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The man with the strange watch on his
wrist was staring at her.

She doubled, then triple checked to be
sure. There was no doubt about it. He was staring. His dark
eyebrows convened in a stern arch, and his thin mouth buckled, as
if in question. Why was he staring at her like that? And what was
the deal with that thing around his wrist? It looked funny, and it
caught the light in a strange way. It was distracting.

At least she was in public. In a
popular local coffee shop. If this had been the subway at midnight,
she might have felt more threatened. But Tye’s Coffee House was
packed today. It always was on Sunday mornings.

The man with the watch stood suddenly
and came straight towards her. She looked back down at her laptop,
typing gibberish into an Excel spreadsheet. She held her breath and
felt her stomach knot.

Please don’t talk to me…please don’t
talk to me…please –

“Lexi Pace?”

Lexi looked up tepidly and said:
“Yeah?”

“It’s me. Norman. Norman
Welsh?”

Lexi studied his face. She
assumed from the sound of his voice and the way he was talking to
her that it must have been someone from high school. He looked
older than that though. And she couldn’t for the life of her
remember who he
was. It must have shown on her face.

“Aw, don’t tell me you
don’t remember me,” Norman said, standing awkwardly with his hands in his
pockets. “I used to fix your computer, remember?” He leaned in
slightly, lowering his voice to a whisper. “I wrote your papers for Mrs. Sommers’ English
class?”

Lexi could make out a memory then,
something faded, unimportant. She gave Norman a warm smile as she
stalled to recall things in better detail.

“Norman! So nice to see you. Of course
I remember. How have you been?”

Norman looked down at the empty chair
across from Lexi. He nodded at it, and Lexi, struggling to hold her
plastic grin, motioned him down with a friendly wave. Norman
eagerly sat.

“I’ve been surprisingly good,
actually,” he said, interlocking his fingers below his chin. “Gosh
it’s been so long…you still look amazing, Lexi.”

Lexi could see the strange watch he
wore better now. It sort of looked like one of those old Magic
8-Ball toys, only much smaller, and completely smooth and black.
There was something off-putting about it. A watch with no
face.

“Thanks, Norman. I make sure everyone
remembers where my daughter got her good looks.”

“Daughter? Wow, that’s really great,
Lexi. Really great! What’s her name?”

“Susanna. She’s actually due back from
college later today. I’m really looking forward to seeing
her.”

He was fidgety, Lexi thought. Chaotic
energy with a sheet pulled over it. The way he looked at her was
just so…intense?

“I’m surprised it took you so long to
remember me, Lexi,” Norman said. His fiddling fingers crept to the
strange watch on his wrist. “Really, after all those times I fixed
your laptop. And the homework I did for you of course.”

Lexi swallowed. What was he doing on
that watch?

“It’s nothing personal, Norman,
really,” she started, “it’s just been so long and I…”

“I mean those homework
assignments,” Norman interrupted. He was doing something with the
watch now, spinning a dial and pushing buttons that Lexi couldn’t
see. “You basically tricked
me into doing them for you. What’s a loner like
me supposed to say when the prettiest girl in school asks him to
help her?”

The lights inside the coffee shop
flickered and for a moment Lexi’s entire periphery seemed to lose
focus and freeze. There were words coming out of her mouth but they
felt like mush and she couldn’t really hear what she was saying.
And in the center of her world was that watch. A black solid orb on
a wristband.

Then, like a light switch,
things were fine again. Lexi came back to the present with a dazed expression
on her face. Before she could quite get her bearings, Norman was
talking again.

“All water under the bridge of course,
no hard feelings, right? High school was a different time, wasn’t
it?”

“It was,” she said slowly. “I’m sorry
if I hurt your feelings, Norman.”

“Aw heck, Lexi. You more than made up
for it with those cheerleading routines you used to do at the
halftime shows on Friday night. Remember those? Gosh, the seniors
would just stand there and drool over you. A whole gaggle of
em’!”

Lexi smiled, but genuinely this time.
Her memories of the cheer squad were fond, though she hadn’t
thought about it or the girls in years. Back then, she looked much
the same as she did now, except these days it was a much more
mature version. She had long blonde hair that was up in a ponytail.
Bright blue eyes, clear skin, and her frame was thin and
provactive. The raciest thing she ever wore in high school was
denim jeans and a crop top. She was a proper girl. Maybe that’s
part of what made her so desirable to all her peers.

“I guess we did draw a crowd, didn’t
we?” Lexi said. “Boys will boys, I guess. And 18-year-old boys are
always just the horniest little toads, aren’t they?”

“They sure are,” Norman chuckled
warmly. “I think even the football team stayed at halftime for your
routine. Once you got your nipples pierced, I mean. Oh, and that
tramp stamp on your lower back of course. You got that about the
same time as the piercings, right?”

Lexi’s first instinct was
to laugh. Norman had said it as if he were merely discussing last
night’s episode of Lost. Every word that came out of his mouth had been more
ridiculous than the last. Piercing? Tramp stamp? She frowned. Wait
a sec…

Lexi felt a sting. Two of them. Like
warm pin pricks under her top.

Lexi looked down. The
white blouse she wore that day fit tight around her demanding
chest. And there, protruding from different points along her bust,
were the unmistakable shapes of two small barbells.

“Something wrong, Lexi?” Norman’s
cooing tone got her attention.

“I um…I…”

“That tramp stamp, what
did it say again? Oh yeah. Sexy
Lexi, right?”

Unconsciously, Lexi’s hand drifted to
the small of her back, sliding up under the blouse. The skin there
felt smooth. Could it really be?

“Can you excuse me for one second,
Norman?” Lexi said. “I just need to use the bathroom.”

“Take your time.”

Lexi’s head swam and her feet felt
unsteady on the hardwood. She navigated to the private bathroom at
the back of the coffee shop and locked the door. Then, she very
quickly, and very carefully, undid the buttons of her blouse, and
removed it.

Of course it was true, why
wouldn’t it be? There were the nipple piercings clear as day,
pushing through her bra. She pulled the cups down and fingered the
small barbells threaded through her areolas. Lexi turned her back
to the mirror and looked over her shoulder. The tramp stamp, of
course. Yes, how could she have been so silly as to forget? The
wavy black ink and tribal design, the words Sexy Lexi underlined. For a tattoo
she’d had since senior year of high school, it had held up
incredibly well.

Lexi pulled her blouse
back on. Why can’t I remember
when? Or
how? It was funny how memories trickled
back slowly sometimes. She hadn’t remembered Norman at all until
he’d really insinuated himself into her day. And now, she couldn’t
remember the time and place of her piercings and tattoo. Maybe,
Lexi considered, I smoked too much pot back in college.

She returned to her seat. Norman was
waiting with a tall cup of coffee, turned almost white by the
amount of cream and sugar he’d dumped in. For reasons Lexi couldn’t
quite put her finger on, she was intrigued by Norman. Now that
she’d had time to think, she remembered him quite well. And yes,
she admitted it to herself – she’d batted her eyelashes on more
than one occasion to get his help with her schoolwork. That wasn’t
so bad, it was something females did. But promising him a kiss at
Homecoming if he did her midterm paper, and then blindfolding him
and making him kiss the school mascot’s bum…well, that was just
plain old mean.

“Everything alright?” Norman
asked.

“I’m fine…I was just…just kind of
thinking about what you said…”

“The piercings? The tramp
stamp? Those naughty moves you did at halftime for a hundred horny
men?”

Lexi cleared her throat and faked a
chuckle. “Yes, that. It’s just, I don’t quite remember the when and
where of it all. Isn’t that strange? My memory must really be
going.”

“Oh surely you must
remember,” Nathan’s
voice dipped in register but rose in volume. “You got them at the
same time! That first routine you did after was crazy. Remember, Lexi?
Remember…”

The lights blinked and her periphery
unfocused briefly.

“Oh that’s right,” Lexi said as it
donned on her. “But I didn’t have enough money for both. I could
only afford the piercings.”

“Well you must have paid for it
another way then, Lexi. How else did you show it off to the team
and the coaches?”

Lexi blushed. “Just between you and
me, Norm…I might have given the tattoo artist a
blowjob.”

“Yes, you did.”

“Gosh he was rough,” Lexi
fell into an almost flow state as the memory came flooding back.
“He really groped
my tits more than he had to during the piercings. And when I was
blowing him, he barely let me up for air. But by the end of the
day, I got that tattoo done. Then I went home, cut off the bottom
of my cheerleading top, and made sure everyone got a chance to see what
that blowjob had bought me.”

Norman Welsh leaned back comfortably
in his chair and crossed his arms.

“So that’s how you paid for all those
tattoos. I always wondered where you were getting
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