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Chapter 1 Izzy

The planning
stage for the new Faulkner home—my family's home, was nearly
complete and some of the preliminary work had begun. Jason proved
himself in the planning phase as I, and I think Benjamin knew he
would. My family spent idle time at Nathan and Melanie's, we'd all
grown used to the human idea of a home and family. Their place was
on the small side to say the least, but no one minded, we were back
together again, a real family. Melanie and Elizabeth had their
sewing, Nathan, Tink and Benjamin had checkers and chess, and I had
Jason.

My pool at the bend of the nearby creek
played a prominent role in my days now as my family worked to
reacquaint themselves with Jason's overpowering attraction—thirst.
I bathed in the pool each time after seeing him, but they were
becoming more able to cope with his scent, so it wasn't as much of
a problem as it had been at first. I was still wearing the Emo
getup, but definitely toned down. I'd dropped the black lipstick
and fingernail polish, but I liked the dark eye makeup and so did
Jason—besides, it was practical, it masked my eye color changes in
that people were less likely to actually look at my eyes. I was
coping with the limitations of our relationship, but hunting always
reminded me of what we had and what we could never have.

"We thought we'd spend the afternoon at your
pool," Melanie called, the last to finish her kill.

"Would you care to join us?" Elizabeth
added.

I knelt down to a small trickle of water from
a spring in the rocks to wash the blood from my hands.

"Please?" Melanie begged.

"I think I'm going to run over and see how
Benjamin is doing on the house."

"Don't you mean Jason?" Melanie pouted.

"Yeah, I think he'll be there."

"Ha, ha, very funny. You can't fool me."
Melanie turned to Elizabeth. "She's got it bad, so bad."

Elizabeth showed no reaction which was a huge
improvement over how she usually reacted to comments about Jason's
and my relationship especially after he gave me his class ring.
Elizabeth was right, our relationship was dangerous on so many
levels, but I could no more walk away from Jason than I could make
my heart start beating. I knew the choice put my entire family at
risk.

"See ya." I darted off toward the far side of
Lambs Knoll. I had to take a small detour to avoid a hunter on the
ridge, near the communication towers. It was late summer, early for
the hunters to be out, but they had begun to scope out the area for
the fall hunting season. No doubt they were disappointed in the
dwindling dear population. I couldn't help but smile when I spotted
Jason with Benjamin. It was a typical hot August day, and the sweat
glistened off Jason's bare back as it formed little rivulets and
trickled down the dips between his sculpted, muscles. For the most
part, he and Benjamin just worked out the details during the day,
then at night, Tink and Nathan joined them to actually work on the
construction. It was necessary to avoid possibly being seen by a
casual hiker. Jason stayed as long as he could, but he obviously
had to sleep.

"Hey, guys," I said, sliding up next to
Jason. He flinched when I put my cool hand on his back.

He leaned over and gave me a big kiss.
"Sorry, I guess I probably reek."

"Not the word I would have chosen."

"Well, then," Benjamin interrupted, "I
believe the foundation mortar has adequately set. We should be able
to begin work on the escape tunnel tonight."

"Bringing in the heavy equipment?" Jason
joked.

"He's talking about Tink and Nathan, Dad." I
clarified.

Benjamin chuckled. "That we are. We should
have the tunnel completed by daybreak."

"Football practice starts tomorrow, so I'm
not sure if I can be here, they're two a days for the first week or
so."

"Two a days?" Benjamin puzzled.

"Two practices a day. One in the morning and
one in the afternoon."

Benjamin nodded. "Well, I don't foresee any
problems."

"Are you still expecting the electricity
tomorrow, sir?" Jason asked.

"Yes, but the utility people said no one had
to be present, they are just running power to the distribution
box."

"That's great," Jason said.

"Like in electric lights?" I asked. "Are you
serious?"

"Well, I thought if young Jason were to visit
in the evenings lights would be a nice addition."

"Welcome to the 21st Century, Dad." I
joked.

"Ah, here are the boys now," Benjamin said.
"Why don't you call it a day, Jason."

"Thanks." Jason wiped the sweat from his face
with his tee shirt. "So," he said to me, "maybe a movie?"

"It'll be late by the time you get cleaned up
and have something to eat. How about the park?"

"Great, I don't have to clean up for that."
He winked. "Let me check in with Mom." He turned to my dad. "Thanks
for everything, sir."

Benjamin looked up from the drawings. "Have
you chosen a vehicle yet?

"No, sir. I figure it wouldn't be right at
least not until we finish."

"Nonsense, you have done an exceptional
job."

"Go ahead, tell him," I encouraged.

"Well, sir, I was thinking I'd still like
something with four wheel drive so I can do a little off roadin'.
Nothing extravagant, maybe another Jeep. I like the older
models."

"Excellent, let me know when you have
finalized your choice."

We walked down to Jason's mom's car. The
western sky was crimson, framed with the anvil, tops of
thunderheads sweeping toward the east. Occasionally there was a
flash of cloud-to-cloud lightening.

Jason grabbed his cell phone off the dash.
"Hey, Mom. You mind if I keep the car for a few hours? Yeah, we
were thinking we'd grab some take out and go to the park. I know,
football is at 6:00 AM. Okay, thanks." He hit the end button.
"We're good."

I stepped into him and slid my hand across
his sweat soaked, chiseled abdomen, slowly running it up to his
pecs. "We are so good." His stomach growled.

We swung by the local drive thru and got a
small bucket of chicken and then headed for the park. I couldn't
help remember the motorcycle gang as we crossed the stone bridge,
but tonight, the park was deserted. It looked like it was going to
be our lucky night.

"You mind grabbing the food?" Jason asked as
he climbed out of the car.

"No problem."

Jason took off across the grass, cleared the
narrow beach and dove into the water. He swam across to the far
bank and then back. I was in heaven watching him walk up through
the shallows and onto the beach.

"What?" Jason said, shaking off.

"Nothing." I stuffed the bucket of chicken
against his stomach.

He ate quickly—maybe too quickly—and then we
lay back on the blanket and stared up through the tree tops at the
stars and enjoyed the August meteor showers.

"You think we'll have any classes together?"
Jason asked.

"I doubt it, Ms. Moore—"

"I thought you two were tight?"

"Sure, but I doubt she's going to put any
obstacles in the way of my recovery."

"So I'm an obstacle?"

I rolled up on top of him and kissed him.
"You are so an obstacle to everything."

"Look who's talking." He reached up, cupped
my cheeks and pulled my face down to his. We kissed again.

My ability to cope with the thirst he
triggered in me was nothing short of amazing if you believed
Melanie, but to me, it all went back to the night I realized just
how much I loved him. Sure, I thirsted for his blood, but compared
to my love, not even close.

"Can I pick your car?" I asked, pushing back
and staring into his eyes.

"What?"

"Can I pick your car?"

"I guess, as long as it's not over the top. I
feel bad enough as it is, accepting such an extreme—"

"It's not a gift, silly boy, you earned
it."

"I haven't done all that much on the house,
I'm really learning more than I'm helping."

"I think that's what Dad had in mind."

"It's really cool to hear you talk about your
family like that, you know, Mom, Dad. Really cool."

"I'm still not used to it, I call them by
their names half the time. So, I can pick it out?"

"As long as it's a used car, okay?"

"Benjamin said new."

"It will be new to me."

"Okay. It's getting late." I rolled off his
chest and then sat up.

"Guess there's no point fighting it." Jason
got up and then pulled me to my feet. We walked hand in hand into
the river until we were waist deep. Jason turned and took me in his
arms. "I've got to be the luckiest guy in the entire universe." He
kissed me.

He wasn't going to let go—I didn't really
want him to—but it was late. I leaned back until we toppled into
the water. Finally, Jason had to let go to come up for air.

The scar on Jason's shoulder, the one from
the gunshot wound in Georgia, glistened in the moonlight. "You're
shoulder going to be okay?"

"Funny thing about that. Alex and I have been
throwing the ball around, and well, it's actually better than ever.
I'm not exactly sure how, or why, but I can definitely throw the
ball with more zip. The rib's still a little tender, but I should
be okay. Guess it's that time".

Jason took my hand in his and we walked back
to the car to towel off. Jason drove me to the pull off near
Melanie's and we said our goodbyes.

"Say hey to Coach for me," I said.

"I will. You want to come watch?"

"No, you need to concentrate on football, I'd
just be a distraction."

Jason glanced down at my clinging wet
clothes. "Yep."

"Good luck."

"Hey, if the guys give me any trouble I'll
give you a call."

"Not funny." I frowned. "I love you."

"I love you. See ya." Jason rolled up the
window and pulled away.

I stood there until I could no longer see, or
hear the car.

* * *

After I got home, Elizabeth, Melanie and I
joined the others to help with the reconstruction. We weren't the
skilled labor Benjamin preferred, but we could work silently
through the night since we could do things like push nails into the
wood—no hammering. We worked on the house while Dad and the boys
worked on the excavation.

The escape tunnel, like the one in the
Georgia mansion, was Jason's idea and Benjaim agreed it was a
desirable addition. We'd destroyed the half vampire, half human
motorcycle gang, but there was still the vampire who created them
to worry about.

"Dad, Jason said I could pick out his car,
but he said it had to be a used one."

"We agreed on a new vehicle. I believe he
said a Jeep."

"I know, but he feels like he hasn't earned
it."

"Nonsense, in addition to his effort with the
reconstruction, their is his brilliant plan that destroyed the
biker gang, and unfortunately, his Jeep."

"I know, and I agree with you, but I really
think he would feel bad if you bought a new one. He said used is
still new to him."

"That's very gracious," Elizabeth said as she
stepped to Benjamin's side.

"Indeed," Benjamin said.

"I already looked around, and I found
something that I think suits him."

"Excellent. I'll provide you with the money
and we can have it here for him tomorrow evening."

"Make it a surprise," Melanie added. "We
should all be here to thank him."

"Tink?" I called. "If I pick it up early can
you check it out?"

Tink looked over at the charred remains of
his garage. "Sure, I'll take a look." He tried to hide a smile, but
I saw it. He liked that I wanted his input.

"Then it's settled."

We took a break to evaluate our progress as
across the valley, sunlight began to creep down the eastern
mountain slopes. We had done very well, even better than Benjamin
had expected. The escape tunnel was complete and more than half the
first floor was framed. We decided to clear away the rubble where
the garage had been. It would make it easier for Tink to look over
Jason's new wheels. We were almost finished by mid morning when a
truck from the electric company pulled into the driveway. We
quickly gathered our things and retreated into the shadows of the
woods. Benjamin stayed behind to observe from a distance to make
sure the installation was done per plan.

The used car dealer was suspicious when I
came alone and offered to pay in cash. By the looks of the lot, the
summer business had been slow, so he was eager to close the deal. I
arranged for Jason to come in later in the week and sign the
paperwork so it would be in his name.

It was a fun vehicle, roomy, with lots of
windows and four wheel drive like Jason wanted. To say I was
excited was an understatement. Tink was impressed, but made the
alterations I requested. He said it would be exactly like I wanted.
I had no doubts.

* * *

"Hey guys." I said as Jason and Alex came out
of the school. "You hurt?"

"Nah," Alex replied, "just sore."

"You sore too?" I asked Jason.

"You kiddin'?" Alex cut in. "Coach is takin'
it easy on ol' Hollywood here."

Jason punched Alex in the arm.

"Dang dude, take it easy."

"What are you doing here anyway?" Jason asked
me.

"It's a surprise." I slipped my arm under
his.

"I doubt it." Alex laughed and then puckered
up and made kissing noises.

Jason grabbed at him, but Alex ran. Jason
pulled away from me and stayed right on Alex's heels as they weaved
in and out around the poles that supported the awning over the bus
loading area. From the slowness of their pace, it was obvious they
were both exhausted. Jason finally gave up and Alex jogged over to
his mom's car.

"Later," Alex yelled as he slipped onto the
passenger's seat. "Hey, Mom."

"Yeah, later." Jason waved as they drove
off.

"So," I said, as Jason walked back, "Coach
taking it easy on you, huh."

"Not really, we just spent some of practice
going over the playbook. It's a real different kind of offense that
depends on me making last minute decisions on the field."

"Kind of hard for me to wrap my head around
that."

"Well, think of it like this. Coach sends in
a play from the sidelines and I call it in the huddle. Then, as we
lineup, the other team sets their defense for what they think we're
going to do based on the way we lineup."

"Okay, so far."

"When I see what defense they lineup in, then
I can change the play. It's called an audible."

"How does the rest of the team know what you
change it to?"

"Exactly. We have codes I call, but not
everyone gets them all the time. Twice today, I threw the ball
right to the defensive player because the receiver and I weren't on
the same page."

"Guess that makes you look bad."

"Nah, it's not that. It's just a lot to
remember and I have to decide in a split second. So, you said
something about a surprise?"

"Yep, you're coming with me."

"What about my mom's car?" He looked out into
the parking lot. "Guess you took care of that already. I don't
suppose I need to call Mom."

"Nope. You want to get something to eat
first?"

"You mind?"

"Not at all."

We walked out to Melanie's truck. Jason threw
his stuff in the bed and then climbed in the passenger's side.

"Sure you don't want to drive? It's three on
the tree—something different."

"Nah, I'm bushed. Maybe some other time."

"Suit yourself." I climbed in and then we
headed for the closest fast food place.

Jason ordered enough for the both of us and
ate it all of course. Once he was finished, we headed to the
construction site. I was on pins and needles with anticipation as I
turned off the main road.

"I see they got the electricity installed,"
Jason said, obviously noticing the fresh ridge of dirt where the
trench had been filled in.

"Yep." We cleared the field and started up
into the woods.

"Looks like they're still here," Jason said,
pointing to the vehicle parked directly at the end of the
driveway.

As I pulled to a stop, my family jumped out
from behind the vehicle.

"Surprise!" they all yelled in unison.

"You kiddin' me?" Jason gawked.

"It's used, just like you said, and four
wheel drive. Come on, you have to check it out." We both got out of
the truck and walked toward Jason's new—to him—Land Rover.

"Green is perfect, and a tan interior," he
said, running his had down the fender and then peering in the
window.

"Leather," I added.

Jason looked up at my family. "I don't know
what to say. Thank you seems so inadequate, it's totally over the
top."

"Over the top?" Elizabeth puzzled.

"He likes it Mom."

They all smiled.

"Crank it up," Tink said.

"I had Tink check it over and make a few
upgrades."

"Upgrades to a Rover?" Jason gawked as if
that were impossible.

"Crank it up," Tink repeated.

Jason climbed in and started the engine. It
roared to life with a sound very similar to my old Malibu. He
gunned the engine a few times. "That is freakin' awesome!" He
turned it off and then ran over to Tink and gave him a spontaneous,
but awkward hug. "Thanks man."

Tink smiled and then winked at me. "Oh," he
said, "you'll excuse me for a few minutes?"

"Sure," Jason said.

Tink ran off past the remnants of the garage
and into the woods. A short time later a familiar rumble turned
into the driveway.

I spun around to look. "Oh my God!"

Tink was driving a 1966 Malibu up the
driveway. He gunned the engine and pulled in head-to-head facing
Jason's Rover.

"They match," Jason said.

"Right down to the tan, leather interior,"
Tink said as he climbed out.

I sprang into Tink's arms and then kissed
him. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."

"Well, it's not the same one and I didn't do
the work, but I figured you couldn't wait till the garage was
finished."

"Did you know about this?" I looked back at
the rest of my family. They just smiled. I dropped down out of
Tink's arms and turned toward Jason. "What do you think,
twins?"

"Boy are we going to attract some attention
at school with these." The smiles from my family faded. "In a good
way," Jason added.

"It'll be fine, guys," I reassured them. I
turned back to Jason. "Your mom has the name of the place where we
got it. You two can decide how you want to title it, her name or
yours, whatever you decide, it's yours."

"So Mom knows about it too?"

"She hasn't seen it, but I made sure it was
okay with her first."

"Mind if we go show her—unless you have
something for me to do, sir." Jason added.

"You kids go and have some fun." Benjamin
said. "The house can wait until tomorrow."

"Thanks," both Jason and I said.

"I'll follow you," I said, "that way you
won't have to bring me home or make excuses with your mom for how I
got home."

"Thanks again, guys." Jason waved to my
family and then climbed in behind the wheel.

"See ya." I waved as I followed Jason down
the driveway.


Chapter 2

The last few
days of summer passed quickly and then we were back in school. I
stopped in to see Ms. Moore the first day, and while she was glad
I'd toned down the black—I was actually wearing regular, faded blue
jeans—I could tell she wasn't all that impressed with my eye
makeup. It turned out there was only one AP Art class so at least
Jason and I were together for that class, but that was the only
one. The rest of my classes were okay, some of the same teachers
and familiar faces. Being away from Jason for so long, was torture.
Finally the last bell rang. The week was over and we had the long
weekend.

Mrs. Snyder walked over to Jason, Cathy and
my table. "Can you all bring in your portfolios next class."

Cathy nodded.

"Sure, Mrs. Snyder," Jason said.

"Uh, about that, mine was destroyed in a fire
over the summer."

"Oh, I heard about that on the news," Mrs.
Snyder said. "I didn't realize that was your house. It looked
really bad, I was glad to hear no one was hurt. It's a shame, you
had some wonderful pieces. Well, we'll do the best we can to put
something together for you. I think I might still have a few of
your drawings in the back. You all have a nice holiday."

"You too, Mrs. Snyder," Jason said. He draped
his arm around my shoulder and we headed for the door. Cathy hung
back.

"You coming?" I called back to her.

"Go ahead, I'll catch up later."

"You coming with Alex to the football
picnic?"

"We'll be there."

"Okay, see you then."

Jason walked me out to my car. We we're just
leaning up against the fender of Jason's Rover when Ms. Moore
pulled up.

"How's art working out?"

"I'm behaving myself," Jason said.

"Me too," I added.

Ms. Moore smiled. "Is that yours?" she asked
Jason.

"Yes ma'am, did some work for Izzy's dad and
he gave it to me for helping." Jason nodded toward my car. "That
one's Izzy's."

"They match," I said, stating the
obvious.

"Yours was black last year as I recall."

"Yes ma'am, it was." She probably thought it
was the same car.

"Well, I like the green much better. Oh,
before I forget. Mrs. Snyder said yours was the house that burned
down this summer. I'm so glad nobody was hurt. You didn't mention
it this morning."

"We're staying with my sister and my dad
thinks we'll have the house finished in a couple of weeks."

"Well, you've certainly been through a lot.
I'm glad you and your family are okay. Well, I'm headed out for a
little vacation."

"You deserve it, Mrs. Moore, you work really
hard," Jason said.

"Well, thank you for saying that. I'm sorry
I'll miss the football picnic tomorrow. Coach Singleton has high
hopes for you this year. I'm really looking forward to some Warrior
football. You two have a nice weekend." She rolled up the window
and drove away.

"Checkin' up on us I guess," Jason said,
leaning over and kissing me.

"Somebody has too." I pulled back from
another kiss. "Did you think Cathy seemed a little distant?"

"You mean like not talking to us and sitting
on the other side of the table? Yeah, now that you mention it."

"I'm kind of worried about her."

"Nah, she's fine, it's just well, knowing
what she does it has to be kind of weird being with us."

"I guess. You don't think—"

"Nah, she's not going to say anything, not
even to Alex." He gave me another kiss. "Listen, I gotta head back.
Tell your dad I'll be there after practice."

"Okay. See ya." I gave him a quick kiss and
then he opened my car door for me. I just sat and watched him walk
across the parking lot to the gym. When he disappeared through the
side entrance, I headed home. I passed a couple of motorcycles
riding together on the way—that always alarmed me—but they were
just regular people headed out for a weekend of camping in the
mountains.

We all decided to hunt before Jason arrived
even though it had only been a few days. The deer population was
becoming very depleted since we'd been in the area for such a
longtime, so we shared kills, only needing enough blood to better
tolerate Jason. By the time Jason left that night, the entire house
was framed and under roof. He wanted me to come home with him, but
the coach had worked them hard and he was tired and sore, so I
convinced him to go home alone and to get some rest.

The day of the picnic was rainy—which was
great for me—but not so good for the picnic. Instead of outdoors,
they held it in the gym. Like I said, it was perfect for me, no sun
to worry about. Jason's mom seemed to be warming up to my being in
Jason's life, we even sat together. I could tell she was troubled
that I didn't eat, but she didn't say anything. Truth is, I was
kind of sick with the heavy smell of all the greasy food and sweaty
people. The school had turned off the air conditioning for the long
weekend and the gym was hot despite having the windows open. I
excused myself from the table and went and stood outside under the
awning.

"There you are," Jason said, opening the
door. "You okay?" He glanced back at the crowded room. "Oh, you
want to go?"

"Aren't they announcing the players and
captains?"

"Yeah, but I don't have to—"

"Yes you do. I'll be fine, just give me a few
minutes."

"They're cleaning up. Mom is saving you a
seat. See you inside."

I took some deep breaths to try and purge as
much of the human element from my system as I could and then went
back inside to find Jason's mom.

"Up here, Izzy," she called, waving at me.
Great, right in the middle of the crowd. At least she was on the
aisle. She scooted over as I approached.

"Thanks," I said as I took my seat next to
her.

"This is going to be a big year for him,
don't you think? I can just feel it."

"Sure, last year he proved he's Coach's go to
guy."

"I like the sound of that, 'go to guy'. Looks
like they're getting ready to start."

The boy's were on folding chairs with what
appeared to be most of the younger ones on the left. I assumed they
must be the JV team. Coach made his way to the portable podium.
Everyone quieted down.

Tap, tap, tap. "Can you all hear me okay?"
Coach said.

"Loud and clear." A somewhat familiar voice
answered from the crowd. I looked toward where the voice had
originated, but didn't see anyone I recognized.

Coach made some general announcements and
thanked the booster club and everyone who had helped with the
picnic preparations and then turned the podium over to the JV
Coach. He talked about how hard they boys had worked and that he
expected a better than average season. Then, he began to announce
the name and position of each of the JV players.

I would have been bored to death if it wasn't
for the anticipation of the varsity announcements.

"And finally, Dillon Curly will be
quarterbacking this years JV team." the coach said.

A boy, red in the face, half stood before
sitting back down. The previously familiar voice from the crowd
half yelled, "That's BS." The outburst brought a scowl to the JV
Coach's face and I followed his glare into the stands. And there he
was, Derrick. Of course, I thought, Curly, Derrick Curly. So,
Dillon was Derrick's little brother and from Derrick's outburst and
Dillon's red face they must have expected Dillon to be on the
varsity team.

Coach Singleton got up and took the podium,
his harsh glare was fixed on Derrick before he spoke. "Well, looks
like a great JV team this year." He cleared his throat while
scanning the audience. His gaze came to rest on me for a moment and
his expression softened—or maybe he was looking at Jason's mom, I
couldn't be sure.

"Well, normally I'd go straight into the
varsity team introductions, but we have some unfinished business
from last year."

This time I was sure Coach was looking at
me.

"Jason, come on up here."

Jason looked really surprised, but got up and
walked across the gym to the podium.

Coach Singleton took a piece of paper out of
his shirt pocket like maybe a prepared speech, but seemed to think
better of it and put it back in his pocket. Coach shook Jason's
hand. "Well then, as most of you know, Jason stepped in as
quarterback at the end of last season and did a great job despite
some significant obstacles. For that, he earned last seasons most
improved player, but that's not why I asked him up here today."
Coach cleared his voice. "Over the years I've had the opportunity
to coach some great kids, kids that worked hard, overcame adversity
and became better people because they loved the game." Coach
cleared his voice yet again. This was obviously difficult for him.
"But, in all my years, I have never had one of my players put the
welfare of a fellow student first—not the way this young man did."
Coach put his arm around Jason's shoulder. "I won't go into the
details, they're private—"

"Raincoat!" A voice blurted out, just loud
enough to be heard.

Of course I knew exactly where it came from,
Dillon. Poor Jason turned beet red as the JV coach stormed over and
gruffly escorted Dillon out through the double doors into the
hallway. Not to be outdone, Derrick stormed down the bleachers
toward the doors, but two security officers met him and escorted
him out of the gymnasium.

"That's bull Coach! That guy's a loser,
everyone knows he got that freak pregnant."

The security officer's hurried him out
through the doorway to the parking lot.

"Made her get an abortion too!" Derrick
yelled before the doors closed behind him.

It was no surprise that the gym had fallen
into an awkward silence. Jason's face was crimson and despite being
black, Coach looked totally embarrassed as well. Why did Coach do
this? Sure, he meant well, but seriously these were high school
kids and by the time the next week of school was over the entire
freshman class would think it was true. I wouldn't be surprised if
even some of the students that knew better would doubt what they
believed.

"Yeah, she's the one."

I glanced past Jason's mom to a freshman that
was pointing at me.

"He got her pregnant?" the boy next to
him gawked.

"My son did no such thing!" Jason's mom
said.

The people around us turned to look as I let
my head sink into my hands. Things had been getting better with
Jason's mom, but I could feel the wall building between us again. I
was so hurt, so ashamed that I wished I could disappear. I glanced
up at Jason and the pain in his eyes was like a dagger to my heart,
but then I realized, he wasn't looking at me, he was looking at his
mom.

"Well," Coach began again, "as you can see,
Jason put his entire reputation on the line, even risked not
passing eleventh grade—mind you now, not a one of those rumors are
true, just malicious high school gossip, nothing more." Coach
pointed toward the audience and slowly moved his pointed finger
across the bleachers. You could feel the uneasiness. "How many of
you out there have faced a crossroads and not had the courage to
make the right decision, or any decision at all?"

No one answered like you'd expect.

"And how about when you were seventeen?"
Coach waited for what seemed like an eternity to let that sink in.
"Come on now, we've all been there, faced that impossible choice.
Well, that's what young Jason here faced, but he didn't hesitate to
jump right in and help his fellow student. Oh sure, he had doubts
and I know for a fact he knew it was completely possible he would
be held back a grade and not be able to play football this year,
but he didn't let that stop him."

It was quiet for a minute. I noticed Jason's
mom shift in her seat.

Coach continued, "Not to take anything away
from young Jason here, but he has one special mother. Would you
mind standing, Nancy?"

I glanced over and saw Jason's mom adamantly
shaking her head no.

"Well, that's okay, I guess that was a little
presumptuous, my apologies. At any rate, you've raised one special
young man and I am proud to know the both of you."

I looked up when I heard someone clapping, it
was Coach. Before I knew what happened, the entire varsity football
team stood and started clapping and then, everyone in the
bleachers. Jason's mom was still sitting by me. I looked at her and
silently mouthed, "I'm sorry."

She gave me a short, sympathetic glance and
then looked away. It was easy to see she was still humiliated.

"Hold it down a minute. Could you please hold
on just one more minute?" Coach said, quieting the crowd. "Hold on
now. Well, I wasn't going to do it this way, but let me introduce
this year's starting, varsity quarterback, Jason Whitaker."

"Yeah, Hollywood!" Alex shouted and the team
started clapping again.

When they quieted down, Coach said, "Those of
you who were at the games last year know we changed our style of
offense when Jason stepped in as quarterback. Well, I'm here to
tell you that you're going to see some real fireworks this year.
We've completely revamped the offense and you're in for a real
treat. I have high expectations for these boys—all of them—but
they've put in a lot of hard work and showed real determination and
all you parents out there should be real proud of your boys. So,
without further ado, here is the rest of this year's varsity
team."

One-by-one Coach called the boys names and
they stood and acknowledged the audience with various gestures. For
most of the boys there was a cheer from one or both of his parents,
maybe a sibling or girlfriend. Coach introduced the defensive
captain and then walked over to where Jason was sitting. Jason's
mom got her camera ready.

"As you know, the captains are chosen by the
team, and this year, the offense picked Matt Costas and Jason
Whitaker as co-captains."

Jason and Matt stood and slapped a high five
as everyone cheered.

"Well, that raps it up," Coach said, "I look
forward to seeing you all at the games this year." A mad rush for
the doors started. "If anyone would like to stay after and help
cleanup it would be greatly appreciated," Coach yelled over the
commotion.

I slid my legs to the side so Jason's mom
could squeeze by. She took a few steps down the bleachers and then
turned back.

"You don't mind if I stay to help do you?"
she said.

"No, of course not," I said to the floor.

"Izzy," Jason's mom said.

I looked up.

"What happened here isn't your fault."

"Isn't it?" I replied.

"Well, I'm sorry you had to sit through
that." She turned and walked down to the gymnasium floor to help. I
knew what she really meant, she was sorry she and Jason had
to sit through it.

The rush of emotions from being thrown back
to that time was overwhelming and I sat frozen, alone on the
bleachers. Jason and I had come so far since that dreadful time,
yet here it was again, out in the open—well most of it—for everyone
to judge. This was supposed to be Jason's big year, but the stigma
that I brought threatened everything. Once again there would be the
sideways glances, whispers and innuendos. I loved him too much to
let this happen again.

"Don't even think it," Jason said.

I looked up into his beautiful face.

"But it's happening again."

Jason sat down next to me and put his arm
around me. "Not if we don't let it."

We both looked down to the floor of the
gymnasium at a boy pointing toward us. "Yeah, she's the one he
knocked up."

Jason jumped up, flaring his chest and the
two scampered out the side door. Jason reached down and took my
hand. "Come on, let's help cleanup." There were several bags of
trash piled at the base of the bleachers so we grabbed those and
headed for the dumpster. Once we tossed them in, Jason put his arm
around me. Despite my glum mood, the energy between us brought a
smile to my lips and before I knew it, they were filled with
Jason's kiss. I locked my arms around him and returned the
kiss.

Jason pushed back. "That's my girl." He made
the same motion between us he had back on the bleachers at the
football stadium last year. "We are what matters, and
we are all in, no matter what. Got it."

"Yeah, got it."

He wrapped his arm around me and we started
back for the gym. I was on Jason's right, toward the curb. As we
rounded the corner of the building, a ricer—Derrick—revved his
engine and started toward us. I instinctively pushed Jason behind
me to protect him. Derrick skidded to a stop next to us. Dillon
leaned out the window and yelled, "Losers!" He laughed and then
added, "He's hiding behind a girl." Derrick gunned the engine
sending a plume of oily smoke over us. The tires chirped and they
took off across the parking lot headed for the exit.

"I'm sorry," I said.

"Don't worry about it," Jason replied. He
nodded toward the doors of the gym.

"Is that the JV coach?"

"Yep." Jason gave me a little squeeze. "Come
on, lets see if there's anything else we can do to help."

The JV coach held the door open as we
approached. "Jason, Izzy." He nodded as we passed.

"Coach," Jason replied.

Once we were inside, I whispered to Jason,
"How does he know my name?"

"You kidding? The entire football team knows
who you are and what you did last year to turn the team
around."

"But—"

"Coach talks about it when he's trying to
make a point about working hard and the spirit to win."

"But I thought that was kind of going to be
forgotten. What was it he said, 'a lapse in judgment'."

"Some of the new guys needed a little
inspiration and well, I guess he couldn't think of a better one. I
know I couldn't have."

I pulled up as we rounded the corner of the
bleachers.

"What?" Jason said, but then noticed his mom
talking to Coach. "What are they saying?"

"I thought you didn't like me to eaves—"

He shot me an annoyed glare.

"Okay, your mom is saying she thinks I'm
going to be a distraction."

Jason let go of my hand and started toward
them, but I grabbed his arm.

"Wait." I cocked my head to the side to
listen more closely. "Coach says he values your mom's opinion, but
despite what happened here, that in all his years as a high school
teacher and coach he has never seen a closer couple." I glanced up
at Jason's smile.

"Your mom says that's her point."

"What's Coach saying now?"

"He's reminding her about what I did for you
last year."

"Checkmate," Jason said. He looked down at me
and must have sensed my hesitation. "Oh no you don't, you are not a
distraction, you are my inspiration, I would do absolutely anything
for you."

"I know." I patted his cheek. "I just wish I
could get your mother to like me a little more."

"She's afraid of you, you know," Jason
whispered.

"I thought she didn't remember anything about
that night?"

"No, she's afraid you're going to take me a
way from her, and one day, you will if I have anything to say about
it."

"That's sweet, but one day at a time
tiger."

* * *

We spent our date night, at the construction
site with my family because that's what Jason wanted to do. It
meant we'd have less alone time, but I knew it was important to
him. He still felt like he hadn't earned the Rover. It was after
midnight before we finished the siding.

"It's late, you should call your mom," I
said.

"Nah, she knows I'm with you, besides, she's
probably asleep by now."

"I doubt it, and you know what they say,
nothing good happens after midnight."

He pulled me close. "Obviously whoever said
that didn't know about you." He kissed me and then looked toward
Benjamin. "Sir, do you mind if Izzy rides with me back to my
place?"

"Be discrete on your way home, Izzy,"
Elizabeth responded.

"Thank you ma'am," Jason said. "Same time
tomorrow night?" Jason directed the question to Benjamin.

Benjamin glanced toward Elizabeth seemingly
for approval. "I think you can skip tomorrow. It's a holiday
weekend is it not?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, you kids deserve to go out and enjoy
yourselves. I'll let Izzy know when we need you again."

"I really don't mind—"

"Oh come on," I said, tugging Jason toward
his Rover.

"Thanks again," Jason called back to Benjamin
and Elizabeth as we got to the Rover.

One thing I didn't like about the new Rover
was the annoying console between the front seats, but I leaned over
it an rested my head against Jason's shoulder. It was a quiet ride
home, we didn't need words, just being together was beautiful.
Jason pulled to a stop in the driveway and then leaned down and
kissed the top of my head.

"Oh no you don't," I said, pulling his lips
down to mine.

Jason finally had to come up for air. "What's
wrong?" he said.

"You don't miss much, do you?" I shifted in
my seat. "What am I going to do about your mom?"

"Why do you have to do anything?"

"It's important to me that she approves of
our relationship."

"Why?"

I shot him a death stare.

"Okay, okay, I get it. Seriously though, I
don't know what you can do. I've tried to reason with her, but she
just thinks I'm thinking with my—well lets just say not my head.
It's frustrating, you know, I've always been able to talk to her,
but she just has this thing about you."

"Thing, you mean like in dragging you halfway
across the country and getting you shot?"

"I'm sure that's part of it, but it's like I
said before, she's afraid of you." He thought for a moment. Best
thing I can say is talk to her, you know woman to woman, maybe she
would understand."

"I don't know. Truth is, I'm afraid of her
too."

"Why?"

"She might not realize it, but all she has to
do is put her foot down and I would leave you."

"Not a chance, besides, we've been through
this, you and me are forever, or at least for as long as you'll
have me."

I looked up toward his mother's room. "You
better go, you don't want her to get the wrong idea, not after
today." I opened my door and climbed out. We met at the back of the
Rover. "I love you."

"I love you."

I started toward the creek.

"Picnic at the lake?" Jason called after
me.

"Sounds perfect. How about in the afternoon,
you can pick me up at the house say around three o'clock."

"So late?"

"Sleep in." I blew him a kiss and darted off
through the woods toward home.


Chapter 3

The first
few days of school—before break—hadn't been bad, more or less just
folding back into a similar routine, but since the football picnic
things had changed. At first it was subtle, whispers, sideways
glances and a wide berth in the hallway and at lunch—places we
crossed paths with the freshman. But like I had feared, by the
second week it began to spill over into the sophomores and juniors,
even some of my senior classmates seemed to doubt our original
story. Up until now, I was pretty sure Jason was unaware of what
was happening. If I was being honest, this was probably the exact
distraction his mom was worried about. Jason and I—arm in
arm—pulled up in front of my calculus class.

"See you at lunch," Jason said, brushing back
a stray strand of my hair.

"I don't know, I may stay and work on math,
some of this stuff is really confusing."

"You don't need help with math. What's going
on?" He leaned down and pressed his forehead against mine.

"You know me so well," I whispered.

"I bet he gets her pregnant again," a boy
said to the guy next to him as they passed us.

Jason spun around and grabbed the kid by the
front of his shirt and yanked him off the floor. "What did you
say?" his voice boomed. The kid gasped as Jason slammed him up
against the wall.

"I didn't mean nothin' by it, honest," the
boy whined. "I'm sorry."

Jason let go and the kid dropped down on
wobbly legs. "Don't tell me, tell her." Jason yanked the kid around
until he was facing me. Behind him a crowd was gathering, probably
expecting a fight. "Sorry," he half whispered.

"I didn't hear you," Jason said, "and it
better sound like you mean it or you and me aren't finished." Jason
grabbed him by the back of the collar and shoved him toward me.

The kids eyes were welling up with tears when
he looked at me. "I'm sorry." He turned toward Jason. "I don't know
her name."

"Izzy, my name is Izzy."

He looked back at me. "I really am sorry, I
didn't mean to embarrass you, I'm just trying to fit in that's all,
honest."

Jason let go of him.

"I'm sorry, Izzy, honest. No hard feelings?"
He reached for my hand, but I pulled back. Tears were running down
his cheeks now.

I leaned forward slightly and whispered.
"It's not true, none of it's true."

His expression saddened like he suddenly
realized the gravity of what he had been saying. "I really am
sorry."

"I know," I whispered back. "Ever think you'd
fit in better if you did what you know is right?"

He wiped his eyes just as Jason yanked him
away from me. "Don't you have a class to get to?"

"Yeah," the boy stepped back, "It won't
happen again, I swear."

"It better not."

"Good luck on Friday's game." He pushed back
into the crowd and disappeared. With the drama over, and a fight
averted, the crowd dispersed quickly. It was a good thing too,
because Mr. Mathews stuck his head out to see what was going on.
"Is everything alright?"

"Sure," I said, "one of the freshman was
lost."

Mr. Mathews chuckled. "Well that happens this
time of year." He looked toward Jason. "You're the new quarterback
aren't you Jason—Jason Whitaker."

"Yes, sir."

"I've watched a few of your practices, you
look real sharp out there. I wouldn't be surprised to see you play
at the next level. Of course you've got to keep your grades
up."

"No problem there, sir, work just as hard at
my studies." He glanced at me and added, "Just like Izzy."

Mr. Mathews smiled. "Well, if you're half the
student Izzy is then you should have your pick of colleges. Well,
good luck this weekend, I'm really looking forward to the game." He
ducked back into the classroom.

Jason grinned. "I'll see you at lunch."

"Cute." I smirked. "Think you're pretty sly,
huh?"

"Nah, I just know you."

"You better get to class, the bell is going
to ring."

"Okay, see ya." He leaned down and gave me a
quick kiss and then raced down the nearly empty hallway. The bell
rang as he rounded the corner, but he should be able to make it to
class before it stopped. I took my seat in calculus.

We had a pop quiz first thing, and then went
over the problems after everyone was finished. I got 100%, but I'm
not sure some of it wasn't luck. Calculus was really hard. Before I
knew it the bell rang for lunch. Mr. Mathews reluctantly dismissed
class. He didn't like the split class, but realized we had to
eat—well at least the rest of the class did.

I waited until everyone was gone and then
asked, "Mr. Mathews, about question number four?"

"Ah, that was a tricky one, wasn't it, but
you got it correct didn't you?" He shuffled through the quiz papers
on his desk until he presumably got to mine.

"Yes, but I kind of guessed."

"Your work is fine, but... tell you what,
we'll go over that one again when you get back from lunch."

"Sure, that'd be great." I got up from my
desk. "So, I'll see you after lunch."

Jason was waiting at the corner for me and we
walked into the lunch room together. I went through the line with
him and got an apple juice to keep up appearances. I surprisingly
liked the taste, as long as I only had a sip or two. Jason usually
finished it for me.

"Hey," Cathy said, as Jason and I got to the
table.

"How's it goin'," Alex added.

"Hope you don't mind if I join you," Matt
said as he sat down next to Alex.

"Sure," I said hesitantly. This was weird.
Despite being seniors, and Jason and Alex being big football stars
and all we had maintained our 'outsiders' table from last year.
Jason directed me around the table so he could sit next to
Matt.

The boys immediately started talking about
the upcoming game. Because of where we were sitting, I couldn't
really talk to Cathy. She seemed more than a little annoyed.

"You mind?" A familiar voice said.

I looked up and Lisa and one of her friends
were standing there with their trays. "Um, sure," I said.

They sat down across from us. Okay, this was
really awkward. I glanced toward Jason, but as soon as we made eye
contact, he turned away to continue his conversation with Matt and
Alex.

I looked over at Lisa.

"You like my new makeup?" she said.

"Uh, sure, you look great." I offered. She'd
toned it down considerably from last year—gone was the harsh orange
line along her jaw.

"Do you do your eye makeup?" she asked, "it's
totally awesome—I mean it's not something I would do, but you can
totally pull it off. It's great."

"Thanks." Seriously, something I could pull
off but she couldn't?

I glanced over at Cathy and we exchanged a
'what the heck is going on' look. There were no more surprises the
rest of lunch, but as we were getting up to head back to class,
Dillon and a few of his friends walked by. They ignored Jason and
me presumably because of who we were with. I guess looking cool
around the senior, popular kids, trumped picking on me. Jason slid
his arm around me and we headed for the doors.

"So, what do you think—about lunch?" Jason
said.

"Kind of awkward. Wait, did you set that
up?"

"Hey, we seniors gotta stick together,
right?"

Matt and Lisa had gone on ahead of us, so I
stretched up to kiss Jason—just a little peck—nothing to draw
attention. In doing so, I wasn't paying attention and Dillon made a
reappearance. As my lips touched Jason's, Dillon shot past and
knocked the plastic bottle of apple juice out of my hand. Jason
lunged at him, but I caught his arm.

"It's what he wants, to get under your skin.
Heck, he might even be trying to get you kicked off the football
team. You know the rules about fighting. Don't let him get to you
like that," I said.

"You're right," Jason huffed, "but if he
hurts you—"

I burst out laughing and when Jason realized
what he said, he laughed too. "Okay, tiger, I'll see you after
school."

"Count on it." Jason headed off toward his
class, but as I turned to go toward calculus, someone grabbed my
arm. "Oh," I said, turning toward the person, "Cathy, I didn't see
you."

"We need to talk," she said.

"Okay, but class is about to start."

"I know, not now. Are you meeting Jason after
school?"

"Sure, the usual place, down by the gym."

"Okay, I'm going to meet Alex too. How about
after they go to practice—say the top of the bleachers—you know
where we watched the games last year."

"Sure, okay, I'll see you then."

Cathy turned and raced off toward her class
and I did the same, slipping into class just before the final bell.
As promised, Mr. Mathews went over the problem I'd asked about
before lunch.

There was something about the urgency in
Cathy's voice that worried me. I knew she still had her sixth sense
and that added to my concern. Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately,
I couldn't think about it in calculus, or in Latin either for that
matter. We had Art last period, but Jason was in our class and
whatever it was, she didn't want to discuss it with him around.
Mrs. Snyder had given the GT students the freedom to draw whatever
we liked while she introduced some new concepts to the Art II
students in class. I was just sketching, trying not to draw Jason,
and Cathy was more or less doodling which was very unlike her.
Jason on the other hand was very engrossed in his drawing.

"The creative God's not looking down on you
today?" Mrs. Snyder said, walking up behind Cathy.

"I can't concentrate for some reason," Cathy
said. No doubt whatever it was she wanted to talk to me about.

"How about you, Izzy?" Mrs. Snyder said,
moving around to my side of the table. "Ah," she exhaled in
admiration, "I don't think I will ever get used to the intricacies
of your line work. The roses are beautiful. When you're finished, I
think that would make a nice addition to your portfolio."

"Thanks."

She slid over to Jason's side of the table.
Ah, the forest," she said, straining to see past him as he hovered
over his work. "I guess it's getting close to hunting season and
boys start—" Mrs. Snyder stopped in midsentence when Jason pulled
back from his drawing. Her complexion turned a pasty, ashen color
like she was going to get sick. Cathy and I both looked over at
Jason's drawing.

"You know," Cathy mumbled.

I gasped. Like one of those visual illusion
drawings that play tricks with your eyes, Jason had captured the
macabre. They were subtle, lost in the background but when your
eyes found them, they were so powerful they jumped off the page.
Eyes—familiar eyes—eyes that meant danger—the historian's eyes.

"Well," Mrs. Snyder finally said, "this is
something quite different for you, Jason. I must admit the eyes are
startling." You could tell the drawing was messing with her vision
as she squinted to refocus. "I think evil might be a better
description. Very powerful, very powerful indeed." Mrs. Snyder
steadied herself and then moved on to one of the other tables.

"Jason?" I asked, "Are you okay?"

He shook off what seemed like some sort of
delirium and looked at me. "Not sure where that came from." He
crumbled the drawing and tossed it in the waste basket then just
sat there with this blank expression that I couldn't read. There
was no question he didn't want to talk, I don't think he knew where
the image came from. After the final bell, the three of us met Alex
by the boys locker room.

"So you guys want to tell me what's going
on?" Alex said, obviously picking up on the tension.

No one replied.

"Okay," He turned to Cathy, "Is this about
lunch?"

"No, no," Cathy said, "it's a girl thing."
She turned to me for confirmation.

"Right." I said. "So we'll see you guys later
okay?"

"Okay by me," Alex said.

I took both of Jason's hands and pulled them
to my lips and kissed them. "Football Jason, concentrate on
football, nothing else."

"Sure, football, that's what's important."
His voice had an, 'are you kidding me' tone.

"Promise me, the first game is tomorrow
night, the beginning of your senior season."

"Right, okay, sure, football." He still
didn't sound convinced.

"I love you." I kissed him.

"I love you, always." With that, he pushed
open the door and he and Alex slipped into the chaos of the locker
room.

"Come on," Cathy said as soon as the door
closed.

I followed her out to our spot at the top of
the stadium bleachers. It would be awhile before all the various
fall teams started trickling out to the fields.

"Based on your reaction to Jason's drawing,"
Cathy began, "I'd say you didn't know, but then, how did
Jason?"

"You must have done that—maybe
subconsciously."

She shook her head. "I don't know, that's
never happened before. It doesn't matter though, you know now."

"You mean about the eyes?"

"Yeah, what else?"

Not wanting to get Cathy anymore involved
than she already was, I said, "They belong to somebody from the
past."

She put her hands on her hips and shot me
this incredulous stare. "Seriously, you're going to try to put that
over on me? I know he's from the past. I know he's close, and I
know he wants to harm you and your family."

"When you say 'you and your family'—"

"Jason's included, but even more importantly,
you—he wants you."

I lowered my head realizing the danger Cathy
was exposed too. "We can't talk—"

"I know, I know, but why is he focused on
you?"

I shook my head. "I don't know. Do you know
when, or how?"

"No, but I think there is time, the visions
are faint, they lack definition. Clarity will come as the time
grows closer."

"Okay, for now, can you just let me know when
your vision changes?"

"Sure, I can do that."

"Thank you." I unconsciously put my hand on
her arm. She didn't flinch. "I'll never forgive myself for what I
did to you."

"Are you kidding? You changed my life—healed
me. I never fit in, but now I know why and I'm okay with it. You
found my place in the universe."

"Don't you think that's a little heavy."

"Maybe, but it's true."

"Oh look, the football team is out on the
practice field," I said to change the subject. "Let's go
watch."

We walked down by the fence and not another
word about Cathy's vision was spoken.

* * *

I met Jason after practice. He was in a good
mood for awhile, probably the adrenalin high from the exercise, but
as we sat together his mood slowly grew more somber.

"It's okay, Jason—me, my family, we got
this."

"I want to believe you, but I have a bad
feeling about this. There's something different, something more
personal this time, I just can't put my finger on it."

I leaned over and kissed him, but he didn't
respond. "You really are afraid."

"Yeah, I'm telling you, this is bad, but I'm
not sure how, or why."

"Okay, Cathy basically said the same thing."
I left out the part about him targeting me.

"Really?"

"Yeah, but she said the vision was foggy,
which she says means it's far off, nothing to worry about for
now."

"So you expect me to compartmentalize?"

I cradled his strong, rugged jaw between my
hands. "We're safe, just a couple of high school kids, enjoying
their senior year."

"For now."

"Yes. I love you and I can't wait to see you
out on the football field tomorrow night—you're going to be
magnificent."

"I can't hold a candle to you. I love you so
much and I can't wait to show the world just how much."

"What are you talking about?"

"Not a chance, you'll have to wait and see
for yourself."

"I'm intrigued. I hate to cut this short, but
I need to get home."

"Sure, I understand, they need to know. Say
hey to the Faulkners for me."

"I will." I opened the door and climbed out
of Jason's Rover. "I love you."

"I love you. See ya."

I closed the door and Jason drove off. I got
in my car and fired up the engine, gunned it a few times to let the
anger seep into me and then headed for the exit.

* * *

I pulled into the school parking lot early
Friday morning. My family took the news about our vigilantly,
vampire in stride although Benjamin was deeply concerned about how
much Cathy knew. We both agreed however, that there was probably
nothing either one of us could do about her special powers at this
point. I needed to focus, to trust Cathy's intuition, this day
needed to be about Jason and football. What was it he said I was
asking him to do? Right, compartmentalize. That's what I needed to
do. There would be time for the other and Benjamin and my family
would come through like they always did. "Football," I said.
"Jason," I added. Just then I saw the roof of his Rover over the
top of the hill and got out of my car to meet him.

Jason skidded to a stop next to me and hopped
out wearing his football jersey, #10.

I waved my hand next to my face as though I
were faint. "Oh my."

"Be still my beating heart." He pointed and
flashed a toothy grin. "Just kiddin'."

I ran around the front of his Rover and
jumped into his arms. "You are gorgeous!"

"Well, it's a big day."

"The game tonight?"

"Sure, that's part of it, but the way I see
it, this is the first day of the rest of our lives and I can't wait
to get this show on the road." He set me down, wrapped his arm
around me and we started a slow stroll toward the school. "Oh wait,
I forgot something." He pulled me along back to his Rover. "I got
you something." He reached in the passenger's side and pulled out a
present. "Go ahead, open it."

"Now?"

"Yeah, now."

"Okay." He didn't have to tell me twice. I
quickly tore open the package and held up a Warrior # 10 Jersey in
my size.

"Go ahead, put it on... yeah, now." He smiled
a devilish smile. "Need some help with your top?"

"Would you?" I turned my back and pointed to
the clasp at the back of my blouse. I thought his knees were going
to buckle. I laughed as he undid the clasp. I slipped on the jersey
and then wiggled out of my blouse underneath it, pulling it out
from the jersey's right sleeve. I tossed
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