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      I remember a trip when I was maybe eleven; my father and I traveled to Israel to visit the set of a movie titled Amerikan Mutants. There is no telling how much he invested in the film, as he would never talk about money at the kitchen table in front of my mother, but he seemed to be having the best time walking between the trailers of some of the starlets.

      Later that night, while reading Fish Police and watching Johnny Carson in the hotel room, my dad opened the door and stumbled in with one of the buxom actresses. He asked if I’d had my shower, to which I replied, 'No.' He raised his voice for me to go into the bathroom and lock the door.

      I heard his grunts and her moans as he was no doubt fucking the woman as I sat under the warm shower water, hoping they’d leave so I could come out soon and return to my show. In the morning, he knocked on the door and told me that room service had arrived, and I should get dressed and eat up. I could go swimming later if I wanted, and he gave me money for food. With a wink, he apologized for the night before and messed up my hair. When I came out of the bathroom, the suite looked like a tornado had gone through it.

      I had shivered under a towel in a hotel room bathroom for the better part of the night in Tel Aviv. What a way to live. At the time, I didn’t know why he smiled so much, but I understand now. That was one of those core memories that made you think one thing, but the truth only struck years later after you’d strung yourself high as fuck on cocaine. My father was a cheating, asshole drug addict. Was I going to follow in his footsteps?
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        * * *

      

      My father’s assistant traveled with us; his work wife, as my mother called her, was Janet Hartnett. Janet spent most of her time taking notes and following him around like a good assistant. She even smiled when he held her by the small of her back when they spoke in hushed voices around me, like it was something I didn’t notice. A boy observes things like that. I was accustomed to her bribes, which included buying me comic books, toys, and whatever she thought I would need to keep my mouth shut about their work trips.

      I never understood my mother’s insistence on my long vacations with him over the summer until we came back sometime in ‘87, around the same time she was coming out of Betty Ford for alcohol poisoning. The story she told me was that she was in a spa. It would be years later that I would connect those dots through conversations with friends and “employees”.

      My father told me he didn’t hire people. He invited them into the family. I never understood the need for such a thing until Bailey came along. He’s like the brother I never had. I always had Kyle and Anna Kate growing up, and then there was Knox. Knox was a different kind of actor. Couldn't have been more different than Kyle, and yet, they just meshed. Knox got his start in Amerikan Mutants. We met on the set. Thinking back, I wonder if Dad brought me along just for him to have someone to talk to.

      I was sitting in the hotel lobby watching G.I. Joe when this kid flopped down on the couch next to me. His hair was long and unwashed, somewhat matted, and he smelled like he'd been outside in the dust and wind all day. He looked over and asked how long the show had been on.

      “I don't know. Just a few minutes. Do you like G.I. Joe?”

      “Who doesn't like Snake Eyes?”

      “Storm Shadow,” I answered.

      “You see the one where Storm Shadow karate chopped and kicked the tank into pieces?” Knox asked.

      “Yeah, that was crazy. You think he can really do that? I love those old Kung fu movies.”

      “Sure, he can. He's a ninja. Ninjas can do anything.”

      “Yeah. Yeah, they can. Want some Skittles?”

      He reached out his hand immediately.

      “Are you American?” I asked.

      “I'm from Nebraska. I'm here working.”

      “Oh. You're an actor.”

      And that's how I met Knox Odem, the KO kid who would play a karate kid on television and movies for most of his childhood.
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        * * *

      

      Gary was on fire, screaming, and walking toward the cameraman with an axe as Knox and I watched, bewildered. My dad was snickering in his director’s chair and poking me in the ribs. “Watch him go. He’s a master.”

      Earlier, we’d watched as Gary dressed himself in a fireproof suit and then watched as a makeup team of three transformed him into a desert mutant. There were several desert scum bags on set, but he was the guy who they chose to be the looming, monstrous bad guy because of his size. Gary was a gentle giant of a man who stood close to seven feet tall. I almost didn’t recognize him when we arrived in Tel Aviv, as he’d shaved off his mustache. Told me when he messed up my hair, “They’re gonna set me on fire next week, Ryder. Are you gonna watch?”

      “I hope so!”

      After a drink and some BLTs in the hotel bar with myself, Dad, and Janet, he handed me a spent shell casing. Gary told me it was from Delta Force– one of my favorite Chuck Norris movies. “They blew me up in that one, kid.”

      I laughed and asked, “Were you one of the hijackers blown up with Chuck's motorcycle rockets?”

      “Sure was.”

      “Did you bring me anything else?”

      “Just some Conan mags I read on the flight.”

      My face shone bright the rest of lunch, waiting till I could get my hands on those magazines. I was fresh out of comic books to read, and Janet hadn’t had any luck finding any in the city, so what I brought was all I had. Knox, on the other hand, brought a backpack full of comics, audio cassettes, and a tape deck.
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        * * *

      

      After a long day of shooting, Knox knocked on our hotel room door. He was freshly showered and holding a stack of comics. I was watching TV in my bathing suit under the fan. He asked if he could hang out, to which I excitedly replied, “Dude, of course.”

      It was almost seven pm, and he asked if we could order food. Dad had told the front desk I was authorized to order anything, so I did. We had burgers and milkshakes sent up. Later, we ordered nachos as well. When I asked who he was staying with, he told me his mother, but she hadn’t been around much since they arrived; she was always out shopping or dancing.

      At the time, we had no idea of the consequences of royalties being stolen by parents. Knox told me everything was taken care of, and he never had to ask for anything. He was free to do whatever he wanted as long as he was on the shuttle van to the set every day.

      Around eleven o'clock, his mom knocked on the door. Her clothes were wrinkled, and she had a bruise on her neck. We were both worried she’d been robbed. She just sniffed hard and said she was okay, and it was time for Knox to come back to his room. He left some comics for me to read, including a few Batman issues and others from DC. It was then that I fell in love with Green Arrow and The Flash.

       

      Another day after shooting, Knox knocked on the hotel door. He had a bloody nose and asked if he could crash on our couch. Our room was huge, much bigger than his, he boasted. I told him, of course. It was a Friday night, and I didn't expect my father to come home. Friday nights, they would watch the dailies over and over from the week, taking notes for reshoots on anything they'd missed.

      It was usually the best time for me to read or try to watch dirty movies. At eleven years old, I had no idea what I was seeing, but I knew I liked it. When it was time for the dirty movie, we sat on the couch and laughed as the man breathed into a gas mask and shoved his dick inside a crying, beautiful jazz singer. Knox said he wanted to stop watching it because it made him feel weird seeing a man squeal for his mommy as he fucked the lady on the floor. So I turned it off.

      I watched Blue Velvet again after I was eighteen, and it made more sense. I steered clear of any Dennis Hopper movies after that without thinking about him crying for his mommy during sex. The next film of his I watched was Easy Rider because my dad was watching it, and it was so boring, and he complained about not being able to ride motorcycles with his friends because he was off in Vietnam. ‘He hated Creedence Clearwater Revival,’ he'd say. Told me his father was rich, and he was fortunate, but still got drafted.  ‘Those fucking MPs,’ he’d say into his scotch.

      Knox asked if we could sneak to the pool. I'd never been allowed to go swimming after dark, so there was a hint of adventure in it all. When the two of us arrived at the pool, I saw bruises all over his body. I asked if he got all those on the set that day. He told me no. It was after he left. Told me he'd been practicing with a stuntman.

      “Was he showing you some neat tricks?” I asked.

      “I don't really want to talk about it.  Let's just swim.”

      We swam in silence until the maintenance guy caught us and sent us back to our rooms. We toweled off and slept on the floor in front of the TV. When we woke up, Robotech was on and my dad was asleep in his part of the suite.

       

      Knox wasn't around the set. I asked Dad if he was working that day, and he told me he didn't know and he would check. An hour later, Knox showed up limping.

      “Where have you been?”

      He didn't say anything. He just stuck close to the director and my Dad until it was his time to run out into a hail of blank bullets. He had to do it a few times because the one line he had, he couldn’t get right. Later, they would use a voice-over. When the sound guy exclaimed that they could add a Wilhelm scream for it, the director laughed. “Just make sure it sounds like it's a kid and not Wilhelm himself.”

       

      On a Tuesday, I remember closing the last Green Arrow book Knox had with him. “Man, I wish you had brought more of these.”

      “I can't wait to get home,” he said.

      “I miss going to the comic shops back home, too.”

      “No. It's not that.”

      “Then what is it?” I asked. “You'll be out of here and back in Nebraska in a day or so. Send me a dang postcard so I can find you, dirtbag.”

      “Ryder. Can I tell you something? You can't tell anyone.”

      “Sure, I guess.”

      “That guy, Amir, who has been hanging out with my mom? He was the guy practicing with me.”

      “Fighting?”

      “No. He– the guy held me down and tried to fucking kiss me and when I tried to get away, he beat the shit out of me.”

      We sat in silence again. I didn't know what to say. Finally, when he did say something, he told me he'd definitely send me a postcard so we could stay in touch.

       

      I watched Knox get into a taxi with his mom. He waved goodbye, as if I would never see him again, and luckily, he was wrong, but it would take some time. My dad and I were getting lunch in the hotel lobby again. I asked Gary, in front of my dad, who Amir was, and he grimaced.

      “Guy's a dick. He's never on his mark, and he's a liability. I keep telling you, Johnny,” he said, waving his sandwich and looking at my dad.

      The movie is almost over. Maybe he won't get hurt and we won't hire him again.”

      “But what if he needed to get hurt so he doesn't hurt anyone else?”

      “What the fuck are you saying, boy?” my dad asked.

      “I'm not supposed to say anything, but he hurt Knox.”

      The two didn't say anything else, but I watched their body language. They were silently screaming at each other in both argument and agreement, like they'd heard it before. Gary stood up, leaving his food behind him, and I didn't see him again until we were back home in LA a week and a half later.

      Twenty years later, in New York, after two too many whiskeys, I asked him if he remembered it happening.  He raised his eyebrows and said he didn't know what I was talking about. I told him he was full of shit because I'd seen and talked to Knox since then.  Gary took another drink and told me the man who touched my friend moved out into the desert, and no one ever saw him again, and I was never to bring it up again, either. Then he poured me a drink and said, “People get what they deserve one way or another.”
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      OCTOBER 2022

      Nathan Ryder sat on the edge of his seat, watching his coworker Morgan eat a mouthful of eggs. The olive-skinned, wavy-haired brunette was hiding her smile while she chewed. They were comrades of pen and paper, working at the same popular nightlife zine, The Voodoo Purview, making content that a few local people read and some New Orleans aficionados scanned daily.

      Ruby Slipper wasn’t Nathan’s cup of coffee. Morgan bragged about the food until he relented, but he’d rather go to a greasier spoon. As Nathan preferred, it wasn’t much of a local diner, but they had decent blueberry crepes. Morgan worshiped their French fries and hash browns. The waitress told them the owners liked to call them ‘fresh fries’ because they cut, washed, and boiled them before frying them on demand. They didn’t depend on a bag of frozen shit.

      “I still can’t believe you left New York to come down to this shithole,” Morgan said.

      “They all say that,” Nathan smirked, lifting his glass of orange juice.

      “Tell me about this woman who broke your heart and made you change scenery, as you mentioned in your interview with Jack Carson,” she said, covering her smile. She swirled the contents in her mouth before taking a drink.

      “How do you know it was a woman, anyway?”

      “Just look at you, a curmudgeonly old silver fox like you? It’s always going to be a woman, Nathan.”

      He pushed his plate of crepes over, took a spoonful of butter, mixed it into his oatmeal, and regarded her for a second longer. Morgan had an air of innocence about her, but he knew better. Nathan remembered the hickey she gave him the night before, after he shaved his neck. She made sure to hide it under his collar.

      “You don’t have to tell me about her,” Morgan said, squirting more ketchup on her plate beside her hash browns.

      “No, no. You want to know about the heartbreaker, so I’ll tell you about one woman who broke me open and another who tried to fix me.” It had been months since he’d seen her.

      “Whatever makes you feel better,” Morgan said. “Working with you was making me depressed, at least until you fucked me senseless last night. Then I briefly smiled with giddiness until you opened your mouth and started talking again.” Her lips curled into a slow smile as Nathan picked his jaw off the table. Morgan slipped her shoe off as quietly as she could and touched Nathan’s leg.

      Nathan gave her a long look across the table and wiped his mouth. “Well, Morgan, if I were a comedian telling you how my daughter Jaime was conceived, I would tell you it started with me asking my friend to a concert, but I don’t do it funny.”

      She looked at him quizzically. “How long ago was this?” She expected this to be last month or something.

      He shook his head “no” and drank from his coffee cup. “We were a couple of nineteen-year-olds at Portland State University. I studied Liberal Arts, and Sadie was there for a Business Degree. She wanted to sell clothes on NW 23rd, where the fashion district thrived. I don’t know—some vintage t-shirts and stuff.”

      “I’ve never been to Oregon. Landlocked in the South isn’t the right word, but yeah, I guess I haven’t traveled all over like you. Is it nice?”

      “This was way before that area became a landfill of Korean nail salons, porn mongers, and pretentious tattoo shops. Heroin junkies and homeless apparitions still hovered on the south end of the bridges, so uptown was about as nice as it got.”

      “Uptown is better than downtown? That’s odd.”

      “Portland is an odd place. It wasn’t anything like Hollywood, where I grew up.”

      “How so?” Morgan asked.

      “Less surfing,” Nathan smirked. “Anyway, I’d been a fan of industrial music since my buddy Kyle Dillinger got their first tape from Columbiana House when they sent you ten tapes for ten cents or some bullshit scam like that.”

      “The Kyle Dillinger from all those movies? What was that one movie he was in with Anna Kate Judson? Did he really–?”

      “I don’t want to get into it, but it wasn’t good. It’s part of why I left California in the first place,” Nathan grumbled. “I try not to stay friends with guys who hit their girlfriends.”

      “Well, I’m not going to push you, even though he sounds like a fucking asshole. I remember hearing about those old Columbiana tape deals from my cousin!” She snorted, taking another bite of eggs.

      “No Closure changed my life. They were darker than Fast Fashion and harder than Jezebel. Industrial music was a far cry from modern pop. It was just as heavy as hard rock and sometimes heavy metal. You could dance to it, fight to it, or fuck to it.”

      “So, what you're saying is that No Closure is no Ungraceful Death?”

      Nathan squinted. “Is there anything about me that screams, I’m a Barry Garson fan?”

      “Dark jeans and a black t-shirt, just like him. I thought for sure an older gentleman like you was a deathhead, but it would appear not. I want to hear more, boss,” she giggled.

      “I was an avid reader of the Willamette Weekly. That was probably one of the main reasons I got into journalism then. I mean, how else would someone hear about local shows? The paper?”

      “Ticketmaster was a thing back then, surely?” Morgan asked.

      “They weren’t as expensive or exclusive, but no one bought tickets online back then. You sometimes had to wait outside in the rain to go to any shows. Mark, my class buddy, and I had just missed George Rodman and The Rockers' show the week before, so I needed a good concert. I called the box office and found out I could get two tickets for No Closure. I went down and got them and asked Troy, my roommate, to go with me since Mark was out of town. Troy was wishy-washy about the whole thing, so I asked Sadie, a girl I’d met at a party the weekend before. I’d stopped by her work every morning for coffee, and we’d hit it off nicely.”

      “Barista date, Nate, you had your coffee and drank it, too?” Morgan asked. “You dog.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” he replied. “I tried calling her dorm room, but the machine picked up. I hadn’t seen her at the Mean Bean, where she worked on Monday or Tuesday. My dorm had no machine, so I just knew she wouldn’t show up. Two ships in the night, back then.”

      “My parents told me they had an answering machine,” Morgan said, taking another drink. After swallowing, she grinned. “You’re so old!”

      “Troy stayed up all night on gas station uppers or cocaine, depending on how much money his parents sent him. Mark and Troy were computer science majors, even though Troy became a principal at a charter school in Portland, where my grandson started attending.

      “You’ve got a grandkid?” Morgan grinned.

      Nathan grinned back. “I’ve got one. However, I’m not very present in his life, not as much as I’d like. I don’t get along with Jaime’s husband.”

      “They have their own lives up there, and you live down here. You act younger than any grandfather I know. Like a man who never really…”

      “I never had a chance to grow up,” Nathan said, trying to finish her sentence.

      “Why is that?” she asked. Morgan smeared the syrup around her pancake and then sliced a bite.

      “I should have probably taken those computer classes. Maybe I’d have more in common with the asshole. Still, I never expected portable laptops to be so accessible back then, and I never thought I’d write articles in coffee houses about what was happening outside.”

      “What does he do for a living?” Morgan asked.

      Nathan rolled his eyes. “IT.”

      “I use a laptop on my bed when I’m supposed to take time off,” Morgan said.

      “Think of all the stories we could come up with writing together on your bed,” Nathan smirked.

      “Writing? Right. Finish your story, Silver Fox,” she laughed. “Stop trying to change the subject.”

      “Is that your pet name for me after one night of sex? You called me Papa last night.”

      “I’m trying to decide which one I like best. You wouldn’t let me call you Daddy. I’m thinking you may be my new niche.”

      Nathan glanced over at the front door, which seemed to open and close on its own, and smiled.

      “What niche is that?” Nathan asked.

      “GDILF Activities off Jackson Square.”

      They laughed together. Nathan took a sip of his coffee and smiled.

      “That could be pretty neat. Do I get a say on the nickname?”

      “I don’t think so. Did Sadie ever show up?”

      “Sadie knocked on my door.”

      APRIL 1994

      “I’m so sorry! I didn’t know I would have to go out of town like that to get my birth control renewed,” Sadie said, rushing into the room carrying a backpack. “It’s my fucking parent’s insurance. I couldn’t go to a doctor here.”

      “That’s okay. The concert is tomorrow night, so we have time to hang out and pregame this thing. I’m not going to class tomorrow. Anyway, are you?” Nathan asked.

      “No way. I was hoping you’d say that. I brought some Special K,” Sadie said, tapping her little black backpack.

      “Really? Fuck, that’s cool. We’d have to slum on these Yellow Hornets and a little weed to chill. I’ve been strapped for cash lately. You thought of everything.” He plopped down on his little dorm room bed, and they looked at the stash she brought.

      After a few bumps of ketamine, he played music to create a particular frame of mind. When a sexy beat came on, she swayed around the room with her hands in the air and rocked her hips. She danced over to Nathan, took off his shirt, and left bruises with her mouth up and down his stomach and chest.

      Sadie grabbed the hem of her shirt and tossed it onto the floor. Her perky breasts were eager to touch his skin. Her hardened nipples dragged against his curly hairs along his chest muscles. Her cool skin warmed against his, her nipples dragging into the hairs on his pectoral and abdominal muscles. She turned her back to him, grabbed his hands, and placed them on her tits. Sadie took his fingers and made Nathan play with her nipples until they were hard and pointy knots as she rubbed her ass into his crotch. When her nipples were prickly and pinched, Sadie giggled like she had a new toy.

      “K gets me so horny, Nathan,” she purred.

      “I see. I like how it makes me feel, too, like I’m floating,” Nathan added.

      The CD changer moved in a vulgar drone, and they could hear a slow grind in its gears. By the time gravity and ketamine had taken over, they settled on his bed, exploring each other’s bodies. Sadie’s hands were deep in his jeans, and his zipper was ready to bust. Nathan could easily slip his fingers under her loose-fitting pants. They were lying on their sides, kissing and drinking each other’s wet lips, when the K kicked into overdrive.

      “I can’t do it unless you’ve got rubbers. It’s just that it’s been a bit since I was on the pill, and I need to wait a while. But we are going to get pretty fucking wild,” Sadie whispered.

      Nathan cursed himself for not thinking of it, got up, and looked around Troy’s effects. “My dorm mate Troy’s gotta have one,” Nathan hissed.

      “Gotta,” she answered back.

      “No, he’s not getting sex unless it’s with his hand and computer monitor,” Nathan grumbled. He came back to the bed and lay beside her. She climbed on top of him and ground her hips into his as they kissed. Unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out, Sadie dry-humped her cotton panties onto him, leaving a wet sticky trail. She rubbed her nipple across his mouth and nose. Nathan licked it whenever he got the chance. He latched on and held her close when he could. She gasped when his mouth teased her breast. Like a vacuum, he sucked her nipple. Her fingers curled around the hair behind his ears.

      By the time the next song came on, Sadie’s panties were hanging off her ankle, and she was sitting on his face, rocking back and forth with only his cock in her hand behind her.

      Troy opened the door, came in quietly, and fell on his bed like he hadn’t just witnessed Sadie riding her roommate’s face and jerking his cock.

      “Dude,” Nathan demanded, covering up their nakedness.

      “Must sleep,” Troy replied.

      “Okay, big guy. Want us to turn the music down?”

      “I’d rather you didn’t,” Troy replied, collapsing fully clothed on this bunk.

      Hours were lost as time passed, in and out of consciousness. Troy woke up to Sadie’s moans over the music. She was only halfway covered, but she slipped down Nathan’s lips to lie beside him, her wetness leaving a trail that his fingers quickly followed to finish the job. Like a hot knife carving through butter, his middle finger pushed through her folds. In and out, teasing her opening as Sadie breathed into Nathan’s mouth. Their eyes stayed wide open, staring into the glimmer of the irises lit from the room. Her hand found his cock and slowly matched his rhythm. Soon, their breathing became one. As Nathan sped up, Sadie muffled her moans into the pillow. Nathan pulled her face away and searched her gaze, and held her mouth with his hand as he finger fucked her.

      She stayed with him that night and slept naked with her leg over his waist. Her wet snatch oozed honey on his leg as he listened to her breathe, unbothered by the cute whistle from her nostrils.

      It was a defining moment. Nathan and Sadie had made out at a house party, but this was the first time they’d gone this far. Nathan had adored her since they met at Mean Beans and wished she felt the same. As the room moved, Nathan hoped it wasn’t the drugs making him feel that way.

      Troy got off his bed, sat at his little desk, and typed away.

      “I think he’s on a message board trying to find someone to masturbate with,” she whispered in Nathan’s ear.

      “You’re awake?” Nathan asked. “He’s not picky. I don’t even know if all the people he talks to are girls,” Nathan whispered.

      Sadie whispered along with Tori Amos’ “Precious Things.” Nathan was surprised she was still conscious as she pointed a jagged finger in the darkness at Troy, showing Nathan that he was jerking it to a JPEG file of a Japanese girl with a dark bush and huge breasts.

      She licked her palm, fisted Nathan’s dick, and started stroking again. He couldn’t let her do that without compensation. Nathan slid two fingers onto her clit and rubbed gently. It was still moist from earlier. He explored her lips and played with her little pink pearl. She danced on his fingers.

      They spent the next hours enjoying each other, kissing, and stimulating their desires. It wasn’t clear whether either of them climaxed, but the K had made it so dreamy that they felt good.
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      “I don’t remember falling asleep with her warm body against mine,” Nathan said, thinking back to the musky smell of their sex. The memory of Sadie riding his face made his cock twitch, and his mind wandered to thoughts about how Morgan’s thighs would feel squeezing his head as she climaxed.

      “That’s a heck of a story. You two just fucked around in your college dorm right in front of your roommate?” Morgan asked, leaning in, taking her glass, and finishing her coffee.

      “Not really in front of him,” Nathan smirked. “Just across from him. He was at least on the other side of the room.”

      “I could never!” She blushed, rolling her eyes.

      “The '90s were a different time,” he chuckled, raising his cup for the waitress.

      “What the fuck were Yellow Hornets, anyway? I’ve never heard of them.”

      “They were basically diet pills that were energizers. We used to take them if we needed to stay up really late to study or if we were planning on going dancing all night or whatever. They were just fun shit.”

      “I’ll have to take your word for it. Just plain black coffee for me when I’m working, please,” Morgan said. “Anything else, and I’ll need an editor.”

      “You need a certain editor anyway, considering where your foot has been resting this whole time.” Nathan smiled.

      “Are you two doing okay?” the waitress asked, refilling their drinks.

      “Yeah, just talking about ancient history with this whipper snapper,” Nathan joked.

      “What? Like Rome?” The two looked at each other and laughed as the waitress approached the table closest to them.

      “What happened next?” Morgan asked, pouring creamer into the steaming cup.

      “I woke up to the smell of coffee. It was 4 pm. I ran down to the campus cafeteria to see what was still there, but I only found some old pizza rolls and ham and cheese hot pockets. Instead of picking that shit, I went to 7/11 for snacks and a couple of Slurpees. When I returned to the dorm, Troy was gone, and Sadie was in our shower. I peeked into the steam behind the wet shower liner and held the straw to her mouth.”

      APRIL 1994

      “Mmm, so good, thanks!” Sadie pulled the plastic curtain back, leaving nothing to the imagination. Nathan saw the warm shower water splashing off her slender body and the shiny slickness of the black panther tattoo on her ass cheek. Sadie still had some shampoo in her hair, and the spots of suds that concealed her nakedness were in the most perfect places, painting an extraordinary portrait.

      “I hoped you’d like the Cherry Coke mix. I got mine that way, too. I also got some powdered donuts.”

      “You think Troy has any cocaine?” Sadie asked. “He usually does, doesn’t he?

      “How’d you know that?” Nathan asked, bewildered.

      “I’ve bought from him before.” Sadie smiled.

      “I’m sure he does, but I wouldn’t know where to look for it.” Nathan left Sadie in the water, searched through Troy’s things, and found a small baggie in his black combat boots near the closet. He carefully set aside a couple of lines on Troy’s usual little mirror and waited for Sadie to come out.

      “I only found this small towel. Did you have a bigger one?” Sadie asked, peering around the corner of the door. She walked out, presenting herself in what could have been the smallest and oldest white towel in the dormitory. It could barely hook into itself.

      Nathan could see most of her skin down the front under her breasts. She held her hand over her sex and smiled. Nathan tried to hide his happiness and shrugged. “I’ve never seen that towel. Mine are in my clothes basket over there.”

      They both laughed, and he waved her over. Nathan leaned down to kiss her belly when she arrived before him. Then he worked his way up, reaching her neck and, finally, her luscious and kissable pink lips before showing her the snacks and lines of cocaine.

      “We should save that for the show,” she said with a hesitant smile. “Let’s get some sugar,” Sadie added. Nathan grabbed her ass and kissed her neck again. She leaned in and hummed, and pushed him back. “I meant the donuts, fucker. Where are they?” Nathan watched as she jiggled to his other side and sat down.

      Nathan reached for the bag, opened it, and handed some over. After he put the cocaine away, they sat on his bed, ate a few each, and tried not to get a brain freeze from the cold beverage.

      “Do you think there will be much of a line to get in?” she asked, putting one of the tiny powder-covered donuts in her mouth.

      “I have no idea. It’s at the Lunar Cycle, so maybe we should get in the neighborhood and see.”

      “Doesn’t it start at 8?” she asked, grinning with powder on her lips.

      “Yeah, I figured we might hit up a burger place during whatever the Freak Show Circus is or something on the way. I’ll be broke after that,” he replied, reaching over and booping the powdered sugar on her nose. She leaned her head down on the palm of his hand.

      “We’ve got some time to play a little before we have to go, and I just showered,” Sadie said, lowering the towel to show him her perky tits.

      “Yeah, I guess you did,” he replied, reaching for another kiss. Sadie pressed his head into her opening lap. She smelled like the bar of soap and the shampoo his mom sent in a box the last time he was home. She spread herself wide and lay back, slowly closing her legs around his head. He found every fold and crevice in her lovely passion slit and wanted it to be his forever. He broke free just long enough to put on some music while they made out.

      “What is this?” she moaned between his licks. Sadie was slowly losing interest in the music, feeling his tongue dig between her pussy lips. Nathan licked while she leaned back and opened her legs. He slid his fingers between her sopping cunt with one hand while finding her naked nipples with the other. He pinched and twisted each one as Sadie squealed with delight. Sadie became putty in his fingers, coming over and over.
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