Chapter 133
Megan and I drove my car back to my parents place and parked it behind the garage. We were walking toward the front house when I saw the light was on in my room. Mom told me that Amy was going to use the room to study so I stopped and tapped on the door. 

When Amy answered I said, “It’s Pete and Megan, can we come in?”

“Oh my gosh that’s great, c’mon in!”

She was sitting at the table in front of some books and papers. When we stepped in, she stood up and I noticed she was holding her cell phone. She wiggled her fingers at us then she said into the phone, “You’re not gonna believe this, my brother and the girl I was telling you about just walked in.”

She held the phone away and she said to Megan, “It’s Kevin, the guy I met in New York. He’s back home now and I’ve been telling him about you.”

She went back to the phone and said, “Yup, she’s right here.”

There was a pause then, “Yes she is; she’s very pretty!”
Another pause, “No, Pete and her are just friends.”

Another pause then she said, “Megan, can you step closer to the light?”

Megan looked at me and I shrugged so she went over and stood next to the light on the table.

Amy pointed her phone at Megan and pushed some buttons. Then she held it to her ear and said, “I just sent her picture to your phone. Take a look.”

She waited for a few seconds then she said, “See what I mean? I told you she was a knock out.”

Pause… “Yes she is and she’s really nice.”

Pause… she smiled at Megan and continued, “I don’t know if she will or not. Why don’t you ask her,” and she held the phone to Megan.

Megan started waving her hands and shaking her head.

Amy covered the phone and said, “Talk to him. He’s a nice guy, he’s really cute and he wants to meet you.”
Megan looked at me and when I nodded she shrugged. Then she put her finger to her ear. It looked like she did something to her hearing aid before taking the phone.”
Amy winked at me and asked, “Shall we give her some privacy?”
“Sure, we’re going to ride the bike home, so come with me while I say hello to Mom and Dad then I want to get the helmets and my bike jacket.”
“Mom and Dad are next door at the Elkins and Erin is at Kelly’s house.”
“How is Kelly doing, I haven’t seen her in a while?”
“We don’t see much of her either; I think she has a boyfriend.”

“Uhh speaking of boyfriends, what about Erin, It she seeing someone?”

“Are you kidding do you have any idea how busy she is?

“But she’s almost sixteen and she’s gorgeous. Aren’t guys hitting on her all the time?”

“Actually no. She’s so pretty it scares most guys away. Once in a while a guy from school will call but she lets everything go to her answering machine and she rarely calls them back.”

“Why not?”

“She’s just not interested in boys right now. She’s serious about the acting thing and it takes all of her time.”

“What about at the studio? There are some good looking guys there and a few of them are real sharks.”

“You don’t know your sister. I know she’s only fifteen but she’s very sharp. Nobody is going to put anything over on her. Besides, when she’s at work Mrs. Devon watches out for her.”

“So I don’t have anything to worry about?”

“Ha! You should have seen her in New York. All dressed up, she looked twenty five and every guy that saw her was panting. She handled it like a pro. She was friendly but not inviting and all it took was a raised eyebrow to get them to back off. It was amazing to watch, I bet they are still talking about her.”
“From what Mom said, both of you were big hits.”

“I guess we must have been; I got the best looking guy in town to take me dancing one evening and to dinner and a play the next night.”

“And you just handed him to Megan. What’s up with that?”

“I think they’d go well together. Nell told me that Megan has been through some rough times with her family. Well, Kevin has had some problems too. He was in New York was to visit a family friend who’s an orthopedist at Mount Sinai hospital. His stepmother ran him over with her car.”

“WHAT! What happened?”

“He didn’t go into particulars so I didn’t ask. But apparently she’s crazy.”

“Is he okay now?”
“He says he is but it happened over a month ago and he still moves kind of slow.”
“I thought you said you went dancing.”

“We did and he did okay, but I’m kind of spoiled after dancing with you.”

“Thanks. How come you and he didn’t hit it off?”

“We got along okay but he wanted more and I don’t need a boyfriend right now.”

“Oh, I saw how handsome he is and I-I just wondered.”

“Well quit wondering. Watching out for you and Erin and keeping up with my studies is going to be all I can handle.”
“Since when do you have to watch over me?”
“Mom and Dad are both going to be gone a lot for the next year or so and someone has to look out for you guys.”
“I can see where Erin might need some help but why me?”

“Because you need me!”
“I do eh?”

“Yes you do. I keep you grounded. You can talk about things with me that you can’t with other people.”
“I see, so that’s why I need you?”

“That’s part of it but there’s more. You’ve had problems with some girls and a few have left you hanging. You’ve been able to shrug it off so far but you might fall hard one day and if she left, you’ll need me to put you back together.”

“You think I might fall for someone?”

“You might. I know that bitch in Germany has plans for you and she’ll be hard to resist.”

“What do you mean ‘that bitch’? I thought she was your best friend?”

“She is except when it comes to you.”

I stared at her for a few seconds then I asked, “What exactly am I to you?”

She raised an eyebrow, “You’re my brother and my friend.”
“Is that all?”

“What would you like to be?”

“I-I’m not sure.”

“I know you’re not.”

“Well, what would you like me to be?”

She sighed, “Something you can’t be right now.”

“What does that mean?”

She stared at me for a long minute then she asked, “Do you love me?”

“Yes, of course I do.”

“I love you too. Let’s leave it at that right now, we’ll talk about this another time. I want to change the subject. I hear that your friend Brandy is going to Cantil tomorrow to pick up Della.”

“Yes, I’m going with her.” 

“Is bringing Della back with her a good idea?”

“I think it is. Della is determined to get away for a while and Brandy will take care of her.”
“That seems odd. Didn’t they just meet?”

“Yes but they seem to have some kind of connection. They hit it off immediately and I think they’ll be okay.”

“Brandy is the girl that danced on the bed that time in Vegas isn’t she?”

“Yes but she’s changed since then. I’d like you to get to know her. I think you’d like her.”

“Is she really the one that owns those dress shops?”

“Yes she is. Hey, it’s getting late. C’mon, give me a hand getting the bike stuff ready.”
Someone had put some boxes in front of the bike and it took us a while to clear things out of the way so we could push it outside. It had been a while since I rode it so I checked the tire pressures. The pressures were okay but the battery was low. But it caught just before the power ran out so I left it on fast idle while we gathered up the helmets and my riding jacket then we went back to my room. Megan was still on the phone, so I held up my hand and pointed toward the sound of the bike. She nodded and a minute later she hung up and said to Amy, “He seems nice.”

Amy replied, “He is nice. Did you give him your number?”

“Uh huh and he gave me his. He uhh, wants me to go out with him.”

“That’s great, what did you say?”
“I said that I’d let him know.”

“Well you should. He’s really good looking and he’s a nice guy.”

Megan looked disturbed and she asked, “If he’s that good looking and he’s been out with you, why would he want to go out with me?”

Amy made a face and said, “Because you’re a beautiful girl!”
Megan looked down and said, “I don’t feel like it when I’m next to you.”

“Megan, don’t be silly. Remember that he asked you out after he saw your picture. When did he want to go out?”

“This weekend, but I told him that we had that dinner party on Saturday so he asked about Friday.”

“Well, do you want to go?”

She looked down for a second, then she said, said, “Yes, but I don’t know him.”

Amy looked at me, “Are you busy Friday night?”
“I don’t think so, why?”

“Why don’t you double date?”

“Nell leaves in the morning and she doesn’t get back until late Friday.”
Megan looked so disappointed that I said, “Wait a minute,” and I pulled out my cell and called Nell. When she answered I said, “Megan has a chance to go out with a friend of Amy’s Friday night but she doesn’t know him and she’s a little uneasy about it. She wants to make it a double date, what time does your plane get in?”

“It lands at eleven which means I won’t get home much before midnight. Is he a good guy?”

“Amy says he is.”

“This could be important to Megan; can you ask someone else?”
“You wouldn’t mind?”

“No, I trust you.”

I turned to Amy and asked, “Can you be my date Friday night?”

She shook her head, “That’s not a good idea, Pete.”

I still had the phone to my ear and Nell said, “I heard what she said, why don’t you ask Cindy?”
“Okay I will. We’ll be home in a little while, I’ll call her then.”

“No, call her now. It’s early and you don’t want to let things like this go until the last minute.”
I was going to say, “Yes Mother,” but I didn’t want to do it in front of the girls, so I just hung up and called Cindy.

When she answered I said, “Hey it’s me, what are you doing Friday night?”

“Digger picked up his glasses today and Myrna got us tickets to a Dodger game to celebrate. Why, what’s up?”
Shocked, I asked, “Digger can see well enough to watch a ball game?”

“He sure can. He can’t read the scoreboard or make out the players names yet but Dodger stadium is well lighted and he’s really wants to see a game.”

“That’s fantastic news! I know you said that he was getting better but I didn’t know things were going that well.”

“Actually I didn’t either. They were keeping it as a surprise. When I got home today Digger came out to the car to meet me and he did it without his cane. So what’s going on?”

“Megan has a date this Friday with someone new and she wants to double. Nell is going to be out of town so I wanted to know if you could be my date.”

“Does Nell know about it?”

“It was her idea.”

“What’s with her? Is she trying to get us together?”

“I don’t know. I know she likes you so I wouldn’t put it past her.”

She chuckled, “Do you want to hear something funny? Digger wanted me to call you and ask you to come with us but Myrna said she wanted it to be just the three of us. I’m pretty sure that she’s trying to get Digger to ask her to marry him and I think that she wants to show him how well the three of us will get along.”

“Will he?”

“He hasn’t talked to me about it and neither has she, but he might.”

“How do you feel about it?”

“I hope he does. I really like her and I know that he’s crazy about her. The only thing I don’t know is how the twins would feel about it.”

The rumble of the bike remembered that it was running outside, so I said, “I gotta go but I want to talk to you some more about this.”

When I hung up Amy asked, “What was that about?”

“Cindy thinks that Digger might ask Myrna to marry him. Has she said anything to Mom or you?”

“She hasn’t said anything to me. I’ll have to ask Mom if she’s talked to her about it.” 
Megan looked anxious and broke in with, “Pete, what did she say about Friday night?”

“She’s busy. Lets get home and I’ll make some phone calls.”
We went outside and Amy helped Megan with the helmet and when I got on the bike she helped her get on behind me.

Amy told her to hang on to me and she put her arms around my waist. She was either excited or scared because she was hugging me like her life depended on it when we pulled away. 
There are several ways to get from Northridge to Malibu. You can take freeways but they’re usually crowded and it’s not a direct route. The best ways are the several canyon roads that lead through the mountain ranges that ring the valley. My favorite is Topanga Canyon Boulevard. It’s called a boulevard but it’s actually a two lane road that winds its way through and ends up at Pacific Coast Highway (PCH) a couple miles from Malibu. I’d been through there a few times with the family but always in a car. There are lots of gentle and a few not so gentle curves and I always thought they’d be great on a motorcycle. That’s the road I chose tonight and I was glad I did. 
As we swept through the curves, I watched the beam of the headlight paint the shrubs and trees that line the road. The experience was magical. But there were so many curves and switchbacks I was a little concerned about Megan, so I turned my head to ask her if she was okay but I realized she probably couldn’t hear me over the wind, so I just smiled.

She must have understood why, because she smiled back, hugged me tighter and mouthed, “Amazing!”
We were about half way through the canyon when Megan cried, “Pete, there’s a place up ahead on the right. Can we stop, I need a bathroom?”
The last time I was through here I noticed a sign pointing to something but there were a lot of trees around and nothing was visible from the road. 

I turned right at the sign and pulled into a parking lot. When we climbed off the bike Megan pulled off her helmet and said, “I’m sorry; I should have used the rest room at your place but I won’t be long.”

I said, “It’s okay, take your time. What is this place?”

“It’s a restaurant called ‘The Canyon Inn’. The food is great here. Nell and I come here a lot. Look around, it’s kind of interesting. I’ll be right back.”
The parking lot was not well lighted so I decided to set the steering lock on the bike. When I finished I looked around. The lot seemed crowded for a weeknight and I noticed that it was filled with newer, high end cars. 

The rest room was in a separate building next to the parking lot and attached to it was a small gift shop. I went inside to wait for her. 
It WAS interesting. There was the normal collection of figurines, greeting cards and refrigerator magnets. They all seemed to be hand made and some were quite expensive. One wall had a sign that said “All local artists,” and around it were dozens of water colors, paintings and sketches. All were nicely framed and for sale.
I was looking at some of the pencil sketches and one of them had a note stuck to it. It was smaller than the others and where the others were originals this one seemed to be a copy. I looked at the note and it said “Full size originals by this artist are in the bar.” I looked close. It was a rather poor copy. It looked like someone had taken a digital picture and printed it on an old fashioned thermal printer. 
It was a drawing of a girl sitting in front of a window. She was wearing a peasant blouse and a long skirt. Her head was turned and she was looking over her shoulder at the artist. It caused the blouse to hang a little loose. You couldn’t see anything but the swell of her breasts but you could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra and it looked kind of sexy. Then I looked at the face. The picture was so small it was hard to make out her features but somehow she looked familiar.
Suddenly a voice behind me said, “It’s a beautiful piece. You should go into the bar and see the full size original.”

It was an older woman. She was wearing the same kind of blouse and skirt as in the picture and had a name tag that read, ‘Emma’.

I asked, “Who’s the artist that drew this?”

She answered, “Megan Walker, she’s one of our favorites, it’s…”

A voice interrupted her with, “Hi Emma, thank you,” and Megan came into the room.

The woman stepped away and I asked Megan, “Did you draw this?”

“Uh huh.”

“Is it that woman?”

“No, all the women that work here dress like that. Would you like to see the original?”

“Sure.”

“C’mon, I’ll show you around.”

I followed her down a short path to the main structure. The place was bigger than it looked from the street. Several small buildings had been joined together making an ‘L’ shape and there were trees, lush plants and flowers everywhere. The trees and some of the bigger shrubs had twinkle lights wrapped around and through them and everything looked fantastic. But a real surprise was a running stream that ran along one leg of the building.
I was looking around when Megan said, “Listen.” 

At first all I heard were the sounds of the stream and some voices from the restaurant but every minute or so there would be an odd sounding noise. I looked at Megan and she smiled and said, “Bullfrogs!”

She took me through a vine-covered arch into a room with tables where people were seated having drinks. The room was next to the stream and one wall was windows with a view of the water. Along the back was a bar. The walls in the rest of the room were covered with works of art. Paintings, water colors and sketches were hung next to shelves holding statues, ceramics and some other things. I saw that everything had a card on or next to it with a price.   

Megan led us to the back of the room where a gray haired-man with a walrus moustache stood behind the bar. When he saw us coming He cried, “Megan my love, you’re here and you brought a friend.”
He turned to a tap on the wall behind him, drew two big mugs of amber liquid, set them on the bar and gestured for us to sit.
Then, in a loud voice he announced, “Ladies and gentlemen we have a special guest with us this evening.” 

He pointed to a portion of the wall next to the bar where a collection of paintings and sketches were hung in an area set off by itself and said, “The artwork here was done by two local women. They’re friends, they have similar styles and one of them just joined us.” He gestured toward Megan and continued, “Her name is Megan Walker. Remember it! One day she’s going to be famous and if you’re smart you’ll get one of her pieces while they are still affordable.”

The people all looked at Megan and several went to check out the wall so the guy went over and started talking to them. 
We put our helmets on the bar and when we sat down I asked, “What’s the deal?  Who is that guy and why is he serving us drinks? He must know that you’re not twenty one.”

“That’s Max, he’s the manager and he knows how old I am, try your drink.”

I took a sip of what turned out to be something wonderful. It was carbonated and tasted vaguely familiar but I couldn’t place it. 

I said, “This is fantastic! What is it?”

“It’s called ‘Max’s cream soda’, but there’s a lot more to it than that. It’s very popular. He makes it right here and he won’t tell anyone the recipe.”
“It doesn’t taste like there’s any alcohol in it.”
“There isn’t when it comes from the tap but Max makes a lot of variations. There’s one called a Malibu Zombie that’s so powerful it’s a one-to-a-customer-only thing that Max insists on. Rumor has it he was offered a thousand dollars for a second one from some rich guy and he turned it down.”

“Is it true?”

“I’m not sure about the thousand dollar offer but I’ve seen him turn down requests for seconds.”
“So you come here often?”

“Uh huh, Nell and I eat here a lot.”

“It looks like you and Nell have a special place for your artwork. What’s with that?”

“They uhh, like us here.”

“I bet there’s more to it than that.”

“I’m uhh, not supposed to say.”

“Let me guess. Nell owns the place, or at least a piece of it.”
“You’ll have to ask her about that.”

Just then the bartender came over and when Megan thanked him for the introduction he said, “You’re welcome dear, who’s your friend?”
“This is my brother Pete. Pete this is Max.”

We shook hands and he asked, “Why haven’t we seen you here before now?” 
“I’ve uhh been busy.”

“Oh really, what were you uhh, wait a minute, you’re the guy from Burgers!” 
I was nodding when Megan asked, “Did we have any luck this week?’
He smiled, “Yeah, check with Charles. That one of yours with the grapes sold and we took a deposit on your drawing of Nell.”
“Really, what did it sell for?”

“Full price! We didn’t call you because we wanted to surprise you. They’re supposed to pick it up this weekend.”

“That’s fantastic, what about Nell’s stuff?”

“Remember that big watercolor she said would never sell? Not only did it sell but the woman who bought it is a decorator and she wants two more similar to it. Will Nell be in tonight?”
“No, but we’re on our way home, I’ll tell her about it.”

“Okay. Why don’t you talk to Charles? He’s in his office and I know he has some checks for you.” 
“Okay I will.”

She turned to me, “Pete, will you excuse me for a minute?”

I nodded, and as she left two couples came up to the bar so Max went to help them. I decided to take a look at the artwork next to the bar. The one that caught my attention was the original of the pencil sketch in the gift shop. It was quite large, maybe two feet square and it was amazing! The overall look and the shading were so perfect that it almost looked like a black and white photograph. And I realized why the girl looked familiar. It was definitely Nell. 
A card stuck into the frame verified it. The sketch was titled, “Nell”. 

It was priced at a thousand dollars and there was a sticker on the card that said “sold”.  

I was staring at it when the two girls who were with the guys ordering drinks at the bar came over to me. One of them, a pretty blond asked, “Aren’t you Pete, the guy from the Burger ads?”
“Yes I am.”

She looked at her girl friend, they both giggled and she said, “You’re really cute.”

She said it loud enough for the men she was with to hear it and when she did, they both glared at her then at me. 
Nell and John said things like this might happen and John told me how to handle it. 

I said, “Thank you,” to the girl then I turned to the men and said, “Hi guys, c’mon over.”

When they got close I stuck my hand out at the closest one and said, “Hi, my name is Pete and I work for Burger’s Electronics.”

He was surprised but he told me his name and shook my hand. So did his friend and I said, “It’s great meeting everyone. If you come by the Burbank store this weekend I’ll make sure you all get a gift and maybe a prize.”

Suddenly everyone was interested. One of them asked, “What kind of prize?”

“Everyone will get a flash drive and I’ll put your names in for the next prize drawing so you don’t have to stand in line.”
“But how will you know us, will you remember our names?”

“Just say that you were the ones I met at the Inn.”

That did it. There was a flurry of thanks and as they walked away a voice behind me said, “Pretty smooth, hotshot. I saw what you did.”

It took me a second to recognize her. It was Lori Johns, the girl I threw into the fountain at Magic Mountain. She looked terrific. Her red hair was styled in ringlets and she was actually wearing a dress!

I said, “Lori, you look great, what’s the occasion?”

“I got tired of waiting for you to ask me out, so I’m seeing someone else.”

“Well, he’s a lucky guy, you look great.”

“Thank you. What about you. That girl you came in with, wasn’t that the Shark?”

“Well, it’s Megan Walker.”

“I didn’t know she liked guys.”

“Why would you say that?”

“Nobody has ever seen her with a guy. How long have you been dating?”

“We’re not dating; she’s a close friend.”

“What’s with her, I know she’s a great swimmer and that she’s very smart but everyone says she’s moody and has a bad attitude.”
“What do you mean?”

“They say that if you ask her a question or even say hello, most times she’ll just ignore you.”

“Have you ever talked to her?”

“No.”

“Then do me a favor and have a conversation with her. You’ll be surprised, she’s a great girl and I know you’ll like her. 
But when you talk to her, make sure you’re in front of her where she can see you.”
At first she frowned then her eyes got big and she said, “Oh! So that’s it, she has a hearing problem.”

“Yes.”

“Okay I’ll make sure that happens. But that means you have to do me a favor.”

“Like what?”
“You have to ask me out.”

“That’s tempting but I’m going with someone.”

“Who is it?”

“You don’t know her, it’s someone from work. Besides, I thought you said you were seeing someone.”
“I am sort of, but it’s not serious.”

“Where is he?”

“He’s supposed to meet me here for drinks but I guess he’s running late.”

“What’s up with that; you’re not twenty-one?”
“I have ID that says I am.”

Just then Megan came back. So I said, “Megan, do you know Lori Johns?”
She said, “Hi Lori! We had an English class together last year didn’t we?”

Lori stepped around me so she was facing Megan and in a voice a little louder than normal she said, “Hi Megan, yes we did. It was Mrs. Salter’s class. She was tough as heck; I think you were the only one in the whole class that got an ‘A’.”

Megan smiled, “I was lucky,” then she leaned close and said, “Are you in trouble or something?”

“I don’t think so, why?”

“Mister Conner is over by the door. He’s been staring at you and he looks upset.”

She turned toward the doorway and said, “Oh shit I gotta go,” and she quickly walked away.
I looked where she was headed just as someone ducked out of sight.

Megan was frowning so I asked, “What’s wrong?”

“This isn’t good. Mister Conner is the girl’s volley ball coach at school. He’s married but the rumor is that he’s been with a few of the girls. I think he’s after Lori.”

“Has he bothered you?”
“No, but when the word got out that Karen and Vince broke up he tried to get her to go out with him.”

“What happened?”

She chuckled, “She told him no but he kept pestering her until she said that if he didn’t stop she’d tell you about it.”

“And that got him to stop?”

“Uh huh. Remember that day in the quad when you knocked big Tim down?”

“Yeah?”

“He was watching when you did it. As soon as she told him that you and she were dating, he said he was only kidding and he didn’t bother her any more.” 

“What a scumbag. I think we should do something about this?”
“Why, is she someone special to you?”

“No, she’s just a friend but I don’t want him to take advantage of her. Grab your helmet, we have to find them.”
We went through the restaurant looking for them but they didn’t seem to be seated anywhere. We finally found Lori standing by the front door. 

We went over to her and I said, “He left, didn’t he”
“Yeah, he recognized both you and Megan.”

“Good, the guy is a jerk. Did you know that he’s married?” 

“Yeah, I knew.”
“But you went out with him anyway.”

“He can be very charming.”
“Has he tried anything with you?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Answer me, has he?”

She sighed, “No, this was our first date. But what if he did, I’m not a virgin. And why do you care?”
“I care because you’re my friend and I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

“Well, he didn’t have a chance. Seeing you guys scared him off.”

Megan growled, “You mean you knew he was married and you still agreed to go out with him?  And now you’re telling us that if things worked out you would have gone to bed with him.”
Lori glared at Megan, “So what?”

Megan glared back and asked, “Do you have a car here?”

Lori answered, “Yeah, why?”

Megan turned to me, “Pete, go on home. Lori will drop me off later.”
Lori barked, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”
Megan is half a head taller than Lori and probably twice as strong. She moved close to Lori, looked down at her and said, “We’re going to talk about this for a while and after we’re done you’re going to take me home.”

Lori stared at her for a long moment then she shrank back, sighed and said, “Okay,” 
Megan turned to me and said, “Tell Mom I might be late.”

The ride home was great and I was enjoying how the bike handled through the curves until about two miles from the beach when I fell in behind some cars. The lead car was going slow and it’s hard to pass on the curves so I stayed behind until we got to PCH. 
When I turned onto the highway there was almost no traffic so I turned up the wick and let the Magna stretch its legs. That bike can fly and I’m sure I was going well over a hundred when I passed the Highway Patrol car that was parked on the side of the road. 
I guess I got lucky. He was either not paying attention or was busy doing something else because he didn’t come after me. But I kept my eye on the rear view mirror all the way to Malibu and when I got to the kiosk I kept watching for him while the guard made copies of my license, the bike registration and my insurance card. 
When I got home I couldn’t find Nell. Then I noticed the hum of the hot tub so I went downstairs.

She was wearing earphones her eyes were closed. She was enjoying music and letting the bubbles do their magic. She didn’t notice me so I stepped into the bathroom shower for a quick rinse then I slid in across from her. She didn’t open her eyes when I got in. Her head was rocking back and forth as she listened to the music. 
The spa has two very powerful pump motors. There’s a main motor and a secondary motor. They control different sets of jets and have separate controls. I like using the main one only because with both of them on it looks and sounds like a hurricane. But she had both of them going full blast and there were so many bubbles and so much mist it looked like a boiling cauldron. 
As I sat there watching her I noticed that even though her body was mostly submerged, the water was bubbling so much that every once in a while one of her nipples would peek out. I was thinking about how sexy it looked when I felt her foot touch the inside of my leg and after a few seconds she moved it up and started rubbing me. 
It was starting to feel really good when she opened her eyes and asked, “Is Megan going to join us?”

“No, she’ll be a while. A girl from school is going to bring her home.”
She pulled off the earphones, hit the buttons that turned off the pumps and asked, “What’s going on? Did you do something on the bike to scare her?”

“No, we stopped at the Inn on our way home and we ran into a girl from school. She has some problems and Megan wanted to talk with her about them. The girl will bring her home.”

“Who’s the girl, what kind of problems does she have?”

“Her name is Lori and she’s been making some really bad decisions.”
Nell seemed to think for a second then she said, “Tell me about the girl.”
So I told her about Lori. I told her how she hung around with the rough crowd at school and how the rumor was that she had an affair with a teacher at the last school she attended. Then I told her how she was at the Inn tonight to meet a teacher from our school who had a rep for going after students and how he saw her with us and left. 
When I told her how forceful Megan was when she insisted that she and Lori needed to talk and how she told me that Lori would take her home,  Nell smiled and said, “Good!”

I asked, “What’s good about it?”
“I’ve seen this coming for a while. Megan needs something like this.”

“Something like what?”

“She needs a project and that one should be perfect. She saw something in that girl that makes her want to help her. Megan has been under the thumbs of non-caring parents for a long time and now that she sees what life can be like when people actually care about her she wants to give someone else the kind of help and support she never got at home. That girl is lucky. Megan is very smart and she’ll do a good job.”

“But Lori is a tough girl.”

“I know she doesn’t look like it but so is Megan. She’ll understand what makes that girl tick and I bet she can help her.”

“I hope so; Lori can have a real attitude.” 

“How do you think she got that way? I bet it’s because she didn’t get the kind of attention she needed growing up. Mark my words, Megan will straighten her out. But enough about that; why don’t you come over here and straighten me out.”  

She held her arms out to me so I went over and we started kissing.
Fooling around in a hot tub can be fun but trying to make love in one isn’t. Everything is slippery and banging your knees and elbows against hard plastic hurts. There was a nice soft bed nearby and it didn’t take us long to decide to go upstairs. So after a quick shower to rinse off the chemicals we headed for that soft bed. 
My intentions while we were drying off was to have a nice slow evening of sex and once we were in bed I started to kiss my way along her body but she abruptly pulled me on top of her and  the next thing I knew we were screwing like rabbits. 
Nell has always been vocal when we made love but this time she outdid herself and when she came she screamed so loud it nearly deafened me. But it also caused me to come so hard I saw stars. When I finally fell back and was able to catch my breath I asked, “What was that about?”

She took a couple breaths herself then she grinned, “I don’t know, I just felt like it. I like the soft, slow stuff too but sometimes when I’m away from you I fantasize about making love with you like that. This was one of those times and because I knew that Megan wasn’t here I guess I got a little carried away. Are you complaining?”

“No, I love to hear you get so excited when we make love but I have to remember to pick up some earmuffs. Can you get me a discount on a noise-cancelling headset at Burgers?”
When she stopped laughing, I leaned over for a kiss. 
It turned out she was still in the mood and things progressed to the point where we were about to get serious again when we heard the front door slam. A few seconds later there was a knock on the bedroom door. Megan asked, “Pete, are you awake?”

I answered, “Yes.”

“Did you get a date for Friday?”

“Not yet, why?”

“Don’t bother, I got you one. I’ll tell you about it in the morning.”
