happiness, and what makes her unhappy is you. I don’t know what you did to her last night, but that’s the end of it. I don’t want you around her anymore.” With that, she turned and walked back to the car, got in, and slammed the door. Jason watched the car roll out onto the road and disappear around the corner, his heart aching.
He looked up to Sam’s bedroom window, but there was no sign of her. Something told him he had to see her right now, and he knew there was only one way to do that. He headed back to his room to get the necklace.
A few minutes later, he slipped quietly in through her back door, his ears alert for signs of her being around. As he stood in the kitchen, he listened for any sounds, but the house was completely silent. After a few minutes of making sure it remained that way, he headed out into the living room. No sign of Sam there either. She had to be upstairs, probably in her bedroom.
He silently made his way up the carpeted stairs, watching carefully for noisy squeaks. Down the hall he crept, and saw Sam’s door was slightly ajar. For all he knew she was in there sitting and listening, and she would hear any small noise he made. Seemingly endless moments later, he was finally there, and cocked his head to listen for any sounds from within. He picked up the soft rhythmic sound of someone breathing, probably asleep.
He let it go on for a few minutes to make sure, then felt confident enough to push the door open further. He had a terrible premonition it was going to squeal loudly on its hinges, but it swung smoothly without a sound. He stepped into the room.
Sam was on the bed, this time dressed in a white nightgown that probably came down to her feet when she was standing, but was now bunched up around her thighs. She was lying on her side in the same position he had left her the other night, and once again, the cover had been pushed to the bottom of the bed.
Her chest was rising and falling in a steady rhythm, and her eyes were serenely closed. One hand was under the pillow near her head, and the other was held to her chest, clenched into a fist.
Jason glanced around the room, and it looked as if nothing had changed since the evening he had been here. There was a small pile of clothes in the corner, and he smiled remembering how he had seen her put other ones there, kicking and tossing them from across the room. But his smile disappeared when he recognized the clothes sitting there now were the ones she had been wearing at the restaurant last night. Those memories came flooding back, bringing the pain along with them.
He tore his eyes away and they landed on the photo collage on the wall. It looked the same as it was the other night – no wait, something was different. He walked over to get a better look. There was one photo missing, with a blank white spot where it had been. Looking at the other photos, he tried to remember which one was gone. After a moment it he got it. It was the one of Sam and him, dressed as pirates.
He looked around the room for it, but it was nowhere to be found. With trepidation he checked the small wicker waste basket by her dresser, expecting to find it ripped to shreds and tossed inside, but it wasn’t there either.
Sam made a small murmuring sound, and he looked at her. After she was quiet again, he moved around the bed to the side she was facing, and looked down on her. She looked peaceful lying there, with her soft red hair spreading out on the pillow around her head, and her creamy white skin so perfect in contrast. Her eyelashes were long and lay softly against the skin of her cheek. He had never noticed them before. Perhaps because of her glasses, or perhaps because he never looked close enough.
She looked beautiful. The word popped into his head before he could stop it, but it was the right word. The perfect word. How could he have been so blind to not see this before? This girl was right in front of him his entire life, and he was always looking past her, looking for something else. For someone else.
He knelt down beside the bed and placed his forearms gently on it, his hands flat on the sheet and nearly touching her. He took in all of her face, as if seeing it for the first time. The straight line of her nose between wide-set eyes. Her full lips, slightly open and a lovely natural pale shade of pink that needed no help from lipstick to make them stand out. Her perfect ear with wisps of her hair lying across it.
Donna’s words from the other night came back to him, and he realized the truth he had been overlooking his entire life: Sam was his broken off piece. His perfect fit.
“Jason?”
Her voice startled him. It was so low and soft he could barely hear it, and at first he wondered if he had imagined it. Her breathing remained unchanged, and her eyes were closed. She must be talking in her sleep.
He remembered the dream she had told him about yesterday. Was she having another one? Could she somehow sense he was here? He decided to take a chance.
“I’m here Sam,” he whispered.
She stirred slightly, and he was afraid he had woken her, but she settled again.
“You were supposed to protect me.” The words were clear, but they were barely a whisper.
He felt a painful throb in his heart.
“I’m sorry Sam.” His voice hitched.
“I’m all alone now,” she breathed, “I’m scared.”
“You’re not alone Sam, I’m right here with you.” Instinctively, he took her hand in his, and realizing what he had done, watched her face with alarm.
She continued breathing softly.
He felt something in her hand, and looked down, seeing a bit of white peeking out from the end of her clenched fist. He gently opened her fingers, and revealed a wad of crumpled heavy paper. Removing it, he began to open it, pulling at the folds to flatten it out. He knew what it was before he finished – it was their photo.
He stared down at the picture, trying to flatten it on the bed sheet. A wet drop fell onto it, and he realized it was a tear. He wiped his eyes so he could see the picture more clearly, and smiled again at the memories it brought back.
He stood up from the bed and walked back over to the frame, taking the photo with him. After removing the frame from the wall, he slid the backing cardboard away and placed the photo in its spot. He replaced the backing and put the frame back on its hanger.
She was certainly going to notice this, but he didn’t care. The picture belonged there, just as much as he belonged with her. And while the photo may have been easy to put back, he knew he would do whatever it took to put himself back with Sam.
He went back to the bed and knelt beside her again, taking her now empty hand in his, no longer worried about waking her.
“Sam, can you hear me?”
She stirred again. “Jason?”
“Sam, I want you to know something.” He paused and drew in a breath. “I love you. I think I always have. I know you’re angry with me, and you have every right to be. But I promise you this: While you’re only hearing me say I love you in a dream, someday I’ll say it to you when you’re awake.”
He bent down and kissed her softly on the cheek. Before he left, he once again pulled the blanket up and covered her with it.
Sitting in the library three hours later, Jason found it hard to concentrate on his work. He still had to get his report done, and instead of bringing the book home, he decided to work on it here. Robin Lobeaux was spending the day with his sister at their house, and he had no desire to see her and be reminded of what he had witnessed her mother doing on Friday night. Plus, not being around the house cut down on the chances of him running into Sam or her mother, neither of which he had any desire to face right now.
He was finishing the work for the report when someone slid into the seat on the other side of the table.
The loud whispered “Dude!” let him know it was Danny. His mom must have told his friend where to find him.
“Hey Danny,” he said, lowed keyed. He was still confused about last night, and had some thinking to do before he came out and accused his friend of lying to him.
“Dude!” his friend repeated, “You’re famous!”
“Shhhh!” came a whispered voice from the lower floor. “This is a library gentlemen.” It was Miss Parkes, the Head Librarian, who ran a tight ship.
Danny repeated himself, in a slightly less-loud whisper. “You’re famous Jason!”
“What are you talking about?” whispered Jason in response.
“You and Becky. It’s all over town.”
Jason looked surprised. “What’s all over town?”
“You and her, down at Angelo’s, and up at Brady’s Overlook. Way to go dude!”
“Shhhhh,” came Miss Parkes’ voice from below.
“You know about that?” Jason asked.
“Everyone knows about that. Like I said, you’re the talk of the town.”
Jason shook his head. This is not good. Sam obviously knew about Angelo’s, but he was hoping she wouldn’t find out about the Overlook. He made a pained expression.
“What’s wrong? I thought you’ve wanted this with Becky for a long time?”
“I did. But that doesn’t mean I wanted it plastered all over town.”
Danny grinned. “Then maybe you shouldn’t have taken the captain of the cheerleading squad to the most popular restaurant in town, and then to the most popular makeout spot around, on a night when everyone is there. Dude, you were practically begging for it to be on the 11 o’clock news.”
Jason held his head in his hands. Of course Danny was right.
“What’s the problem anyway?” Danny said. “You’re living your dream. What do you care if people are talking about it?
“It’s complicated. Hey, I have to go.” He needed some time to digest this new bit of bad news.
“Young men!” It was Miss Parkes’ voice and she was on their floor and headed their way. “I told you this is a library and you must be–”, she turned the corner and faced them, and stopped in mid-sentence when she saw Danny.
“Danny!” she said, looking surprised. “I had no idea it was you. What are you doing here?”
“Hanging out with my bud Jason here.”
She never glanced in Jason’s direction. “Nice to have you here Danny, It’s not often you come by.”
Jason noticed her body language. Normally she held herself ramrod straight, exuding an air of unquestionable authority. Here, her body fidgeted nervously, her knees together as her hips shifted. And she was actually twisting a lock of her hair around her index finger. She looked like a schoolgirl being asked to her first dance. Jason looked between her and his grinning friend. Holy shit!
“Sorry about the noise Miss Parkes,” Danny said, “but we were just going.”
“Oh Danny,” she said with a wave of her hand, as if she remembered it was National Shout in the Library Day. “You don’t have to leave.”
Danny stood up and Jason did the same. “We have some stuff to talk about. See ya Miss Parkes,” Danny said.
“Bye Danny. Remember we’re open every night of the week. Closing time is nine p.m.”
It occurred to Jason why she was giving him the closing time, and once again he had to play mental games in order to prevent an unwanted image from forming in his head.
“So what’s up buddy?” Danny asked as they stepped out of the library entrance. “There’s something you’re not telling me.”
“I’m just confused about some things.”
“Girl problems? Hey, you’re looking at the master of girl problems.”
“Dude,” Jason said, using Danny’s favorite word, “the only girl problems you have is how to keep them off of you.”
Danny grinned. “You have a point, but that’s not completely true.”
Jason looked at his friend. “Wait, you’re having some kind of problem with a girl? You? Danny Double-Z Mazzelli?”
Danny looked embarrassed. “It’s not a girl Jason, it’s all of them.”
“Huh?”
Danny paused for a moment, as if searching for the right words. “It’s kinda like eating junk food. I mean, we all like potato chips, Twinkies, candy, that kind of thing.”
“I’m not following you.”
Danny looked frustrated. “These girls are like junk food. Tasty snacks.”
A light of understanding came on in Jason’s head.
“And as I said, we all like junk food,” Danny continued, “but if you ate nothing but that every day, wouldn’t you start craving a steak meal after a while?”
“I see. And what would you consider a steak meal?”
“I don’t know,” Danny said, looking more frustrated. “Maybe someone who would want to be with me because they liked me, not because of the football stuff or the sex. Someone who I could maybe talk to afterwards.”
Jason looked amazed. “You know, I thought I would never hear you say something like that.”
Danny grinned sheepishly.
Jason thought about it for a moment, then said, “You should talk to Donna.”
“Donna? She’s one of those tasty treats I was talking about. One time her and I–” He stopped, deciding not to go on.
“Give her a chance. She’s got a tough exterior, but a soft heart. And I think she really cares about you. Plus, you may find out you have more in common with her than you think.” Jason had a flashback to the locker room.
“Donna,” Danny said, his mind working.
Jason still needed answers from his friend. He had an idea.
“Danny, I don’t think this thing with Becky is going to work out,” Jason said, watching for his reaction.
“What happened?” Danny said, genuine surprise in his voice. “You guys had dinner and went to the Overlook. Sounds like you had fun to me.”
“You know how you think you want something,” Jason began, “but when you get it it’s not what you expected?”
“Yeah,” Danny said, a look of bewilderment on his face. “But we’re talking about Becky Johnson here. How is she not what you expected?”
Jason tried to read his friend’s face. He saw nothing but open honesty. If Danny was lying, he was pretty good at it.
“She told me some things. Things about her past.”
“Whoa, hold up there.” Danny stopped walking, and Jason stopped with him. His friend looked at him seriously. “Jason, I’m not sure what you expected, but I hope you didn’t think she was a virgin.”
Jason shook his head. “No, it’s not that. Not at all.”
“Cause dude, I could tell you some stories. I thought you didn’t want to hear them.”
“Stories?”
“Yeah, stories.” His friend looked uncomfortable. Not a usual state for Danny.
“Like what?”
Danny looked at him. “Come on Jason, don’t ask me to do that. You don’t want to hear that kind of thing about Becky.”
“I want to hear anything you think is important for me to hear. Anything I need to be aware of.”
Danny shook his head. “Bud, you’re talking in riddles here. Just ask me what you want to know.”
Jason rubbed his hand on his forehead. This was going nowhere. He decided to try a different tack. He started walking again, and Danny followed.
“I’m in love with someone else.”
Danny looked surprised. “Dude, someone other than Becky? Why didn’t you just say so? Who’s the lucky girl?”
“She doesn’t know yet.”
“Jason, you were in love with Becky for two years without her knowing it. How is this different?”
“It just is.”
“So who is she? Anyone I know?”
“I’d rather not say.”
Danny looked at him intently. After a moment, he said, “It’s Sam, isn’t it?”
Jason stopped and gaped at his friend. “How the fuck do you do that?”
Danny grinned. “Dude, it is her! Congratulations. You two were meant for each other. I always knew it.”
“It’s complicated,” Jason continued walking.
“What’s complicated? You like her, and she definitely likes you. You may be blind to that fact, but it’s plain as day. The girl lights up when you’re around.”
“Yesterday she saw me at Angelo’s with Becky, after I forgot I had a date with her there at the same time.”
“Ouch! Dude, you really are a fuckup. You don’t have a date in your entire life, and then you schedule two at the same time?”
“And to make matters worse, now that it’s around town I was at Brady’s Overlook with Becky, she’s going to know about that too.”
“Double ouch! You better watch your balls around her, she might cut them off.”
“Yeah, I’m screwed.” Jason decided to get back to the question he needed answered from Danny.”
“So,” he said, “this means my thing with Becky is pretty much over with. We didn’t get along that well, and now that I’m in love with Sam, Becky’s off my radar”
“Cool dude. I never said anything, but I always thought your mooning after her was unhealthy.”
“So,” Jason continued, trying to figure out how to word it, “I don’t care about Becky anymore, so if she dates anyone, or has sex with anyone, I don’t care. Even if it’s with someone I know.”
“Yeah,” Danny replied, looking confused, “that goes without saying.”
“I’m just saying she’s free to do whatever she wants, and anyone is free to do anything with her.”
“Now you’re talking weird again.” They had reached Danny’s yellow Mustang, and he unlocked the door with his remote. “You want a ride home?”
“Nah, I got some stuff to think about.”
Danny laughed. “You sure do buddy. Like I said, watch your balls.”
Danny got into his car, and Jason decided to give it one more try. “If Sam and I ever do get together, one benefit is there would be zero chance of you and I having slept with the same girl.”
Danny looked at him, as if he couldn’t figure out what he meant, and then he roared with laughter. “You got that right. She hates my guts. But there’s also a downside you haven’t thought about. If you two hook up and get married, there’s no way in hell she’s going to allow me to be your best man.” With that, he laughed again and sped off.
Jason watched the ‘DOUBLEZ’ license plate disappear around the corner, and decided he felt a little better about his friend.
Jason finished his report in his room, and felt the need to think, so he lay back on his bed. He had managed to get back inside his house without encountering either of the Scott women, or Robin. So far, so good. His mind was in a whirl. Danny at the library was the same Danny he always knew. He couldn’t detect any sign of dishonestly about his relationship with Becky. And when he let Danny know he didn’t care anymore about Becky, his friend’s reaction bordered on indifference. Was Danny really that good of a liar?
On the other hand, Becky was pretty convincing too. Her knowing about Jason tutoring Danny was kind of irrefutable. It didn’t really prove the two of them were having sex, but it did show their relationship was much deeper than Danny let on, because if Danny told her about that, that meant he trusted her. And what would her motive be for lying? He couldn’t think of one.
And what did Donna know about Becky? She was holding something back, but what?
It all rolled around in his head until his brain hurt. None of it made any sense. Wasn’t he supposed to be the smart one? Maybe in school subjects he was, but when it came to relationships, he was the dumbest kid in the room, and he knew it.
He held the necklace in his hand, feeling its smoothness between his fingers. And what about this? Could he use it to help solve his problems? As his brain cells tumbled, he began to drift off to sleep. He tried to think of Sam, hoping his dreams would be about her. They weren’t. But they were about a girl.
In his dream he was sitting beneath a tree in a huge meadow. So big he could only see grass in all direction. No mountains and no trees other than the one he was under. Out in the meadow the sun was shining brightly, but under the tree it was cool shadows.
He was alone at first, but then he noticed a girl was with him. He wasn’t sure how she got there, but when he looked over, there she was. She was naked, and this didn’t seem to bother or excite him. She was just naked. It was only a fact to observe. Then he noticed he was naked also, and that didn’t bother him either.
He didn’t recognize her, but all that meant was she may have been sitting behind him in History class. In his dream, he laughed when he thought of this, and the girl smiled at his laughter.
She had fair skin, but her hair was black as ink. It was long and flowed about her head as if under water. Her bright blue eyes seemed to look right through him. Between her breasts was the necklace, its churning colors brighter here, almost overtaking the black. He thought it was his, but when he looked down, his was still hanging around his neck, as bright as hers.
“Hello Jason. I am Ambriel.”
“Hello Ambriel. Where are we?”
“This is the place where you and I can meet.”
“How did I get here?”
“My amulet brought you here.” Somehow he knew she was talking about the necklace.
“Can mine do that?”
“Not all are the same. Your amulet allows you to see the truth.”
He noticed they were now sitting together. Him cross-legged with his back against the tree, and she was in his lap, her legs wrapped around his hips, and his penis inside of her. He was flaccid, and wondered how he got into her vagina that way. Somehow he understood this wasn’t sex they were sharing, but instead a type of connection.
“Does my amulet always show me the truth?”
“Your amulet always shows the truth, but sometimes you may not see it.”
“I don’t understand.”
“If I tell you a truth, and you hear a lie, does that make me a liar?”
“No,” he replied. He looked down and their amulets were now merged, forming a writhing mass of colors, some he had never seen before.
“You were chosen for the amulet because of your courage Jason.”
“I don’t feel courageous.”
“Courage is not a feeling. It is the inner strength to make the right choice when the right choice is difficult.”
She continued, “The owner of the amulet is tested twice; once to acquire it, and once to keep it. Your second test is near. I will help you prepare when the time comes.”
He wanted to ask her more about the test, but she said, “We must part now. Goodbye Jason.”
“Goodbye Ambriel.”
She reached between them and pulled her amulet from his.
When he awoke, it was evening. “What a fucked up dream that was,” he mumbled, but it had been so real and vivid. And it didn’t fade like other dreams he had.
He glanced at his alarm and saw it was eight o’clock.
He felt the need to get out. Something was happening he needed to see. He could feel it. Making sure he had the amulet, he headed out.
Going downstairs, he asked his dad if he could borrow the car. Presumably his mom, who had sat up until he got home last night, had informed his dad of the bad state he had arrived home in. So his father was willing to cut him a break. “They’re on the hook, he said, “Be home by ten, and Jase…”
Jason turned back towards him.
“Things will work out son. Just give it some time.”
“Thanks dad.” Jason smiled weakly, grabbed the keys and went out, with no idea where he was headed.
He drove without thinking, his mind distracted. But after a while, it was apparent where he was going. He pulled into Becky’s neighborhood, not sure what he was doing here. As he drove past her house, he considered the possibilities. He could knock on the door and talk to her, or he could put on the amulet and try to sneak into her room. He wasn’t sure what either would accomplish. She would probably slam the door in his face, and he didn’t feel like watching her sitting around in her underwear. The latter thought would have been unthinkable two days ago, but a lot had happened since then.
He decided he had been wrong to come here, and after circling her block three times, he headed towards home. But as he was making the turn out of the gate of her housing plan, a yellow Mustang went past him and drove inside.
His heart fell. Why was Danny out here?
He hung a U-turn and went back. He hoped he wasn’t going to see it, but there it was, the Mustang with the ‘DOUBLEZ’ plates parked right in front of her house. It was empty so Danny must already be inside. It was time to use the amulet.
He parked down the street where some bushes kept his car out of view of the houses. He awkwardly removed his clothes in the car, and put on the amulet. Quickly getting out of the car so the dome light wasn’t on too long, he then headed down the street.
He tried the back entrance first, which was a sliding glass door that opened onto a low deck, but it was locked. Walking around, he couldn’t find any other entrance than the front door. Josh was probably in bed by now, so he couldn’t depend on the little guy opening the door for him this time.
No other option – it had to be the front door. He hoped it was unlocked. He tested the handle and he was in luck, it turned and the door clicked open. Pushing it open only far enough to allow him to slip through, he closed it silently behind him.
The sound of a television drifted from the other end of the house, coming from the only room where the lights were on. He searched for the staircase, found it in the middle of the house, and crept upstairs. The carpeting was extremely plush, and being a newer house, there were no creaks. The upstairs hallway was dark, but her bedroom wasn’t hard to find. It was the only one with faint music coming from beyond the door.
He placed his ear to the wood, and heard the music louder, but there was also a murmur of voices. The lights were off in the room – a fact that brought an ache to his stomach.
He had to know. He grabbed the door handle and turned it slowly. It wasn’t locked, and when he couldn’t turn it any further, he pushed gently and the door swung in about an inch. The music sounded louder. He expected one of them to notice the door, and waited for their response, but none came. He pushed it further, and now could see into the room, at least one end of it.
He had been wrong, there was a light on. But it was only a nightlight and it bathed the room in a low glow. She hadn’t been lying about her cheerleader awards. The damn things were everywhere. Certificates and ribbons on the walls, trophies and photos on the tables. The whole room looked like a fucking trophy case.
Wherever they were, they weren’t in the part of the room he could see. But he heard them again, a soft murmur of voices barely audible above the music. The knot in his stomach twisted.
He pushed the door further, and now there was enough space for him to fit though. He waited a moment to make sure no one noticed the new position of the door, but again there was nothing. He carefully stepped through, and turned towards the other end of the room.
His stomach clenched. They were on the bed. Jason stood at the foot of it, and could see Danny lying on his back, his legs extended in Jason’s direction. Becky was astride him, sitting up, facing away from Jason, and blocking the rest of Danny’s body from his view. In the dim light he could barely make out Danny’s hard cock sticking straight up into Becky’s pussy. Her hips were undulating, and she was sliding her tight cunt up and down his shaft. He could see her juices making him slick, and he could hear wet sluicing sounds coming from where their aroused organs joined. Jason looked closer and saw something odd. In the dim light he could just make out a pink plastic vibrator sticking out of Danny’s ass.
He wanted to leave. He couldn’t watch this. But he still had to know. Was this because of what he had told Danny today, or had this been going on for a while?
“Faster baby,” Danny whispered.
Becky’s pace picked up and he could hear Danny’s groans increase. Her ass bounced up and down, slapping hard against his upper thighs as her pussy took his entire length inside, and then back upward, until only the tip of his dick was in her. Over and over, her ass gyrated up and down on his cock. Danny grabbed her hips and increased her speed, jamming her down onto him. Becky reached back and grabbed the vibrator, and shoved it deep into him.
Suddenly his body clenched, and he thrust his cock all the way up, deep inside of her. Her smooth cunt stretched tightly around the base of Danny’s cock as it filled her with sperm. His moans became high pitched squeaks and she leaned forward to cover his mouth with her hand, reminding him to be quiet. Jason noted with a little bit of satisfaction she hadn’t shared an orgasm with him.
She lay down on him, kissing him as her hair hung down around his face.
“You came quickly today sweetie,” she said softly.
“That’s because I haven’t been in your pussy for a while,” Danny whispered. “But keep me inside, I’ll be hard again soon.”
Jason was stunned. How could Danny be such a good liar?
“Mmmm,” she said, “Want me to keep the toy in too?”
“Yeah baby. It feels like heaven.”
“Ok, but we have to keep quiet so my parents don’t hear.”
“Tell me about your date with the nerd,” whispered Danny, “How did it go?”
“It went perfectly. Just like you planned. I don’t think Jason is going to be a problem any longer.”
“I guess it was kind of creepy to have him staring at you all the time. I heard you two went out to the Overlook. Did you fuck him?”
“No sweetie, we just talked. He was the perfect gentleman. He’s actually a nice guy. I felt bad treating him like that.”
Danny chuckled. “That sounds like Jason. That loser is never going to get laid.”
“I think he has a thing for that girl Samantha.”
“Coke Bottles. That’s what we used to call her when we were little because she had these thick glasses. She still hates us for it.”
Becky laughed, “That was mean.”
“Yeah, but she’s turned into a fine piece of ass now. I plan on fucking that real soon.”
“I thought you said she hated you?”
“I’m going to charm her panties off, and if that doesn’t work, I’ll take it anyway. Girls say no because they’ve been taught to say no, but deep down, they all want the cock.”
“You’re such a romantic,” she said.
“Hey, feel that? Thinking about fucking Coke Bottles has got me hard again.” He slapped her ass. “Get to work, sexy.”
She began moving on him again, but Jason couldn’t take anymore. He had found out what he needed to know, and the rage flowed through him.
Third period History. Jason was dreading it. It was his first class of the day with Becky and he wasn’t sure he could go through with it. His dreams last night were filled with visions of her and Danny, and he slept badly, waking up in a crappy mood.
A couple of his friends gave him the thumbs up sign when he first arrived at school, and asked him for details about his date with Becky. He bluntly told them to leave him alone, and they backed off, not used to seeing him like that.
Walking into history, he sat down, and noticed Becky wasn’t here yet. Maybe he’d get lucky and she’d taken the day off.
“Hey Jason.”
He turned and Donna was taking her seat behind him. “Hey Donna,” he said flatly.
“See?” she said, giving him a smile, “I really do sit here.”
He didn’t smile back. Not in the mood.
“You ok?” she asked.
He answered with a noncommittal shrug without turning around.
The rest of the students were filtering in, and he saw Becky taking her seat. He risked a glance over, and she was acting normally, which meant she was completely ignoring him as usual. He did the same to her, not wanting to be ‘creepy’ any more. At least he had finished his report, which was a minor miracle considering what he’d been through the past four days.
After class, Donna caught up with him. “Jason, can we talk a minute?”
“You were wrong Donna,” he said, continuing to walk.
She followed him. “Wrong about what?”
“About Becky. I could trust her.”
“What did she tell you?”
“She told me the truth. At first I didn’t believe her, but last night I saw the proof of it myself.”
“The truth about what?”
“About who my friends are.”
“Tell me what she told you Jason.”
“I have to get to class.”
“Jason.”
He turned into his next classroom, ignoring her.
* * *
He was sitting in the Principal’s office, his head in his hands, waiting for his mother to arrive to take him home. His blood-stained shirt was missing a few buttons. Three-day suspension was the Principal’s ruling. His mom was going to be pissed. Fuck! How could his life have gotten so far out of control in so short a time?
His most recent problems had started with a chance encounter with Sam before lunch. He walked around a corner in the hallway and there she was. Her usual smile of greeting for him was absent.
“Hi Sam,” he said, trying to sound upbeat.
“Hi Jason.” Her voice was flat and emotionless.
“Sam, um,” he stammered, “I wanted to apologize for the other night. I was really stupid.”
“No need to apologize.” The only emotion in her voice was indifference.
“Maybe we could get together tonight and talk?”
“I’m busy.”
“You and your mom going somewhere?”
“I have a date.”
His heart hurt. It got worse when he remembered Danny talking about his plans for her last night.
“Anyone I know?” He tried to make it lighthearted.
Her green eyes looked at him then looked down, and he knew the truth.
“I have to go Jason. I have a test to study for.”
He watched her walk away, and his anger from last night for Danny returned. As hard as he tried to prevent them, images of Sam and Danny together filled his mind. Her sitting on his cock, like Becky had done last night. Next, he saw Danny fucking her mouth, holding her hair tightly in his hand as he shoved his dick deep into her throat, twisting her nipples viciously as she grunted in pleasure. Her long beautiful eyelashes lay softly on her cheek as she accepted Danny’s spurting cum into her mouth.
He had no appetite for lunch. Instead, he walked around the school grounds fuming about Danny and Sam. The more he thought about them, the angrier he got.
He knew what he had to do.
It was right before classes started up after lunch, and he found Danny standing at his locker, having a laugh with Gary. The two were yukking it up pretty good, and Jason assumed they were laughing at him. Danny was probably telling Gary how the nerd will never get laid, especially since he was going to screw the girl he loved tonight.
Jason walked straight to him, and Danny caught sight of him at the last second. Danny grinned, but all he got out was a “Hey Ja–” before Jason pushed him hard in the chest, knocking him back into his locker, making a loud bang.
“Leave her alone!” Jason said, his voice tremulous.
Danny was speechless. His eyes widened in surprise as he regained his balance.
Jason came at him again, but this time Danny was ready and Jason’s push didn’t have much effect.
“Jason!” Danny said, “what are you doing?”
“Stay away from her!”
“Who?” Danny said, a bewildered look on his face.
A circle of students began to form around them.
“I don’t care if you lie to me, but don’t you dare hurt her,” Jason said. He took an awkward swing at Danny’s face, which Danny sidestepped easily. Losing his balance, Jason went down, banging his face on the floor. There were some laughs from the gathering crowd.
“What’s going on?” Danny said. “Jason, talk to me.”
Jason got up, and put his hand to his sore nose. It came away with blood on it.
“I’m not going to let you hurt her,” Jason said, and tried to push Danny again. This time Danny grabbed him by the front of his shirt, springing loose a couple of buttons, and effortlessly swung him around and pressed him up against the wall of lockers.
“Jason! Calm down!”
“Ok, what’s going on here?” It was the booming voice of Mr. Greer. “Break it up you two!”
Jason stood looking down as the teacher sorted out the situation. He refused to look at Danny as other students came forward and explained what they had seen. It was determined Jason had started it, and he was sent down to Principal Bennett’s office.
Two girls stood by, each on opposite sides of the crowd, both having witnessed the entire event. Becky finally turned away, a smug smile on her face. Sam remained, staring at the spot where it happened, tears welling in her eyes.
Jason lay on his bed, letting his mind drift away. He was right about his mother. She was pissed, and had grounded him for two weeks. At one point, his mom knocked on his bedroom door and told him he had a phone call. When he asked who it was and she told him it was Danny, he refused to get up and take it. He heard the phone ring several more times, but his mother didn’t ask him again.
He got the amulet out and spun it in his fingers, watching the colors swirl. He couldn’t think of any reason to blame his problems on the piece of rock he held in his hands, but they did seem to begin around the same time Malchediel had given it to him. Maybe it would have been better to remain ignorant, not knowing the truth about Danny, or about his true feelings for Sam.
He refused to believe that, especially about Sam. The feeling he had looking down on her as she slept and having his eyes opened up to her – he wouldn’t trade that for anything. If all this heartache he now felt was the payment for that, it was worth it.
He felt drowsiness come over him. He fought to stay away, but it was as if he was pulled into sleep.
He was back at the meadow. This time Ambriel was there when he arrived, and she was already sitting in his lap, their amulets again united.
“Hello Ambriel.”
“Our time is short Jason. I have come to prepare you.”
“Prepare me for what?”
“Your test arrives tonight, along the water.”
“I don’t think I’m ready.”
“Your guide is on her way to light your path, but you must follow it alone.”
“What am I supposed to do?”
“You are the protector Jason. You always have been.”
“I don’t understand.”
“You will. But now you must hurry back. There is something important you must see.” She reached between them and pulled their amulets apart.
He awoke with a start, and saw his bedroom ceiling in the dim light of dusk. He heard a car door shut outside, and then another one.
There is something important you must see.
He leapt from the bed and went to the window. He saw the yellow Mustang pull out from in front of Sam’s house, and head away down the street.
His shoulders slumped. Fuck. He awoke to see that?
Seeing Sam drive away with Danny ruined any positive feelings he got from seeing Ambriel again. He tried to keep his mind off what they might be doing. Danny had obviously already overcome Sam’s dislike of him, and now he wondered what else he was charming her into. Or out of. He thought about going out after them, using the amulet this time to even things up between him and Danny. Was that the test Ambriel had spoken of? Was he failing it right now by lying here doing nothing?
He had convinced himself he couldn’t lay here any longer, when he heard a knock at his door. “Jason?” It was his mother.
“Yes?”
“Are you decent?”
He looked down. He had on jeans and a t-shirt. His mother had scurried away with the bloody one when they got home.
“Yes. Why?”
“You have a visitor.”
He got up, went to the door, and opened it.
“Donna?” he said, the surprise apparent on his face.
“Hi Jason,” she said, “Can we talk?”
His first reaction was to say no, but he remembered.
Your guide is on her way to light your path.
“Uh… Sure. Mom, is it ok if we talk in here? I’ll leave the door open.”
His mother looked dubious.
“It’s real important Mrs. Ramsey,” Donna added.
“Ok,” his mother said, “but the door stays open.” She left them and went down the stairs.
Donna came into his room, and sat on the end of the bed. He took a spot further up, and said, “What do you want to talk about?”
“Jason, tell me what Becky told you.”
“Why do you want to know?”
“Because I think she lied to you.”
“She didn’t lie to me. I already told you that.”
“Just tell me. Please?”
He took a breath. What could it hurt? “She told me her and Danny were involved and had been for a long time.”
“Jason, that’s a lie.”
“No it’s not.”
“It is. She’s been chasing after Danny ever since she arrived at school two years ago. But he’s never accepted her advances.”
“You’re wrong.”
She continued as if he hadn’t spoken. “And the reason he didn’t was because of you. He knew you had feelings for her.”
He snorted.
“Remember when I asked you why you thought she never talked to you?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s why she never did. Because she saw you as the reason why she could never get to Danny. She hated you for that Jason.”
“How do you know this?”
“Because I’ve heard her talking. Danny is all she talks about. She wants what he can give her.”
“You mean sex?”
“No, not sex. Think of the bigger picture Jason. Think of where Danny is going to be in five years.”
“Very successful and very rich?”
“Exactly. That’s what she wants. And you’re standing in her way. At least you were until she whispered her lies in your ear, and made you upset with Danny. Now, according to her little scheme, Danny has no reason to keep away from her.”
“But she knew a secret Danny had to have told her. A secret he would have only told to someone close.”
“A secret?’
“Yes.”
“You mean the secret that you had helped Danny get his grades up?
Jason looked at her in shock. “How did you know that?”
“Robin Lobeaux has been blabbing it around school for weeks. She spends a lot of time here at your house, doesn’t she?
“Robin,” sighed Jason. Why hadn’t he thought of her?
“Becky said Danny told her that?”
“Yes.”
“I’m telling you, she’s a liar.”
“She didn’t lie about her and Danny being involved.”
“Of course she did.”
“No she didn’t. I saw them together.”
“Together? What do you mean?”
“They were together. In bed.”
Her eyes grew wide. “You saw Danny and Becky fucking?”
“Yes.”
“Where?”
“In her bedroom.”
“How did you see them in her bedroom?”
He sighed again. “I can’t tell you, but believe me, I did.”
“When was this?”
“Last night.”
She gave him a curious look. “What time?”
“Around nine o’clock.”
“Didn’t happen,” she said flatly.
“Of course it happened. I saw it happen.”
“Jason, Danny was with me last night.”
“Huh?”
“He called me yesterday out of the blue around five o’clock, and said he wanted to talk. He came over my house around five-thirty, and we talked until two in the morning. Imagine that. We talked all night and never got around to screwing.”
“Impossible.”
“I would have thought so too, but I swear, we didn’t have sex.”
He looked confused, and said, “No, I mean it’s impossible Danny was with you.”
“Then you need to let me know who I was talking to all night. Because if it wasn’t Danny, he has an identical twin wandering around.”
“He was there. I saw him and I saw his car parked out in front of her house.”
“Wait, you saw his car?”
“Yeah, it was parked right outside of Becky’s house.”
“Jason, Danny didn’t have his car last night. Gary had borrowed it.”
“Gary?”
“Yeah, that fucking loser has been borrowing Danny’s car all the time. Keeps telling him it will be the last time, but then comes back the next day and asks again. Danny’s such a softie he lets him have it.”
“Gary?” he repeated. He thought back to what he had seen in Becky’s room. He saw Danny’s legs and heard his voice, but always in a whisper. Because of where Becky was, he never saw Danny’s face.
Your amulet always shows the truth, but sometimes you may not see it.
“Oh my god,” he said.
“What?”
“It was Gary I saw with Becky. How could I be so stupid?”
“Well,” she said, looking relieved. “I’m glad that mystery’s been solved.”
“Oh god, how I treated Danny. What a fuckup I am.”
“Danny’s been trying to call you all day. Don’t worry Jason, he’ll understand.”
He didn’t feel convinced.
“So you’re saying Gary and Becky are involved?”
“Yeah,” he replied, holding his head in his hands. But something was wrong. He was missing something important.
“As much as I can’t stand that bitch, I hope she’s careful with that psycho.”
“What do you mean?”
“You never heard about the trouble he got into last year?”
“I heard rumors, but nothing specific.”
“He and his buddies were accused of gang-raping a girl up at his father’s fishing cabin at Blue Lake. The only reason why they didn’t go to jail was because the girl was afraid to testify.”
“Oh my god.”
“Yeah, it was pretty bad.”
“No no no no.” He was speaking fast.
“What is it?” she said, looking concerned.
“Does Gary have Danny’s car tonight?”
“Yeah, he came over and borrowed it two hours ago.”
“Oh my god!”
“Jason, you’re scaring me.”
“Last night, when I saw Gary and Becky, Gary was talking about Samantha, and how he was going to fuck her. Said if she wouldn’t put out, he was going to rape her.”
“Where’s Samantha now?”
“She left in Danny’s Mustang an hour ago.”
Jason gripped the steering wheel of the car tightly as he turned off the main highway and onto Blue Lake Road, gunning the engine after the car straightened out. Donna wasn’t sure exactly where the cabin was, but she knew it was somewhere on the far side of the lake. She had wanted to come with him, but he told her he had to go alone. It would be easier to use the amulet without her.
He hadn’t asked his parents if he could take the car. He was grounded and it would have taken too much time to explain. After Donna left, he wrote a quick note and left it on his bed, snuck downstairs, took the keys off the hook, and slipped out the back door.
They might not be at the cabin. They could be up at Brady’s Overlook right now, Gary’s hands pawing all over his Sam, and here he was heading in the wrong direction.
Your test arrives tonight, along the water.
“I’m on my way Sam,” he said aloud, hoping somehow she could hear him.
Reaching the other side the lake, he kept an eye out for Danny’s car. Most of the cottages were on the lake side of the road, but he swiveled his head back and forth, not wanting to miss anything.
It seemed like he was driving forever. Cottage after cottage went by, but no Mustang. He began to worry he had missed it. Just another fuckup from him in a long line of fuckups. I’m sorry Sam, I–
There it was. It was parked on the far side of the cabin and close to the shore, and he had almost missed it. He drove past and turned around, heading back without the lights on. He pulled off the road, right behind the cabin. Quietly opening the door, he stepped out, closed it silently, and quickly got undressed, tossing his clothes onto the seat through the open window. He placed the amulet around his neck, and headed for the cabin.
Lights were on inside, and he stepped up onto the lakeside porch, trying to move as quickly and as quietly as possible. There was a long window running the length of the porch to the door, and he was able to look inside. He heart hammered in his chest, fearing what he would see, but he felt a rush of relief when he saw Gary standing in the kitchen section of the cabin, alone.
He scanned the rest of the room, but saw no sign of Sam. His fear rose again when he considered the possibility Gary may have already been done with her, and left her somewhere. But he noticed an open door along the back wall, which obviously led to a bedroom.
Taking a glance at Gary, who was bending over and looking in the refrigerator, Jason didn’t hesitate. He strode to the door, opened it as silently as he could, and stepped inside. It wasn’t silent enough, because Gary turned around and said, “I’ve been waiting for–” but stopped when he saw the empty room. He looked puzzled for a moment, and said, “Fucking wind.” He walked to the door to close it. Jason considered rushing him, using the element of surprise, but thought the odds of that were small. Gary was built like Danny, and probably had a lot more experience with fighting. Instead, he took the opportunity to walk quickly to the bedroom door. He had to find Sam.
When he stepped inside, what he saw filled him with rage. She was on the bed with a bandanna folded and tied around her head, covering her eyes. Her hands were bound with duct tape above her head, and attached with more tape to the slats of the headboard. Her bare feet were also bound together at the ankles.
Her clothes were intact, but her shirt was ripped in the front and it hung to one side to reveal her bra strap and the top of her bra-covered breast. Her face had a pained expression on it, as if she had been crying.
“You ok in there Coke Bottles?” shouted Gary from the other room. “Don’t worry sexy, my friends will be here soon and we’ll get this party started.” He pronounced party as ‘par-TAY’.
She began crying, and her mouth scrunched into a tight frown, her lower lip protruding. Sobs racked her body.
He moved to the other side of the bed, bent over her, and without thinking, caressed the side of her face. Bad mistake. She jerked violently away, letting out a scream and pulling her hands against her restraints. “Don’t touch me!” she screamed. He quickly pulled his hand away.
Gary appeared at the door. “What’s the matter babe?”
“Don’t touch me!” she screamed again.
Gary laughed. “Getting a little anxious are we? Don’t worry sexy, it won’t be long before I touch you.” He turned and walked back into the other room.
She must have heard him go, because she relaxed back into the bed, her breathing becoming slower.
He’d have to try something different.
He bent over her on the bed. Whispering, he said, “Sam, it’s Jason.”
“Jason?” she said loudly.
Gary appeared at the door again. “You calling for your nerd boyfriend?” He laughed. “How sweet. But he’s probably home with his mommy right now.” Still chuckling, he left the doorway.
Jason tried again. “Sam, you have to be quiet,” he whispered to her.
“Jason?” This time it was a whisper.
“Yes, it’s me Sam. I’m here.”
“How are you here?”
“I’ll explain later, but you have to trust me. I’m going to get you out of here.”
“Am I dreaming of you again?”
“No Sam, I’m really here. I’m going to touch your face now, don’t be afraid.”
He reached his hand out again, and lightly touched her cheek. She pulled away slightly, but stopped. He caressed her gently and she pressed back into him.
She began crying softly.
He moved up to her, bringing his face to her other cheek, and pressed into her, holding her face between his cheek and his hand.
“It is you,” she said, still crying. “Oh Jason, I’m so sorry. I only went out with Gary because I was mad at you.”
Laughter came from the doorway. Jason pulled away.
“Coke Bottles,” Gary said, “All this crying over your boyfriend makes me think you can’t wait anymore. How about you and I have a little fun before my friends get here?”
She cocked her head, trying to figure out where Gary’s voice was coming from. It wasn’t making sense.
Gary sat down on the bed, causing the springs to squeak. She attempted to squirm away from the sound
Gary chuckled. “Where you going sexy? Don’t you want me to warm you up for my friends?” He reached out and placed his hand on her breast, giving it a squeeze through her blouse.
“Help me Jason,” she cried, a sob in her voice.
A curtain of rage dropped over Jason’s mind, and all coherent thought was lost. He flung his full weight across the bed into Gary’s chest, driving the bigger boy off the mattress and into the wall.
Gary lay there stunned as Sam began crying again. Jason got up and ran to the door, sped through it and made a turn for the kitchen. His eyes searched frantically around the room for what he was looking for. He opened one drawer, and another, and finally found it in the third. Pulling out a steak knife from the tray, he spun and headed back to Sam.
When he entered the bedroom, Sam was still crying but Gary was sitting up, shaking his head, saying “What the fuck?” He began to stand, using one hand on the bed to steady himself. Jason hurled himself at him again, catching him unexpected and driving his head solidly into the wall by the headboard. Gary went down this time completely out cold.
“I’m here Sam,” Jason said, “time to go.”
Placing the knife under the tape attaching her hands to the bed, he pressed it upwards, and when he was sure it was clear of her, he yanked it up hard. The tape parted cleanly, and her hands, still bound, came down to her chest.
“What’s happening Jason?” she said with fear in her voice.
“We’re leaving,” he said. He tried to shove the knife in his pocket, but discovered he had none. Flashing back to old Tarzan movies, he placed the knife in his mouth and clenched it between his lips, and bent and scooped her up in his arms.
He couldn’t believe how light she felt as he carried her out of the bedroom and strode across the room to the door. Two steps across the porch, down the steps, and turned towards the car. Reaching the passenger side, he set her down on her bound feet, and kept her balanced as he opened the door. He guided her backwards and eased her down into the seat.
“Please untie me Jason.” There was panic in her voice.
Taking the knife from his mouth and placing it on the roof of the car, he said, “One second Sam.” He reached across her to his seat, snatched up his pants, quickly put them on, then unclasped the amulet and threw it into the back seat.
She was pawing at the bandanna with her hands, but they were ineffective with the tape around them.
“Let me do that.” He bent down to her and pulled the bandanna up and off her eyes, and then completely over her head. She blinked several times with red and swollen eyes, then saw him. She stared at him as if he wasn’t real, shock on her face.
“Jason?”
He bent down to her level, and looked in her eyes. “I’m here Sam.” Reaching up, he felt for the knife on the roof and pulled it down. He took her hands, placed the knife between them and carefully cut through the layers of tape. When it separated, he pulled the thick handcuff of tape from her wrists. As soon as they were free, her arms went around him, pulling him tightly against him with more strength than he thought she had. He slipped his arms around her, and they held each other, not speaking.
After a minute, he tried to pull away, but she refused to let go.
“Sam, we have to leave. I don’t know how long he’s going to be out.”
Hearing this, she sat back, the fear returning to her eyes.
He considered cutting her feet loose, but decided it could wait until they were away. He was helping her put her feet into the car when he saw the headlights.
The car sped down the road, and for a moment, Jason thought it was going to pass by. But when it reached them, the driver hit the brakes and turned quickly into the cabin’s driveway, skidding on the grass.
Jason’s heart began hammering in his chest. He looked in the backseat for the amulet, but it was nowhere in sight. It must have slipped down in the cushions.
Three doors opened and three big and ugly men got out. The driver, the largest of the three, walked over to Jason. One of his top front teeth was missing.
“What do we have here?” he asked.
Thinking fast, Jason said, “We were driving along and I had to take a piss. Just finished, and now we’re heading out. But thanks for stopping to see if we’re ok.” He stood in front of Sam, trying to block their view of her bound feet.
The man looked him over. “You’re driving around in just your pants and no shoes?”
Jason’s mind worked. “Yeah,” he smiled, “My girlfriend and I were up the road a bit, making out, you know, pretty much naked. We thought we saw the cops coming, so we took off quickly. Didn’t have time to dress.” He saw them trying to look around him, to see what Sam looked like.
“And then,” Jason continued, “wouldn’t you know it? My girlfriend gets sick and blows chunks all over herself and the inside of my car. It fucking reeks in there, and she looks like shit.”
The men took a step back, no longer interested in what Sam looked like.
Missing Tooth began to laugh. “You’re having one hell of a night boy. How about you get the fuck back in your smelly-ass car with your skank girlfriend and get the fuck out of here.”
“Yes sir,” Jason said, trying not to show his relief.
He was turning to close Sam’s door when a voice came from beside the cabin. “You’re not going anywhere Jason.”
Jason turned and saw Gary coming out of the shadows, rubbing his head and blinking his eyes.
“Gary?” Missing Tooth said, “What the fuck is going on here?”
“This boy was just about to leave with our pussy,” Gary said.
Sam began to sob again.
“You mean we got to fuck some chick with puke all over her?” This came from one of the other men, a longhaired scraggly looking fellow who looked like he had trouble getting out of third grade.
Gary laughed. “No, she’s a fine piece of ass. Really nice. Much better than this loser deserves.”
Jason glared at him.
“Not sure where you were hiding in there to come at me unexpected like that,” Gary said, still rubbing the back of his head, “but it’s not going to happen again.”
Again, Jason didn’t respond.
“But I’ll tell you what Jason. Since we’re old friends and since you’re good friends with Danny, I’m going to cut you a break. Leave Coke Bottles here, and you can drive away, while you still have all your teeth and no broken bones.”
You are the protector Jason. You always have been.
Jason took a step forward. “You will never touch her again.”
Gary laughed. “Oh yeah, I saw you in action today against Danny. You ended up with a bloody nose and he wasn’t fighting back.” He laughed harder.
“By the way Jason,” he continued, “have you figured it out yet? About Becky? That dumb cunt is too stupid to tie her own fucking shoes, so I had to explain to her how to get rid of you. Your little date was my idea. And it worked perfectly, with you jumping on Danny the way you did. But do you know what the most pathetic part of it all is Jason?”
He waited for Jason to answer, but Jason just stared, so he continued.
“The most pathetic part is, you didn’t get any pussy from that whore. You had her up there at Brady’s Overlook, and all you did was talk. Oh yeah, she told me all about it.” Gary laughed. “What a fucking pathetic loser you are.”
“And now we’re going to fuck your girl,” he continued, “And since you won’t leave, we’re going to make you watch. I’m going to tie you to a chair and you’re going to watch us stick our dicks in Coke Bottles. And Carl here,” he pointed at Missing Tooth, “loves the feel of a tight ass around his dick, don’t you Carl? Do you think she has a tight ass Jason?”
Jason could feel his anger rising. He tried to calm his breathing. He allowed his mind to go back to the day he met Malchediel. He thought about how he reacted there, without thinking, and did the impossible. He took a deep breath. It was time.
“Hey Gary,” Jason said calmly, “You aren’t the only one who Becky shares secrets with.”
“Yeah?” Gary said smiling, “did she tell you I stop by her house every week to fuck her?”
“Yeah, she did mention that, but she also told me you like it when she shoves her vibrator up your ass.”
Gary gaped at him. The other three men snickered.
“She’s a fucking lying whore,” Gary said.
“No, she told me all about it,” continued Jason, “It’s a pretty pink one and she said you squeal like a little girl when she shoves it in deep while you’re coming.”
Missing Tooth laughed.
“You better shut your lying fucking mouth,” Gary said, glaring at Jason.
“She told me you said it feels like heaven.” He drew the last word out slowly.
Long Hair and the third guy joined in with the laughter.
“I’m going to break your fucking neck you mother fucker!” screamed Gary, and rushed at Jason.
Jason waited, a calm coming over him. Then at the right moment, he stepped forward, his weight transferring perfectly, and his fist met the middle of Gary’s face. Gary was stopped in his tracks, his nose spurted blood, his eyes rolled back in his head, and he toppled backwards like a falling tree, landing on the ground with a thud.
It all happened so quickly everyone was stunned, including Jason. He expected Gary to get back up, but he just lay there, motionless.
Everyone stood around for a few moments, watching Gary lying there, and then Missing Tooth stepped forward. He reached down to his belt and pulled something out. Jason saw a knife blade glimmer in the dim light.
“Boy,” he said, “I came here tonight to get some pussy, and you knocking out this faggot isn’t going to stop me.”
Jason stood straight. “None of you are touching her.”
Missing Tooth chuckled. “I guess we’re going to see about that.” He took a step towards Jason.
The headlights appeared out of nowhere, the car churning through the gravel. As it reached them, the wheels locked and the car skidded to a stop, throwing dust into the air. The door opened and Danny stepped out.
“And who do we have here?” Missing Tooth asked, swinging the knife in Danny’s direction. Danny was on him before he could react, covering the distance with an athletic grace that exceeded anything he had done on a football field. His fist crushed into the man’s mouth, and Missing Tooth instantly became Missing Teeth, collapsing to the ground in a heap. Long Hair and the other stood there in shock, and Danny grabbed the first by the shirt, spun around, and threw him against a tree trunk, his head making a hollow thunking sound off the wood. Without breaking form, Danny grabbed the back of the third guy’s head, and pulled him down, while driving his knee up into the man’s face. He dropped with a grunt.
It was over in a heartbeat. Danny stood over the three men, barely breathing hard, as Donna stepped from the car. They could see the red and blue flashes of approaching police lights from the other side of the lake.
* * *
Sam and Jason sat on the steps of the cabin with a blanket wrapped around them. Sam’s arms were around his neck, holding herself tight to him, as she had been doing ever since her feet were unbound. Jason’s arm was behind her back, cradling her in his warmth. She was quiet, and after a few unsuccessful attempts to talk to her, he just accepted holding her in silence. Donna sat beside them in her own blanket.
When the EMT crew had arrived, they came over to Sam and asked her to come over to their van so they could give her a medical exam. She refused to leave Jason, so they examined her best they could on the steps, and found nothing wrong.
Gary and the three others had already been taken away, and Danny was being interviewed by the police, including Officer Lobeaux, who seemed particularly concerned about him. They eventually finished, and Danny walked over to the porch.
“What’s up, butthead?” he said to Jason.
Jason gave him a weak smile.
“Donna told me everything,” Danny said, pre-empting Jason’s next words, “We can talk about it some other time, but for now, for tonight, let’s just forget this afternoon ever happened.” He sat down beside Donna and she opened the blanket to welcome him in.
“Thanks,” Jason said, “my head hurts just thinking about it. And thank you for showing up tonight. Saved our asses.”
“Dude,” Danny said, “You had them right where you wanted them. You knocked Gary right the fuck out. Only a matter of time before you finished off the rest.”
Jason smiled. “Make sure you repeat the same story at school tomorrow.”
Danny laughed.
“Thank you too Donna,” Jason said.
“For what?” she replied.
“For opening my eyes and showing me the truth. For being my guide and lighting my path,”
She looked at him. “Did one of those fucktards hit you in the head?”
Jason laughed. He loved tough Donna.
“Danny?” It was Sam.
Danny got up and went to her, kneeling down to get close.
“Hi Sam,” he said gently, “Are you ok?”
“Thank you Danny.” It was a faint whisper.
“You’re very welcome Sam.”
She was quiet so he began to get back up, but her hand reached out and grabbed the front of his shirt. She pulled him down to her and kissed him softly on the cheek.
For the first time in his life, Jason saw his friend blush.
* * *
The next day, Jason felt like a caged animal. Despite his heroics, his parents didn’t lift his grounding. On the other hand, they didn’t extend it any longer for taking their car.
They had to get a ride to the cabin with the Scotts, and after the police explained what happened, his mother came over and hugged him and his dad shook his hand. Sam was still holding him all this time, a fact that Mrs. Scott wasn’t too happy about. The looks she gave him let him know she thought it was his fault her daughter had gotten into this mess. And he really couldn’t disagree with her too much on that point.
Mr. Scott was much more gracious, and gave him a hug. He also was the deciding voice in allowing Jason to ride home in their car so he could remain with Sam. When they got back to the houses, Sam finally allowed herself to be separated from him, and he watched her disappear into her house on her mother’s arm. On his way back to his house, he stopped to search the back seat of his car, and found the amulet on the floor under a mat.
When he woke up and went downstairs the next morning, his mother told him his only exception to his grounding would be to visit Sam. Around noon, he went over to her house, but Mrs. Scott answered the door and told him Sam was staying in bed all day, and needed her rest. He could tell she wanted to say more to him, but was holding her tongue.
Now he was lying on his bed, spinning the amulet between his fingers, considering if he should use it to visit Sam. In the end, he decided not to, remembering the way she had been as she clung to him. Her mother was right, she did need her rest.
He took a nap holding the amulet, hoping to see Ambriel again and thank her, but it didn’t happen.
He spent the rest of the night watching boring TV shows. Robin stopped by to visit Jenny, but Jason could tell she was only looking to get some juicy inside info about the events at the cabin. And since he was still pissed at her for giving away his secrets, he ignored her questions and went to his room.
The next morning he awoke to a knock at his bedroom door. It was his mother.
“Jason, I think you want to get up now.”
“Huh?” he said, blinking the sleep out of his eyes.
“Sam is in her backyard.”
That woke him up. He quickly washed up, threw on some clothes, and bounded down the stairs. He went to the backyard and looked over, and saw Sam sitting on a swing of her old swing set. Hopping the fence, he walked over to her and sat in the other swing.
“Hi Sam.”
She turned and looked at him, then smiled. “Hi Jason.”
“How are you feeling?”
“Much better today. Got to sleep the whole day yesterday and it helped.”
“You look a lot better.”
“Can you do something for me Jason?”
“Anything.”
“Can you hold me?”
He reached over to her swing and pulled it to him, turning her until they were face to face. He put his arms around her waist, and she put hers around his shoulders. They held each other without talking for a few minutes.
Finally she spoke. “I was so scared.”
He held her tighter. “It hurts me to hear that. I never want you to be scared.”
She was quiet again, then said, “You hurt me Jason.”
“I know. It seems I keep doing that. I’m sorry.”
“Do you love her?”
He pulled back to look at her, his hands holding her swing chains on either side, keeping her in front of him. “Becky?”
“Yes.”
“No, I don’t. I don’t even like her.”
“But you fought Danny because of her.”
“That’s not true Sam. I fought Danny because of you.”
“Me?”
“Yes you.”
“What did Danny do to me?”
“I had overheard Gary say some bad things about you, and I thought it was Danny talking. Then you said you had a date, and I assumed it was Danny. That’s why I was upset.”
“You fought Danny for me?”
He smiled. “Yeah, kinda dumb huh?”
“Yeah, but also kind of romantic.”
His smile widened. “Getting my ass kicked is romantic huh? Couldn’t I just bring you some flowers next time?”
She laughed. It was good to hear.
“You rescued me,” she said.
“I had a lot of practice.”
She gave him a puzzled look. “Practice?”
He looked around. “Our pirate ship. We spent an entire summer right here practicing rescues.”
She beamed. “You remember that?”
“Of course. But it kinda threw me off when I showed up and you weren’t wearing an eye patch and a beard.”
She giggled. “I have a picture of us in that getup.” Her face turned sad.
“What?” he asked.
“I crushed it into a ball the other day when I got mad at you.”
“Remind me never to make you mad again.”
“But the weird thing is, when I got up the next morning, it was back in its frame. I must have done it in the middle of the night.”
“I guess the moral of the story is,” he said, “is that you and I may be crushed, but we’ll always bounce back.
She smiled. “I like that.”
“You have beautiful eyelashes.”
She looked startled. “Where did that come from?” she said, looking up at him.
“I noticed them the other day for the first time, and I thought you should know.”
“My eyelashes are beautiful?”
“Yes, and your nose.”
“My nose?”
“Yes, you’re nose is very beautiful” And your ears.”
“My ears?”
“Yes, I like the way the wisps of your hair lay across them.”
“Jason?”
“And your eyes. Your eyes are a beautiful shade of green and they’re even prettier when they’re looking at me.”
“Jason.”
“And your lips. Your lips are perfect. So soft and full and a beautiful shade of pink.”
“My lips?”
His face was close to hers, his breath warm on her skin
“Yes, your lips.”
His arms slipped around her waist, pulling her toward him. She responded by putting hers around his neck.
Their lips touched, very lightly, and their breath mingled. Time seemed to stop, He pulled her tighter to him and their lips came together, marking the exact moment in time where their separate lives ended, and their life together began. The kiss lasted several moments, and they separated and looked into each other’s eyes.
“Wow,” they both said at the same time.
“I had another dream about you,” she whispered.
“I know.”
“How do you know?”
“Because I was there.”
“Then you know what you promised me.”
“Yes I do.”
“Then tell me.”
“I love you Sam. I think I always have.”
She smiled, her face lighting up. “I love you too Jason. And I know I always have.”
They kissed again.
* * *
Several days later, they were laying on a hammock in Jason’s back yard. He was on his back and she was on her side next to him, her head resting on his chest. They enjoyed the silence together.
But then she spoke. “Jason, you’re keeping something from me.”
He had been ready for the question, wondering when she would bring it up.
“Yes I am. I’ve been waiting for you to ask me about it.”
“When we were in the cabin together, it didn’t make sense. You were with me, but Gary didn’t know it.”
“Yes.”
“And the dreams. Were you there for the first one too?”
“Yes, I was.”
“How?”
He told her everything.
Two months later.
Jason slipped the keycard into the lock of the hotel room door. The light flashed green and he pushed it open.
They had rented this room a few weeks ago, in anticipation of spending the night together after the prom. At the time, he’d had a fantasy of carrying Sam into the room, him in his tuxedo and her in her gown, taking her across to the bed, and laying her on it, falling into her arms.
But now, he entered the room by himself. He was wearing his tux, but that’s the only part of the fantasy that had come true. He looked around at the empty room. It was richly furnished, and Jason had spent the extra money because he had wanted this night to be special. He wondered where Sam was.
Standing next to the bed, he took off his jacket and placed it on a chair. His tie went on top of it, and he unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it out of his pants and laying it on the jacket. The hotel room air was cool on his skin, and he slowly ran his hands over his chest to warm it.
He kicked off his shoes and unbuckled his pants, sliding them down and stepping out of each leg, removing each sock at the same time. He stood only in his underwear – a pair of white briefs. Taking a deep breath, he pushed them down and off, and he was naked.
Reaching onto the bed, he moved the pillow on his side up against the headboard. He climbed up on the mattress, and sat upright with his back against the pillow, on top of the covers. He closed his eyes and thought of Sam, trying to remember her naked body from two months ago. Flashes of memory came to him; the soft curves of her breasts, her rose-colored nipples, her curly patch of pubic hair.
He began to get hard, and he reached down and took his cock in his hand, feeling it extending and stiffening. His other hand massaged his balls, and his pleasure increased. More memories of Sam came back to him, with some newer ones mixed in; her hands on her nipples, making them harden; the way she smiled after they kissed; her fingers between her spread legs, calling his name as she came.
His cock was fully erect now, and he ran his hand softly up and down its length. He wished it were Sam’s touch on him instead of his own. He wished she were in this bed beside him, so he could hold her.
He heard a noise and opened his eyes. It had sounded like bare feet on carpet. Suddenly, the blanket on the opposite side of the bed lifted up, billowing into the air, and when it settled back down, there was a form underneath it, and a depression appeared on the pillow. He smiled.
He lifted the covers on his side and slid underneath them, then moved across the bed until he felt her warm body against his. Closing his eyes to keep from being disoriented, he used his sense of touch to find her lips with his, and kissed her deeply. His hands searched behind her neck, found the clasp, and separated it. He opened his eyes and there was Sam wearing a mischievous smile on her face.
“Are you happy now?” he said, “Did you see enough?”
She grinned wider.
“I can’t believe you made me do that.”
“Fair is fair,” she replied smugly, “Besides, it looked like you were enjoying yourself. Do you want me to leave?”
“I want you exactly where you are,” he said, looking into her eyes. He brought his hand to the side of her face, and caressed it gently. She closed her eyes and pressed her cheek against his touch, breathing deep.
His hand slowly moved down over her neck, passing over the bump of her collarbone, and she trembled in anticipation. Going lower, his fingertips traced up onto the swell of her breast, continuing until they reached her nipple. He cupped her breast in his hand, feeling the soft weight of it. She breathed out audibly, creating a delicate “oh” sound between her parted lips.
Her nipple pressed against his palm, and he squeezed her breast gently, her body shuddering almost imperceptibly in response. Moving his hand to cup her from underneath, this brought her nipple directly between his thumb and forefinger. He watched her expression as he pinched it gently, and rolled it between his fingers. She gasped audibly as small tics of pleasure flickered over her face. She looked so beautiful.
He continued pleasuring her this way, and she began a soft rhythmic pattern of breathing. He dipped his head and replaced his fingers with his mouth, taking her nipple between his lips and sucking it gently. She gave a loud gasp and brought her hand to the back of his head, urging him on. The soft skin of her other breast brushed against his cheek, and he moved over and took that nipple into his mouth, letting his tongue flick against her rigid flesh.
His cock pressed against her hip, and he loved the feel of her warmth on him. Her body moved under his touch, coming alive with passion.
His mouth continued to alternate between her nipples, each now wet and erect. His hand slid down over her stomach, his fingernails tracing over her skin. Feeling the slight indentation of her navel, he moved past it and explored further. Reaching the top of her pubic hair, his fingers fanned out, and he covered her mound with his hand. He could feel her warmth through the soft hairs, and her legs spread, welcoming him.
His middle finger lay along the furrow of her lips, following the curve of her mound. His fingertip touched where her labia met underneath, and he could feel wetness there. Pressing gently, his finger slipped slightly into her, where he discovered a well of her fluids, slick and warm.
A spasm shivered through her body, accompanied by a moan.
“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes.”
He slid his finger slowly upward, feeling the edges of her inner entrance and the tightness beyond. As his finger arrived at where her inner lips met, he felt the small nub of her clitoris, hard with desire. She moaned again as the tip of his slick finger slid across it, like a bow on a violin string.
“Oh Jason, she whispered, “It feels so good.”
Her hand reached down, searching for him. Her warm hand found what she was looking for, and it was his turn to gasp as her fingers encircled his hard shaft and squeezed. He had never felt this good. She began a gentle stroking motion with her fingers softly wrapped around him. He closed his eyes and focused on the pleasure she was giving him.
After a moment, he refocused on her, his finger circling the bump of her clit. Her legs opened wider and she rotated her hips slightly, pressing herself up into his touch. Her body was completely open to him accepting the pleasure he was giving her, and he knew it was time.
He moved over her, settling his body between her legs and holding his weight on his arms, so he could look down at her face. She opened her eyes and looked up at him. There was no uncertainty in her expression.
He smiled down at her. “I love you so much.”
She brought her hand up to the side of his face and caressed him.
“I love you too. I’ve always been yours.”
He shifted slightly and he was at her entrance, the head of his cock nuzzling against her inner lips. She spread her legs wider as anticipation appeared on her face.
He pressed against her and her wetness coated him, preparing him for entry. Her hands moved up to his shoulders, resting against the sides of his neck. He flexed his hips, and his cockhead was inside of her, beginning to spread her open. She gasped in pleasure and his mind swam, not believing anything could feel this good.
Pulling back slightly and pressing forward again, he nudged deeper, but he felt something stopping him. He watched her face as he pressed harder, and saw her wince.
“Sam? You ok?”
Her eyes were closed but she opened them and said, “Keep going.”
He pressed forward again and could see her biting her lower lip. When he realized his attempt to go slow was prolonging her pain, he flexed his hips hard.
The barrier gave way and he thrust past it, her wet slick tightness spreading around him as buried his entire length inside of her in one long stroke.
She gave a small cry of pain, and he stopped.
“Sam?”
“It’s ok. Go slow.”
He held in her for a moment, and slowly backed out, feeling her inner walls squeezing him as if attempting to hold him inside.
She let out a sigh. “Yes.”
When he was nearly all the way out, he stopped and reversed direction, beginning the long slow stroke back into her. After a few moments of this, she opened her eyes and smiled at him.
“Oh Jason, I never knew it could be like this.”
He leaned down and kissed her, their mouths opening as their tongues danced and played with each other. He continued his steady rhythm, in and out of her, filling her and sliding out to where her pussy kissed the tip of his cock.
Her legs came up around him, with her knees against his sides as her ankles locked around his back. She was completely open to him, welcoming his thrusts into her tight core, the perfect angle for going deep.
Instinctively, his speed increased, and she groaned her approval into his ear. Her hands gripped his shoulders tightly, her nails digging into his skin. His hips flexed and unflexed in a steady rhythm, both of their passions climbing with each thrust into her.
His face was buried in the side her neck, and he sucked and nipped at the skin there. He could feel her hard nipples pressing into his chest, as her hips began to rotate up against him, meeting his thrusts with hers.
They were both moaning, their pleasure nearing the pinnacle together. His thrusts were hard and fast, each pushing them closer and closer to the edge. She went over first, a primal cry escaping her lips as her body convulsed in pleasure, orgasmic waves washing across her. He followed close behind, and with one last thrust he groaned and buried himself deep, his muscles locking as the spasms of pleasure pulsed his seed into her.
They held like that for a moment, locked in their first sharing of ecstasy, and then they relaxed, her onto the bed and him into her arms.
* * *
They sprawled across the bed together, playfully content. They were lying on their stomachs, with their arms intertwined. Neither of them recognized they were recreating their position from that day long ago in the tent on her bed.
She felt something beneath her and reached to pull it out. It was the amulet, cast aside in their passion. She watched its colors swirl in the faint light. He watched her as she studied it, still amazed by her beauty.
“I’m going to get rid of it,” he said.
She didn’t ask him why. She already knew.
“Any idea what you’re going to do with it?”
“I’ve been giving it some thought, and I think I know just the person who could use it.”
Jason walked into the quiet restaurant, empty now before the noon crowd. He stood in the lobby for a few moments, waiting for someone to appear. A voice unexpectedly came from behind him.
“Can I help you?” He turned around, and saw a dark-haired girl in a waitress uniform. He looked closely at her. She looked familiar.
“I hope so. I was in here a few months ago, and I left my jacket behind. I’ve been back a few times since, but I hadn’t remembered it was missing until today.” Looking at her, he added, “You know, I think you were our waitress on the night I left it here.”
“Let us check the lost and found,” the girl said with a smile. She went behind a counter and pulled a cardboard box from a lower shelf, placing it up on the surface.
Jason saw his coat right away. It was a bit wrinkled and dusty, but in one piece.
“There it is,” he said, pulling it out of the box. “Thank you.”
“You are welcome. Is there anything else I can do for you?”
He looked at her. Something was nagging at his brain. She was the waitress who had served him and Becky, but there was something else, something he couldn’t put his finger on.
Then he saw it. Hanging around her neck on a silver chain was an amulet, just like his. His eyes widened and he looked back up at her face. Her hair was different, but it was her. She smiled at him.
“Ambriel?”
“Hello Jason.”
“Ambriel, you’re real!”
“In my own way.”
“But how?”
“Malchediel and I are from the same family. He likes me to watch over his gifts.”
“How’s the old guy doing?”
“He still likes to go out once in a while, evaluating people with his tests.”
He stared at her for a long moment. Finally, he said, “Are you saying I really didn’t save his life?”
“Let me guess – a truck was going to hit him? That is his favorite.”
“Yes,” Jason said with a sigh.
“There was no truck.”
He shook his head.
“Jason, what is important is the decision you made, not whether the danger was real. You are a good man. Remember that.”
“I gave it away, you know.”
“I know. Malchediel is pleased with your choice, since the first test had been passed. Are you and Samantha happy?”
“Very.”
“Then the amulet has served its purpose for you. I have already visited its new owner.”
“With the meadow in the dream thing?”
“Yes.”
“How’d that go?”
“He asked if I wanted to join him and his girlfriend in a three-way.”
“Sorry about that.”
“I am considering it.”
“Seriously?”
“No,” she said with a smile.
“Oh,” he said, looking relieved.
“He is a good man also. His second test will come some day.”
“And you’ll help him like you helped me?”
“Yes.”
“I never thanked you for that. Not sure I could have done it without your help.”
“You are welcome.”
“Well, I better be going. Sam is waiting for me. We’re going out to celebrate my scholarship tonight.” He held up the jacket for emphasis.
“Better get that cleaned then,” she said as she opened the door for him.
He walked through it, paused, and turned back towards her. “Ambriel, can I ask you one more thing?”
“Yes.”
“The amulets, where do they come from?”
She smiled at him with her bright blue eyes. “Family secret,” she said, and closed the door.
* * *
Sitting at a desk at the library, engrossed in a book, Jason didn’t notice when someone sat in the seat next to him.
“Hi Jason.”
He looked up, and was stunned to see Becky sitting there. He hardly recognized her. Gone was all the makeup and the elegant hair style. Her lips were a normal color, and her shoulder-length hair framed her face with a natural look. Instead of her usual designer clothes, she was wearing a pair of simple jeans and a normal loose-fitting shirt.
“Becky,” he said, confusion on his face. “What are you doing here?”
“I wanted to talk to you.”
“About what?” he asked, wariness in his voice.
She paused before answering. “Jason, I’m sorry for everything I did to you. And to Danny and Samantha.”
He looked at her, still not believing she was here.
“I’ll understand if you can’t forgive me, but I wanted you to know I’m sorry about it. What I did was wrong. There’s no excuse, so I’m not making any. I only selfishly cared about what I wanted, and no one else. I haven’t been a very good person and I’m trying to change that.”
Again, he didn’t reply.
“And I want you to know something else. That evening we spent together, it wasn’t all an act. I really had fun with you. And not just the sex either, even though I’ve never felt that way with anyone else. It was the whole night. You were funny and charming, and you treated me special, like a girl wants to be treated. And you certainly made an impression on my brother Josh. He still talks about you. He calls me ‘gorgeous female’ now, says he got that from you.”
She smiled, and her eyes shimmered with wetness. Jason stared down at his book, his eyes unfocused.
She watched him for a moment, waiting for a response. When none came, she finally stood. “It’s ok Jason, I understand.” She touched his hand lightly with hers, and walked away.
“I told you Josh and I had a connection,” he said, stopping her in mid step, “We really bonded on that doorstep.”
She turned and faced him, smiling with tears on her cheeks.
He reached out to the chair she had been sitting on, and patted the cushion. “Have a seat,” he said.
Six years later.
“Hey Becky,” Jason shouted into the kitchen, “Hurry up. The game is coming on, and they’re going to be interviewing Danny.”
“Be right in,” said a voice from the other room.
Moments later, as the game broadcast began, a pair of arms encircled his neck from behind the couch, pulling his head back against a pair of full warm breasts.
“Ah,” he said, “It’s my lovely wife Becky. I was missing you. What took you so long?”
The arms tightened. “Tell you what mister, if you call me that one more time I’m going to cut off your nuts.”
He laughed and reached up, holding her by the arms and pulling her over the couch, and she landed lying face up in his lap. He looked down into the smiling face of Sam.
“If you cut off my nuts, what would you have to play with while you’re blowing me?” he said laughing. “Besides, you’re the one who said I should think about how horrible my life would be if I had married Becky instead of you. I’m just trying to make the experience real.”
“I said that two days ago. The joke is wearing thin dear.”
“Come on Becky, don’t be like that. Let’s prove Sam wrong. We can make this work. Especially if you keep doing that thing with your tongue you did last night. Good lord woman, where did you learn that, Girl Scouts?”
She shifted and her elbow leaned directly on his balls.
“Hey hey hey, ow ow, ok ok, I’m done.”
She smiled, easing off. “No more Becky?”
“No more Becky,” he said softy, “Just Sam. It’s always been just Sam. Only took this dumb ass eighteen years to realize it.”
Her face lit up the way it always did when her love for him shone in it. “You’re such a sweet talker.”
“If that’s true,” he said thoughtfully, “why is it I still can’t get your mother to like me?”
She laughed. “Hey, she’s warming up to you. Didn’t she say hello to you last month at Thanksgiving when we visited? That was an improvement.”
“Very true. Maybe next Thanksgiving when we take her grandchild to visit her, she’ll even give me a hug.” He rested his hand on her slightly swollen belly.
She smiled and reached up, pulling him down to her, their lips meeting in a soft kiss.
The television blared, “Let’s go down to the field, where Stacy Roberts has an on-field interview with Dan Mazzelli, the incredible Double Z who has taken the NFL by storm in his rookie season.”
Jason let go of Sam, and she rolled over and sat up, both of them watching the TV. On the screen they saw their friend Danny standing beside a stunning blonde. What else is new? thought Jason.
“So tell me Dan,” the blonde said, “what’s it like to be king of the NFL?”
“It’s great Stacy,” Danny said, “I love the game, I love my teammates, but you know what the best part of it is?”
“What’s that?”
“I get to meet beautiful women like you.” The huge familiar grin appeared on his face. Sam giggled and Jason snorted.
Stacy looked flustered. She attempted to save the interview. “Speaking of that Dan, didn’t you just get married? I don’t think your wife Donna would be happy with what you said.”
“Don’t be so sure, darlin’” Danny said, and added a wink in Stacy’s direction. Jason and Sam almost fell off the couch in laughter.
“Um, ok, um, I guess that wraps things up down here,” the frazzled blonde stuttered, “Back to you Tim, um, I mean Tom.”
“Thank you Stacy,” Tom said, with a stunned look on his face. He turned to his partner, and said, “Brent, what do you think makes Mazzelli so special? Why is he a star so early in his career?”
“Well Tom,” Brent said, an ex-quarterback himself, “the kid has all the talent in the world, but what puts him over the top is his ability to read defenses. It’s almost as if he snuck into the opposing team’s locker room and read their defensive playbook. It’s uncanny.”
Sam and Jason turned and looked at each other, wide grins spreading across their faces.
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