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“So? How much’re you willin’
ta pay?” The rough voice of the pawn shop owner growled, snapping
Derrick out of his daydream.

Derrick looked at the scowling old man,
who was impatiently crossing his arms. “Uhh... How much would you
recommend?”

The shop owner laughed boisterously. “I
recommen’ ya pay dis old man a million bucks, is what ah
recommen’!”

Derrick frowned and pondered whether
the crusty old man was joking or not. “I’ve got one thousand
dollars.” He countered.

Derrick stared at the huge goblet that
had caught his fancy. It was almost as tall as the old cash
register it stood beside. It looked to be solid gold, although he
was sure that something like that wouldn’t be stuffed behind cheap
bootleg CD’s and out of style gaming systems. It was adorned with
huge, red gems, laced with black filigree. Peering into them, one
could get lost in their magical, velvety hue. In it was carved
symbols and designs that Derrick knew not the meaning of. The
goblet seemed to have a crossguard between the cup and the handle,
like an ancient sword. On each side of the crossguard hung two gold
chains connected to two big red gems.

The old man’s face began to smile.
“This mus’ be sumtin special, ain’ it? Caught yer eye did it? Gimme
a thousan’ bucks fer a purdy cup... Not that ah’ care, anyway. Ah
wanna get ridda tha’ thang anyway, y’know? Scarin’ business away
an’ stuff.”

Derrick closely examined the goblet. It
was far heavier than it looked. “How could it scare anyone away?
It’s just a goblet.”

The shop owner’s face grew solemn. “Bad
past, y’know? Not tha’ it matters. Thousan’ bucks, she’s
yours.”

Derrick glared at the old man, who
refused to look him in the eye. “What kind of past?”

“Ah, it’s
nuttin’...”

“You know something about it
that I don’t, or you’re just telling stories. Tell me, or you’re
losing the sale.”

The old man emitted a sigh and leaned
over the counter with an ominous look on his face. “A lotta
murderers have ended up ownin’ tha’ cup, but that don’t mean
anything, right? Gots people scared o’er nuttin, ah tell ya.” His
face brightened up. “Coincidences are just coincidences, though.
Dis here’s an ancient thang. Y’know, knight times an’ stuff.
Someone donated ‘er tah me; they din’t wanna have ta deal with it
no more. Gave ‘im nightmares, they says.” The shop owner smiled as
sweetly as he could. “What’s it gonna hurt?”

Derrick sighed, handing the old man the
wad of cash. “It’s too beautiful to pass up. That can’t be real
gold, can it?”

The old pawn broker held tight to the
money and then he spoke, “A’ course it is. It’s so cheap ‘cuz no
one’ll buy it. Ah’ just want it outta here.”

“Well, I’d be happy to
oblige!” Derrick said enthusiastically. “I think it’s marvelous…
and a steal.”

The old man straightened out the
crumpled money and quickly counted it. He stuffed the dollars in
his stained and sweaty shirt pocket, and placed the elegant goblet
inside a brown paper bag. The bag was not large enough to conceal
the shining, golden top of the cup. Derrick smiled, carefully
taking hold of it and dashing through the cluttered aisles of the
shop and out the worn wooden door.

“And... There... We... Go,”
the old man said as Derrick left, dropping all pretense of his
accent and smiling to himself.

----

Derrick stepped back, grinning. He had
wrapped the goblet so beautifully. The wrapping paper was a regal
shade of red with small green dots. He had also carefully glued a
sparkling, shimmering red bow to the top of it. He could not wait
to present it to Sophia.

Derrick waited around impatiently. Only
a few more minutes until Sophia would be back from work; he
couldn’t help but sigh. Often times he felt worthless compared to
his lover. After all, she was the only one with a job. Derrick was
still in college and living off a dwindling trust fund. His plans
were to become a historian or museum curator. He loved everything
about European history, from the kings and queens down to the
peasants and monks. Most of all, though, Derrick loved historical
artifacts. He knew just by looking at it that the goblet was from
somewhere in between 1100-1500 AD, but other than that, it was a
mystery to him. He also knew that Sophia would love it.

Sophia’s greatest passion in life was
wine. She loved everything from Zinfandel to Chardonnay – all the
qualities from the sweet flavor to the dry texture. He imagined her
sipping wine from the golden chalice like some ancient forgotten
princess. He never thought he would find a gift so elegant for
her.

Suddenly the door opened. In walked
Sophia, looking tired and worn-out as she usually did after work;
her shoulders slumped.

“Hello, beautiful!” Derrick
said in the cheesiest of ways. Sophia had a soft-spot for that kind
of manner and Derrick played to it every chance he could
get.

“Hi, babe,” She
grumbled.

“How was work?”

“Terrible as usual, but hey,
at least I’m home.”

Derrick smiled at her and she smiled
back. “Dearest, I got you an early Christmas gift. Perhaps it’ll
cure your bad day. I really think you’ll like it.”

Sophia’s hazel eyes brightened. “Really
now? You didn’t have to get me anything. What is it?”

Out from behind his back, Derrick
pulled the goblet, wrapped finely in its red paper. Sophia grinned,
taking it from him. She ravenously tore the paper away, handing the
bow to Derrick. Out from the shredded, torn paper, she pulled the
shiny large goblet.

 


“Oh... Oh my God...” Was all
she could say. Her eyes scanned the regal grail as her hands
stroked it. “Derrick... It’s beautiful!” Her fingers ran down the
crossguard’s chains onto the jewels that hung from it; the light
reflecting off and showering the room in tiny rays of crimson.
“Rubies?” she asked.

“Perhaps,” Derrick replied.
“They sure look real enough to me.”

“I love it.” She said as she
leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.

“Well, I’m glad you like
it.” Derrick remarked.

“Is that real
gold?”

“Yes, I believe it
is!”

Sophia hugged him tightly. “It’s really
wonderful. Thank you.”

Derrick grinned. “There’s wine in the
cabinet you want to christen it.”

Derrick had never seen Sophia smile so
wide.

Within moments the thin, red substance
filled the goblet as Sophia stared, mesmerized by the shining gold.
The liquid sloshed around inside the jeweled cup.

“Go ahead,” remarked
Derrick, lightly nudging her. “Try out your new glass.”

Sophia smiled and nodded, raising the
goblet to her mouth. It was heavier than she had expected. As she
poured the sweet, dry substance into her mouth, she felt an odd
burning inside of her. It was not painful, but rather, a bit
pleasant. Each moment that went by Sophia felt more and more
rejuvenated and happy. She felt as if putting the goblet down would
shatter the pleasure.

Soon, the vessel was empty. The burning
inside Sophia’s body had escalated.

“Oh, Derrick,” began Sophia,
“That was the best wine I’ve ever had!”

Derrick was surprised by her reaction.
He would never admit it, but he had bought the wine from a
convenience store. Sophia had tasted expensive wines from all
different countries, and this was the one she preferred? Not that
Derrick minded, or anything.

“Well I’m glad you liked
it.”

“Oh Derrick...” She purred,
“I think you’re deserving of a little gift as well...”

Derrick blushed. “Oh? I wonder what
it’ll be....”

Sophia grinned widely. “Come into the
bedroom. I’ll show you.”

----

The bedroom was dark. Sophia had made
Derrick stay out and wait for her. Derrick had goosebumps just
thinking about the ‘present’ he was going to receive. With her job
and his school schedule they were both usually too tired to make
love or do much more than cuddling and falling asleep in each
other’s arms.

Suddenly, he heard Sophia’s voice purr
from the darkness, “You ready, babe?” The sound of her soft,
seductive voice sent chills down Derrick’s spine. He giggled a bit
and then nodding, slowly entered the darkened bedroom.

Instantly he felt the softness of
Sophia’s body pressed against his, as she brushed her dark blonde
hair out of her face. He could feel that she was naked. She began
to slowly unbutton Derrick’s shirt, stroking his chest. Her soft
hands moved down his waist and unbuttoned his pants, slowly pulling
them off. Derrick felt her silky smooth skin on his. He could not
see her that well in the dark, but this only enhanced his other
senses. He could smell the floral perfume on her neck and the
lingering odor of the shampoo she had used that morning. With each
breath she took, he could feel the wet warmth on his chest. Other
than their breathing, the room was silent. Derrick’s hands slid
down from Sophia’s shoulders and onto her teardrop-shaped breasts.
His fingers circled them slowly, moving inward each
time.

Sophia dragged her hands along
Derrick’s ribs and planted a quick kiss on his cheek. Her skin
against his felt warm and soft as her hands traced the thin
contours of his body. She reached between his legs and with both
hands, she began stroked his throbbing erection.

“Well, you’re ready to go,”
purred an eager Sophia as she tested his firmness. The burning she
was feeling had now begun to scorch her insides, and she craved
nothing more than Derrick’s body.

“Oh yes, ma’am,” Derrick
moaned submissively. Never before had Sophia been so enthusiastic
about sex or this wantonly sexual. Was it the wine, he
thought?

She threw him back onto the bed with a
strength he had never witnessed before and pounced upon him. Sophia
lowered her body, engulfing Derrick’s rock hard cock in her warm
wetness. She moaned and began grinding back and forth. Derrick
joined in, panting and sweating along with his lover. Both their
bodies quickly filled with tingling ecstasy, jolting up their
spines.

Sophia grinded harder and harder on
Derrick; the only way to douse the flames inside of her was to push
herself.

There was a perfect rhythm that the two
lovers shared as they worked back and forth. Sophia was filled with
so much energy, and she channeled every bit of it into her
movements. Every second that passed, the fire burned inside her
hotter and hotter. Derrick moaned loudly, submitting to Sophia.
There was no way he could keep up with her so he went rigid and
pushed against her.

The dark room was filled with moaning
and sighing. However, Sophia began to hear something else - a soft,
nearly inaudible whisper. She shrugged it off as she pushed herself
harder and harder, her whole body seemingly alive with electricity.
The whisper grew louder and louder. Sophia had been trying to
ignore it, but now she could not. She tried to say something, but
she could not. She had lost control of her actions.

Sophia was horrified when she realized
she was reaching for a letter opener on the nightstand. Derrick’s
eyes were closed and he did notice her movement toward the
nightstand. The experience was so pleasant for him he would not
notice a tornado if there was one.

Sophia’s heart beat loudly as she
grasped the pointy letter opener with both hands, holding it over
her unsuspecting lover. She wanted to scream out, to get his
attention, but she could not. She plunged the sharp point
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