CHAPTER 87
I stared in awe at the painting. It was beautiful. There were two naked people having sex, but it wasn’t pornographic. Instead, the artist had captured a couple making love. After my initial shock, I stepped back and studied the figures. Then I noticed something odd. My face was different. It was me, but I looked older. My hair was darker and I had a five-o’clock shadow. Then I looked closer. My eyes were open and I was staring up at the girl. I had an intense, almost cruel look on my face. It was like I was trying to dominate the girl, even though she was on top of me. 
The focus of the picture was actually the girl. It looked like she was on the brink of orgasm. Her body was long, lean and unmistakably Nell’s, but the face was different, and somehow familiar. I couldn’t help but think I’d seen it somewhere. I studied the painting some more then I said, “This is us making love, isn’t it?”
“Uh-huh.”

“Amazing, but why did you use a different face for the girl?”

“My picture is in the newspaper a lot. We thought it best to use someone else’s. Even your face was changed a little.”

“What do you mean by We? Didn’t you paint it?”

“No, a friend of mine did.”

“He did a beautiful job. How did he get our likeness?”
She looked at me for a minute before she answered, “It isn’t a he, it’s a she. She did the sketches the last time you were here. I know you heard about the painting that was hanging in the gallery in New York. She did that one, as well.”
“But they said it had your name on it.”

“It did. That gallery only handles known artists. I’ve had some success with my paintings, so they let me hang my stuff there.”

“Why do I have that odd look on my face?”

“I guess that’s the way she sees you.”

“Where did she see us, was it a photograph?”

Nell walked over to a wall that was covered by a cloth. She pulled a cord and the cloth rolled up revealing a glass panel. Through the transparent glass I could see directly into the bedroom we had just left. It was obvious that it was one-way glass, and the other side was the mirror directly opposite the bed. I turned to Nell and asked, “Did you install this?”
“No, this place once belonged to a producer. He did it. He and his friends used to have parties here, and I think they took pictures. I was going to fill it in, but Brandy likes it. She wants me to keep it this way.”

“Brandy! Does she live here too?”

“No, but she brings friends here once in a while.”

“Doesn’t it bother you?”

“I don’t live here either, Pete. I paint here, and I stay here once in a while.”

“What about your painter friend, does she live here?”

“Yes. She needed a place to stay and she’s been here for a while. She has a room of her own.”

“So she was in here sketching us while we made love?”

“Uh-huh, does it bother you?”

“I uhh, guess not. Doesn’t it bother you?”

“No. She asked to do it, and I told her it was okay. We’ve been painting together for a while, and she’s wonderful. Your painting was her first large canvas and I wish you could have seen it. It was so amazing I wanted to keep it for myself, but she insisted we sell it.”

“Why didn’t you buy it?”

“It’s complicated, I’ll tell you about it another time.”

“Is she here now?”

“Yes, she helped us with dinner.”

“Is she your maid or something?”

“No, she’s just a friend.”

“Can I meet her?”

“I asked her and she said she’d rather not. Not for a while at least. And while we’re talking about her, there’s something you should know. That first picture of you sold for a lot of money. I told the buyer who really painted it, and he liked it so much he commissioned her to do the one you see here. You’re entitled to a part of the money for both of them, actually she insisted on it. But I said no, and I’m going to ask you not to accept anything from her. She needs the money, and what you’ll get from modeling will far exceed anything she could give you. I would consider it a favor.”

“No problem. Besides, I haven’t thanked you for arranging this modeling thing.”
“No thanks are necessary. As I explained, you’re actually helping me by keeping some people I don’t trust, away from the business.”

“Is that the only reason?”

“Enough questions for now. Will I see you again?”

“Do you want to?”

Her eyes narrowed, and she said, “I suppose so.”

I walked close to her and said, “Not good enough. I want you to say, ‘Pete, I want to see you again.’”

She stared at me for a long minute, then she said, “Pete, I want to see you again,” but she didn’t look happy when she said it.
I immediately pulled her to me and gave her a good long kiss. When I pulled back, her face was flushed, so I put my fingers on her cheek, stroked it for a second and said, “I was hoping you would say that.” 

Another kiss, this time a quick one, and I said, “I’ll call you the first of next week.”
She nodded and watched me as I left.

On the way home I thought about what happened. I’ve had sex with two women before, but what went on tonight was bizarre. I’d been introduced to ‘Snowballing’ and I couldn’t figure out if it was erotic or disgusting. But to my surprise, I wasn’t shocked all that much and I sort-of wondered why. I’m seventeen years old. Shouldn’t I have been shocked, or at least a little shaken by what happened? Was I getting jaded? And what about Nell, had I pushed things too far with her? I needed to talk to someone. It was only eleven o’clock, so after I parked the car, I went to Amy’s bedroom window. The room was dark, but I could see her outline in bed. I didn’t wake her; I just stood there for a minute looking at her and thinking how great it was to be able to talk with her about things. It made me wonder if she knew how important she was to me. 

I woke up around eight Thursday morning. Everyone was gone, so I had some corn flakes and hit the exorcise machine. I decided to name it “Killer,” because I had all the adjustments set to max, and after about forty-five minutes on it I felt like I was going to die. I’d been on it for almost that long when the phone rang. It was Meg, and she told me to be at the studio at ten. 

She met me in the parking lot and led me to a large building with blacked out windows. I spent whole day in a crowded photo studio, where lights and colorful backdrops were strewn around in a seemingly haphazard fashion. People in strange costumes were milling around, and photographers, make-up and wardrobe people were everywhere. 
Meg handled everything. Always checking her watch, we went from set to set. Everywhere we went there were different backdrops, and people dressed in all kinds of different costumes were being posed and having their picture taken. 
Throughout the day I was dressed in a dozen or more outfits and I posed for what seemed like a million pictures. 
It was interesting that we changed clothes behind simple, one-sided screens. Anyone walking by could see what was happening but no-one seemed to care, and after a while I didn’t pay attention either. When we broke for lunch we didn’t leave the studio. A guy showed up with a platter piled high with pastrami sandwiches and potato salad. 
While we were eating, some guys dragged over some lights to a set next to us. A single bed was sitting in a corner formed by two walls. It was decorated to look like the corner of a bedroom. They plugged in the lights and one guy ran around with a light meter while the other guy pulled the lights around until they got them where they wanted them. Then a girl came up, followed by another girl and two guys. The second girl and the two guys were wearing street clothes, but the first girl was wearing a bathrobe. Something about her was familiar, but she turned her back to me and after a few words to the people around her she dropped the robe, and completely naked, she pulled the sheet back and lay face up on the bed. The second girl went to her and began arranging her hair and placing her arms and legs like she wanted them, including putting one arm so it covered her nipples. Then she pulled the sheet up until a corner of it covered the girl’s pussy, and she stepped back. The look was very sexy, and I tried to think of where I’d seen her before. 
The light meter guy took some more readings, said something to the camera guys, and after a few adjustments they took a bunch of pictures. As soon as they finished, the girl stood up and reached for her robe. 
I was admiring her body when I noticed she had stopped moving. She was standing there stark naked, looking at me. Just then I recognized her. It was Rita Rawlins, the woman I met at Epstein’s party, and she said, “Hello Peter, see what you missed the other night?”
It was clear that she was getting a kick out of trying to shock me. 
Her body was covered with make-up but she still looked good, so I thought I’d flatter her a little, and I said, “Yes I do, and I could kick myself. You’re even more beautiful than I remember.”
She looked at me for a second, then she grinned, looked at Meg and said, “Watch out for this one honey, he’s smooth,” and she threw on her robe and walked away.

When I looked over at Meg, she was smiling and shaking her head.

We finished around three o’clock and when I finally had a chance I said to Meg, “Well, are we on for this weekend?”

She grinned and said, “Okay, tell me exactly why you want me to go. Are you sure this isn’t an elaborate plan to get in my pants?”
I joked, “Meg, I would love to get in your pants, but not this time, there’s a girl down there I plan to be with. The reason I want you to go is because you need a break and I think you’ll have some fun.”

“Okay, I’m convinced. We’re not scheduled for tomorrow, so I can be ready whenever you are.”

“Great, I’ll make some phone calls and get back to you.”

She left, and I was gathering up my stuff when the Devon girls ran up and jumped all over me, messing up my hair, and trying to tickle me. I was able to pull one of them off, but the other one had her arms around my neck. She clung tightly to me and she said, “Hey superman, mom says you’re going to be our protector.”
“Well, that depends on how much protection you need. Are you guys planning on overthrowing the government?”
The girl on the ground said, “Maybe, but first, Rose and I are going to overthrow you. Are you ready?”

I pretended to cower and I said, “Okay but be gentle with me.”
The girl on the ground, obviously Lily, jumped back on me, and we wrestled around for a while. It was fun. They would try to pin my arms, and at the last minute I would break away and tickle first one of them then the other. It went on for a couple minutes until the unmistakable voice of Myrna Devon interrupted us with, “Peter! Stop it before you break one of them. Girls, get off him.”

The girls started to complain, but as they slid off me, something unusual happened. Rose still had one arm around my neck, so she had to wait until Lily got out of the way. Lily had her arms around my waist, and as she lowered herself, one hand moved down the front of my pants until it got to my crotch. She let it linger there for a second, then she gave me a squeeze and stepped away. 
Rose dropped down just as Mrs. Devon came up and said, “Girls, go get changed, I need to talk to Pete.”

The girls scurried off, but not before Lily smirked and gave me a kind-of ‘knowing’ look. 
Mrs. Devon continued with, “Well Peter, the pilot is almost finished. You did just fine.”

“Good, how did Erin do?”

“She’s amazing. Let’s sit down, that’s one of the things I want to talk with you about.”

We sat on a nearby bench and she looked serious when she said, “Pete, I joined with your family at the Stone group because I felt that if we pooled our talents we could go a long way together and from the way things have worked out, I made a wise choice. Career management is my job at the agency, and I couldn’t be happier with the way things are going.”
I interrupted with, “I thought that was Amy’s job?”

“No, here’s the way things work. Your mom handles the day-to-day running of the agency, and she sometimes acts as the head of things, to keep people from knowing how young Amy is. Amy’s job is talent acquisitions and contract negotiations. She’s a whiz at it, and the main reason I joined the group. Once she and your mom get finished with the initial negotiations, they give it to me and my job is the day-to-day scheduling. I handle everyone except Tomaso and Kristen. They travel together, and Tomaso does their scheduling. I also work with you, Erin, and my girls when we’re at a studio, especially now that you and Erin are just starting out.”
“What about Alice, Monique, and Breane?”

“The contract we set up for Alice calls for the studio to do the scheduling. We’ll keep our eye on her, but she’s been doing this for awhile and she doesn’t need anyone to hold her hand. Monique has some work scheduled, but not as much as she should, and we’re curious why. But she’s going to be plenty busy working for WE.”

“I’m going to meet her this weekend.”

“If you get a chance, try to find out what’s going on with her.”

“Okay, what about the country singer?”

“Breane came to us with her schedule already in place. But in some cases she didn’t even have contracts. You would be amazed at what Amy did for her. Breane is going to be very successful. And while we’re talking about it, so are you and Erin. You have what promises to be an outstanding modeling career ahead of you and I suspect there is more acting work coming. But right now, Erin is the one we’re really excited about. She’s beautiful, the camera loves her, and she’s taken to this acting thing like a pro. That’s good news for her, but it could be a problem for others in our little family. I’ve taken my girls this far, and they’ve been very successful. But they’re at an age now where they are sort-of ‘in between’. Very soon they’ll be too old to play little girls, and they’re not women yet. If this pilot doesn’t sell, their careers may slow for a while, and it could affect how they get along with Erin. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but just since I met you kids, Erin has changed. She’s younger than my girls, but she acts and looks more mature. With the proper make-up she could actually pass for her early twenties. There’s a lot of work around for someone like Erin, we’ve already been contacted by another TV show. However, I’m worried about how it’s going to affect my girls. They’re used to being the center of attention. The show will wrap in a week and I’m going to send them back to school to finish this semester. They’re not going to be happy about it, but I want them to get away from the studio so they won’t see what Erin is doing.”

“But they’ve become friends. They talk all the time.”

“I know. I’ve already talked with Erin and I asked her not to talk to the girls about what was going on at the studio. I kind of wish you were still in school so you could keep your eye on them.”

“How long will it be before the pilot goes on?”

“It depends on a lot of things. The studio will look at it. If they don’t like it, it’s over. But if they like what they see, they’ll either air it, to see what kind of response they get, or they might order some more episodes. But if they really like it and there’s a spot for it, they could either put it on their summer schedule or save a place for it in the fall.”

“How soon will you know?”

“At the earliest, by next weekend. If they want more episodes, or decide to put it on the summer line-up, well start getting ready right away. If they want to shop it, it’ll depend on how well it’s received. If it goes well they might put it in as a late summer replacement and we could start in a few weeks. If they want to hold it for fall, we have around two months.”

“Wow! There’s a lot at stake isn’t there?”

“There sure is, but that’s the nature of this business. And while we’re talking, I’m concerned about you.”
“Me! Why?”

“You are going to be busy pretty soon, and if the show sells you are going to be very busy. You’re going to be very well known but you’re probably not going to be as famous as Erin might be, and for a while you’re not going to be making the kind of money she is. Would that bother you?”

“No! Of course not! I would love it if she were successful.”

She smiled and said, “That’s what both Amy and your mom said, but I wanted to talk with you about it. Are there any other questions?”

“Umm, yes. Speaking of money, I’m uhh, running low. Do I get paid for what we’ve done so far?”
Her eyes got wide and she started to laugh, then she said, “Talk to Amy or your mom about this. You might be surprised.”

“Okay. So I’m done with the pilot?”
“Yes you are. The show is at the editors now, and I’m sure there’ll be some revisions. Next week I want you to come to the studio with me. I want you to see how things work while we finish things up.”

“Okay. But when does the modeling thing start?”
“They have all the stills they need. It should start in a week or so. The next step is the actual filming.”
“You said that Erin might have another show?”

“Yes, I was contacted today. I’m coming to your house tonight to talk with the family about it.”

“Will the girls be there?”

“No, they’re going to have dinner with some friends.”
“Okay, I’ll see you there.”

I drove home and called Jay. This time I was put right through and I said, “Okay, it’s all set for tomorrow.”
“Are you driving or flying?”

“I’m taking the plane. Let me have the address and I’ll get a cab when we land.”

“No-way! Call Gus, my house-man, and he’ll pick you up. What time are you planning on being there?”

“I haven’t talked to the girls yet. What time would be good?”

“See if everybody can get there for lunch.”

“Okay, I’ll call you back. Give me the phone number, and the address, just in case.”
He gave it to me and I called Tammy. She said both of the girls were busy, and when I gave her the address, she said, “Wow! I know that area. Those places are all mansions. I wish I could go along just to see what the place is like. Marla should be finished around two. I don’t know about Monique, it depends on how the shoot goes.”

“Are the girls looking forward to this weekend?”

“I don’t know, Pete. Monique was excited at the beginning, but when I talked to her last night, she was kind-of quiet. But I know Marla is curious about meeting your friend.”

“What time are you coming back to LA?”

“I’m leaving here at noon, so you’ll have to arrange for the girls to get back here.”

“No problem, I’ll take care of it.”

I called Jay back and told him what was happening. He said, “My buddy Lane and I are going to drive down. We planned on leaving early, but some things have just come up and we won’t be able to get there till around two o’clock. But I’ve already arranged for lunch, so why don’t you and your friend come down early. And by-the-way, we have a great evening planned.”

“Uhh, Jay, I hope it’s not too fancy.”

He laughed, “Don’t worry pal, we’ll stick Lane with the bill, he can afford it. Oh, and tell everyone to bring bathing suits.”

I called Meg. I mentioned the bathing suit and when I said I’d pick her up at ten she gave me an address in Hollywood and asked me to call when I was ready to leave my place.
A little after five o’clock I was in the front house looking for something to snack on, when Mom came in. She said, “Don’t ruin your appetite; we’re going to call for Chinese as soon as Myrna and Erin get here. She’s bringing Erin home from the studio.”

“Mom, I’m running a little short of money and Mrs. Devon said I should talk to you.”

She looked surprised when she answered, “Oh, I’m sorry dear. We’ve been so busy I forgot to talk to you about it. Thanks for reminding me, because I have good news. Along with the Solotronics thing, we’ve already received notices that your photos have been accepted for possible inclusion in other ad campaigns. Your Solotronics checks will start arriving any day now, but the big news is, your check from the studio arrived today, and thanks to Amy’s negotiations, it’s for a substantial amount. This money is yours dear, but your dad and I have come up with a plan, and I’d like to talk about it with you when we have more time.”
“How much is the check for?”

“Fifteen thousand dollars.”
It took me a few seconds to realize what she said, then I blurted, “Fifteen thousand dollars for pretending to mow a lawn!”

She smiled, “Yes dear. Myrna Devon told you a lot was at stake here. The check was made out to the agency, and there are bills and taxes that need to be taken care of, but if you need some money I can get you some until we straighten things out.”

“I’m leaving in the morning, could I have a few dollars until then?”

“Sure. Amy is still in the office, I’ll call her and she can bring home some from petty cash.”

She was dialing the phone when there was a knock on the back door. When I opened it, Cindy was standing there and it took me a minute to remember that I’d promised her a driving lesson. I was about to make an excuse for tonight, when Mom came up and said, “Hi Cindy, are you here for your driving lesson?”

Cindy replied, “Yes ma’am, but I won’t keep him long, I have to get home and fix dinner.”
Mom immediately said, “Myrna Devon is coming over later and we’re going to order Chinese. I’ve wanted to meet your grandfather, so why don’t you kids go driving for a while, then pick up your grandfather. Be back here around six-thirty and we’ll all have dinner together.”

Cindy brightened and said, “Gee, that’ll be great. It’s been a while since Digger has been out of the house and he loves Chinese food.” 
Cindy used our phone to call him, and after a short conversation Cindy giggled, cupped her hand over the receiver, and said something else before she hung up. 

On the way to the car I asked her what the giggle was about, and she grinned before she said, “Erin has mentioned to me who Mrs. Devon is, so I told Digger she was his date for dinner.”
I shook my head and we went to the car. We drove to the deserted road and when she took over this time, it looked like she was much more comfortable behind the wheel. There was nothing in the road for her to run into, so I sat back and watched her. It’s hot out today and she had her window down. She was concentrating on her driving and the breeze blowing through her hair made a pretty picture. Her driving had improved a lot. She seemed so confident I let her take it out on the street and she did just fine. Finally I asked, “Have you been driving since last time?”

“No, but I’ve been reading about it and talking to Jake about it. When he called last night, he told me to close my eyes and pretend I was driving. For over an hour he talked to me about being smooth and how not to overreact if something happened.”

“What a great idea, it sure seems to be working. By the way, he’s not upset about you spending time with me, is he?”

“No, he knows how important it is that I learn to drive. He can’t help me during the week because he works in the evening. Besides, he doesn’t know how I feel about you or anything we’ve done together.”

“Jake is a good guy. You could do a lot worse.”

“I know… He doesn’t have to work this weekend, and he said we’re going to practice in his car.”
“Good. You’ll be going for your license in no time.”

She raised an eyebrow and said, “But he didn’t say practice at what!”

It took me a second to realize what she said, and I tried to look serious when I replied, “Cindy, I know you’re teasing, and I’m sure Jake is not a virgin, but be careful with him. He seems to really like you, and I’d hate for you to spoil things by doing something just so you can say you did it. He’s a big, rough-looking guy, but he has feelings, and…”

She put her hand on my arm to stop me and said, “I know, I was only kidding. Jake is one of the nicest guys I’ve ever met, and I wouldn’t do anything to hurt him. We’ve talked a little about sex, and knowing his relationship with his church, it wouldn’t surprise me if he’s a virgin too.”

When we picked up Digger I was amazed to see how he looked. He was wearing a jacket, tie, and dark glasses. I hadn’t noticed what a good-looking man he was, and with the dark glasses you couldn’t tell he was blind. 

He was muttering when Cindy helped him into the car, so I asked him if something was wrong. He replied, “It’s one of the hottest days in a long time and she made me wear this damn jacket.” 
Cindy immediately cried, “Digger, you’re full of baloney. When you heard an extra woman would be there, you picked out those clothes yourself.”
I let Cindy drive to our house, and when we got to the alley behind our house, I said, “Let Digger and me out, then go ahead and park the car. Just don’t run into anything.” 
She answered with a nervous, “Uhh, okay,” and I helped Digger out of the car and headed for the house. We were almost there when Cindy ran up with a huge grin on her face. She handed me the keys and said, “Thanks Pete, I didn’t hit a thing!” 
When we got to the living room, I was surprised to see Mrs. Devon standing next to a tall girl, talking to Mom and Amy. The girl turned to me and it took me a second to recognize her. It was Erin, and she looked fabulous! Her hair was a golden mane and she was wearing studio makeup and a long dress I hadn’t seen before. Mrs. Devon was right about one thing. Erin could have easily passed for a twenty five year old. When she saw the three of us standing there, she said, “Hi Digger,” then she ran to Cindy and began telling her about what went on at the studio today and why she was dressed this way. 
Watching Digger with the women was fun. He was standing very erect, and when each one came to him he held out his hand. When they took it and said who they were, he held onto their hand while he introduced himself, and he had something flattering to say to each one of them. He told Mom that she had raised wonderful children; he said to Amy that he was glad to finally meet the ‘Wonder Woman’ that Erin talked about so much, but when Mrs. Devon introduced herself as a family friend, he really turned on the charm. I thought for a minute he was going to kiss her hand. 

Finally, Mom suggested we all sit down, and while Mom and Mrs. Devon went over the Chinese take out menu, Amy crooked her finger at me. I followed her into her room, where she handed me an envelope and said, “There’s two hundred dollars in there, is that enough?”

“Sure, that’s plenty. I thought fifty would be enough.”

She looked at me for a minute before she raised an eyebrow and said, “You’re going to La Jolla for a weekend and you were only going to take fifty dollars?”

“Yeah, we’re going to stay at a friend’s house. We might go out for some snacks and things, but I don’t see how I’ll need more than that.”

She shook her head and said, “You’ve been given a free ride for a long time, but you’re entering a grown-up world now and things are going to change. Especially if you start hanging around places like La Jolla. Dinner at a nice restaurant could easily be a hundred dollars a person, and it might be twenty dollars just to park the car. What would happen if you got stuck with the check?”

“Gee, I umm, never thought about that. How do you know about such things?”

“That’s what the Stone agency does. We keep track of this sort of thing for our people.”

“Wow, I didn’t realize… I guess it’s a good thing that I got such a big check from doing the pilot. Fifteen thousand should last a while.”

She frowned before she said, “Not as long as you think. By the time you put some aside for taxes and after you pay all your bills there’s not going to be an awful lot left.”
“Bills, what bills?”

“I have a list at the office. The agency gets part of it, and you had to join the actor’s guild and several other organizations. Then there’s insurance, and some other things. Plus your folks have a plan for some of it.”

“Oh… A minute ago I thought I was loaded. Now, things don’t look so good.”

“I wouldn’t worry. When the modeling work starts to come in you’ll be fine. But things are changing, Pete. It’s time you started to think about stuff like this.”
“You mean, it’s time I started to act like a grown up?”

“Something like that.”

I wanted to make a joke and say, “But I have you for that”, but it didn’t seem appropriate, so I just nodded. But it suddenly came to me that she was right, I hadn’t thought about a lot of things. It wasn’t right that I was just coasting along letting things happen, and I promised myself I’d start to pay more attention. 
I reached for Amy’s hands and said, “As always, you’re right. What makes you so smart, and what would I do without you?”
“You don’t have to be smart to pay attention to the people you love, especially if they’re family. And I’ll be around as long as you want me.”

I said, “I can’t imagine my life without you,” and I pulled her close and wrapped my arms around her. We hugged for a long time, and when I finally released her, her eyes were glistening when she said, “Thanks, I needed that.”

I looked at her for a second before I asked, “I haven’t talked to you in a while, are you dating anyone?”

“No, I’ve had coffee with someone after school a couple times, but I just don’t have time.”

“Really, what’s he like?”

“Oh, he’s uhh, just a guy.”
I grinned before I said, “Well, let me know if you need a recommendation.” She grinned back at me, squeezed my arm and we went back inside to the sound of laughter. 

Someone must have commented on how hot it was, because Digger was saying something about some of the local cows giving evaporated milk. There was more laughter, then he followed up with, “I heard that some farmers are feeding their chickens crushed ice, to keep them from laying hard-boiled eggs.” Cindy groaned and cried, “Grampa, that’s enough,” but everyone else was laughing. 
When the Chinese food arrived things quieted down while people ate, but Digger kept up a running line of jokes. At one point, a punch line happened just as Mrs. Devon was swallowing, and she choked a little. Digger grabbed a napkin and handed it to her. After she calmed down, she said, “Thank you, but I thought you couldn’t see. How did you know it was me?”
Digger answered, “I couldn’t miss someone who glows as brightly as you.”

That got a groan and a chuckle from everyone, especially Cindy, who said to Mrs. Devon, “Please excuse him ma’am. He tends to get carried away sometimes. He can see shadows and movement during the day.”
Still smiling, Mrs. Devon said, “Never mind, he’s doing just fine,” which got another laugh from everyone.
When we quieted down, Mom stood up and said, “We have ice cream, anybody interested?” Everyone held up their hands, so Mom went into the kitchen.
Digger turned to me and said, “By the way Pete, my doctor had a cancellation at two o’clock tomorrow, any chance of getting a ride?”

“Gee Digger, I’m leaving town tomorrow morning.”

“No problem, I’ll just catch the bus.”
Cindy sounded concerned when she said, “Digger, I can’t go with you tomorrow, I have a test, and the last time you went that far away you got lost.”

Digger started to complain that he was perfectly capable of going alone, when Mrs. Devon broke in with, “I’m free tomorrow, I can take you.” 

Digger broke out with a broad grin, and continued with his jokes just as Mrs. Devon’s cell phone rang. She answered it, and after a moment she looked up at me and said, “It’s Rose, she wants to talk to you.”
When I answered the phone, Rose said, “Hey Pete, my battery is dead. I’m at the car wash on Ventura and White Oak. Can you come and get me started?”

“Sure, I have jumper cables in my car. I’ll be right there.”

“Good, and uhh, Pete, we’re in the women’s rest room. Honk twice when you get here.”

That sounded odd, but the car wash is only a few blocks from our house, so I explained what happened to Mrs. Devon, and told her that I’d be right back. I saw Rose’s car when I got to the car wash. It was parked in back, right next to the ladies rest room, so I pulled alongside, honked twice, and got out of my car. A voice from the rest room said, “Pete, is that you?”

“Yeah, why are you in there?”

The girls came running out and jumped on me. One threw her arms around my neck and wrapped her legs around me, the other one grabbed me around the waist, but they were both were looking at something behind me. I craned my head around just in time to see two guys in a shiny sports car pull away. As soon as their car cleared the driveway, the twin who had me around the waist let go and backed away, but the one who had her legs around me held on for a second. Her crotch was pressed against me, and instead of jumping off me, she slid slowly down my body for a few inches before she dropped off. It was over so fast I wasn’t sure there was anything sexual about it, but it seemed odd at the moment.
The girls were standing there giggling, so I said, “Okay, tell me what’s going on.”

The girl who had me around the waist, pointed to the other one and said, “It’s Lilly, the crazy bitch mooned them.” 

They were laughing uproariously when I turned to Lily and said, “You mooned them! Why’d you do that?”

Lily replied, “They were driving alongside of us trying to pick us up, and when we wouldn’t pull over, the driver gave us the bird, so I mooned them. Then they began chasing us, so we pulled in here, locked ourselves in the ladies room and called you.”

“Are you nuts? You can’t go around mooning people. I only live a couple blocks from here, why didn’t you go to my house?”

 “We didn’t think it was a good idea to show them where you live, and if we went there and they waited around, Mom might see them and wonder what was going on. Besides, we knew if they saw you meet us here they’d leave.”
“How did you know they’d leave?”

“Because you’re superman, and you’re our protector. Nobody messes with superman.”

I have to admit I was a little flattered, but behind all the giggling I was beginning to see a side of them I hadn’t noticed. They weren’t the shy little girls I’d seen on the TV or the well behaved twins they were when Mrs. Devon was around. Then I remembered that they are actually a little older than I am, and they’d been in the entertainment business for a long time. I wondered what else I didn’t know about them.
