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Becky Patterson was getting dressed.  She had just gotten out of the shower, and was getting ready to meet her friend, Pam Snyder.  Both girls were from Redding, California, and they planned to go to out to Whiskeytown Lake for the weekend.

Pam had met some guy at the bar that employed her.  He played guitar, and he was going to Whiskeytown this weekend, too, but separately.  Pam had the hots for the guy, but she wasn’t sure enough about the man to go alone.  Pam had learned a couple of hard lessons while working at the bar.  So, Becky was tagging along, too, as moral support and a way to bail out if necessary.

Becky and Pam had been best friends since fifth grade, and still were.  Both women were blonde, and both were very attractive.  After high school, neither girl’s family could afford to send them to college, so they went to work.  At first, both were working for a grocery store chain.  When Pam turned twenty-one, she went to work for the bar as a waitress.  She made good money, often bringing home more money than Becky during certain weeks.  Tips were good, but Becky had just made cashier manager, which included a raise along with the responsibility.  The girls had been roommates since about six months after they had started working, and their friendship had remained solid.

Now twenty-two, both young women were wondering if there was more to life than work and going out every weekend.

Pam crashed through the front door, in a hurry as always.  “Becky!  Beck-eee!  Are you ready yet?  We have to get there before nightfall, so we can see how to put up the tent!”

“Almost done, Pam, hold on,” replied Becky.  I’ll enjoy the trip to the lake, she thought, but I don’t want to be a fifth wheel.  So, I want to go, and I don’t.  Go figure.  “Is the car all loaded, Pamdunk?” Becky asked, using Pam’s old high school nickname.

“All is loaded except for your suitcase, Becky-the-deck,” said Pam.

Both women began giggling.

When the laughing slowed down, Becky began putting on her makeup.  “I’m not feeling a hundred percent about this trip, Pam.”

Pam stood in the bathroom doorway, looking at Becky’s reflection.  “Why, Becky?”

Becky shook her head.  “I don’t know.  It’s nothing I can put my finger on.”

“Should we just stay home this weekend?  Maybe catch a movie?” asked Pam.

Becky actually considered this for a moment.  “No, we’ll go.  Maybe that feeling will go away later.”

“You sure, Becky?”

Becky nodded.  “Sure.  I don’t want to be the death of a possible relationship!”  She shivered.  Goose walked over my grave.
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TRUE TO NORTHERN CALIFORNIA clichés, the car they were taking was a late-model Volkswagen Beetle convertible.  It was Becky’s, although both girls used it.  It had a special rack on the back that allowed the girls to bring their bicycles.  The back seat was piled high with a tent, camping gear, food, a camp stove, a cooler filled with ice and cold food, and suitcases.

The ride to Whiskeytown Lake was pleasant.  The late Friday afternoon sun was slanted just right, the temperature was nice, and the girls talked and laughed during the trip.

“So what’s this guitar player’s name?” asked Becky.

“Jeff Madden,” replied Pam.

“Where’s he from?”

Pam shrugged.  “I don’t know.  The conversation didn’t get that far.  His last gig was over, he was packing up, and the bar was closing.  He invited me to go to the lake with him, and I said I could meet him there, and that my roommate and best friend would be coming with me.  Then,” she said breathlessly, as she grasped Becky’s arm, “he smiled at me with the biggest, most charming smile I’ve ever seen!”  She giggled.  “It’s like I was instantly aroused!  I’ve never seen a smile like it!”

Becky grinned.  “Pam, a stiff breeze makes you aroused!  It always has!”

Both women began laughing again.
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WHEN THE WOMEN ARRIVED at the park, they chose to set up camp at Horse Camp.  Once there, it was getting dark, and they were hungry.  Rather than eat first, Pam convinced Becky that they should find Jeff first, and invite him to eat with them.

They found Jeff rather quickly at the Brandy Creek picnic area.  He was seated at one of the picnic tables, and had a blazing fire going in one of the fire grills.  The guitar player was idly strumming the instrument, not playing anything in particular.

“Jeff!” called Pam, as she stood on her tiptoes and waved.

Jeff turned, saw the women, and waved, with a huge smile on his face.  He stood and faced them, and Becky saw why Pam was so excited about him.  The man was very good-looking, about six feet tall, with light brown hair, a neatly trimmed beard, and a thin physique.  But the thin appearance hid wiry muscles, and he projected a sense of strength.  His eyes were a light blue, the lightest blue she had ever seen.  His smile revealed even, white teeth.

Wow!  I see why Pam likes him!  He make me a little aroused, too!

“Jeff, I’d like you to meet my roommate and best friend, Becky Patterson,” said Pam.

Jeff turned his hundred-watt smile to Becky, and held out his hand.  “Nice to meet you!  My name’s Jeff Madden.”

Becky took his hand, and felt a small tingle at the base of her spine.  “Nice to meet you, too.  Pam’s spoken of you quite a bit.”

“Drove her crazy, is what she means to say,” said Pam.

Jeff threw his head back and laughed heartily.  So did both women.

“Well, I’ve certainly thought quite a bit about you, too,” Jeff said to Pam.

Pam smiled demurely.  “Thank you.  Listen, we were going to throw together some dinner...nothing fancy, of course.  Would you like to join us?”

“Could we eat it here?” asked Jeff.  “It’s so beautiful here.”

Pam looked at Becky, who shrugged.

“We’d have to go back to the campsite and get the food, but I don’t see a problem with it,” said Becky.

“Want to walk with us?” asked Pam.

“I would, but my campsite is back there,” said Jeff, gesturing vaguely behind him.  “I haven’t pitched the tent yet, or anything else.  Do you mind if I wait here?”

“Not a bit.  We’ll be back in a little while,” answered Pam.
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LATER, AFTER THE SUN had gone down, the trio sat in camp chairs around the fire grill.  Night sounds were all around them – crickets and night birds, mostly.  Dinner had been consumed, and the three were talking, while Jeff strummed odd notes on his guitar.  Nothing he strummed could be construed as a song, or even a piece of a song.

Pam asked, “Jeff, since your gig ended at the bar, what are you going to do now?”

Jeff looked up.  “I really don’t know.  I had hoped that the bar scene would last longer than it did, but, that’s the way these things happen.  I know one thing:  I need something pretty quick, because it sure didn’t pay enough to keep me for long!”

Here comes the pitch, thought Becky.

“I don’t see that Becky
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