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Chapter One

“Oh, Trent, there you are... honey, are you busy tonight?”

Strolling past the kitchen on the way to my bedroom, I pause
in my tracks. My mother’s standing over by the sink with the telephone
mouthpiece pressed to her chest, looking at me expectantly.

Uh oh. What does she want now...?

“Uh, maybe...” I reply cautiously. This is my summer
vacation after all, in fact the final one before I move away from home for my
first year of college. So, the absolute last thing I need is to get roped into
doing some wholly unpleasant chore for my mom, when all I want to do is hang
out with my friends!

“Honey, it’s Mrs. Bloom on the phone. They’re going to an
engagement party later tonight, and they were wondering if you could... um, if
you could perhaps go over and keep an eye on Angela while they’re out.”

Angela? The girl next door? She’s the same age as me, so why
would she possibly need a babysitter? This doesn’t make any sense.

“What are you talking about, mom? Why the hel— uh, heck,
would Angela need me? Does she like need help with a little cousin or
something?”

“No, honey, it’ll just be Angela, and... well, the situation’s
a bit delicate.” She pauses, and I wait expectantly. “Uh, you see, Angela’s
parents have grounded her. They have their reasons, but Angela’s really upset
about the whole thing and they’re worried she might try to sneak out tonight to
be with her friends.”

One of my eyebrows arches in silent contemplation. Angela
always did have the reputation in school of being something of a “bad girl”, a rebel
and a notorious troublemaker, so this particular revelation doesn’t come as a
huge surprise. But, what could her mother expect me to do about it?

“C’mon, mom – be serious. Me, a babysitter for Angela? I
barely know the girl anymore! She doesn’t even bother saying ‘hi’ to me in the
yard, so there’s no way she’d do anything I say.”

“Yes, I did mention some of that... but the Blooms are hoping
your, uh, stature might help keep Angela in check.”

My reputation apparently precedes me. At six foot four and
nearly two hundred pounds, I can be a rather imposing fellow when I feel like
it – which is one reason why I have a full college football scholarship to look
forward to this year. But off the field, I’m one of the most demure and shy nineteen-year-olds
you could hope to meet!

“I dunno. Sounds kinda futile, mom – and way embarrassing
for us both.”

“Maybe... but the Blooms know you’re a responsible and
trustworthy young man, and they’d both feel a whole lot better if you’d give it
your best shot. Okay, honey?”

Frankly, this sounds like an absolutely horrible idea. “Eh...
I really don’t think I’m cut out to be a babysitter, mom. Besides, I’m
busy tonight with Jeremy. They’ll just have to get someone else.” With that
settled, I make a hasty retreat and disappear around the corner.

Immediately I hear my mother stomp her foot on the tile
floor and yell after me, “Trenton Alexander Shaw! You get back here this
instant!”

Oh god... my full name.

Dragging myself back into the kitchen, I pinch my eyebrows
together and whine in my most pitiful voice, “But mooom!”

“Don’t you ‘but mom’ me – and you know full well that puppy
dog look stopped working years ago. Now, unless you can tell me what you’re
doing tonight that’s so very important, then I expect you to take an
evening out from that busy schedule of, of – of hanging out with your ne'er-do-well
friends doing god knows what, and help the Blooms this one time when
they really need you.”

Sharing my plan to see a late-night movie premiere with my friend
is unlikely to help my cause.

“Oh c’mon, mom...” I whine, fidgeting on my feet. “It’s summer!
I’m supposed to be out having fun, not pretending to be some bratty girl’s parole
officer. There’s no way you can seriously expect me to babysit someone my own
age – or her to be babysat!”

“Then I guess you wouldn’t be at all interested in the eighty
dollars the Blooms have offered to pay?”

I pause for a second. “Um... for just the one night?”

My mom smiles and nods.

I let this new information sink in. After my mom lost her
part-time waitressing job this past winter, cash has been rather tight for our family
– especially with all my college expenses coming up. Eighty bucks would go a
long way towards making the next week or two of my summer vacation far less
frugal... and it would only take me a single night to earn. What possible harm
could there be in that? Surely I can keep pint-sized Angela in check with both
hands tied behind my back!

“Mmm, okay mom. I guess. If I absolutely must.”

My mother chuckles and flashes me a warm smile. “Mm-hmm, now
there’s the responsible, strapping young man I know.”

She reaches out and ruffles my hair, something I’ve hated my
entire life.

“I knew you’d see it my way eventually,” she continues, “even
if it did take a bribe! I’ll try not to read too much into that. Now honey,
they plan on leaving just after seven o’clock, so you can still have dinner with
us before heading next door. Can I tell Mrs. Bloom you’ll be on her doorstep prompt
and punctual with a cheerful smile on that handsome face of yours?”

I blush and look down at my feet. “Yeah yeah, mom,” I mumble.
“I’ll be there...”




Chapter Two

At exactly seven PM I’m standing outside on the Blooms’ expansive
front porch, waiting for someone to answer the door. Shuffling my feet
anxiously, I glance back at my house and wonder if I should’ve brought anything
besides my phone with me to pass the time.

I haven’t been over to the Bloom place in years – do they
have a good cable package? A halfway decent movie collection? I really don’t
know what to expect with Angela tonight, but I’m sure it’s going to be generally
awkward and unpleasant... and probably involve the two of us sulking quietly in
separate rooms.

Now that I think of it, this could be the easiest eighty
bucks I’ve ever earned!

Hearing the deadbolt click back, I turn just as the heavy
oak door swings inwards... and there, standing on the other side like an
angelic vision of perfection, is the absolutely stunning Mrs. Bloom. I can
almost hear harp chords playing in my head and see the breeze blowing through
her long, blond hair as the petite goddess smiles at me. If ever there were a photo
competition for the textbook definition of “MILF”, then my vote would unquestionably
go to a bikini-clad Mrs. Bloom basking in the sun by their backyard pool.

I smile, just like my mother wanted, but mostly because I’m
reminded of one of my favorite pubescent fantasies: catching Mrs. Bloom tanning
outdoors in the nude. Alas, that never actually happened, so bikinis were the
best I got – and yet that’s been more than enough to make her the stuff of my
dreams for as far back as I can remember!

“Hi there, Trenton,” greets Mrs. Bloom cheerfully, smoothing
out a black cocktail dress so tight it might as well be body paint.

“Um, yeah... hi, Mrs. Bloom,” I reply awkwardly, trying very
hard to ignore how her ample cleavage is practically bursting out at me. God,
she is looking so hot tonight... don’t get hard, Trent, don’t get hard!

“I see you’re right on time, as promised. Come in, come
in...”

Stepping over the sill and entering the foyer, the first
thing I hear is a female voice screech from the opposite end of the house, “Oh
my effing god! You did it, you actually did it! I can’t believe you’d do
this to me! My life is over!” followed by the dramatic slamming of a door.

Mrs. Bloom grimaces and motions me to follow into the tastefully
decorated living room.

“I’m sorry Trenton. I know this must be uncomfortable for
you, but we really appreciate you helping us out tonight. Angela’s pretty upset
about the whole ordeal. She hasn’t had dinner yet, so she might come downstairs
and grab something to eat... but otherwise, I just expect her to stay in her bedroom
all night. At least that’s what she’s supposed to do since she’s
grounded, and, not to put too fine a point on it, but it’s what I’m hoping you
can make sure she does.”

“Will do, Mrs. Bloom. Would it be inappropriate to ask why
she’s grounded?”

Mrs. Bloom’s eyes dart back and forth. “Um, well... let’s
just say Angela was caught shoplifting from an expensive boutique two days ago,
and we’re still not sure if the manager’s going to press criminal charges.”

“Ah. And you’re worried she might try to sneak out?”

“Unfortunately, yes... there’s a big party downtown she’s
been talking about for weeks, but so long as she’s sleeping under our
roof and eating our food and wants things to stay that way, she needs to
follow our rules and punishments. Other than that, Angela can do whatever she likes
tonight, so long as it’s inside the house.”

“Mmm, I think I’ll be able to handle that.”

Raising an eyebrow, Mrs. Bloom looks at me sideways. “Don’t
get overconfident there, Trenton. Angela’s not the sweet little girl you might remember
from middle school – she can be a real handful lately when she puts her mind to
it. Be careful she doesn’t find some crafty way to slip out when you’re not
looking.”

“Don’t worry... I know all the tricks of the trade!”

With a warm smile, Mrs. Bloom pats me on the shoulder. “I’m
sure you do, Trenton, but I’m pretty sure so does she. Which is why you have
our permission to do whatever you feel reasonable to keep her in line.”

“Thanks. I appreciate your trust, Mrs. Bloom.”

“Think nothing of it! Honestly, it’s a shame things didn’t
work out a bit differently... you’ve grown up into such a brave, handsome young
man.”

I find myself blushing once again. Did my mom send out a neighborhood
newsletter on that or something? And I’m really not so sure about the brave
part – either she’s grossly overestimating her daughter’s skills, or I’m
woefully underestimating them!

I wait patiently on the living room sofa while the Blooms
finish getting ready. Ten minutes later as they’re about to leave, Mrs. Bloom
calls out to her daughter, who remains locked in her upstairs bedroom.

“Okay, Angela, honey... we’re heading out now. You be good,
do whatever Trenton says, and we’ll be back around two AM or so.”

Angela’s muffled voice comes through the door. “Yeah? Well I
just might not be here! I seriously can’t believe you an’ dad are doing
this to me! It’s so humiliating – and like totally unfair!”

“You have only yourself to blame, young lady! We didn’t
raise you to be a common thief!”

“How many times do I have to tell you, mom – I wasn’t
shoplifting! But no; you never believe anything I say! Like ever!”

Mrs. Bloom sighs and looks worriedly at me. “The manager said
he found a very expensive diamond bracelet in her purse, but she insists it was
put in there. This isn’t the first time she’s been caught shoplifting... but
she’s also never lied about it before. I honestly don’t know what to think
anymore.” She raises her voice again. “Listen, honey... we really do have to go
if we’re going to be on time. We’ll talk about this tomorrow, I promise! Just be
a good girl and stay home tonight... okay sweetheart? That’s all we ask.”

“This is so effing unfair! I hate you! I just hate you!”
screeches Angela as loudly as she can.

With a weary sigh, the Blooms depart and leave me alone with
the teenage terror known as Angela. With the house now silent and outwardly peaceful,
I creep upstairs and hover outside her bedroom door for a few moments, listing
to the soft sounds of rustling coming from inside. She must be reading a book or
something.

Deciding that nothing nefarious is afoot just yet, I return downstairs
and switch on the big-screen television in the living room.

Angela and I grew up as next door neighbors. We went to the
same schools, had many classes together, but somehow never managed to develop
more than a casual friendship – and even that vanished when we started high
school. I don’t think I’ve spoken to her even once over the past three years.
Truth be told, I’m not especially good conversing with the fairer sex. Plus, being
an only child has never helped my social skills – or my social standing – despite
me otherwise being a pretty good football player, if I do say so myself.

The tranquil silence of the Bloom household doesn’t last for
very long. About ten minutes after her parents leave, Angela switches on deafeningly
loud music inside her bedroom. I’m not too familiar with the more “extreme”
genres, but the term “death metal” comes to mind. She must have a halfway
decent sound system too, because the thumping drums and driving bass lines are penetrating
through the floor quite efficiently.

I merely turn up the volume myself.

* * *

About an hour into the night, with the harsh music still
blaring and Angela confirmed brooding in her bedroom, the telephone rings while
I’m trying rather unsuccessfully to concentrate on watching TV. I’ve already
answered two telemarketers tonight, so my hopes aren’t particularly high when I
see “Private Caller” show up on the Caller ID.

I answer the call warily. “Hello?”

“Yes, this is Tracy from Goodwall Pharmacy,” comes a
perky female voice through the handset. “I’m calling because Mrs. Bloom
hasn’t picked up her prescription yet, and we’re closing in a half hour.”

“Oh I’m sorry, but she’s not here right now. Can I take a
message, or can you call back tomorrow?”

“Actually, I’m calling you now because we won’t be open
tomorrow. Could you please come down tonight and pick up her insulin before we
close... is it Mr. Bloom?”

Mrs. Bloom is a diabetic? I’d have never guessed. “Sorry, he’s
not here either – I’m only a friend watching their... uh, house. You’ll have to
call back tomorrow.”

“I already said we’ll be closed tomorrow. And Mrs. Bloom will
need her insulin before then, she said it was quite urgent. How about you come
– or their daughter, Angela, is it? She knows where we are.”

“Look, I’m sorry... but there’s just no way. How about I
give you Mrs. Bloom’s cell number, and you can call her and see what she wants
done. Okay?”

There’s a long pause on the other end. “No... I already
have that. Thanks a lot.” The caller hangs up.

Well, hopefully that’s one problem solved for tonight... or possibly
made worse. Guess I’ll see if Mrs. Bloom calls back in a panic!




Chapter Three

For the next half hour, the only development is my steadily
worsening headache from the thumping drumbeats. However, a little before nine
PM, the annoying music suddenly shuts off and the house plunges into silence. I
don’t think I truly appreciated just how loud it was, or how much I had to turn
up the TV to compensate, because now that it’s gone my ears are still ringing!

A few moments later, I hear the sound of a door opening upstairs,
followed by small but deliberately noisy footsteps thumping down the stairs. I
turn to look just as Angela appears at the bottom overlooking the living room...
and my breath catches in my throat.

She looks absolutely stunning! Even if she’s only wearing
tattered blue jeans and a casual yellow blouse.

Angela’s quite a petite girl, barely five feet tall and probably
under ninety pounds soaking wet, but with a fantastic athletic figure that’s
always managed to catch my eye. Her face and arms are deeply tanned from hours
of summer sunbathing, her long blonde hair is shimmering like finely spun gold
in the flickering light of the television, while her skin-tight clothing is
highlighting a few other stunning physical attributes that I’m too embarrassed
to admit even noticing while inside her house.

Living next door to Angela for so long – and especially with
my bedroom directly opposite hers – I’ve always had something of a mild crush
on the girl. Not that she knows, or that I’ve done anything about it. She runs
in completely different circles than I, and lately seems to go out of her way
to pretend I don’t exist. Which is fine, because at least I know where I stand.

Angela glares at me, her lips twisted into an unfriendly scowl
and her aqua blue eyes firing virtual daggers as she struts angrily past the
living room without saying a word. I expect she’s looking for a bite to eat,
but instead Angela disappears down the hall and enters the powder room, slamming
the door behind her.

Well, I see the remainder of tonight will be an utter joy.

Turning back to the television, I watch some mindless
reality show about deep-sea fishing for a few minutes, but after a prolonged
period of silence, the hairs on the back of my neck are tingling. It’s almost like
a sixth sense for treachery – something’s not right here!

Getting up, I make my way over to the powder room and rap
three times on the closed door. “Angela?” I call softly.

“Uh – like occupado, big guy!” comes the instant reply from
inside. Her tone of voice isn’t quite natural.

I wait, listening very carefully, for nearly a full minute.
Hearing nothing particularly suspicious, I’m about to return to the sofa when there
comes a soft, almost imperceptible scraping sound. Pressing my ear tight against
the wooden door, I hear the exact same noise again.

Being experienced in such matters, I know exactly what that sound
is!

Rattling the doorknob, I find it locked. “Angela?” I call as
I rap on the door. “Open up, please.”

“Stay out! I’m on the john, you perv!”

Frowning, I fish out my pocketknife and extract the tiny
metal tweezers. Jamming them into the little hole in the center of the knob,
the privacy lock releases and the door flings open – and there’s Angela with
one leg already hanging outside the open bathroom window.

I cross my arms. “Going somewhere?” I ask dryly.

Angela twists her neck around and glares at me, her eyebrows
pushed together and her little chin thrust out defiantly. “What the fuck do you
think you’re doing? I told you I was on the john! I coulda been naked in here,
you thick-headed pervert!”

“Uh huh... but you’re not naked, now are you? I figured if
you really had to go, then why come all the way to the downstairs bathroom? You’d
just use the one upstairs. Except the two-story drop outside that window
is a little too much, even for someone filled with so much hot air. This is much
easier.”

“You call this easy? There’s a frigging huge rosebush out
here!” She moves her dangling leg and I hear the sound of leaves rustling outside
– she must be tangled up in the thorny stems.

“Well then, do come back inside... because I wouldn’t want
you to get pricked.”

Angela mutters a string of choice expletives. “You’re
the only damn prick ’round here. You shouldn’t even be in my house, and
you sure as hell ain’t the frickin’ boss of me. I don’t gotta listen to anything
you say, jerkwad!”

I shrug. “That’s true enough. This is your house, Angela, and
technically you’re free to ignore me if you want. But your parents have given me
a job to do tonight and the power with which to do it, and I can assure you I
have no absolutely intention of letting them down. So, either you come back inside
under your own free will... or I swear to god I’ll drag you kicking and
screaming by your feet all the way back up to your bedroom – and you know damn
well I can and will do it!”

Angela glowers at me for a long while, our eyes locked in a
silent battle of wills. Truth is, I seriously doubt I have the nerve to do what
I’m threatening – but I’m banking on her not knowing me all that well any more,
and that my new reputation as a football player unafraid of taking or giving a
hard hit will win out.

Eventually, Angela’s tense eyebrows relax and the dangling
leg slowly retracts back into the powder room. “Fine,” she mutters, slamming the
window closed and hopping down from the toilet seat. “You and the damn Gestapo
win.”

“Now now, be nice. I once heard that the first person to
bring Hitler or the Nazis into an argument automatically loses.”

“What do Nazis have to do with the Gestapo?”

My mouth hangs open as I stare blankly at Angela’s puzzled
expression.

A moment later she flashes her bright white teeth with a
huge smile. I never knew she had such cute dimples!

“Gotcha! I’m not a total idiot, you know.”

“So, just mostly an idiot?”

Her briefly pleasant expression hardens as she follows me out
into the hall. “And just who the hell are you to be judging me?”

“Getting caught shoplifting isn’t exactly something that smart
people do.”

“If I was actually shoplifting, then trust me when I say I
wouldn’t’ve gotten caught by that mouth-breathing asshat of a manager. I swear
that overpriced piece of shit was planted in my bag after the greasy
pig groped my ass and I called him out on it. Then when the alarm goes off, he
goes and reports me to the cops! Such a douchenugget...”

Although her voice is dripping with disdain, I roll my eyes and
flop on the living room sofa. “Uh huh, sure. Look, I’ve heard all the crazy stories
about you. Shoplifting doesn’t exactly seem like it’s out of character.”

Angela settles in the chair opposite, her body language
stiff and confrontational. “But this time I swear I’m telling the truth! And don’t
think for a minute I haven’t heard the stories around school about you,
Trenton Shaw.”

Me – stories? “Who, me? What are you talking about? What
stories?”

“You know...”

“No, I most certainly do not.”

“Sure you do. The ones where you’re, uh, batting for the
other team.”

“Huh? I play football, not baseball.” And then it hits me.
“What the hell! I’m not gay! Where’d you hear something like that?”

Angela crosses her legs and smirks, seemingly amused by my attempt
at denial. “Oh, I dunno... from like everyone? It was all around school
this year, so everyone that’s anyone has heard it. Even my parents!”

“What?!”

“C’mon, even a dumb jock like you shoulda wondered. Why exactly
do you think they would ask you, a teenage boy, to come watch me,
a gorgeous girl, all by our lonesomes? It’s certainly not because you’re some muscular,
six-foot four-inch straight guy!”

Now that I think about it, that bit doesn’t actually make
much sense...

“I mean... it’s not like anyone’s ever seen you with like
a girl or something.”

“Sure, of course I have! I had a girlfriend once – doesn’t
anyone remember Mandy?”

“Just the one? That’s not much of a track record there, big guy.
Especially when Mandy dumped you after a month for not putting out! I wonder
why that is, hmm?”

My eyeballs practically bug out of my head. “What! Who told
you that! That’s not even close to what happened between us!”

“Mmm? Do tell...”

My mind flashes back to that horrible, scarring night in the
back seat of my father’s car, where I nearly lost my virginity to Mandy.

Nearly.

“N-no. It’s private.”

Angela smirks. “Nice and private like... a comfy closet? We
got a couple nice ones ’round here, if you’d like to go check them out. Hourly
rates.”

Frustrated, I throw my arms up and stare at the ceiling.
“Lookit, Angie. I don’t care what anyone says – I’m not gay!”

“And I’m not a thief. So there!”

I grunt and cross my arms. “So there.”

The two of us glare at each other across the glass coffee
table while ads on the television babble on about fabric softener softness and
sleep aid contraindications, until Angela suddenly jumps to her feet.

“Whelp, it’s been a blast hearing all those pitiful denials,
closet-boy, but I’m gonna head back to my bedroom now.”

“Oh hell no. I’m coming with you!” I counter, hopping up and
following her out the living room.

Angela stops at the foot of the stairs. “Oh the hell you ain’t,
fruitcake. I’m gonna have me a shower, then go to bed. That means you need to stay
down here where you belong and the hell away from me. Far, far away, like in another
galaxy.”

“Yeah, right! You think I’m gonna believe you’d willingly go
to bed at this hour? No freaking way! After that stunt you just pulled, I’m not
letting you out my sight for even a second!”

“What... you think that two-story drop from upstairs is
suddenly appealing? Besides, you know I’m gonna have to take my clothes off...
and when I do, a delicate flower like yourself might not be able to
handle what you see. You might go crying home to mommy, and then what?”

I sigh and rub my temples wearily. That headache of mine is only
growing worse! “I can assure you that would not be the case.”

“You mean, you’re actually going to look at me naked?
Oh my god, you really are a pervert!”

“Angela, you know that’s not what I mean.”

“Well then, either way, do come right along, Curious
George. I can handle an audience.”

I almost laugh and answer with “So I’ve heard!” based on the
rumor mill at school, but opt to hold my tongue. No point tossing around even more
of those unfounded rumors!




Chapter Four

The two of us march upstairs to Angela’s bedroom, where I lurk
in the open doorway with my arms crossed sternly. The place is pink and white to
an almost stomach-churning extent, and appears to be experiencing a
Tribble-grade outbreak of stuffed animals. They’re literally everywhere
– dresser tops, the bed, bookshelves, scattered all around the floor, even lined
up on shelves mounted high on the wall.

I watch closely as Angela busies herself with what are
obviously make-work tasks meant to bore me to death – like neatening her
dresser drawers, sorting through dirty laundry, and then quite literally reversing
the order of the stuffed animals that have taken up residence on her small bed.

In truth, I don’t actually expect Angela to go through with what
she’s claiming. That’s probably too extreme even for her. I do expect her to pretend
she’s going to do something shocking simply to get rid of me, right up to the
point of actually doing it. And when that doesn’t work and she realizes she
can’t sneak out behind my back, I figure she’ll give up and follow me
downstairs to grab a meal and watch something on TV.

However, Angela is obviously far more determined than I gave
her credit for. Giving me one last irritated look, she turns away from the door
and promptly removes her tight yellow blouse – exposing a darkly tanned and gorgeously
sculpted back, along with the thin straps of a white lace bra. After a quick glance
over her shoulder, she unbuttons her jeans and bends over as she works the skin-tight
denim down her slender legs.

When I see that Angela’s wearing nothing more than a skimpy
pair of light blue panties that expose a significant portion of her buttocks,
my heart begins to pound with voyeuristic excitement – while nervous beads of
sweat pop out on my forehead. I shouldn’t be seeing this. Judging by the harsh diagonal
tan lines, she’s been sunning herself quite a bit this summer – and since those
lines are visible in the first place, that means I’m seeing more skin right now
than anyone else at the beach!

Quite against my own will, I feel myself growing hard in her
presence, and hastily look away to prevent that from happening.

For the sake of her parents and my reputation, I must remain
professional. Unmovable and emotionless... like a six-foot-four rock of
self-restraint.

Oh crap – with my current problem, I really shouldn’t
mention “rock”!

Kicking the jeans away, Angela turns to face me and strikes
a sexy pose, hand placed provocatively on hip. Hooking a finger playfully under
the shoulder strap of her bra, she purrs in a breathy, almost Marilyn Monroe-esque
voice, “Ready to leave me alone yet, big guy?”

Looking up from my feet, I gulp and blink a few times. Wearing
nothing but her underwear, my opinion of Angela has gone from “absolutely
beautiful” to “unquestionably stunning”. Despite being a big and tall guy, I’ve
always been attracted to especially petite women, although I’m not exactly sure
why that is – but it’s a preference that could pose even more of a problem with
certain... other personal characteristics.

“N-n-no,” I stutter weakly in reply. I must sound like an
immature fool; surely a long way away from the manly football player I’m supposed
to be. Although, maybe that reputation isn’t quite as manly as I thought! At
any rate, I need to remember this is all just an act on Angela’s part – she’s only
trying to scare me off by poking at my modesty, not actually hit on me.

Angela turns her back to me again. “Well then, be a dear and
unhook me...”

Her words are like the call of a siren to a castaway sailor,
and robotically I step inside Angela’s furry bedroom and approach the half-naked
girl from behind. She’s a full head shorter than me, and as I look down at her
slender figure, I can just see the corners of her lips curl into a tight smile.
She must be enjoying making me uncomfortable.

I can’t let her get rid of me that easily!

Single-handedly unhooking her bra – hey, that’s one move I
wanted down pat if I ever got the chance to use it in real life! – Angela uses
an arm to hold the cups of her bra in place and then turns around.

“Mmm, maybe there’s some hope for you after all,” she
whispers sultrily, her bare shoulder and hips purposefully brushing against my
side as she makes her way out the door.

It takes me a few moments to realize that I’ve been left
alone in her bedroom. “Hey – wait just a damn minute there!” I call out. “Where
do you think you’re going?”

Dashing into the hallway, I hear a door clicked closed a
little further along. “I’m having a shower, of course,” she calls from inside the
main bathroom.

I hurry to the door and hear a faucet turn on inside,
followed by the hollow rushing sound of water running into a tub. Is she doing
that to conceal other noises? I knock, not wanting to open the door on the off
chance that she really is naked on the other side – I might have difficulty
explaining that one to her father!

“Angela. You know what I said. I’m not leaving you alone.”

“What?” she whines through the door. “Don’t you trust
me?”

“About as far as I could throw you!”

The water stops and the bathroom door flies open, and
there’s Angela standing in her panties with that arm barely shielding her now
completely bare breasts. Looking up at my athletic, six-foot-four-inch frame
and then down at her petite ninety-pound figure, she raises an eyebrow
mockingly.

“Okay, bad example. How about as far as you could
throw me!”

Without saying another word, the door slams shut and the
sound of running water resumes. Reasoning that it is a two-story drop
out that window and she doesn’t have any proper clothes with her anyways, I grudgingly
head back to the living room and set the television volume on low, so I can keep
an ear on what’s happening upstairs.

* * *

About fifteen minutes later with the shower still running, the
doorbell rings. It’s nearly nine-thirty and the sun has set – so it’s a bit
late for the bible thumpers to be coming by.

Hauling myself off the sofa and casting a wary eye upstairs,
I jog up to the front door and yank it open. On the other side, framed by the warm
orange glow of twilight, is a pimply-faced pizza delivery boy in a red logoed baseball
cap. He’s holding out a small white box.

“Yeah, dude... that’ll be nineteen ninety-one,” he declares
in a bored undertone, reading from a crumpled piece of paper.

“What?”

“Nineteen ninety-one, dude. For the wings.”

“Dude, I didn’t order any chicken wings.”

The boy glances at the bill, then looks up at the brass street
number screwed next to the door. “Sure you did. Two dozen kamikaze. Nineteen
ninety-one with tax.”

I enunciate my words very clearly. “Dude. I did not order
anything!”

Confused, the boy rubs the back of his head. “Uh, well, someone
did. You got like a loyalty account an’ everything. Um, Mr. Yucan... uh, Yucan
Suchet... right?”

“What? Let me see that.” Snatching the bill from his hand, I
check the name and address printed at the top. “Dude – it says You-can Suck-it!”
I exclaim, shoving the bill back at him in disgust. “Does that sound like a real
name to you?”

“I thought it was French...”

“Well, I sure as hell didn’t order any wings, so you can just
take them back.” I move to close the door, but the delivery boy quickly sticks the
box of wings in the way.

“Hey, dude, wait a sec... this is like a verified account
order! If I come back empty handed, my boss’ll dock me nineteen ninety-one!
Please, man – I only make seven bucks an hour doing this crap! That’s like four
hours work!”

Obviously, math isn’t his strong point.

Clenching my fists, I realize this has to be Angela’s doing.
Probably originally intended to rub my nose in her since-foiled rosebush escape
plan. But damn it... now she’s costing me actual money! I’m not getting paid
enough to merrily absorb a twenty-dollar loss like that.

Although, I do like chicken wings... and it has been a
few hours since dinner. “Fine, whatever,” I concede with a sigh, pulling out my
wallet and extracting the lone twenty dollar bill inside.

Handing it to the boy, he stares back at me expectantly.
“What, no tip?”

I close the door in his face.

Returning to the sofa, I rip open the box and sniff the
saucy wings suspiciously. Smells... hot. And vinegary. Kind of clearing my
sinuses a bit. I’m okay with “hot”, but... kamikaze’s just a marketing name,
right? Extracting a wing, I take a cautious bite and chew slowly. Not too bad. Nice
flavor. Good crispness. Not nearly as hot as I thought they’d be.

So, I take another bite – and that’s about when I realize my
mouth is melting.

“Holy shit!” I gasp, dropping the wing and trying to suck
air through my teeth to calm the blistering hot flames erupting inside. Who the
hell could possibly eat these things? Dashing into the kitchen, I quite
literally suck on the end of the tap in an attempt to quench the molten lava flowing
down my throat. And it’s still not working!

Yanking open the fridge, I spot a half-gallon jug of milk
inside. As I’m chugging directly from the spout, I hear my name being called in
a suspiciously singsong tone from upstairs.

“Oh Trentooon! I need youuu!”

Thank goodness the milk actually seems to be helping. Shutting
the fridge and wiping my tingling lips with the back of my hand, I return upstairs
while gingerly probing the inside of my blistering mouth with my otherwise numb
tongue.

The bathroom door’s still closed, so I knock. “Angela...” I
say with slightly slurred speech, “we need to talk about the wings...”

“Oh, be a dear and bring me a towel, will you?” comes her
voice through the thin paneled door, completely ignoring my point. “The linen
closet’s right behind you.”

Grumbling under my breath that I’m not her servant and this
isn’t a spa, I spin around and snatch a large green terry bath towel from one
of the shelves, then return to the closed door and knock. Turning the handle
and opening it a crack, I stick my arm inside the brightly lit bathroom and
wave the towel around. “Here,” I announce gruffly.

“I’m in the tub,” she replies. “Come hand it to me so I
don’t get water all over the floor.”

Hmm. She must be really dedicated to that plan of hers to embarrass
me... which means I need to be just as dedicated to ignoring her attempts!

Kicking the door open with my foot, before the handle hits
the wall my heart skips at least two beats at the incredible sight of petite,
feisty Angela... completely nude.

As promised, she’s standing dripping wet in the tub, but with
the shower curtains pulled fully open. She’s facing away from me so all I can technically
see is the gleaming skin of her bronzed back and the glowing white globes of
her untanned ass... but even with only that, there are so many delicious details
to notice! Like the perfect slope of her shoulders and the gentle scalloping of
her spine... the unbelievable narrowness of her waist before it swoops into the
sensual curves of her hips... the two cute divots placed just above her plump buttocks,
and the stunning, smiling creases below that reach almost to the outsides of
her legs... and how, despite her knees being pressed together, there’s a gap of
at least half a hand’s width between her slender upper thighs.

And what’s this I see? There’s a little tattoo of a grinning
red devil on her left buttock, with his long tail disappearing somewhere deep into
the crack. Considering how some on the football team used to joke that she was
the “she-devil incarnate”, that’s an entirely appropriate adornment!

Frankly, seeing her this way is enough to make me intensely
self-conscious... and at the same time, unavoidably aroused!

“C’mon, numbnuts – I’m getting cold over here!” she
complains, peeking at me out the corner of her eye.

With my burning mouth all but forgotten, I shuffle across
the tile floor in a daze with my eyes fixed on that grinning little devil. I
wonder if her parents know about that thing. It’s almost like he’s smirking at
me; like he’s saying “I’ve seen shit you wouldn’t even believe”.

Angela raises her arms, and I automatically unfurl the huge towel
and wrap it around her torso. Folding and tucking the terry around her breasts
like only a girl can, Angela steps sideways out the tub and turns to face me.

“Thanks!” she says brightly, standing on her tiptoes and
giving me a quick peck on the cheek. Well, more like my lower jaw due to the
height difference, but the wetness of her lips remains long after the kiss has
ended as a memory of her intimate touch.

And that’s precisely when I’m distracted by the sound of something
hard clattering on the floor.

Looking down, I find a red plastic lipstick tube rolling
across the white tiles towards my feet.

Crouching, I pick it up. “Where the hell did this come
from?” I mutter to myself. The tube is curiously warm, and a little wet.
Slippery.

“Oh, that’s mine!” giggles Angela, her nose crinkling and
cheeks dimpling with amusement.

I twirl the tube between my fingers, genuinely confused by
its sudden appearance. “It is? Where’d it come from?”

Angela smiles and snatches the tube from my fingers. “That’s
for me to know... and you to find out!”

“Uh huh...”

“C’mon, Trent... guess! Here, let me give you a hint.”

Moving both arms behind her back, Angela pushes back her
butt just a little, fumbles beneath the towel with a rather curious expression
of concentration on her face, and then hurriedly brings both hands to her front
and holds up two clenched fists.

She giggles and sticks out her chin. “Okay... now guess!
I’ll even make it easier for you.” Opening both hands, Angela wiggles her
fingers. There’s nothing in either.

Realizing what she’s up to, I sigh wearily and rub my throbbing
temples. “You’re not going to get rid of me, Angela... no matter how hard you
try. So quit it.”

“C’mon, take a guess!”

“I will not! Look, just get dressed, okay? I really don’t
care what you do tonight, just so long as you do it inside this house and don’t
give me a ton of grief in the process.” Spinning around, I march out the door
and head downstairs to the living room.

“Oh, be a sport! It still may not be where you think!” she
calls after me, clearly loving every second of my discomfort.

Throwing myself on the big sofa and pointedly ignoring the
box of suicidal wings, I flip rapidly through a hundred television channels,
never staying on any one program for more than a second. Even though I know I
shouldn’t be dwelling on it, I simply can’t get the image of Angela’s shapely, bare
ass out of my head – or that grinning little red devil. I do wonder where the
tail goes... though I’m sure I’ll never get the chance to find out.

Living next door to Angela for so much of my life, I’ve seen
her in passing on an almost daily basis. Frankly, I wouldn’t doubt that growing
up with her and her mother’s images at the forefront of my mind has helped shape
my own sexual preferences – it certainly can’t be a coincidence that I like
petite blondes, when I’ve got two perfect examples living right outside my
bedroom window! I’ve imagined what Angela must look like naked so many times,
trying to compare her tiny figure with that of other naked girls on the
internet... but somehow, the reality of what I just saw in the tub – however
brief it was – was better than even my best fantasies.

I daresay if I ever saw the rest of Angela in a similar
state of undress, I might be spoiled rotten for life!




Chapter Five

Not too long after the tantalizing shower episode, I once again
hear Angela calling me from across the house.

“Oh Trentooon!” she says in that same annoying singsong
voice from earlier. “Will you come heeere!”

I reply in an identical tone, “Only if you’re not naakeeed!”

Not hearing any reply, I thump noisily up the stairs in
order to give Angela plenty of warning, and spot a dim light shining from inside
her bedroom. Sticking my head through the open doorway, I snap at her, “What?”

Angela’s sitting on her bed, leaning up against the padded headboard
with a fluffy pink comforter wrapped around her waist. She’s wearing a faded black
Metallica T-shirt that looks big enough on her petite figure to double as a nightshirt,
and she’s done up her long blonde hair in a bun. She’s also surrounded on all
sides by a vast array of stuffed animals – I don’t know how she even got into bed
without knocking them all off!

It’s summer, and it’s barely ten o’clock. That’s way too
early for anyone our age to actually be going to sleep. So what kind of game is
she trying to play here?

“Come now, Trenty... is that any way to talk to your
charge?”

Trenty? She’s really pushing it now!

I repeat myself the exact same irritated tone, “Sorry. What?”

“Mmm, okay then. I was just wondering if you’d read me a
bedtime story.”

My jaw drops and my eyes work back and forth incredulously.
“You’re, um, taking this whole babysitter thing just a little too far, aren’t
you?”

Angela grins at me and thumps her arms on the fluffy comforter.
“Well... my parents are paying you to be here tonight, aren’t they?”

I nod. “Eighty bucks.” I say that in the hope of imparting
how serious I am.

“Only eighty? You clearly don’t know how pissed off they
are. You coulda taken them for an easy hundred, maybe one-twenty.”

“Uh huh. Noted for future negotiations.” Not that I plan on
ever coming back here!

“Well, anyways... if you’re being paid by my parents to
take care of me... then I really do expect full service for their money.”
The added emphasis places a disturbing slant on what would otherwise be a
harmless sentence. “So, read me a story. It’ll be fun!”

That’s doubtful, but I take a cautious step into the bedroom
anyways. “No tricks?”

“No tricks... just a story. I’m in the middle of reading that
grey book with the yellow title on the bottom shelf. Next to Grimm’s Fairy
Tales.”

Bending over, I slide the thick book off the shelf and study
the cover. It’s rather generic looking – the title reads “Brightly Grooming
Goes She” in a flowery yellow font, and there’s a picture of an antique riding
saddle sitting on a mottled grey background.

“What the heck is this?” I mutter, turning the book over and
finding what looks like an essay’s worth of description on the back.

Angela grins and pulls the covers up tight around her neck.
“Oh, just something I’ve been enjoying. I think it’s only fair you read me this
lovely story if you’re gonna screw up my entire night by being such an
incorrigible bastard.”

“That’s a mighty big word for such a pint-sized princess.”

“Funny how that works,” she says drolly. “Like how the biggest
guys often use nothing but the smallest words. You do know how to
read, right big guy?”

I glare at her silently.

“Then be a sport and start off at page eighty-four.”

Well... if it’ll keep her in one place for a while, then I
guess reading whatever the hell this thing is couldn’t do any harm. Flipping
the book open to the appropriate page, I sit at the foot of Angela’s bed and
read the first few sentences to myself, then shrug and begin reading aloud.

— • —

And so, Lady Rose began to long after
the lowly stableboy whom she knew only as ‘him’. Day in and day out she would
watch from her lonesome bedchamber window in the deserted east wing of the
house, keeping a watchful eye over the young, muscular servant as he worked in
and around the livery stables on the grounds below.

With each passing week, her secret wish
that she could trade places with the majestic stallions that he cared for with
such tenderness and compassion grew ever stronger. If only it could be he
meticulously brushing out her long golden locks each morning; if only it could
be he leading her with such pride and authority from the paddocks to the
sugar beet fields in the south; if only it could be he feeding her handfuls
of delicious oats.

— • —

I pause. “I’m sorry... but feeding her oats? Who the hell
writes this dreck?”

“Keep going!” pleads Angela breathily.

“Mmm-kay...”

— • —

Late one morning with her jealous husband
away on business, Lady Rose grew so enamored with ‘him’ that she dared leave
the dusty confines of the estate’s third floor for the first time in what felt
like a lifetime.

Tiptoeing down the grand, winding staircase
she had not traversed since the day of her arranged marriage to the tyrannical
Lord of Buckshire some four long years ago, Lady Rose made her way to the
scullery and then through the kitchen proper, simply to observe the handsome stableboy
from a more horizontal perspective. Standing at the threshold of the battered oak
door overlooking the grounds of the regal estate that had been in her family’s
possession for generations, Lady Rose braced a delicate hand against the splintery
frame and felt her knees tremble and grow weak.

“The sunlight,” she whispered softly to
the circling spirits that haunted her daily existence. “I must brave the burning
sunlight for my love of ‘him’ to endure!”

— • —

I pause again. “What the hell’s her problem?”

“She suffers from photodermatitis and agoraphobia and all
the servants in the house think she’s a little crazy.”

“Crazy, huh. Then I can see why you like this book.”

“Just keep going!”

— • —

Searching the lushly landscaped grounds
from the doorway, Lady Rose soon spotted ‘him’ lounging bare-chested on a
grassy knoll, employing the shade of a gnarled centurion willow to escape the
sweltering midday heat.

Adjusting her bonnet and steadying her
nerves for the arduous journey to come, Lady Rose took a first shaky step into
a world of torment that had beleaguered her existence from the moment of her
tragic and yet ironic birth on the summer solstice, some twenty-two years ago.

Following that first step with a second
and then a third, Lady Rose braved mortal risk of the sun’s burning wrath
piercing the six silken layers enshrouding her arms – trotting like the horses
she so adored along the cobblestone paths towards the one and only man on this
earth to have shown her a modicum of genuine kindness, even if only imagined
from afar.

— • —

Angela sighs wistfully. “Why’d you stop again?”

“Um... I can’t tell if I should be throwing up in my mouth,
or breaking out in laughter.”

“It’s supposed to be romantic! Just keep reading; you’ll get
it!”

— • —

“My Lady!” bellowed the heavily muscled
stableboy with palpable concern as she approached the sunlit-dappled knoll where
he lounged. “I have oft seen you spying from upon high, but your presence here
is most troubling – it is said you cannot be out in the light! Retreat
forthwith before your fair skin withers under the forces of Ra, and the Master
becomes displeased and beats me unmercifully!”

Undaunted in her goal, Lady Rose
grabbed the laces of her bodice and with an emphatic cry, ripped them asunder.

“My loins!” she wailed as she neared the
place of the stableboy’s shady repast with the bouncing splendor of her bosom fully
revealed. “My loins are aquiver with the fire of my womanly desire for you!”

— • —

This time, I actually do break out in laughter. “Oh my god,
Angie... this crap is horrible!”

“Then skip to the next page and get to the good part!”

In an almost morbid kind of fascination, I turn the page and
continue.

— • —

Touching a heavily calloused finger to
steady her trembling chin, the lowly stableboy laid Lady Rose’s alabaster body
naked and vulnerable upon the grassy knoll, and then removed his trousers so
that the embodiment of his masculinity might spring to life before her eyes,
like a rearing cobra ready to strike.

Gasping in shock, Lady Rose felt her
intimate sanctuary ripple with delight and quench itself in preparation for his
imminent mounting.

“Boy! Your might is as great as the
stallions you mind!”

Kneeling between his Lady’s trembling
thighs, the stableboy aligned the massive tool of his manhood with the opening
of her fluttering receptacle, and prepared to cleave her dewy folds in twain.

“My Lady,” he replied with impassioned
warmth. “I am but what I need to be... it is our boundless love that empowers
me.”

— • —

With that, I slam the book closed.

“What!” cries Angela in dismay.

“I can’t take this crap anymore! For god’s sake, they only
just met! Who in their right mind just goes and has sex like that? It’s totally
unrealistic! I’m gonna go downstairs to watch something nice and violent
on TV. You can join me, or you can stay up here and... quench yourself.”

Jumping up, I toss the ridiculous book on the dresser and
turn to leave.

“Trenton...”

“Hey, you guys got any of the Saw movies?”

“Trenton... please wait.” Her voice is soft, almost
pleading.

Inexplicably, my heart won’t let me ignore that particular tone
of voice, and I hesitate in the doorway. “What is it, Angela,” I reply without
turning around.

“I don’t know how I can ask in any other way, but... it’s
something I’ve been thinking about a lot tonight. I was wondering if... if
you... if you like me? I mean like like me.”

My brain reels. This is coming from way out of left field! How
can I possibly answer Angela in a way that won’t get me in some kind of trouble
with her, or her parents? “Um, well...”

“Please be honest. I can take it.”

“Well, if I’m being honest... then I guess I’d have to say
yes. And I probably always have. But you needn’t worry, because it’s not
something I’m ever going to pursue. Period.”

“And why not?” She almost sounds hurt, but I know beyond any
doubt that she holds no genuine affection for me. This must be acting – she’s playing
me to some end.

“Angie, I’ve heard all about you at school. The kind of people
you hang out with; the kind of things you do. We couldn’t be more different, so
I know you wouldn’t be interested in someone like me. Like the song goes, don’t
go chasing waterfalls.”

“You can’t believe everything you hear from others, Trenton.
If I did, then I wouldn’t even have asked you that question.”

I grimace at the soft reminder of my possible homosexuality.
“Well, I suppose that’s true enough. But I have vivid recollection of you and your
friends taking a rather perverse pleasure in tormenting me at school, especially
back when I first broke up with Mandy. You and those gossiping bit— uh,
busybodies, are probably the reason why I haven’t been able to get a date since
then, never mind a proper girlfriend.”

“I’m sorry. I swear it was more them than me, but... sometimes
we hurt the ones we love, if only to pretend that we don’t love them.”

Love? Angela? Me?

Suddenly incised, I spin around. “Lookit, Angela – I may be nothing
but a dumb jock to you, a meathead or whatever – but that doesn’t mean I’m
stupid enough to sit here and let myself be mind-fucked by your psychotic games!
Now you stay up here, I’ll stay down there, and when your parents get home I’ll
take my eighty bucks and you won’t have to be inconvenienced by me ever again!”

Storming out her bedroom, I slam Angela’s door behind me and
stomp downstairs to the blaring TV.

Pacing back in forth in front of the coffee table with my
hands clenched into frustrated fists and my mind spinning in turmoil, all of a
sudden I get so angry I can’t control myself and kick out at an end table –
sending the whole thing flying over on its side and knocking off a lamp, several
picture frames, and a half-full water glass.

Hearing the horrible sound of shattering glass, my anger instantly
vanishes.

Oh crap... what did I just break in the Blooms’ house?

Carefully lifting the table upright, I place the upended
lamp back on top and find the water glass broken into numerous wet shards all
over the Bloom’s family photos. One of those photos is of Angela at about ten
years of age, grinning with obvious joy alongside her parents, with a
snow-capped mountain range in the background.

Smiling at what must be a happy family memory from better
times, I reach down to grab one of the largest chunks of broken glass, and immediately
slice open my ring finger.

I jerk my hand away. “Ahhh, fuck fuck fuck!” I hiss through clenched
teeth, trying to stem the almost instantaneous torrent of blood.

For five whole seconds the cut doesn’t even hurt, and I
think it might be shallower than it looks, but then the pain receptors in my
brain catch up.

Almost frantic with pain and worry, I rush to the powder
room and run water over the cut, watching as vibrant swirls of crimson red are
carried in a continuous stream down the drain. The blood doesn’t seem to be
stopping on its own. What can I do, what can I do? There’s no medicine cabinet
in here! Maybe some toilet paper...

“Trenton?”

I glance to the side and see Angela standing in the doorway –
wearing the black Metallica T-shirt, and holding a bottle of peroxide along
with a sizable first aid kit.

“I don’t want you here,” I snarl, kicking the door shut with
my foot – however Angela merely shoves it open again.

“Oh, shut up you big meathead, and let me help.”

Stepping inside, she grabs my hand and removes it from under
the water. While applying pressure with her fingers just under the cut, she
opens the bottle of peroxide with her free hand.

“This is going to sting a bit.”

Pouring the clear liquid over the open wound, I clench my
jaw and kick my foot into the front of the cabinet as the cut foams up white
and the bleeding gradually begins to slow. A while later, Angela finishes
dressing the wound with antibacterial cream and sealing it up with a tight bandage.

“There. Better?” she asks, looking at me with an expression
one might use on a small child after fixing a minor booboo.

Flexing the finger, I reply meekly, “Yes... thank you.”

“Now come help me clean up your mess.”

The two of us return to the living room and gather up the
broken shards of glass in silence, then place the family photos back from where
they came.

Surveying the results of our handiwork, Angela sighs and
looks at me. “You’re a rather dramatic fellow at times, aren’t you?”

“Angela... I know perfectly well you’re not happy to have me
here tonight, sticking my nose in your family’s business where it doesn’t belong...
but we only have to put up with each other for a little while longer. All I ask
is you please, please... stop screwing with me. Okay?”

“And who says I’m screwing with you?”

“Angela...”

“No, seriously, Trenton-the-mind-reader. Why does all this
have to be me screwing with you? Why can’t I just have a stupid, hopeless, childish,
crush?!”

Staring at me with her chin trembling and a pained look in
her eyes, Angela suddenly runs upstairs and slams the bedroom door... leaving
that shocking and completely unexpected revelation reverberating in the air.

If that was acting, then she deserves to win an Oscar.

Could I really have read things so wrong? I mean the music, the
window, the wings, the shower... did what probably begin as a plan simply to get
rid of me, somehow morph into an excuse for us to spend quality time together?

Damn, I really feel like an ass now. Even if she was just screwing
around, I certainly didn’t react well. I like to think of myself as a genuinely
nice guy, a “good ol’ boy” in the words of a particularly proud uncle from down
south... and this isn’t at all how someone like that should be treating any
girl, never mind someone I’ve known for most of my life. Someone who I do actually
consider a friend, even if we haven’t been outwardly friendly for a long time.

So much for being all suave and professional tonight.

Damn it. I think I might need to apologize!




Chapter Six

Creeping upstairs, I knock softly on Angela’s closed bedroom
door. “Angie? Can I please come in?”

Not hearing a reply, I wait for a bit and then open the door
a crack. Inside, I spy Angela lying facedown on her bed, head pressed into her
pillow. Her back is heaving up and down, like she’s been crying.

“Angie... I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you like that.
It’s just... well, you haven’t exactly given me any reason to believe you were
being serious.”

Angela sniffles and turns to me. “I showed you my ass,
Trent... what more does a girl hafta do?”

Stepping inside the pink stuffed animal sanctuary, I smile in
hope of lighting the mood. “Oh, Angie... I thought you were just trying to
embarrass me. Once again.”

The corners of her lips curl. “Well... I’ll admit that might’ve
worked for me too. I mean, I really, really wanted to go to that party...
y’know? But at the same time, I kinda started hoping you’d stop me. Honestly, I
nearly died on the spot when mom announced that you of all people were
coming over to babysit – and not just because I didn’t want a stupid babysitter...”

Angela grins sheepishly at me, and I smile back. “Well, Angie,
I guess you’re good ’n’ stuck with me now.” I glance at the clock on her
nightstand. “For a few more hours, at least.”

After a few moments of peaceful reflection, Angela’s
expression changes. “Um, Trent... did you really mean what you said earlier?
That you like liked me?”

I hesitate. Angela clearly doesn’t know the whole story behind
my breakup with Mandy – because if she did, she’d know there’s simply no way the
two of us could ever hope to be together. “Angie, I do like you very much...
more than you’ll ever know. But I just can’t go there. There’s a million logical
reasons for that... but it’s not even practical, especially not with someone
like you.”

Hurt, Angela rolls on her side and gazes into my eyes. “But
why not me? What’s wrong with me? Does this have anything to do
with what happened with Mandy?”

My pupils dilate and my jaw clenches as I flash back to the
back seat of my father’s car. The horrible night I learned just how cruel high
school girls could be.

Even though I don’t say a word, Angela can sense my answer. “I
knew it!” she exclaims with sudden interest. “You know, Trent... I do know.”

“Know?”

“About Mandy.”

Upset, I look down and stub my socked foot into the thick
carpeting. “I told you, Angie. Mandy didn’t dump me because I wouldn’t put
out.”

“I know. She dumped you because... well, because she thought
you were a freak.”

My eyes dart up and lock with hers, and I quickly determine that
she’s not merely trying to insult me. There’s a particular keenness in her
look... like she’s actually excited by the deeper meaning behind what she’s
saying. She definitely knows something, but it can’t possibly be the whole
truth.

Could it?

“Then... you should already know why you and I can never date.”

“I beg to differ.”

“No, Angie – just look at you! You’re like a tiny porcelain doll
that belongs up on one of your shelves, protected and safe. Cherished. Me, I’m a
brute, and I’m gonna have to marry one of those thick Russian Olympic women who
look like they could haul an ox or two to market on their backs.”

Bolting upright, Angela glares crossly at me. “What, you really
don’t like little ol’ me?” she says, gesturing to her perfectly
proportioned petite physique. “You’d honestly rather date some big, hairy,
testosterone-soaked backwoods she-man, instead of sexy me?”

“No, of course I’d prefer you! You’re like my ultimate
wet dream girl...” I blush, realizing what I’ve just admitted.

“And so...?”

“And so, you know exactly why it’s not practical!”

“Stop saying that, Trent! You give yourself way too
much credit, and us women not nearly enough. We’re not all stuck-up bitches like
Mandy, you know. I’ll bet she didn’t even try!”

I sigh, vividly recalling the moment Mandy first unveiled my
erection. I’d always been so proud, so thrilled that
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