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Chapter 1: Life Changes 
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This weekend’s trip would change lives forever. 

Frank, Jessie, Natalia, and I were best friends.

Attraction to another physically or thoughts of sex was not in our young minds. 

Many times, we’d play simple games such as hide and seek. The girls would run off in the same direction. They would be found together in areas such as Frank's grandfather's basement door, giggling. 

Once we achieved adulthood, our bodies and thoughts changed. 

I married Jesse and Frank married Natalia. It was a double marriage, and we did our honeymoons together rock climbing.  

Years passed and it was time again to go on a trip. It was late spring, and I gave Frank a call to see if they were free. 

“Hey Frank, are you available for a climb this weekend?” 

“Yeah, let me tell Natalia.” 

He returned and we solidified our plans to meet at a cabin I rented. 

That Friday afternoon, the four of us arrived and unloaded our cars. We climbed into my Caddy and headed to Bloopy’s Burgers for dinner.  

The normal lively conversation was gone. Instead, the sound of stones crushed by the car’s tires punished my eardrums. I put a cassette tape in the radio to give my ears a break from the silence. 

Frank, who usually sat in back with his wife, decided to sit in front. He nudged my arm. His hand moved to give the pretend cut-the-throat signal and moved his eyes for me to look to the backseat.  

The rearview mirror told me what I expected. 

Natalia’s head rested on Jessie's shoulder and Jessie had her hand in Natalia’s lap.

I nodded slightly.  

We arrived at Bloopy’s, and I told the women we were going to have a smoke. Once they were inside, it was just me and Frank. 

“They look like a couple of women in love,” I said. 

“James, you’re kidding me.” 

“Can you think of another reason they’ve been bitchy to us?” 

“How long?” 

“Probably as long as you and Natalia have been arguing.” 

“Five years.” The realization his wife had been having an affair hit him hard. 

“Don’t worry Frank. These kinds of things work out. They always do, for better or worse. If it is any consolation, we've been on a slippery slope. I had a feeling something was going down between them for years.” 

We were done with our smokes and joined the women. 

Now aware of their attraction to each other, it created an uneasy evening. We wrapped up dinner (thankfully) and headed back to the cabin for a bonfire. 

After I parked, I told the girls we’d build a fire. They shrugged their shoulders. Natalia said they’d go make drinks. 

The chill in the evening air wasn’t just from the weather. It was as if Frank and I were in a fountain of ice topped with ash blackened snow. 

The welcome scent of the tall pine evergreens took my mind off the existing troubles. I squatted down next to the fire, and with a stick pushed the twigs around. 

“Frank, what do you think?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“About this situation.” 

Before he could answer, Natalia arrived. 

“Who needs a ...?” asked Jessie, but forgot what she was going to say, because she was already drunk. 

They held a drink in each hand and were surprisingly upbeat. I noticed they changed clothes. 

While Jessie's sexy body wore a white ripped t-shirt and blue jean shorts, she was a five-cent sideshow compared to Natalia. 

Natalia’s hair was tied up which exposed her long neck. She wore an unbuttoned short white fur coat, a pink lace see-through thong, and thigh-high black leather spike heel boots that made her nine inches taller. 

I looked at Frank and saw the drool drip from his mouth. I took the drinks from their hands. 

“Thanks,” said Natalia. 

She looked at Jessie and smiled. 

Natalia walked as if on a high wire. If she lost her balance, I was ready to catch her. 

They sat next to each other on the opposite side of the fire. 

Frank asked, “Hey, what’s on your mind James?” 

“Nothing as usual,” I joked, not being truthful. 

Natalia tried to stand, and I helped her. She turned toward me, leaned up against my chest, lifted her face, and smiled, which exposed perfectly shaped lips and white teeth. Her wet pink tongue licked the perimeter of her mouth. I looked down and saw two beautiful breasts with fur on each side. My aroused thoughts quickly diminished. 

“James, I need to talk. Now.” Jessie's voice interrupted my thoughts. 

I was caught dead to rights wanting to have my hands in Natalia’s cookie jar. 

We went to the cabin. Jessie opened the door and as a Military Police would do, motioned for me to walk in. 

I know what you’re thinking.” 

“Honey...” 

“Shut up.” 

Natalia stumbled in. “Whash goin on?” 

“You and I need to talk,” said Jessie. 

They walked out of sight and came back after half an hour. 

I noticed Jessie's red lipstick trail on Natalia. The marks began on her cheek and ran downward along her curved body into the pink thong zone. 

“Let’s go,” she ordered. She put an arm around Natalia’s waist and carried her out. 

Poor Natalia, I could see who the dominatrix of this relationship was. 

I stood dumbfounded, but not long. I went to the washroom to take a leak. "She had nothing before I found her, and she'll have nothing now,” I said to the urinal. 

Once back outside, a sad sight made my head shake with pity. Frank was on the ground with his head buried in his hands. I noticed one car gone. 

“They left,” he cried. 

“What?” I threw my arms up toward the sky. I had to act shocked, for his benefit. 

“Jessie said we couldn’t satisfy them like they could each other, and if anyone was going to be googly-eye on Natalia, it was going to be her. She said they were moving on.” 

“You’re kidding. Moving on? From what? To where? They don’t have jack without us. I didn’t see that coming in, what, forever? Well, let’s knock down this fire and get some sleep. We have climbing to do tomorrow.” 

“James, no, I can’t.” 

I had to pull him out of this emotional rabbit hole he fell into. He was my best friend, no matter how much I wanted to bang his wife. 

“Frankie, (I haven’t called him that since we were children) I remember one day we stood in the summer sun on a sidewalk. You wore a straw hat, blue jeans, and no shirt or shoes. You pushed your white belly out from your skinny frame. I stood next to you wearing a white T-shirt, jeans, and my gym shoes. My dark-tanned arms were skinnier than twigs. You wrapped your arm around my back and held me so close as if you claimed me. We stood together, so many decades ago, when time did not exist. Only when darkness fell did we separate because of being called by our parents to come home. Each new day brought us back together. There were no worries on our minds except to play. That moment in time has never left my memory.” 

“Yeah? You remember our childhood?” 

“Yes, and Frankie, those kinds of days are long gone. You have been a big brother to me since I was born. Dude, find that strength you had when you hit a baseball so high it seemed it would never come down. You’re the only man I’ve ever respected and loved.” 

He got off the ground and hugged me.  

It was not a hug two strangers shared in seconds but one of which two lives melded together. 

A hug which represented unconditional love.

We packed in silence, loaded up the wagon, and I brought him home. 

“Hey, Frankie, once things settle down, I’ll call.”

He looked at me like the end of the world would be tomorrow. 

“Ok.” 

It was a moment of two souls separating, both with heavy thoughts on their minds. One decides to move on, and the other decides differently.

Two days later, his neighbor called. Frank’s loneliness ended in front of a subway train. 

I gave my Caddy to a teenager. I bought a mint condition, royal blue ’65 Mustang convertible, which was christened, Royal Blue. 

I needed to get away and be alone to find stability again. I would survive as I’ve always done, and only Satan himself could stop me. 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Nickel Side Show 
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Jessie, what a piece of work she turned out to be. When married, she was an entitled banana slug. When it came to a divorce, she was a cheetah chasing down a three-legged deer. 

She didn’t waste any time because in less than a week, papers were filed. For years she drained me like a piglet on a mother’s teat. 

How much money did I spend on her while she was sucking lips with Frank’s wife? 

Now she wants alimony. 

Let her try. I’ll send her a cashier’s check for two hundred dollars, and a nickel. 

She can go buy a strap-on dildo with an extension cord. 

The nickel is to remind her she’ll always be a sideshow compared to Natalia. 

Now, financially, I’m screwed. I need to hide my money and claim I’m broke. It shouldn’t be hard with a mouthpiece. 

What destroyed me the most was how Frank ended his life. I cried for days and still can’t sleep well. 

“A train... Frank? You had to jump in front of a train?” 

I loved him but was angry. I slammed the mattress with the energy of pain, hate, and sadness in me. Mentally drained, I dropped to my knees and rested my head on the bed. “Why didn’t you call me?” 

The image of us being boys overtook my thoughts.  

“Frankie, oh Frankie,” the words dripped from my mouth weakly. 

I could not remove the scene in my brain of a speeding train smashing and crushing the body of my best friend. There was no way the conductor could stop. I’m sure that poor guy will have nightmares the rest of his life seeing the eyes of a face ready to meet death. 

I slammed the mattress again and again. I became a limp body. Suddenly, I rose and yelled at the image, “Get out of my head!” I wanted to vomit. 

The Catholic religion he was dedicated to will now say his soul was in hell. I will strangle Satan himself if he tries to claim Frankie. 

“All you podium pounders are full of crap. All you holier than thou sheepskin carrying college graduates telling us we are no good from birth. God said in the book, be fruitful and multiply, yet you bongo brains say sex is a sin. You need to go to hell with your books up your assholes.” 

I had lost control. I grabbed the clock next to the bed and was ready to launch it against the wall. 

Zing, zing, zing, it called out. I looked at it and realized this clock had been with me from the day I was born. 

“Oh, Baby Benard, thanks.” Something as simple as the sound of an old clock disrupted my mental breakdown. 

It’s been days since I ate or slept. 

What’s in the fridge? Ah, probably leftovers. 

I’ll order a pizza from Lil’ Tony. Yeah, that’s what I need right now, a good thin crust with ground beef and olives and rinse it down with a soda. 

I called and ordered a delivery. About an hour later, it showed up. I handed the old guy a C-note and said to keep the change. I figured anyone close to my age delivering pizza doesn’t have any savings and is living off the governmental crap game called social security. 

I wolfed down the food and watched a bit of television. 

Yeah, you, television, thanks for making me rich. I never would be where I am now if it weren’t for selling you. 

All those chumps who fell for my line, “They got one.” Jeez, I was only fifteen when they first came around town, and everyone wanted one to keep up with the Joneses. As I heard Alice be threatened with a bang zoom to the moon, my eyes became unfocused. Soon, I was in Z-Land. 

Zing, zing, zing, my buddy sounded off in the morning. 

With my eyes half open, I stared at the off-white painted ceiling. I felt like a ton of bricks. 

"Doc keeps telling me to watch my carbs. Well, let’s check the weather,” I sighed. 

I got up and opened the window. There I stood naked. A few people on the sidewalk looked up and laughed. I grabbed my hose, directed it toward the opening, and let loose a steady stream. 

They didn’t laugh for long. They yelled and ran to escape the burst of urination drop on them, “That guy is nuts.” 

“Well, folks, other than a quick golden downpour, the sky will be clear,” I said. 

I’ve got to keep a straight mind. I’ve suffered from depression all my life and as much as I love Frankie, I need to keep moving. I’m sure in the future, I’ll do something to honor him. For now, it's time to shower and get the hell out of here.  Being partially awake, I instinctively turned the shower handle. The freezing water woke me up fast. 

After a few moments, the temp warmed. I took the soap and lathered up the louwaff-wah-fwah or whatever it’s called. 

Hmm, cedarwood, it has a manly scent to it, not perfumy like Jessie used. 

A thought crossed my mind. Today is the first time in so long I lathered up my body alone. Jessie was my shower partner. She had my back, and well... my front. I could picture us rubbing our soapy bodies together. Not a bad memory to have, yet now, I wanted to ram the soap down her throat. 

I cupped the lathered bar in both hands and looked at it with pity. 

I butchered Shakespeare and Poe. “Alas, poor Jessie! I knew her well. Jessie, a woman of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy. She scrubbed and rubbed my back, and front a thousand times and now, never more, never more, because she is nothing more than a two-bit whore.” 

I patted the soap and placed it in the holder. 

In a debonair manner, it was questioned. “You look familiar. Do you come here often?” 

No answer. I dried off and headed to the bedroom to get dressed. 

It’s nice to know when no one is around to talk with, I have my own company. 

“What should I wear today?” I asked. 

“How about the easy look?” I answered. 

“Good choice.” 

I grabbed a pair of jeans, a white dago t-shirt, my lucky pelican pattern socks, and pulled out my favorite brown penny loafers. (I replaced the pennies in them, thinking it was time for new luck.) 

“What's for breakfast? How about scrambled eggs, toast, and milk?” 

“No, you had that yesterday,” I reminded myself. 

“How about French Toast?” I offered an alternative. 

The self-bantering conversation was momentarily interrupted. I stopped at the hallway mirror to see my reflection. 

“Mr. Hoyt, you have a phone call.” I looked in the mirror and said, “Let me take this, and I’ll get back to you.” 

“Hello?” No one answered, so I returned to the earlier conversation. 

“There was no one on the call. Strange, isn’t it?” 

I whipped up the French Toast and devoured it. After I washed the dishes and straightened the kitchen, it was time to get down to business at hand. 

“Where am I going?” 

I walked to an antique desk and removed a worn Rand McNally map book, my trusty tour guide. 

This book has ridden shotgun in my glove compartment for many years. It directed me all over the country even before I met Jessie. It never failed me when I needed direction. Now, I would let it decide where I went, using an unscientific method. 

I laid the closed book on the leaf of the secretary. With my eyes closed, I opened the book, let the pages flip through my hands, and stopped. 

I lifted a hand in the air, twirled the "F You Finger around, and brought it down to the page. I opened my eyes and looked. 

"Well, I'll be a Whackamole." 

My finger landed on Chattanooga in the great state of Tennessee. Interesting, I’ve never been there before, but I knew Chattanooga Choo-Choo, one of my favorite Big Band Era songs was recorded there by Glenn Miller and his orchestra. 

I grabbed a jug of icy water from the fridge and picked up the tour guide. 

One last look around, the view of the kitchen and living room which held many memories was now going to be empty. 

I took a deep breath and sighed. My hand opened the door, walked through, and closed it. 

I am on the road to Chattanooga. 

What waited for me I would find out in time. 
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Chapter 3: Heated Banter 
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As a child, we didn’t go on many road trips but there was one which stood out in my memory. This gas station had a pecan roll which was amazingly delicious. My parents didn’t have much money, so one treat and a soda was allowed. 

When I hit Missouri, I came across one of these locations. 

I needed to stop anyway to fill up, check the oil, and tire pressure. 

I walked around the store until I found the pecan rolls. Without parents telling me what to do, I grabbed a whole box and placed it next to the cash register. 

The lady behind the counter smiled. “I see you like sweet things.” 

“Yeah, I do.” 

“Where are you from sweetie?” 

“Colorado.” 

“A cowboy?” 

She smiled, tilted her head, and brushed back her long blonde hair. “Is that your car?” 

A cowboy? Me? 

“Yes, she’s my Royal Blue.” 

“I bet she doesn’t ride like a horse.” 

“Nope, she rides smooth as silk.” 

“That’s what I thought. Did you ever ride a real horse?” 

Sensing her forwardness, I looked around the store to see if anyone else was nearby. I saw a few cars outside and people in the store. No, this was not going anywhere. 

“Sorry babe, I have to go.” 

“Too bad, but I doubt if you could have gotten the wild buck out of me.” 

The glove of challenge was thrown. Even though I’ve ridden horses, they were already broken in. I thought she liked to tease guys with nice cars, so my response was to play her game. 

I looked her in the eye and threw my glove down to call her out. 

“I’ve broken in a lot of thoroughbreds back home,” I lied. 

“Is that so?” 

Her eyes were defiant. She placed her arms across her flat stomach. 

I felt like one of those springy toys with eyes bouncing out of my head. 

Her hand came toward me. I looked into her eyes, toward her chest, and then to her hand. 

I took it in mine. She had a strong grip. I looked at her nails. 

“French manicure, very sexy.” 

“Yeah, sharp like razors. I’m Sally Boscatine and live about twenty-five miles from here. Would you like to show me how you break a thoroughbred? 

“I’m James Hoyt. I was on my way...” 

“I know, to my place. I’ll be done in a couple of hours.” 

“Yeah, that’s right, your place.” Her answer blindsided me. “And where am I going?” 

“It’s easy to get there. Head out of the lot and turn right. Go twenty-one miles to the second stop sign and turn right again. From there, drive to the dead end and turn left. Follow that road until you see a driveway and turn right. There’s no mailbox, and the driveway is long. It hasn’t rained in a few days, so the road is dry. Otherwise, you’d never make it
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