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  Patrick’s Pendant




  Gemma Parkes




  




  Katie ran from the noise of the party across the empty road and towards a spinney behind a set of garages. She blinked away the many tears that threatened to thwart her view of the little path that led to three old swings and a rusty seesaw.




  Nervously she glanced around in the darkness, she had been sure that someone would have been concerned enough to follow her.




  Slumping down on the damp plastic seat on one of the swings she rocked back and forth, keeping both feet on the ground.




  Her friends had been right, it was such a cliché but even her mother had told her so.




  As her breathing calmed Katie pulled her cardigan closer around her. The swings on either side were swaying in the cool night breeze and the trees were rustling.




  It was late, very late, possibly 2am and the temperature had dropped considerably. Suddenly her lacy skater dress and bare legs seemed impractical.




  Would he even notice that she’d left?




  How would she get home?




  She was angry now, too angry to cry any more, cold and angry and just a tiny bit inebriated.




  “Katie?” it was Miranda’s voice, “Are you out here?”




  Katie stared blankly towards the little path. She could see the vague silhouette of her best friend emerging slowly into the clearing hugging her arms around herself in a vain attempt to keep warm.




  “Why did you come here?” Miranda asked eventually after plonking herself down onto the swing beside Katie.




  “I just needed to get away.” Katie glanced at Miranda but then looked at the ground when her eyes threatened to spring forward fresh tears.




  “Couldn’t you have locked yourself in the bathroom like most people do?” Miranda shivered. Her thin, silver mini dress equally insignificant against the biting wind.




  “Did you see him… them?” Katie asked, this time she looked straight into Miranda’s pale blue eyes shining eerily in the brightness of the moon.




  Miranda nodded.




  “Does Jack know that I’ve left?” Katie pressed.




  “I don’t think so,” Miranda sighed, “He didn’t see me so l doubt he saw you.”




  “Who was the girl he was trying to eat?” Katie looked at the floor again as a gust of wind caught a stray leaf and blew it across her path.




  “Belinda l think, I’ve seen her once or twice but she’s nothing special.” Miranda reassured.




  The leaf danced before them, first to the left and then swirling back on itself. Its lush green had been replaced by the dry, brittle brown hue of autumn.




  “I want to go home.” Katie muttered.




  Miranda looked across the spinney towards the main road.




  “We could possibly try to hail a taxi?” she suggested though her heart wasn’t in it.




  “Or we could walk.” she added.




  Katie took her mobile phone out of her little bag but she was unable to get a signal.




  Miranda followed suit but hers was just the same.




  “We could walk back to the party and use the landline?” she suggested.




  “No!” snapped Katie. “You can go back if you want Miranda, but I’m going to walk to the main road, maybe I’ll get a signal when I’m away from these trees.”




  Miranda looked back longingly towards the house; she had been having a great time. Justin had finally noticed her after weeks of trying to attract his attention, she smiled inwardly as she remembered how she caught his eyes…but still, she couldn’t leave Katie out here alone.




  “Okay,” she said, “Let’s walk.”




  It was only a short walk, maybe 300 metres, but the trees grew denser and the leaves crackled beneath their heels. The wind seemed to have died down and everywhere was still. Through the silence they could hear the low hoot of an owl.




  The path that led away from the clearing and toward the road was barely visible in the dark. It was shaded by trees and covered with fallen leaves. The owl hooted again, closer this time. Katie, lost in her own thoughts paid no attention to their surroundings, but Miranda was becoming increasingly concerned.




  “I can’t even see the road up ahead anymore!” she said.




  “Don’t worry,” replied Katie, “It can’t be far now.”




  They heard it together and stopped in their tracks.




  A low humming came from somewhere close behind them.




  Katie spun round.




  “Who’s there?” she shouted angrily.




  Miranda grabbed her arm and compelled her to show caution.




  A small circle of leaves danced around their feet and the trees released from their stillness shook their branches to rid themselves of more.




  “Let’s run!” pleaded Miranda and together they began to sprint in the direction they hoped would lead them to the main road.




  Willow tree branches bereft of leaves grabbed at their arms as they scurried past. The high heels the girls were wearing got caught in cluttered undergrowth and gathered wet grasping leaves in any available gap. They ran on, changing direction when no light could be found, and then they ran some more.




  A car sounded its horn alarmingly as they finally burst through the thicket and tumbled onto the roadside.




  They crossed to the other side of the road and looked back at the trees. Everything looked so calm and still.




  Miranda phoned for a taxi.




  




  It was the following morning when Katie first discovered that her phone was missing. She lifted up the cushions on her small sofa, pushing a slim hand down the sides where she found the odd coin or two, but not the phone.




  Unreasonable panic hit her momentarily before she set about checking all the surfaces in the apartment and even underneath her pillow. Finally she picked up the landline and rang her mobile number listening hard for any soft vibrations, but none came.




  With a sinking feeling Katie realised she must have dropped it in her hurry to escape the spinney.




  It was a bright day, cold but clear and Katie knew that she really had no alternative than to go back and try to retrace her steps. She decided against contacting Miranda to go back with her. There seemed to be little point in dragging her friend along, anyway there was a regular bus service during the day so there was bound to be a few people around.




  Katie stood at the edge of the thicket and tried to concentrate. She walked over to a large willow tree, its branches trailing the ground, bony fingers without their leafy gloves. Katie was sure that this was the spot where the girls reached the road.




  She noticed a thin, muddy trail at the side of the tree and walked down it slowly, trying to scan the floor for the missing phone as she went. It was only when she had gone quite a way in that she noticed how dark it had become. The trees grew thicker in this part, even those without leaves helped to block out most of the daylight.




  Katie pushed the undergrowth back with her boots. Bending down she picked up a large twig and began using it to poke at the fronds and pine needles on the spinney floor.




  Something glistened under a small shrub and she reached forward to pick it up. It was a silver chain with a pendant attached, soiled from the damp leaves and muddied. She turned it over in her palm. There was an inscription in the centre.




  ‘Patrick’.




  Katie traced the name, rubbing away the mud with a careful finger.




  A sharp gust of wind caught her neck and she turned suddenly. On the floor around her feet the leaves swirled and danced reminding her of the previous night’s events.




  Katie looked around carefully then traced the name again.




  ‘Patrick’.




  Feeling suddenly light headed Katie closed her eyes, and leaned against the nearest tree for support. She held the coin tentatively between thumb and forefinger.




  Her head continued spinning and a soft humming sound began in her ears. It wasn’t unpleasant; instead she found it soothing, almost melodic, and her body felt light and free of tension. Katie found thoughts flowed from her mind leaving her tranquil and contented.




  She could see him!




  A young man with sandy blonde hair and the brightest of blue eyes appeared in her minds eye. He was dressed casually in faded jeans and an old grey T shirt.




  He was wearing the chain!




  His smile was broad and he stared intently at her.




  Katie jolted suddenly and opened her eyes dropping the chain to the ground. She blushed, though there was no-one to see her. Inexplicably she sat underneath the tree on the carpet of leaves, some of which continued their dancing circle around her.




  Leaning forward she picked up the chain once more and felt its determined pull on her mind as she stared hard at the delicate etching on one side and the smooth silver on the other. It grew warm to her touch and the chain seemed to sparkle as it snaked between her fingers. Her ears pulsated with the thump of her heightened heart beat and her mouth grew dry.




  Cautiously Katie closed her eyes.




  Oh how her body tingled! Small ripples of pleasure washed over her skin like minute kisses. She felt warm and calm, yet stimulated.




  Patrick was smiling, holding her hand, turning it over in his and guiding it up to his soft, full lips. Gently he laid her back into the leaves and she felt soft fluttering kisses, damp in their urgency to cover every part of her face.




  Katie felt relaxed, but somewhere in the back of her mind…but oh he was tracing her neck and she couldn’t, wouldn’t open her eyes to chase him away.




  The leaves fluttered around her, she could feel the power of the small, sudden gusts that were playing with the driest of them. The wind hissed a tune, a warm breath stole into her ear and she sighed. Although still clothed, Katie’s body felt exposed, she could feel the soft strokes of Patrick’s eager fingers now caressing her stomach underneath the baggy jumper she was wearing. His face was inches from hers as he looked lovingly down at her. She relaxed into his touch as she felt his fingers dipping beneath her jeans and teasing the inside of her thighs. Katie opened her mouth to object but was silenced by sweet kisses pressing against her lips and growing steadily firmer.




  Her heart threatened to burst through her chest as she felt long, invisible fingers teasing her apart and pressure applied to her thighs. It was unbearably exquisite and she wanted so much to melt into this unseen spectre, this apparition of intense sexual pleasure.




  The fingers began sliding into her excited response and Katie moaned softly. Suddenly they were inside her, teasing her open…




  Breathlessly Katie sat upright, her eyes wide and staring.




  What was this? What was she doing?




  Her hand was gripping the chain and she dropped it now. The leaves stopped dancing and the wind grew calm. Katie stared hard at the little pendant. She contemplated leaving it there on the ground where she had found it. Decisively she picked it up again and tucked it into her jeans pocket. She was here to look for her phone, not fantasize about strange blonde men wearing chains.




  Katie instinctively smoothed down her clothing when she stood, though there had been no disturbance that she could see. This had to be a crazy hangover surely?




  Yes, of course it must be!




  It was just a hangover coupled with her need to feel desired again after last night’s blow to her confidence. She really shouldn’t drink so much, she always felt lightheaded the following day. She needed to find her phone quickly and then get the hell out of there to catch up on her sleep back home.




  Katie walked deeper through the thickest part of the spinney until she came to the small playground. There was a woman with two young boys playing on the old swings. They looked up when they saw her and the woman smiled. The boys looked roughly the same age, around six years old. They were obviously enjoying the excitement of the swings and the woman was alternating between them. As Katie drew closer she noticed their sandy hair and broad smiles.




  A quick exchange revealed that neither the woman nor her children had seen the lost mobile so Katie continued to scan the ground, kicking away stray leaves hoping to come across it. As she walked to the other side of the small play park, a sudden glint of silver caught the corner of her eye, making her look up. There it was! It was lying in the centre of the old see-saw. Katie headed towards it and snatched it up with relief.




  The woman smiled once more as she set off with the boys back to the clearing on the other side of the thicket. The ‘party side’ Katie though bitterly.




  Just then her phone vibrated and she almost dropped it glancing down quickly at the lit up screen.




  Forget him.




  Katie stared at the phone then at the sender but there wasn’t a name or number to reply to.




  Come back and play.




  The new message buzzed, sitting neatly underneath the previous one in its little word bubble.




  Katie froze and looked anxiously around her at the few scattered walkers in the distance.




  I won’t hurt you, please come back.




  Katie’s fear turned to intense curiosity; how was this possible?




  Please lay with me, under the tree, just for a short while.




  Katie looked across in the direction of the willow. She wanted to run. Her mouth grew dry again and she ran a hand through her strawberry blonde hair. She reached into her jeans pocket and turned the little medallion over in her palm. It was warm and when she took it out she could see that it shone brighter than before, each etched letter standing proudly.




  Patrick.




  Suddenly awash with euphoric sensation Katie walked back towards the tree, hidden from view by many others. Her fear replaced by a need to see this through, a need to feel as she did just a few minutes ago.




  “Well?” she spoke softly, breathing gently onto the chain. “What do you want?”




  Kiss me.




  Buzzed the phone in her other hand.




  Katie stared at the phone and then at the medallion, she knew this was crazy but her whole body glowed with excitement and her heart thudded high up in her chest. She lowered her lips and brushed them softly against the chain, closing her eyes and allowing it to run like water between her parted lips before ending with a soft kiss from her pursed lips on the circular silver pendant.




  The leaves began their swirling dance around her ankles and the breeze grew stronger, the long, thin branches of the willow reached forward making silent grabs at her arms, her legs, her hair.




  With her eyes still firmly shut Katie lowered carefully to her knees and gave herself to Patrick’s many caresses.
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