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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.
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