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“D.W. Saur has created a deeply moving, deliciously addictive, story with an ending that defines the essence of what truly makes us human.” – Melissa Roberts, author of Chasing Santa Barbara.  

The Fantastic Four leaped out of the pages of the comics and straight into suburbia. Justin, Jill, Sam, and Amanda were born in the same year, lived on the same street, and were inseparable during their early childhood. The bond they shared became tested in middle school when Amanda started to drift from the group. By the time they entered high school Amanda was rarely seen with her childhood friends. 

Throughout high school Sam was officially placed in Amanda’s friend zone and only spoke to him when she needed a shoulder to cry on. No matter how badly he was treated Sam clung on to the hope of a relationship but that all change after being stood up as her date for senior prom. Sam was finally tired of just being Amanda’s friend so he severed ties and moved on to college. There he meets Jennifer and the two begin making the type of memories Sam once wished he could have shared with Amanda. During Sam’s freshman year Amanda kept her distance and they went over a year without communication of any kind. No DMs, no texts, and no calls were made by either of them. 

This all suddenly ends when Amanda comes knocking on Sam’s dorm expecting to have his comforting ear once more. However, Amanda discovers Sam has more than just a girlfriend. Sam has been holding on to a secret that will forever change their friendship. 
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In Memory of Kevin and Chris  
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The Fantastic Four

Franklin Street is not unlike any other in the American suburbs. It is crammed with nice two-story homes that seem to stand just a few feet apart from one another. The only difference is the street is located on the highest terrain of the county, and beyond it are mountains. On one side of the street lives Sam who lives next door to Justin. Across the street from Sam is Amanda’s home and next to hers is Jill, who lives directly across from Justin. Their families moved to the neighborhood a couple of years before their births and all the children were born in 2003. 

Due to the kids being the same age, the parents grew to be close friends. Once the kids could walk, it seemed as though the four children were inseparable. Playdates were a daily routine and every Halloween they had matching or themed costumes. It was the Halloween of their first year at school that defined the group. 

“Sam,” Justin said. 

Sam looked up from his lunch and Justin staring at him. “Do I have something on my face?” 

Sam grabbed his napkin and started patting his mouth and cheeks. He looked at the napkin expecting to see ketchup, but found nothing. 

“No, but you know we are going to dress up Monday for Halloween?” 

“Yep. What are you going as?” 

“I want to be Mr. Fantastic and Jill wants to be The Invisible Girl.” 

“Yes. I’m in. Flame on!” Sam yelled. 

He realized how loud it was when most kids within three tables of him stopped and stared. Sam even drew the attention of a few teachers who pressed their fingers to their mouth, signaling him to quiet down. 

“You see that’s the problem.” Justin passed over his brownie.

Sam happily accepted. “No problem. I love The Human Torch.” 

“Sam, Amanda wants to be The Human Torch.” 

“No. No. No.” Sam dropped the brownie. “I don’t want to be The Thing.” 

“You have to. Please Sam. The moment I told Amanda you were going to be The Human Torch she started to cry.” 

“You told her I wanted to be Johnny Storm?” 

“Of course. I know he’s your favorite, but she kept crying and crying.” 

“So Jill said she could be Johnny,” Sam finished. 

“Yeah, but look at it this way. The Thing is the strongest of the group and that’s you. You’re the strongest of all of us.” 

Sam looked down at his stomach. “You mean the fattest, just like The Thing.”

“Strongest.” Sam and Justin locked eyes once more. “You’re the strongest.” 

With a nod, Sam cemented the group’s nickname as The Fantastic Four. The only time in which they were not together was when illness struck. It was one illness in particular that not only brought the friends closer, but their families too. 

Before his eighth birthday, Sam’s father was diagnosed with cancer and passed before Sam turned ten. Justin, Jill, and Amanda’s families were there for Sam’s through the treatments and the passing. They helped with chores around the house, cooking meals, watching Sam, and a host of other things that took the burden off his mother and father. After Sam’s father passed, Justin, Jill, and Amanda’s father helped provide a manly presence. Justin’s dad taught Sam about carpentry, Jill’s father was the intellectual influence, and Amanda’s dad taught Sam all about sports. 

As they entered their teen years, people thought coupling occurred. When together, Jill and Justin were never more than a hug apart. By everyone’s standards, this was the most logical couple. Both had the classic features associated with great looks: blonde hair, blue eyes, and thin figures. Because Jill and Justin seemed to make such a great pair, people assumed that Sam and Amanda would as well. 

Sam grew to be a larger teen, both in height and width. He is the exact opposite of Justin with the exception of having the same great personality. Amanda is beautiful by anyone’s standards. She too has blonde hair. But instead of blue, she has hazel eyes. She is not as thin as Jill and did not lack curves. The only problem is that Amanda never looks at Sam the way Jill looks at Justin. When Amanda looks at Sam she only sees an ear to listen to her troubles, someone to vent all her frustrations to. Sam, on the other hand, wants nothing more than for Amanda to give just one glance like that of Jill’s to Justin. While Sam wants nothing more than to be in a relationship with Amanda, Justin and Jill are too scared to date. They don’t want to ruin what they have, but they don’t want to date anyone else. 

As the teen years progressed, it was Sam who seemed the least happy. He was either the third wheel on outings with Justin and Jill, or the fifth wheel when Amanda brought a date over. By their senior year in high school, The Fantastic Four became The DC Trinity. 
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Tears Once More

Between the gunfire and grenade explosion on the TV, a buzzing came on Sam’s desk. The sounds reverberated off the desk, causing keys to rattle. Sam paid no mind and let it go to voicemail. Seconds after the silence it went off again. With a huff, Sam got up and went to his desk. 

“Hang on...it’s Amanda calling.”

Justin rolled his eyes. “Dude, just let it go to voicemail. You know it’s just another sob story.” 

“I know,” he said looking at the screen and for the first time he waited a second before answering. “Let me guess, he broke up with you?” Sam asked as if he didn’t already know the answer.

“Sa...Sa...Sam,” Amanda got out between sobs. “He said it was over...two days before the prom...he said it was over.”  

Justin could hear her crying from across the room. “Hang up,” he whispered as he threw a pillow at Sam. 

“Amanda, this is just like the last twenty times. I don’t know what you want me to do.” 

“This isn’t about you!” she screamed. “I got dumped before prom. I can’t go alone! Everyone has dates already.” Her tone finally dissipated but she was still loud. “Only pathetic losers don’t go to their senior prom.” 

“Okay well, you can join this pathetic loser Saturday, then. But since all you are going to do is yell and cry, you might want to call Jill. Sorry this happened again. Talk to you later.” For once, Sam stood up for himself and began to hang up. 

“Wait. Wait-don’t hang up!” Amanda yelled at the top of her lungs. “I forgot you’re not going to prom.”

“Thanks for saying you’re not a pathetic loser,” Sam snapped back. One might think this is not a big deal but for Sam it is. He always listened to her and never stood up for himself. Sam would spend hours and hours on the phone listening to her cry and vent. For Sam to say he would talk to her later or come back after a diss, was a big deal.  

“You can be my date! You have to take me now,” she demanded. 

“I can’t. You know how I get with crowds. I’m sorry. I’ll talk to you later.” Sam finally hung up the phone.

“Proud of you man. I’m glad you stood your ground. Now, I bet you twenty bucks and next game night’s pizza that Jill will be over here in an hour asking you to take Amanda.”

“One hour?” 

“Yep, in an hour Jill will be here.”

“Game on, and I bet you she will be here in less than ten minutes.”

“So soon? Nah she wouldn’t come over that quickly.” Justin jumped up and headed to the window. He waited a minute and saw Jill leaving Amanda’s house. He pulled out his wallet. “Okay, here’s the twenty.” 

“And the pizza is on you next time.”

“I just gave you twenty. Can’t that cover it?” Justin’s grin held a sly demeanor. It’s the one that always got him out of trouble. Sam didn’t fall into it like the ladies did. “Fine, I’ll cover that too.” 

“This involves you too so come on.” Sam motioned toward the door and they walked down the stairs to the door. Before Jill could knock or ring the doorbell, Sam opened it. “Come on in.”  

“Hey guys,” Jill said as she crossed the threshold. “I guess it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out why I’m here.”  

They made their way to the basement. It was more of a playroom that the group used to call their lair. As the group grew older, the room matched their age. Playskool toys were replaced by video games and a big-screen TV. A room in the back of the basement has been converted into a room for Sam to play his instruments without disrupting the entire home. 

Justin plopped down on the couch. “You can’t expect Sam to go.” 

“I don’t.” Jill gently took a seat beside Justin.  “I just want to keep the peace.” 

“Peace? I think you mean you just want her to stop crying,” Sam said, pacing the room. 

“I want that too, but Sam, beneath that cold, selfish, mean, and at this point possibly soulless exterior, she means well.”

“You know how I get with crowds.” 

“This will be different. You will have me and Justin there. Plus if you need to go for air you can, and if you need to leave, we will take you home.” 

Sam looked at Justin who was shaking his head, and then looked back at Jill who was nodding her head. They couldn’t take it anymore and they all burst out laughing. 

“Okay, okay...I’ll go,” Sam blurted. 

The next couple of hours were spent getting Sam a tux. It took time, but he was starting to come around and enjoyed the experience. Sam laughed, he even made jokes, and no one could tell he was starting to look forward to the dance. 
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Mail Call

Sam felt his phone vibrate. The text from Justin read, “Where r u?” 

“Home. U?” 

“Just checking. Be right there.” 

Justin and Jill came bursting into the basement, gasping for air as though they had just run a marathon. Each held several white and manilla envelopes. 

Sam was on the couch flipping through the channels. “What’s with you two?” 

“What do you mean?” Justin held up the envelopes and pointed. 

Sam held up an empty hand and pointed to the air. “Use your grown-up words.” 

“Acceptance letters,” Justin explained. 

“Don’t you have yours?” Jill asked.

“I don’t know. I haven’t checked the mail yet.” 

“What are you waiting for? Get up and go check.” 

“What are the odds that we all get letters on the same day?” 

“Sam, just go,” Jill pleaded. 

Sam reluctantly moved from the couch and sauntered his way to the mailbox. He opened it to find three envelopes addressed to him, all from colleges he applied to. Sam returned to the basement to find Jill on the phone and Justin rolling his eyes. 

“Why would you do that? You know we all agreed to do this ages ago...So you...okay.” Jill hung up the phone. “She already opened hers and isn’t coming over.” 

“She sure does know how to disappoint, doesn’t she Sam?” 

“We should have figured that she wouldn’t have come. Let’s face it, she isn’t really a part of our group anymore.” 

“I still don’t want to give up on her. She still is that girl who tore her new dress and used it as a bandage when you busted your knee open, Sam.” 

“Yeah but we should have seen how different she was from us that day.” Jill gave Justin a puzzled look. “What girl wears a brand-new dress on a hike in the woods?” 

“True, but I guess I still don’t want to think she can’t change.” 

“Of course she can change, but I think it will take more time than what any of us want.” 

“She was with a guy wasn’t she?” Sam asked. 

“Yeah,” Jill lowly answered.

Sam took a deep breath. “Let’s get on with it. Who do you all have?” 

“Holy Cross, UMass, and Northwestern,” Justin answered.

“Same,” said Jill. “You?” 

“Emory, South Carolina, and Appy State.” 

“Shall we open one at the same time?”

Justin nodded and Sam shrugged his shoulders. Sam looked at the size of the envelope and knew they were acceptance letters and welcome packets but he played along. They opened one and pulled out the contents. Each began reading the letter. 

Jill screamed, “I got in!” 

“Me too!” Justin cried. “Wait, which one?” 

“Holy Cross,” Jill answered. “You?” 

“Me too! What about you Sam?” 

“I got accepted to Emory.” 

Jill yelled, “Congrats!” 

Justin reached over to give a high-five. “That’s your first choice, right?” 

“Yeah. I like how rural it is.” 

“You don’t seem excited,” Jill
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