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[WIP] They had what no force on Earth could divide. Be it up or down, lost or pain, they counted
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1. Just an Average Day
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2. Countdown

Chapter Two: Countdown

Jake Long groaned as the blaring alarm that sat on his night stand stole him from his rare,
peaceful dreams. With his head still under his pillow his hand with out blindly searching for the
object making the offensive sound. When he found it he turned it off and rolled over in his bed.
He stretched his body as he sat up, but recoiled suddenly as a shot of pain struck his body.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and stood up before walking over to turn on the
light. He then made his way to his vanity dresser. He frowned as his reflection came into view
and put his hand over a part of his bare chest. "Damn, Trix," he spoke to himself as he
examined his forming bruise were Trixie had elbowed him. "Baby girl doesn&rsquo;t know her
own strength." He smiled, but it looked sad to him before he shrugged the matter off and
prepared for the day.

Downstairs, Jake made his way to the kitchen where he saw his sister, Haley, quietly reading a
book as she ate her breakfast. He leaned over her chair and read over her shoulder knowing it
was one of her pet peeves. "Whacha doing?" he asked in a sing-song voice.

"Something you wouldn&rsquo;t know anything about," she began, not skipping a beat as she
turned the page. "Studying."

"I study," he defended himself. "Just because I&rsquo;m not always on the honor roll, like some
people I know, doesn&rsquo;t mean I don&rsquo;t put in the work. Besides-"

"If you tell me your responsibilities as the American Dragon hinders your performance in school,
I don&rsquo;t want to hear about it," Haley laid down her book and looked up at her brother.
"Because if it were me, I wouldn&rsquo;t have a problem setting aside time to do both," she
explained.

Jake''s brow furrowed at her comment. "Well, not everyone can be as perfect as Haley Long.
Besides, my duties aren&rsquo;t something I can keep a date book for," he tried to explain.
"When I&rsquo;m called for help, I go. Anyplace at anytime and whatever I had planned for the
day goes on the back burner. You can''t see it now, but if for some reason, something should
happen to me and you have to take my place, you&rsquo;ll understand that." He reached for
her book and flipped through the pages. "There are some things far more important than what
you can do in a classroom."

"Don&rsquo;t ever talk like that," Haley told him.

Jake looked at her curiously as he lowered the book from his face. "Don''t talk like what?" he
asked.

"About you dying," she said softly as she averted her eyes.
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Jake sighed as he finally took a sit next to his sister. He then began slowly, "It&rsquo;s been
over a year, Haley. You have to learn to forgive yourself."

Haley quickly lifted her head towards him and looked him dead in the eye. "Have you forgiven
me?"

Jake blinked rapidly, he wasn''t expecting that. "That''s not the point," he responded.

"Yes, it is," she turned her head away as she spoke. "If only I had been stronger." Her eyes
became distant as her mind traveled a million miles away.

"No, you are strong, Haley," he tired to convince her. "It was me; I shouldn&rsquo;t have left
you alone like that. I just thought-"

"That I could handle it?" she interrupted him. "That I could do it on my own? Well, I
couldn&rsquo;t," she grabbed her book from Jake and stood up. "And mom died because of it."
She then grabbed her book bag off the back of the chair. "I&rsquo;m not as perfect as everyone
likes to believe. . . but only you and I know it." Haley then walked out of the kitchen and out the
front door.

Jake dropped his head as he sighed, for his sister&rsquo;s pain was also his own. He knew as
her big brother that he had to help her, but he didn''t know how, and he felt he was failing her
somehow. Especially when he couldn''t honestly say that he had forgiven her, but how could he
when he knew it wasn''t her fault? Because their mother''s death rested only on one set of
hands. . . his own.

But he didn''t have time to think about that, he convinced himself, knowing very well, it was a
subject he didn''t want to think about all together. So he grabbed his things along with an apple
out the fridge and headed out the door to meet his friends before school.
OoOoO

"Honestly," Trixie cried as she stepped out of her front door and saw Spud sitting at the bottom
of her stoop. "Just once, I would like to come out of my house in the morning, to not find you
sitting there," she told him as he stood up, ready to walk her to school.

Spud only smiled at her. "Don''t front, you know you would miss my face," he told her as he
took the two books she held out of her hands. "Who else, but Jake, would be able to put up with
your demanding demeanor?"

"True," she said, proud of the fact, as they began their walk down the Brooklyn streets towards
their high school, New Utrecht.

As they continued to walk Trixie noticed how quiet it seemed. She then realized why as she
looked to Spud. He was usually very cheery in the morning, going on about something she
wasn''t trying to listen to. "Spud?" she called.

"Yeah?" he looked to her with a light in his eyes and a smile on his lips.

"Is something wrong?" she asked worriedly.
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His smiled quickly dropped. "No, nothing," he quickly told her as he shook his head. He then
shifted the books and his arms so that he could look at his watch. "We better hurry up are we''re
going to be late," he told her hoping she wouldn''t ask him anymore questions. He couldn''t
stand lying to her. "Trixie?" he spoke a few moments later. "I''m sure you already know this, but
my birthday is this week. Saturday."

"Is it?" Trixie asked, trying to hold in her smile. "Eighteen right?"

"Yeah, eighteen," he answered as he turned his head away and sighed before looking at Trixie
again. "And I was hoping I could ask something of you," he shrugged. "You know, something
like a birthday gift."

Trixie cocked an eyebrow in his direction. "Depends. What do you want?"

His eyes filled with fear as he answered her. "You," he whispered. Trixie froze for a moment
thinking she had misheard him. "I just want to spend the day with you," he continued. "Just you."

"Spud. . ." she shook her head. There was no way she could do it. . . even if she wanted to. She
had too many things to prepare for the day of his surprise party. She and Jake and already
agreed that it would be he that entertained Spud throughout the day until it was time for it,
otherwise, knowing Jake, nothing would get done.

"Please, don''t say no," he asked of her, already sensing her answer. "All I''m asking is for one
lousy day," if Trixie didn''t know any better, she would have thought he sounded desperate and
that wasn''t like him.

So she looked at him strangely before putting her hand on his forehead to feel his temperature.
"You know, since Jake mentioned it, you have been acting kind of strange lately," she
concluded.

"Woman!" he called loudly, roughly smacking down her hand. "There''s nothing wrong with me!"
he said suddenly angry.

"Ow!" she yelled out, causing a few of the people around them to look at the pair for a moment.
"Boy, you are tripping!" she yelled back as she pushed him.

"That''s not what I meant to do," he said quickly, reaching out to take her hand, but she pulled
away before he could. "It''s just-" he cut himself off as he saw her take a step back. "Trixie," he
began again, but softly. "I''ve never hid what I feel for you," he told her honestly, his voice
getting quieter by the word. "So just give me one day. . . to help me through the rest."

"The rest of what, Spud?" Trixie said curiously.

Spud didn''t answer her as he looked at his watch. "We should really get going if we''re going to
meet up with Jake before classes," was all he said as he continued towards the school, leaving
Trixie behind for a moment before she picked up her step.

Ten minutes later the two found themselves in front of the school as Jake approached them.
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Suddenly Spud spoke before Jake came close. "I got to run. I''ll see you guys at lunch, okay?"
he didn''t wait for a response from Trixie as he handed her back her books before running into
the school.

"Hi," Jake spoke with a fake cheerfulness. "Where''s he off too?" he asked as he just witness
Spud''s mad dash.

"Don''t know," she said heading into the school. "And don''t care."

Jake looked at her curiously before smiling foolishly. "Aw, did the lovebirds have a fight?" he
asked playfully.

"Not in the mood for it, Jake," she told him as she arrived at her locker and began at the
combination.

Jake only shrugged at he went to work on his own lock which was a few down from Trixie''s. He
was still organizing his books for the day when he heard her locker door close and though his
door blocked her from his view, he knew she was leaning on the locker next to his. "Remember
when you were saying that Spud had been kind of off lately?" she asked him.

"Well, yeah. It was only yesterday," he laughed lightly, finally closing his locker before swinging
his book bag back onto his shoulder. "Why?"

"I think you were right," she told him as Jake noticed the way she was rubbing her wrist. "I''m
worried about him," she confessed.

Jake then joined her as he leaned on a locker. "What made you change your mind?"

Trixie shrugged. "Just something he did," she explained and noticing the way Jake was
glancing down at her hands she pulled them apart. "Something I know he would never do, if he
were in his right mind," she paused as she looked suspiciously around hall, before leaning
closely into Jake. "I want you to keep an eye on him," she whispered. "If you know what I
mean?"

Jake frowned. "You want me to spy on him?" he whispered back and she nodded. "Weren''t you
the one telling me that I had to be more careful with my powers? And now you want me to do
something as low as spy on one of my best friends. Nah-uh, the Jake man don''t play like that,"
he said shaking his head.

"Jakey," she reached out and took a hold of his sleeve.

"No," he told her again. "Because what if the roles were reverse and it was him asking me to
spy on you. How would you feel?"

Trixie looked away. "Betrayed, I guess," she answered after a moment.

"Exactly."

"Yeah, I guess you''re right," she agreed, letting go of his sleeve, her wrist once again taking
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comfort in her hand. "Anyway, he said he would meet us at lunch," she informed him as she
pushed herself off the locker and started towards class just as the warning bell was ringing.

"Cool," Jake replied as he too made his way down the hall.
OoOoO

The cafeteria was located on the fifth floor of the school as Trixie and Jake finished climbing the
stairs and entered one of the lines. Each grabbed a tray and collected their meal before finding
an empty table closes to the entrance. "I''ll be glad when they let us leave the school for lunch,"
Jake complained as he stabbed what looked like meatloaf with his fork.

"Please, boy, don''t delude yourself," Trixie told him, pulling out her PDA to change some things
around. "Jake, can I count on you for something?" she asked not looking up from her task.

"Ugh," Jake groaned as he found a piece of hair in his food. "Trix, look." He shoved it into her
face.

"That''s your hair you dimwit," she told him pushing his hand away.

"How do you know?"

"You''re kidding, right? I''d know those awful highlights anyway."

"Well, I''m still not eating it," he told her, pushing his tray away.

"Fine, whatever," she said annoyed as her attention went back to her PDA. "Now are you going
to do this for me or what?"

"Do what? You haven''t told me anything yet."

"Saturday. . . I need us to switch roles."

"Say what?" Jake dropped his head. "You know me and planning parties don''t mix, Trixie."

"I know. Believe me, if it wasn''t for something I thought was important I wouldn''t ask."

Jake then smiled at her. "Something important, huh?" he asked as he threw one of his legs over
the bench like seat, putting his elbow on the table before tilting his head into his hand. "So are
you telling me, you''re finally giving it up to my boy on his birthday?"

Trixie looked at him with deadpan eyes. "I''m going to pretend you didn''t say that," she told
him. "Honestly, is that all you think about?"

"Let''s see," he pretended to think it over. "I''m seventeen, male, and as horny as hell, right now.
What do you think?"

Trixie lowered her head before shaking it from side to side. "Jake, your my boy and all," she
patted his leg, "but that''s too much information."

6 of 72



"So the dirty thoughts I''m having with your hand on my leg, I should keep those to myself,
huh?" Jake laughed as Trixie made a face and removed her hand.

"Pervert," she called him, but couldn''t stop the giggle that escaped her lips.

"You''re one to talk," he replied as he moved in a little closer. "Listen, I need you to call-"

"Sorry, I''m late," Jake was interrupted as Spud made his way to the table and sat down across
them.

"Hey, man," Jake turned himself to face him. "Was starting to think you weren''t going to show
up."

"Yeah, I uh had a thing I had to do," Spud explained before turning to looking at his other friend.
"Trixie, I just realized that I never really apologized for this morning," Jake looked at him
curiously with the statement, but said nothing. Spud then held out his hands, his palms facing
her as he flip them to show they were empty. He then ran them passed each other and when
they parted a red, thornless rose appeared in his right hand. His skills as a magician had grown
greatly since he won the talent show back in middle school. "I''m truly sorry," he whispered
gently as he held out the flower for her to take. "To harm you, in anyway, is never my purpose."

Trixie smiled sweetly as she reached out for her present as she thanked him. "Spud, about
Saturday," she began a moment later. "Okay."

Spud froze in his movement, his food slowly slipping off his fork until it landed with a small
splash. "Okay?" he asked looking a bit dumbfounded.

"Yes," she confirmed.

Spud looked at her seriously. "You know what this means, right?" he asked her.

Trixie''s face went pale as she looked around the cafeteria. "Don''t you dare," she threatened.
"No!" she said in loud whisper.

"Oh, yes," the smile on the other''s face grew from ear to ear.

"No," she shook her head from side to side.

"Sorry, but I got to do it," he rose from his seat. "It''s in my blood-"

"Jake, help me," she turned to Jake and pleaded.

Jake rose his arms up in a defeat like gesture. "You''re on your own, Sista."

"-I got to sing!" Spud finished his statement as he stood up on the lunch bench and cleared his
throat.

Trixie groaned as she lowered her head and waited for Spud to humiliate her in public. . . again.
But instead of the lyrics of a song, she heard someone call out, "Security! It''s the Spudinski
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boy, again." It came from one of the lunch ladies.

Two large men came over. One picked Spud up as if he was nothing more than a toothpick and
escorted him out the cafeteria door. "But my song!" he complained as the doors closed behind
him.

"Oh, thank Merlin," Trixie cried softly, collapsing on the table in relief.

Jake cocked an eyebrow in her direction. "You''ve been reading Harry Potter fan fictions again,
having you?" he asked her.

"What? They''re good," she defended. "There''s this one I''m reading now-"

"I don''t care," Jake interrupted her. "I just don''t understand spending all that time on a story
you can''t make money off of."

Trixie sighed. "Some people just don''t get it."

Jake shook his head and was about to speak when something caught his eye. "Is that Spud''s
yo-yo?"

"Where?" she asked. "You know what happened last time he lost that crazy thing."

He shuddered. "I certainly don''t want to relive that," he rose from the table, taking his tray with
him and dumping it off before going to pick up his friend''s toy. Trixie was close behind him as
he held it in his hands. "You know, I don''t think I''ve held this thing before," Jake commented.

"Either have I," Trixie said as she reached out for it, but her hand snapped back as the yo-yo
did something strange and opened up as if were a compact mirror. "What the hell?" she looked
to Jake curiously, but his eyes were still on the toy.

There were strange letters inside, but it had an hour and minute hand like a clock, so Jake
figured they were numbers in another language. And if that wasn''t strange enough they were
going counter clockwise. Jake finally looked back at Trixie as he realized what it was. . . . a
countdown.

To Be Continued. . .
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3. Left in the Dark

Chapter Three: Left in the Dark

"Yo, Jake!" Jake heard his name being called as students piled out of the school at the end of
the day. Jake turned around to see one of his classmates, Alex. "Wait up."

Jake waited for Alex to catch up with him. "Wassup, man?" They greeted each other.

"Spud''s party still on Saturday?" Alex asked.

"For sure. Try to be there by six-thirty," Jake confirmed.

"No problem. Look, I wanted to let you know that since the Jenkin brothers transferred that
there''s an opening on the team." Jake started shaking his head before Alex could finish.

"I told you before, Alex, I don''t have time to give for the basketball team," Jake tried to explain.

"Why not? You know you got mad skills when it comes to the court," Alex told him.

Jake gave him a cocky smile. "I know my skills are like mad legendary, but I work after school
at my grandpa''s shop and-" Jake stopped when he realized Alex was no longer listening to
him. He wasn''t even looking at him. So he turned his head to see what Alex was looking at and
blinked a few times when he saw Trixie approaching them.

"So when you going to give me the hook-up, man?" Alex asked with a smile.

Jake cocked an eyebrow with the question as he looked back at his classmate. "Hook-up with
what?"

"With Trixie, of course," he answered, his eyes not leaving Trixie since she came into his view.

"Oh, okay, just let me get-" he was interrupted.

"Girl know she be looking good too," Alex continued. "You know what I''m saying? Wearing
those tight-ass jeans." He slapped Jake''s arm playfully. "I mean, I know you''ve checked out
the booty on that little number. . . I''ve seen you. And those lips," he shivered as he moaned,
"they just made me want to-"

"She''s taken," Jake told him seriously, becoming protective as he heard the other''s words.

Alex finally looked back at Jake, curious at his change of tone. "By who?" he asked innocently.

Jake didn''t answer him at first, he just merely stared him down as if sizing him up. "Hey, baby,"
Trixie greeted Jake with a term of endearment as she did from time to time as she stood beside
him. She was then taken a little by surprise as Jake put his arm around her shoulder. It wasn''t
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a foreign gesture, she just couldn''t remember him ever doing so at school before. Something
about always having to look available to any possible female''s whose eye he may have caught.
She rolled her eyes at the thought.

"Question answered?" Jake asked Alex.

"Yeah." Alex nodded, looking a little embarrassed with the discovery. "Meant no disrespect," he
told him as he held out his hand. "We cool?"

Jake looked down at his hand for a moment before removing his arm from around Trixie and
smiling at Alex as he took his hand and pulled him into a half hug. "Like the other side of the
pillow, man," he told him. "No harm done."

"Great," he said as they pulled away from each other. Alex then started walking backwards. "I
got to get to practice, but I''ll catch you later." He then looked to Trixie and winked before
turning around and disappearing among the other students.

"Asshole," Jake whispered to himself.

Trixie shook her head disapprovingly. "What was that about?" she asked.

"What was what about?"

"Uh-uh, don''t play stupid with me, boy. I know you don''t like that Alex dude. So why do you
even pretend to be nice to him?" she wanted to know.

"I have no clue," Jake told her truthfully. He then reached into his pocket and dug out Spud''s
yo-yo. "Where is that boy?" he wondered out loud, opening up the device again as he tried to
figure out what it thing was counting down to.

"It doesn''t look like anything made by a human, does it?" Trixie told him. "Maybe- maybe we
should have your gramps look at it," she suggested.

Jake''s attention went from the yo-you to her. "What? No," he shook his head. "It''s not our
business about what it is. We''re going to return it to Spud and we''re going to forget about it."

"What if it''s something dangerous? What if Spud doesn''t know it''s dangerous? You know
him," she tried to convince Jake. "You think it''s a countdown, right?" Jake nodded. "Well, what
happens when it reaches zero or whatever it''s suppose to reach? We don''t know what it will
do." She grabbed it from Jake and inspected it herself. "Aren''t you just a little bit curious or
even worried?" she pleadingly looked at him.

"Well," he tilted his head to one side, "maybe just a little. I mean, sure we''ve always seen him
with this thing, but whose to say it wasn''t switched out by someone who is out to get Spud?"

"Or you?" Trixie suggested and immediately regretted it when she saw the look on Jake''s face.

Jake then took the yo-yo back. It was the second time that day he had been reminded of his
mother. He shallowed hard as he stared down at the toy in his hand. "Understand this," he
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began softly. "No one else I love will be hurt on my account." He looked into Trixie''s eyes. "No
one." He then stuffed the yo-yo back into his pocket and lowered his eyes again.

They were both quiet for a moment, neither knowing what to say next as the area around them
cleared. Finally Trixie reached out for him, taking his shoulder. "Jakey," she whispered slowly.

Jake pulled away from her, placing a huge smile on his face. "I''m good, Trix," he told her,
pulling up his baggy jeans. "Let''s head on over to my gramps''." He then turned around and
started heading towards his grandfather''s store.

Trixie sighed as she followed him. He got like that every now and then. Trixie used to try to get
him to talk to her, about his mother and about what had happened the night she was taken as
bait. She didn''t know much, except that it had something to do with the Dark Dragon and that
Jake had taken Haley along with him to go get their mother. Both Jake and Haley refused to
talk about that night and Trixie was starting to believe that whatever happened, they would take
with them to the grave and so Trixie learned to stop asking.
OoOoO

"I''m sorry, Jake," began Lao Shi, Jake''s grandfather. "But there is nothing in any of my books
that contain this type of writing." Lao Shi flipped through his last reference book. "But if you just
allow me to take it to someone-"

"No," Jake argued. "I want to keep this matter in-house."

"So we''re back at square one then?" Trixie asked as she slumped in stool. They had been
researching the the strange language for a couple of hours, but found nothing that could help
them.

"Yeah, it seems so," he replied, before looking at his watch. He then picked up the yo-yo from
the counter. "We''re going to have to return it for now."

"You''re right," Trixie said jumping off her stool. "It''s only a matter a time before he realizes that
thing is gone and we have a repeat of last year." She grabbed her things before the two headed
towards the front of the store. "Where''s that creepy dog of yours?" she asked, only now
realizing how quiet the place had been without him.

"He''s off, gathering some stuff for gramps. He won''t be back for a while. Week or so," Jake
explained as they reached the door only to find that while they had been there that it had lightly
started raining.

Trixie waited by the door while Jake went to go find a couple of umbrellas, but was only able to
find one. They huddled closed together as they walked to the nearby bus stop. "You know, we
wouldn''t have to ride the bus all the time, if you just got your license so we could ride in that car
your dad got you," Jake announced as they reached the covering of the bus stop.

"Don''t start on that again. That test was hard, I don''t care what you say," she told him as she
held the umbrella and shook off the excess water in Jake''s direction.

"Hey!" Jake protested with a smile. He then said, "Yeah, I''m sure it was hard. . . all four times
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you took it."

Trixie glared at him. "You''re just pining for an ass whuppin'', aren''t you?" she asked as the bus
pulled up and they pulled out their metro cards.

Before long they were on Spud''s block. It was still raining out so they once again shared the
umbrella. "What?" Trixie asked after a few minutes.

"What? What?" Jake blinked a few times, utterly confused as they had been traveling in silence.

Trixie laughed softly. "You kind of look like Spud when you do that," she commented.

Jake didn''t know how to respond that, not really knowing if it was meant as a compliment or an
insult, but he had no time to debate the matter as he heard some one screaming at the top of
his lungs. "Where the hell is it?" It was Spud.

"Shit," Trixie whispered, taking Jake''s hand before breaking out into a run. "Come on!" she
yelled as Jake seemed to be dragging his feet.

"Arthur, calm down!" yelled his older sister, who was his guardian, as Jake and Trixie made it
up the porch stairs.

"No, it has to be found!" Spud yelled back. "She''ll be furious with me if I''ve lost it now!" The two
on the porch then heard something crash in the bedroom upstairs where the voices were
coming from.

"Spud!" Jake yelled to be heard as he pounded on the front door. Then suddenly all fell silent.

It was a minute or so before Spud''s sister, Johanna, greeted them. "Hey guys," there was a
huge smile on her face, "come on in." She ushered them in out the rain. "Art- Spud will be down
in a minute."

Trixie and Jake waited in the living room as Johanna headed back upstairs as Spud was
coming down. She stopped him as he did so. Jake stared at them as they whispered something
among each other. Jake was conflicted and sighed heavily as he murmured. "Ear of the
Dragon."

". . . need to know. They''re my friends," Spud spoke.

"I don''t care who they are," Johanna told Spud angrily. "Just get rid of them. We have a lot to
prepare for and not a lot of time left. We can''t afford anymore mistakes, Arthur." She then
continued upstairs.

"What did you hear?" Trixie asked Jake, but he had no time to reply as his dragon ears
disappeared and Spud entered the room.

"Uh- hey guys." Spud looked anxious, nervous even, as he fidget with his fingers. "Did you want
to hang out or something? I heard that pizza joint has opened up down on sixty-eighth," he told
them.
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"Yeah, we could do that," Jake replied as he stood up. "But we actually came to return
something." He dug in his pocket. "You dropped this earlier when you were being dragged out
of the cafeteria." Jake pulled out the yo-yo.

Spud''s eyes grew three times their size at the sight of his toy. He started laughing as he
literally jumped over the couch that separated him and Jake and knocked the boy back into the
chair he was sitting in as he landed on top of him. "I love you so much!" he told his friend
excitedly as he took Jake''s face in his hands and kissed him on the lips. "I love you, I love you,
I love you, I love you!" He took the boy in his arms and practically squeezed the life out of him.

Jake reached out for Trixie. "Help," he mouthed wordlessly.

"Uh-uh," she shook her head, "this is way too much fun to watch." She laughed at the sight
before her.

Finally, Spud got up off of Jake. Jake took a big breath as he sat up properly in his chair. Spud
straightened up and put his toy safely back into his pocket, patting it to make sure it was
secure. Spud then placed a huge smile on his face, once again looking carefree. "So how about
that pizza?" he asked as he clapped his hands and rubbed them together.

"What''s with you?" Spud turned around as he heard his sister''s voice, who was curious about
his expression.

"Jake and Trixie found it," he explained as he pulled the yo-yo back out and tossed it to her. "It
was at the school."

Johanna sighed in relief as she looked at it in her hands. She then looked back up. "Thank you,
guys. Spud will see you tomorrow."

Spud frowned at her words. "But we were going to go get pizza. Come on, Jo, don''t do this to
me now," he begged her. "I have so little left, just let me spend it with them," he whispered for
only her to hear.

Johanna only looked to Jake and Trixie and repeated her words. The two got up and Johanna
walked them to the door. As she closed it, Spud stood a little ways behind her and waved his
hand sadly.

"What is home girl trippin'' over?" Trixie ask, glad it had stopped raining, but concerned about
Johanna''s behavior. She wasn''t usually so rude to them.

"Beats me." Jake shrugged as they made their way back to the bus stop, remembering the part
of the conversation he had heard between Spud and Johanna. "But whatever is going on, one
thing is certain, she wants us. . . left in the dark."

To Be Continued. . .
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4. Gone

Chapter Four: Gone

It was Friday evening, the day before Spud''s birthday, as he and Jake sat down at the new
pizza place across town. It was busy as excited voices could be heard all around them. Spud
seemed not to notice as he slowly played with the spoon in his Root Beer float, twirling it around
and around as he and Jake waited for their food. Spud had called the other up about an hour
ago, telling him he needed to talk. Jake could hear the uneasiness in his voice and so readily
agreed to meet with him. They had meet up outside the restaurant, but neither had spoken a
word to each other as they walked inside, ordered their food, and took their drinks to a booth.
"Jake?" Spud sighed as be began. "Can I ask you something?"

Jake looked up from his own drink, thankful that Spud had finally broken the uncomfortable
silence that had grown between them. "Yeah," he responded.

"Me and you, we''ve been friends for a long time, right?" he asked, not looking up from the
game he played with his spoon.

"The best, man," Jake assured him, eying the other with concern. Ever since that day his sister
had told him he couldn''t go out with him and Trixie his demeanor wasn''t as cherry as it used to
be. The light that used to dance in his eyes, no matter what the occasion, seemed to have
grown dull and maybe even had died. He looked older than he was, tired, as if he carried the
weight of the world on his shoulders - a look Jake knew all too well when his own
responsibilities became too much. "Have you been okay, Spud?" he asked.

Spud shook his head as he closed his eyes. "No," he told him truthfully. "I''ve had a lot of my
mind lately."

"Like what?"

"I''m not allowed to speak about it." He finally put down his spoon and looked up at Jake''s
confused expression. "What I called you here for is-" he hesitated. "You''ve been a good friend
to me," his face softened for a moment and Jake saw the hint of a smile on him for the first time
in days. "And I want to thank you." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box. "Here
this is for you." He held out the gift for Jake.

Jake took it from Spud as he encouraged him to up it. Jake pulled out a necklace. The
pendulum rest on a simple silver chain, but it was the pendulum itself that pulled Jake''s
attention. It was slightly cubed shaped and one inch by one inch. It was sleek black and jewel
like with a strange writing in red that Jake recognized as the same kind from Spud''s yo-yo.
"Thanks. It''s nice," he told. He then asked, "What does this writing mean?"

"It means nothing," Spud dismissed the question quickly, straightening up as their food arrived.
"You should put it on," he told him, moving their drinks out the way as their waiter placed the
pizza on the table. When the waiter left each placed a slice of pizza on the plate. Spud picked

14 of 72



at his pepperoni nervously as Jake dug in. "I also have a favor to ask," he said a moment later.
Jake looked over at him, as he had his head tilted back and his slice of pizza over his mouth.
Jake chewed slowly and allowed Spud to continue. "I know this is going to sound weird, but I
need to know if you''ll watch over Trixie for me."

"What do you mean?" Jake asked, now not sure exactly where this conversation was heading -
assuming he knew in the first place. "You sound as if you''re dying or something."

Spud only looked away at first. "No, nothing that grave," he replied.

"Then what''s wrong, Spud?" Jake asked worriedly, the pit of his stomach tightening on him.
"You know if I can help, I will. Hands down and without a doubt. So just tell me what you need
me to do."

Spud looked to him angrily. "I already have!" he told him loudly before calming himself. "Look,
I''ve already broken a promise to my sister, and said more than I should have. So please," he
begged, "don''t ask me questions that I can''t even begin to answer. In time, I''ll be able to tell
you everything, but right now it''s impossible for me without jeopardizing-" he stopped, his hand
balling into a fist in frustration. Jake wasn''t understanding, but how could he, when Spud knew
he wasn''t making any sense?

Jake just stared at his best friend. Spud was only dead serious when it came to several things,
Trixie being on the top of his list. He had never really said it out right, but Jake knew he loved
her, and at this moment, Jake would do anything to ease his worries, even if he didn''t know
what they were. "Alright," Jake finally spoke softly. He then rested his elbow on the table as he
pointed at Spud. "But whenever you need me-"

"I know who to call," Spud ensured him. A smiled came to his face as he held his fist out.
"Friends for life - friends for real?"

Jake took his own fist and tapped it against Spud''s. "For sure."

OoOoO

It was a little before three in the afternoon on Saturday as Trixie sat in her home while on the
phone with Jake. "Alright, alright, alright! Stop nagging me, Trix," he told her as she was calling
him for the umpteenth time that day. "If you were going to call me every five minutes, you could
have done this yourself," he complained.

"I practically did do this all myself, Jake," she corrected him.

"Uh-huh, whatever." He rolled his eyes, not knowing why since she couldn''t see him. "All I
know is that my birthday party better be just as bumpin''. . . You are planning me a party, right?"
he asked as an afterthought.

"Maybe," she drawled out, teasing him playfully. "It depends. Have you been a good little
dragon lately?" Jake recognized the beginnings of the game. It was an innocent little roll playing
game they did from time to time when they were on the phone together. It had started off as a
joke at first, with Jake making a suggestive type comment. He had expected Trixie to throw out
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some kind of insult for his increasingly dirty mind, but instead, to Jake''s wonderment, she had
made a suggestion of her own and so they played on.

The next day had been a bit awkward though. Jake had found himself not able to look onto his
friend''s face as had dreamed about her the night before and what they had spoken about over
the phone. But soon that feeling had passed and so they each had dipped back into a world of
fantasy. And so Jake slightly chuckled before he deepened his voice, just the way she liked it,
and said, "Actually, I''ve been quite mischievous, but we don''t have time for this today.
Besides, I''m not exactly alone right now," he explained. "But if I were," he began slowly. "What
did you plan on doing about it?"

"Hmm, I think a punishment may be in order," her voice becoming sultry as she spoke.

"Oh?" Trixie could almost see the smile she knew was on Jake''s face. "And what would you do
to me?" he asked. "And don''t leave out any details."

"I don''t plan on to, because first I would take a-"

"No, no, no," Jake interrupted her. "Give me the Southern Belle," he asked of her, but she gave
him no response. "Trixie?" he called after a beat. "Trix?"

"I''m sorry, I just heard the doorbell. I think it''s Spud. He''s early," she informed Jake seriously.
"I gotta go. Now don''t forget, we''ll be at the center-"

"At seven," Jake finished her sentence. "I know," he said almost bitterly.

"Good," she said finally getting up from the couch and grabbing her credit card and a photo ID,
putting them in her back pocket. Trixie didn''t do purses. "We''ll see you in a few hours, okay?"

"Yeah," he replied and then hung up without another word.

Trixie than hung up her own phone and greeted Spud at her front door. "So, care for a picnic?"
he asked with a smile that she couldn''t help but returned as he showed her the basket he had
packed for the two of them.

It was bright and sunny spring afternoon as the two settled in the park under the shade of a
tree. Just off to the side there was a tournament for some little league baseball game starting
up and so as the two ate, they watched the game and spoke to each other. Trixie threw back
her head and laughed at Spud after she roughly patted him on the back. He had tried tossing
up a grape and catching it in mouth, only to slightly choke on it. Afterwards, he laughed along
with her, happier than he had seemed in days. It gave Trixie a warm feeling as she realized he
was happy because of her. And so an idea popped into her head, she tried to dismiss it, but
found that she couldn''t.

The game was at the top of the third inning when, without warning, Trixie leaned over, ever so
slightly and gave Spud a gentle kiss on the cheek. Spud quickly turned to her, blinking rapidly at
the affection she had shown him. Signs that she liked him were just a little too far and in
between for Spud''s taste, but it had always been enough to get him to the next time.
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Trixie''s face became blank as she watched Spud lower his head and take a deep breath.
"Spud?" she said gently, resting her hand of top of his. Instead of answering her, Spud rose his
head back up and looked at her in a way she had never seen him do before. He then closed the
space between them and took her lips with his own. Trixie was surprised by his boldness, but
did nothing than close her eyes as she savored the first real kiss they had ever shared. Trixie
spent the rest of the afternoon being held by Spud as he leaned against the tree they were
under as they watched the rest of the baseball game.

As the sun was starting to set, Trixie looked down at her watch and realized she had a little less
than an hour to get Spud to his party. She tried getting up, only to be held tighter against
Spud''s chest. "Where do think you''re going?" he asked as she turned her head to look at him.

"It''s getting dark," she told him. "And I want to take you somewhere."

"Oh," he replied, finally letting her go. "You talking about my ''surprise'' party at the center?" A
goofy smile ran across his lips.

Trixie''s mouth fell opened. "How do you know?"

Spud shrugged. "Me and Jake hung out yesterday. He let it slip," he told her.

She growled angrily, "I''ll kill him." She had been looking forward to seeing the look on Spud''s
face.

"I told him to call everyone who RSVPed and tell them the party was canceled," he informed her.

Trixie looked at him in disbelief. "You?" she could barely get out the words. "What?" She
pushed herself away from him. "Why did you tell him to do that?"

"I told you already," he said straightening up from the tree. "I wanted to spend my birthday with
you. . . just you," he explained.

Trixie placed her hand on her chest. "I put a lot effort and time into planning that party, Spud.
Plus, I was doing it with Jake, so you know it wasn''t an easy task," she pointed out.

"I never indicated to you that I wanted a party. Why? Because I didn''t want one. So just get
over it!" he told her.

Trixie''s head snapped back slightly as she heard his tone. "Fine," she replied. "Enjoy the rest of
your birthday." She then stood up and started walking away.

"Trixie," Spud called as he stood up and went after her. "Trixie, where are you going?" he asked
as he caught up with her.

"Home," she replied, keeping her eyes straight ahead.

Spud took her hand. "No. Stop, please," he begged of her. They then came to a stop. Trixie
snatched her hand away from his before she crossed her arms over her chest. "I''m sorry,
okay?" he began. "I had no right to do that. Jake even tried to talk me out of it, but I didn''t
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listen." Spud stepped closer and held her upper arms. "I didn''t know it was going to upset you
like this. Again, I''m sorry. Just don''t be mad at me, not today. . . please." Trixie''s eyes weren''t
on him, but on the ground. Spud then lifted her chin. "Forgive me?" he asked.

Trixie looked up at him, seeing the sincerity in his eyes. "Of course," she breathed. "Don''t I
forgive all the silly things you do?"

Spud smiled sadly. "I hope that never changes," he told her, before cupping her face in his
hand and once again claiming her lips. The kiss began to grow more passionated as Spud
removed his hand from her face so that he could wrap his arms around her waist. When the
kiss was broken, with both breathing just a little heavier than before, Spud spoke, "Why don''t
we go somewhere a little less out in the open?" Trixie nodded before he retook her hand and
they walked back over the area where they had had their picnic.

OoOoO

"I don''t know about this," Trixie voiced her concerns, holding herself, as she walked into a suite
of a hotel. She eyed the place warily. "I think I''ve changed my mind," she said as she turned
and saw Spud close the door behind them. Then, as she watched him lock it, she felt a strange
feeling in her chest. "Yeah, I don''t want to be here," she concluded as she walked back over to
the door ready to unlock it and leave, but Spud caught her before she could.

"Whoa! Relax, Trixie," he told her softly as he felt her tremble in his hold. "I''m not expecting
anything of you."

She looked up at him and made a face as she almost said in anger, "You brought me to a hotel,
Spud. A nice one? Yes. But a hotel nonetheless. So don''t say you don''t expect anything of
me."

"Fine," he agreed. "But we don''t have to leave just yet. I mean, the room is already paid for," he
told her before stepping around her. "So let''s watch a movie or something," he suggested.

Trixie studied him for a moment and then the room. They hadn''t check in, but gone directly to
the room. The room was clean, but Trixie could somehow tell there was something off about it.
"Did you spend the night here last night, Spud?" she asked. Spud completely froze at the
question as he was reaching out for the remote. "Have you not been going home?"

He looked to her. "Yes, I did and no I haven''t," he answered her questions in order.

"Why?" she asked. "Your sister must be having a cow."

"She knows I''m here." He looked around. "She''s paying for the room."

"I- I don''t understand," she told him as Spud sat down on the bed. "Did you get kicked out?
What the hell did you do?"

"I didn''t do anything. She didn''t kick me out," he told her as she sat down next to him.

"Then what''s going on?" She wanted to know, but Spud only shook his head from side to side.
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"Spud?"

"Do you trust me, Trixie?" he asked finally looking at her.

"You''re one of my best friends, of course I do," she told him.

He seemed pleased with her answer before he stood up and walked over the nightstand, next
to the bed. He opened up the drawer and pulled out a small box. "Come here," he told her, and
so Trixie shuffled across the bed on her knees to reach him. She looked asking of him as she
saw the box. Spud opened it and pulled out a necklace that looked exactly like the one he had
give to Jake the day before. "I want you to have this," he told her as he started to put it around
her neck. "Don''t ever take it off," he added.

"Spud," she picked up the pendulum around her neck and looked at it. "It''s beautiful, but you
shouldn''t be giving me gifts. It''s your birthday."

"I know, but I think you deserve it more now," he shrugged. "Since I ruined your gift to me."

Trixie nodded. "You''re right," she responded, which made him laugh a little. She than rested
her hand on his chest. "Thank you," she replied softly.
"You''re welcome," he replied as she leaned up and kissed him. "I love you, Trixie," he told her
for the first time. She looked kind of surprised by his words, but instead of waiting for her to
reply, he continued, "And I pray you remember that." Trixie didn''t know what to say to such a
strange statement and so said nothing at all as she stared into his eyes and reached for the belt
around his waist. "No, no," Spud protested, stopping her hands with his own. "I didn''t tell you
that to get you into bed. I said it because it''s true."

"I know." She smiled at him sweetly as her hands with back to his belt. "I know."

"Please," he begged, trying to stop her again. "I can''t have you regretting this." He looked
almost in pain.

Catching the hint, Trixie immediately removed her hands. "Oh," was all she could say at first as
she found she could no longer look at him. "You don''t want me like that," she concluded.

"What?" Spud couldn''t believe what he had just heard. "Have you gone mad, woman? Of
course I do," he assured her. "It''s just that I''m trying to be-"

"Be what?" She looked to him again.

"Nothing. I''m being stupid," he told her. He then reached out for her and she for him as he
lowered her onto the bed, his kisses slow and sweet as he tasted her brown skin. Spud
couldn''t help but inhale her scent as she smelt like the bright sun and cool breeze that had
been washing over her body since that afternoon. It did trouble him, that she began to tremble
underneath him as he gradually slid his hand beneath her shirt. He smiled at her as he rested
his forehead against her own, her eyes filled with a fear he couldn''t ignore, but also something
he felt ashame for not seeing before. . . love. "Please," he began. "You have to relax. You''re
making me nervous."
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Trixie let out a small chuckle, which confused Spud. "I''m not nervous anymore," she told him. "I
know what I want." She shrugged. "I''m excited." Trixie then closed the gap between their lips
as she began to be the more aggressive partner. Her hands picked up the task of where they
left off for the third time with his belt. She tugged it off rather slowly as she found herself dazed
when Spud''s tongue decided to make a path that led to the nape of her neck before the task
was taken over by his teeth and he began sink them into her delicate skin. Trixie''s eyes
fluttered close as a soft moan escaped her lips. "I like that," she breathed into his ear.

"Thought you would," he whispered back, taking pride in his work, marking her as his own.

Spud then felt her hand on his chest and looked into Trixie''s eyes. "Get up real quick," she told
him and so he obeyed. She rose after him before searching for the rim of his shirt so she could
take it off. She then discarded it to somewhere on the side of the bed before laying Spud down
on his back. 

Trixie sat on top of his thighs before leaning forward, licking her lips before they came into
contact with Spud''s chest. Spud''s eyes widen and he hissed through clenched teeth as Trixie
made no attempt to be gentle as she bit into his skin. "Shit, Trixie!" he cried out as he quickly
took her by the shoulders and pushed her up away from him.

Trixie looked a little offended for a moment, before her face brighten. "Oh, I forgot!" She then
reached for the belt that laid beside them. "Give me your hands." She grabbed his wrist and got
up on her knees so that she could push them above his head. She started to tie his hands
together.

"What are you doing?" Spud asked with concern. He didn''t like the idea of being tied up.

"Don''t worry. This is one of Jake''s-" Trixie immediately froze as she realized her slip of the
tongue. "I mean, this is uh-" she tried to recover, but didn''t know how. She was going to say,
that this was one of Jake''s favorite fantasies, but chided herself as she realized, that thinking of
Jake while she was with Spud wasn''t appropriate.

Spud had not missed her words. "Untie me," he quietly demanded. Once untied he sat up,
causing Trixie to slide back as she still sat on his legs. Her eyes never left his face as she knew
what was coming. "You uh-" Spud didn''t know how to form the question. "Have you-" his brow
creased as he examined the belt now in his hands, "-with Jake?" 

Spud knew of the close bound that the two of them shared. He could see it, whenever they
were looking at each other, it was like they spoke with their eyes, a language Spud tired, but
could never comprehend. He always wondered if the reason Trixie was so retarded with his
feelings towards him was because she held them for Jake too. Spud then let out a slow breath
as he readied himself for her answer. 

Trixie felt her chest tighten at the expression on his face. He looked so prepared to be hurt.
"No," she told him truthfully. And she figured since they were on the subject. "Have you ever-"

"No," Spud cut her off before she finished the question.

"Not even with-"
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"I said, no-" Spud said again, before the other girl could be mentioned. 

"Then," Trixie reached out and touched his face, "are we okay?" she asked.

"Yeah," he whispered with a small smile before pulling her closer. "Now, how about we get you
out of these clothes?"

She nodded her head. "Okay." She then gave herself enough space so that she could pull her
shirt over head while Spud went to work on her pants before slipping out of his own. 

With there clothes now littering the floor around them, Spud took his place on top of Trixie. Her
breast pressed against his body steadily as her breathes became faster with excitement. He
liked the feel of her flesh as his fingers traced her skin, wanting to know every sensitive area
and every curve she had to offer.

She gasped slightly as his fingers finally found themselves between her legs. She bit her
bottom lip and squirmed a little as she tried to get used to someone''s touch other than her own.
Spud''s fingers played with the course curls of her sex as he took up her kissing the woman
before him again. 

"Stop teasing me," she begged as the boy''s exploration ventured to one of her thighs, which to
his surprise he found he quite enjoyed. They were firm, strong, he figured because of the
skateboarding they still did often, but they were also soft and smooth to the touch. Spud just
wanted to squeeze and scratch them, but upon her request his hand returned to their proper
place, only to find that this time, her curls damp and her body ready for him. 

Well, she would not have to wait long as Spud could feel his stomach contracted before the
heat rising within his body concentrated itself before traveling to lower parts of his body. He
could feel his once soft flesh become hard as Trixie spread her legs for him and held her breath
as she waited for him.

Spud, looking down, silently took his cock in hand before rubbing the head of it against the slit
of her wet pussy. When it was covered in the juices of her arousal he positioned it at her
opening and then pushed himself into her. Trixie tensed up at the strange sensation, her face
contorted in pain as she held on to Spud as if her life depended on it. She let out a small
scream when Spud gave a little more effort and rammed himself into her. His head immediately
snapped back up a the sound of her distress. "It''s okay," she reassured him, kissing his lips
gently. "It''s okay." 

He first looked as if he didn''t believe her, wondering if they should stop, but he only nodded
before returning her kiss and slowly withdrawing from her body and entering again. Each time
Spud watched her face, her eyes were closed tightly as each time she expressed only pain as
he entered her again and again. Spud couldn''t stand the fact that he was hurting her and was
about to say something when her appearance visibly softened and relaxed. He could feel the
difference in her body as well, it now welcomed him and as he entered her again, he could feel
her body longing for him to go deeper. 

Trixie finally opened her eyes, her grip loosening as a small smile appeared on her face as she
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regarded her lover. Spud found himself smiling back before finally feeling free to enjoy the
pleasure of their love making. He then began to pick up their pace filling her tight sex to the
brim with the width of his manhood. Her pants and moans only aroused him more as he pulled
her closer. "Fuck me harder," she suddenly pleaded, causing Spud to blink a few times in
surprise as he had never heard such a strong word like that from her.

"What?" he asked between heavy pants of his own.

"Fuck me," she whispered before nibbling on his earlobe. Spud''s eyes practically rolled into the
back of his head with the mind-numbing gesture. She then licked it sensually. "Your prick
makes my pussy feel so good. I just need you to fuck me hard," she told him.

Spud slightly pulled away. "Could you not talk like that?" he asked her.

She looked a little taken back before smiling. "Why not? It''s fun. Try it," she encouraged him.

"No," he told her firmly, causing the smile to fall from her face. "Just don''t talk like that."

Trixie nodded her head. "Alright. . . I''m sorry," she said, pulling Spud back to her. They then
resumed their love making, neither letting anything leave their lips except for the sounds of
ecstasy they caused each other. Spud then let out a long groan as he thrust himself into Trixie
racially as he approached his breaking point. As he came, it was like an explosion within his
body and his hot seed coated the walls of his lover''s sex.

Suddenly, more tired than he had felt in his life Spud pulled himself out of Trixie. She reached
for him and guided his head to read on her chest. He snuggled into her as they both rested so
that they could collect their breaths. Trixie played with his hair for awhile before her hand finally
stopped. At that point Spud''s closed eyes opened and he pulled his head up to look at her. She
was falling asleep. It took a little bit of maneuvering, but he finally got her awake enough so that
they could rest under the blankets.

They laid side by side as Spud held her close to him, her head under his chin as she drifted
back to sleep. "Trixie?" he spoke softly.

"Hn," was all she could say.

"Will you wait for me?" he asked.

"What?" she was so so tired.

"Will you wait for me?" he repeated his question. "Please say yes."

"Yes," she responded.

"I love you," he told her sweetly, but he got no reply as Trixie had finally succumb to sleep.

OoOoO

The next morning, Trixie woke up with a big yawn. She opened her eyes and at first didn''t
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recognize where she was, but soon the memories of the previous day rushed to her. She
gasped loudly as she realized she had spent the whole night here. Her grandma was going to
be furious. Trixie hoped that her grandma didn''t notice she had been gone all night.

"Spud!" she called out, figuring he was in the bathroom as he wasn''t in bed. "Spud, I need to
get home," she told him as she wrapped a sheet around herself and walked over to the
bathroom door. She knocked on it lightly, but heard nothing. "Spud?" She opened the door
slowly and to her surprise the bathroom was empty. Trixie was confused as she walked back
over to where the bed was. She turned around, making a full 360 as she realized she was alone
and Spud was. . . gone.

To Be Continued. . .
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5. To Forget

Chapter Five: To Forget

It was a little after eleven on Sunday morning when Trixie walked through the front door of her
home. She sighed as she dropped her house keys on the table next to the door and walked up
the stairs to her room. As soon as she made it to her room she began stripping off her clothes
and looking for something to wear for the day as she prepared to take a bath.

Once in her own bathroom, she ran herself a bubble bath. She was about to take off the
necklace that Spud had given her before she remembered that he asked her to never take it off
and so she left it on before she slowly eased herself into the hot water. It felt good and inviting
against the now sore areas of her body and skin as she relaxed her head against the wall and
closed her eyes.

Unbidden tears slipped down her cheeks as she thought about the night before. Trixie had
always imagined that Spud would be her first. Though she didn''t act like it a lot of teh time, she
did care for him, and she knew Spud knew that. But what she couldn''t understand was why she
had woken up alone and why there was no sign of Spud even being in the room? Why would he
slip away in the middle of the night like that? As if she was just anyone and not the woman he
had claimed to love?

Trixie held herself tightly as more tears fell from her eyes and into the water that surrounded
her. She didn''t want to feel this way, like Spud had lied to her. There was an explanation, she
knew it. There just had to be. So with that in mind Trixie finished her bath and got dressed. She
then grabbed the house phone. She paced as she speed dialed Spud''s cell number only to
discover it was disconnect, which wasn''t a surprise as he often forgot to pay his bill, no matter
how much he was reminded to pay it on time. She would have called his house, but most likely
his sister, Johanna would have picked up and Trixie didn''t feel like dealing with her today. So
Trixie jumped onto her unmade bed before rolling over onto her back and dialing up Jake.

Jake was out training with his grandfather and Fu Dog near the Giant Village. They were on a
break and Jake found himself under the shade of a tree when his cell phone rung. "Hello?"

"Hey, Jake. It''s me," she began. "What you up to?" she asked.

Jake looked to his watch. "You know me, I''m doing my Am-drag thing. My break is almost over,
so did you need anything?"

"I was just wondering if you''ve heard from Spud?" she asked casually.

"Why are you asking me?" he inquired, his tone now different. "Weren''t you guys together all
day yesterday. . . and all night too?" Trixie made a curious face as Jake''s voice almost
sounded as if he was accusing her of something. Jake realizing the same thing, cleared his
throat and began again. "Look, what I meant was. . . shit," he whispered to himself. "That came
out wrong," he told her. "But no, I haven''t heard from Spud," he finally answered his question.
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"Jake, break time is over!" Jake heard Lao Shi calling for him.

"I gotta go, Trixie. I''ll see you tomorrow, alright?" Jake stood up and dusted his pants off with
his free hand.

"Yeah, tomorrow," Trixie responded before hanging up the phone.

"Jake!" yelled Lao Shi.

"Yo chill, gramps. I''m coming," Jake told him as he ran over to him and Fu Dog transforming
into his dragon form as he did do. He had abandoned his ''Dragon up'' battle-cry years ago.

"I will not ''chill''," Lao Shi began agitated before covering his hand over his mouth and
coughing heavily. "You are still young and have much to learn."

Jake looked with concern felt eyes at his aging grandfather. "I know." Jake gave a small bow.
"Please, I am ready to learn," he made clear.

"So Jake," yelled out Fu Dog, removing his shades as rested in a lawn chair, sipping on some
fruity looking drink. "So who were you on the phone with, one of your many female admirers."
Fu Dog waggled his eyebrow.

"Nope," Jake sighed as he got into the last fight stance he was in before the break. "Just Trixie
wondering if I''ve seen Spud."

"That Trixie, she''s one hell of a girl, that one. A keeper in my book." Fu Dog replaced his
shades. "But why is she looking for a potato?"

"Ha ha, very funny, Fu," Jake said sarcastically before beginning up his training with Lao Shi
again.
OoOoO

It was Monday morning and Trixie was just finishing up an egg sandwich she had made herself
as she grabbed her book bag and headed towards the front door to head to school. As she
swung the door opened and looked outside she stopped in her tracks. Spud who had always
walked her to school wasn''t sitting on her porch waiting for her. Trixie checked the time, this
was the normal time she usually came out.

She then locked the door behind before taking a few steps down and looking around to see if
he was on his way. Where is that boy? she thought before deciding to take a sit and wait for
Spud to show up. Then as one minute turned into five and five into ten, Trixie slowly stood.
Realizing he wasn''t coming, she began walking to school by herself before she missed the bell
for her first class.

Jake was already at school talking to people outside of the the entrance as he did every
morning as he waited for Spud and Trixie. That particular morning, he rain into Alex, the guy
which the so not subtle crush on Trixie. "Hi, man," Jake began as Alex approached him. "I just
want to apologize again for Friday and Spud''s surprise birthday party being canceled so last

25 of 72



minute." Alex looked at him curiously and was about to say something, but Jake began again.
"But trust, I know my girl, Trix, is so going to hook me up when my birthday rolls around this
summer. So considered yourself invited," he told him.

"Yeah man, that''s great. I''ll so be there," Alex told him as the first bell rung within the school''s
halls. "But I think you may got be mixed up with someone else," he started towards the school.
"I don''t know anyone named Spud," he informed Jake before disappearing with a crowd of
students heading inside.

Jake was confused about Alex''s comment and was about to go after him to ask him about it
when he saw Trixie walking towards the school by herself. Jake raised an eyebrow, he couldn''t
clearly remember the last time that had happened or if it had ever happened at all. "Where''s
Spud?" he asked when she was within earshot.

Trixie merely shrugged her shoulders at the question. "Come on, we''re already late," she
stated flatly before she too headed inside.

The two friends, due to their schedules for the day didn''t see each other again until lunch.
"Jake!" Trixie rushed over to him, when she saw him sitting down at their normal table, looking
as if he had been waiting for her. "There''s something really weird going," she told him as she
sat across from him.

"You''ve notice it to, huh? Good, because I thought I was going crazy," he told her.

"No one seems to remember Spud," she said worriedly. "Everytime I bring him up, people ask
me who he is."

"I know," Jake shook his head. "The two classes we have together before lunch - neither
teacher called his namel. Like he was never enrolled in the first place."

"I don''t like this, Jakey." She looked around suspiciously. "This isn''t right. What do we do?"

Jake stood up. "To the roof," was all he said as he walked around the table and out to the stair
case with Trixie right on his heels.

"What can we possibly do on the roof, Jake," she asked as they opened the door and stepped
outside. Trixie watched as Jake made his way over to the edge.

Jake looked down at the distance to the ground from where he stood. "Do you trust me?" he
asked Trixie before turning to look at her.

Trixie looked at him for a moment. "Of course," she said unsurely not sure where he was going
with such a question.

"Then close your eyes and don''t open them until I say so." Trixie brow furrowed at the
instruction, but she followed them anyway.

A moment later, Trixie felt Jake behind her before feeling his arms around her body. "Jake?"
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"Just don''t open your eyes. I know you don''t do heights and I can''t have you freakin'' out on
me." Trixie gave him a simple nod before she felt her feet leave the surface of the roof. She
tensed up once she felt the rush of wind against her face. "Calm down. This is the quickest way
to Spud''s place and back before our next class," he explained as he made his way higher into
the sky as to not be easily seen by those on the ground.

"If you drop me, Jake, I''ll kick your ass from here to California. You hear me?" She threatened,
but Jake didn''t think much of it as he felt her hands tighten on his arms.

"Don''t worry, Trixie. I''d never let you fall," he reassured her as Spud''s house came into his
view and he allowed his wing to glide them towards the ground. They landed in an alleyway
before Jake transformed back into his human form. The two of them made there way across the
street to Spud''s home. They walked up the porch stairs and knocked on the door, but no one
answered.

Trixie leaned over to look inside of the window. "Everything looks normal," she informed Jake.
"Everything is where is was the last time we were here." She turned back to Jake. "Now what?"
she asked.

Jake took a step back from the door before looking around to make sure no one was around.
"We go inside," he suggested.

"Hell no," Trixie protested as Jake brought out his claws. "That''s breaking and entering! As in
jail time!"

"Then what do you want us to then?" he asked angrily. "Just go on about our lives as if Spud
never existed?"

"That''s exactly what you should do." Trixie and Jake were startled by the voice behind them.
They turned around to see Johanna behind them carrying a grocery bag. She walked up the
stairs as she shook her head in a disappointed manner. "Damn my brother," she began. "I told
him to leave you two out of it." She then grabbed onto the collar of Jake''s shirt.

"Hey!" he yelled out as she yanked it down revealing the necklace around his neck.

"The Jewel of Eskaw," Johanna whispered. "I should have known he would protect you in this
world and in ours."

"In your world?" Trixie spoke. "What does that mean?" she asked curiously.

Johanna then turned to Trixie. "I guess you have one too then." She went to look at the jewel
around Trixie''s neck, but as soon as their skin touched, Johanna pulled her hand away as if
she had been burned.

"What?" Trixie asked as her own hand went to her neck.

Johanna only smiled at her as she shook her head. "Nothing." Johanna then pulled out her keys
to unlock her door. "Now listen closely you two," she spoke with her back to them, "since my
brother, Arthur, did not. Even with one as skilled in our art as he is, what he must do is
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dangerous-"

"Dangerous?" Jake interrupted. "What kind of danger? Where is Spud?" he demanded to know.

Johanna continued as if she hadn''t been cut off. "-chances are. . . he isn''t coming back," she
lowered her head, her voice breaking. "He should have spared you of his memories. A luxury I
wish I had." She then stepped into her home placing her bag on the floor. Her eyes glistened
with unshared tears as she looked at the teenagers before her. "It would be best if you forgot
him and seek us no more," with that said she closed the door on them.

Jake and Trixie looked at each other, wondering, after what they had just learned and having so
many more questions to ask, how Johanna could possibly think, that when it came to Spud,
they could do something as difficult as . . . to forget.

To Be Continued. . .
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6. Mine

Chapter Six: Mine

Jake refused to believe his ears as he sat on his knees in Trixie''s parent''s bedroom on the
floor. Trixie sat in front of him with her back against the wall as she cried, her face in her hand.
"No," Jake finally whispered to her, shaking his head.

Jake, finding he couldn''t stand the sound of her crying, was about to stand up so that he could
go in get some air, but as he rose Trixie reached for him, grabbing onto his shirt. "Jake, please,"
she begged, her cheeks wet from her tears. "Please. . . don''t go."

Jake sighed as he realized he needed to be strong for her right now. He then pulled Trixie into
his arms as she continued to cry. "It''s going to be alright," he reassured her as he pulled her
tighter against him. Jake then began to think back to how they came to be in this situation. It
had started over a month and half ago, two weeks after Johanna had told them to forget about
Spud. It had been hard, trying to adjust, knowing they couldn''t do anything to find Spud. The
only real link they had to him were the necklaces they were given and no book they researched
through could tell them what the writing on them meant. The only person who probably did
know was Johanna and she wasn''t talking.

Trixie and Jake had one class together, which was geography and were given an assignment to
work on together, which wouldn''t have been too bad, if the class hadn''t been split up into
teams of three. Unfortunately, for Jake the third member of their team was none other than Alex
Brown, who was shamelessly flirting with Trixie when he thought Jake was paying attention.

It was Saturday night as the three of them had set up to work on their project at Trixie''s place
within the den. They had sat up a few snacks and the tv was on, but was really paid attention to
as they worked. Jake sat on the floor leaning against one of the chairs as his laptop sat on the
coffee table in front of him. There notes sat on his lap as looked down at them as he typed up
their research paper to turn in. Taking up the rest of the space of the table was Trixie and Alex
as they prepared their three sided poster board. "Oops," Jake heard Alex says.

His voice was then followed by Trixie''s. "Boy, if you try that one more time, you''re going to be
pulling back a nub, you heard?"

Jake smiled at her threat as he continued with the paper. Their oral presentation wasn''t until
Thursday, but Jake didn''t have time to leave this until the last minute as he never knew what
was coming up and he wanted to do his fair share. It had been a slow week and decided to get
a head start on the project. It was coming on along better than expected, in fact if there was no
interruptions they could probably get it done tonight, but just as Jake was thinking that his cell
phone ring. His shoulders dropped as he saw the caller I.D. "Yeah, gramps?" he greeted his
Dragon Master as he rested the phone between his ear and shoulder before his fingers went
back to the keypad.

"Jake, come home," he began. "We have dragon business to attend to tonight."

29 of 72



"Can''t it wait?" Jake asked as he peered over his laptop to see Alex trying to scoot a little
closer to Trixie, who only rolled her eyes making some distance between them. Jake frowned,
he really disliked Alex.

"No, it can not. Now come home," Lao Shi insisted.

"Fine, fine. Give me ten minutes," he told the older man before hang up. "Look guys," Jake
began as he saved his material. "I''m sorry, but I think we''re going to have to call it a night.
Somethings came up at home." He looked to Trixie, who nodded her head, indicating that she
understood. "We should be able to finish this tomorrow though."

Alex groaned, causing an instant frown on Jake''s features. "I''m sorry, man, but I''m not trying
to have this project take up my whole weekend. I have plans tomorrow. Besides we''re almost
done here so go on home. I''m sure Trix and I can finish this up without you," he suggested with
a smile. "If you leave your laptop I can even finish up the paper."

Jake shook his head. "No. If I leave, you leave," he laid down the law.

"Actually," Trixie spoke up. "Homeboy over here has a point. We''re almost done here and I
really don''t want to do anything but put this behind us."

"No," was Jake''s answer.

Trixie raised an eyebrow. "Excuse me? I think you may have misunderstood me, because I
don''t think I was asking for your permission."

Jake stood up. "We need to talk," he told her.

She scoffed. "What do you think we''re doing?"

"Alone," he said after looking at Alex for moment. "Please," he added.

"Fine," she agreed as she stood following Jake out the room and closing the door behind them
as they stood in the hallway. "What''s with all the drama, Jakey?" she asked crossing her arms
as she leaned against the wall.

"I don''t like him," Jake told her.

"I already know that," she informed him. "And if you keep this behavior up he''s going to know it
too."

"Look," Jake sighed. "I just don''t want you alone with him," he confessed.

"I''m not alone," she said. "My grandma is upstairs."

"Oh yeah, that gives me real comfort," he stated sarcastically.

"So what? Are you trying to tell me, you don''t think I take care of myself?" she asked.
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"No," he said immediately. "That''s not what I''m saying. I just don''t like," he started counting on
his fingers, "the way he looks at you, the way he talks to you, the way he tries to touch you,
Trix," Jake explained.

Trixie shook her head. "I don''t understand you lately, Jake. I''m a big girl, I don''t need you
watching over me. I''m not a magical creature and you''re not my protector, so you can stop the
macho overprotective bullshit right now," she made clear.

Jake straightened up at her words, slightly hurt by them. "Well, excusing me for breathing," he
began slowly. "I''m sorry, but I''ve already lost three people in my life and the only way I can
think to deal with it is to make sure everyone else in my life that love is safe."

"I miss him too, Jake," Trixie admitted. "And I understand that you''re not only grieving for
Spud," she held herself tighter. "But I''m grieving too," she breathed. "And I deal with it
differnetly than you. I just need a little time without you all up in my grill, alright?" Jake lowered
his his head, not sure how to response to that. "Let''s call it a night, okay, Jake?" she whispered
before opening the door back to the den.

"Trixie, wait," Jake called, grabbing her arm as he did so. She looked back to him, her
expression unreadable. Jake opened his mouth to speak, but then saw the tall light skinned
African-American boy sitting in the den and closed it before saying, "I''ll call you, okay?"

Trixie peeled his fingers off of her. "How about I call you?" she asked.

"Oh," was all Jake could say as he realized that she really didn''t want to see him. "Yeah,
alright." He nodded before they entered back into the den where he grabbed his stuff excluding
his laptop. Trixie sat where she had been sitting before as she looked at the work Alex had
done on the board while she stepped out. "I''m off," Jake announced as he slinged his bag over
his shoulder. Trixie gave him a small wave, but didn''t look up. "Night, guys," was the last thing
Jake said before leaving to meet his grandfather.

Alex turned to Trixie after hearing the front door close behind Jake. "It''s probably not any of my
business, but are you and Jake alright?" he asked looking sincerely concerned.

"Jake and I are fine," she replied. "Thanks though."

Alex nodded before pulling Jake''s laptop to him and going through their notes. "It''s just I''ve
noticed some tension growing between you two during this project," he shrugged, "and if you
want to talk I-"

"You know what?" Trixie cut him off. "You''re right, it''s not your business. Now, can we please
finish this?" she asked irritated. Alex put his hands up in a surrender like gesture and then both
went back to work.
OoOoO

It was Monday morning as Jake sat on the stairs that led up to the front door of his high school
as he waited for Trixie to show up. Mornings had been the roughest on her as she and Spud
had came to school practically every day together. Jake knew it was the time where she missed
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him the most and so was a bit surprise to see her coming into her view smiling and laughing.
He couldn''t exactly see who see was with as other students passed him and some stood in his
way. He was thinking it was good to see her smile again, until he saw who she was with, which
just happened to be Alex. "Why am I not surprised?" Jake asked himself, frowning as he stood.

"Morning, Jake," Trixie greeted him as Alex handed him back his laptop.

"It''s all done. Ten pages and doubled spaced," Alex informed him. "I kept the notes though to
study over for the presentation."

"I thought you said you were going to call?" Jake addressed towards Trixie as he completely
ignored Alex.

"I didn''t mean anytime soon," she stated before grabbing Alex''s sleeve and dragging him
behind her as she walked into the school.

Jake caught up with Trixie at his locker as her was located a few down from his own. Alex was
nowhere to be seen. Jake figured he had to go to his own before class. "What''s with the cold
shoulder lately?" Jake asked, not looking at her as he prepared his books.

"What''s wrong with having my own space?" she asked her voice greatly gentler than before.

"Nothing," Jake replied. "It''s just other than that project, we really haven''t hung out since. . .
you know." He finally turned his head towards her.

"I don''t want to talk about Spud," Trixie told him as she pulled out a book. "Besides, when it
was the three of us, it''s not like we hung out a lot anyway."

"What are you talking about?" Jake asked. "We hung out all the time." He closed his locker.

"Yeah," Trixie also closed hers. "But always on your terms. When you needed help as the Am
Drag."

Jake looked taken back. "Didn''t realize that helping me was such a burden."

Trixie sighed. "It''s not," she said quickly. "It''s just your life. . ." she trailed off.

"What about it?" he asked looking almost offended.

Trixie''s gaze dropped. "When Spud was here, there was a balance, you know? A sense of
normalcy."

With her words Jake felt a little guilty. His life was far from normal and maybe it had finally
gotten to Trixie as he remembered when she and Spud were exposed to his world and
wondered what things would have been like if he had used the potion Fu Dog had given him to
alter their memories. Maybe he had been selfish for not using it and maybe Spud had been too
for allowing them to remember him when no one else did. But Jake knew where Spud was
coming from, because sometimes that extra edge comes for knowing that someone is in your
corner, no matter the distance.
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"But I guess Spud wasn''t all that normal either, huh?" Trixie asked once again looking at Jake.

"Things are going to get better," he promised her. "But lets not have what happen tear down our
friendship. We''re stronger than that."

Trixie pursed her lips together before nodding her head. "Yeah," she said softly.

"So um, what''s with up with hanging with Alex?" Jake couldn''t help but ask.

Trixie gave a small shrugged. "After you left Saturday, boy was buggin'' for a little while, but
then we got to talking," she explained. "He''s not as bad as you''re always making him out to
be." Trixie then gave off a small laugh. "Did you know that he was under the impression that we
were dating."

Both of Jake''s eyebrows went up as he forced a laugh. "Really?" he said, his hand going to the
back of his head. "I wonder where he got that idea." More laughter escaped his lips before
dying out lamely.

"Yeah, it''s kind of weird really," Trixie commented, not really picking up on Jake''s mannerism.
"When my called me from Tahiti, she was kind of under the same expression."

"Hmm," Jake thought about it for a moment. "I guess with no one remembering. . . I guess it
looks like we spend a lot to time together. It would be the obvious conclusion anyway."

"Well, that''s one rumor that needs to be kicked in the butt," Trixie said as Alex finally
approached.

"Walk you to class?" he asked and she agreed, leaving Jake to walk in the opposite direction
towards his own class.
OoOoO

Although things had appeared to have been patched up during that morning between the two,
Jake still saw little of Trixie. His duties as the American Dragon had picked up and his training
had become more intense. Especially on the days when Haley and her Dragon Master would
show up for a sparring match. Jake hated to admit it, but the margin that he would defeat her
grew smaller with each match. Haley was improving at a rapid rate and he didn''t know weather
to be proud or just plained annoyed.

Trixie had been spending a lot of time with Alex as the month passed and Jake did his best to
bit his tongue about it. He knew, deep down that he trusted Trixie''s instinct when it came to
people and figured she was right about his unfounded dislike towards him.

Jake was at his normal training ground with Haley. It was just the two of them for the day as
they did their brother-sister thing. The day pretty much consisted of training within their human
forms for times when going into the dragon form couldn''t help them. Haley had joined a
gymnastic class down at the community center a few years ago and so was very agile and
flexible, which Jake hated because it made it hard to land a hit on her. . . not that he was really
trying to hit her that it.
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"Hold still!" Jake yelled as he threw an opened handed strike only to have Haley crouch to the
ground before sweeping her leg across the ground coming into contact with Jake and sending
him straight on his back.

Haley stood before she rested her foot on Jake''s chest. "You''re really bad at his," she said
with a smile. "What''s that make it now seven to two?" she asked.

"Thought we weren''t keep score?" Jake asked as pushed Haley foot of him and sat up.

"No, you said you weren''t keeping score. So. . ." she got back into position, "again?"

Jake jumped up. "Hell yeah. I think I saw an opening during that last match." He told her before
charging towards her. He jumped into the air rolling into a ball before going over Haley''s head
and land behind her just off to the side. Before she could react, Jake stuck her back causing her
to lose her balance and fall over for must a moment before flipping so not to land on her face.

She came back at him with several high kicks toward his head, Jake blocking each one as they
came down on him arm. Jake, seeing her opening, hit her, open palm hard straight into her
stomach. Haley immediately recoiled holding onto to her stomach as she dropped to her knees.
She groaned before before Jake came to her. "I didn''t mean to hit you that hard," began as he
bent over her to help her up, but as he hands came closer to her she grabbed his wrist and
flipped him over, causing him once again to land on his back.

"Eight-two," Haley called as she stood up.

"I hate you." Jake narrowed his eyes as she put her hand out to help him up.

"You''re just a swore loser," she told him as he reached up for her, but instead of grabbing her
hand, he grabbed her wrist. Haley screamed in surprise as Jake flipped her and she too ended
up on her back. She turned her head to look at her brother. "You suck."

"I know," he laughed sitting up. It was then that he heard his cell phone right. They had left their
stuff under the shade of one of trees and so Jake made a slow job over to his these. He held
his sore back as he did so. He then rested on his knees as he pulled his cell from his bag. He
checked the caller I.D. and was surprised to see Trixie''s name. It had been a while since they
had properly spoken. "Hey, Trix," he spoke, but the only sound he was greeted with was the
sound of crying. "Trixie?" Jake said unsurely.

"They''re going to kill me," she said in between her tears.

Jake immediately stood up, panic rushing through his entire body at her words. . . they had
been the same words his mother had said to him the night she was taken from them. "Who?"
he barked at her. "Where are you?" At that time Haley had made her way over and asked what
was wrong, but she went unnoticed by her brother, his concentration on one thing. "Trixie,
where are you?" he asked again, this time more urgent as she cried harder. "Trixie!"

"At home," she finally answered.
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"I''m on my way," he told her and then turned to Haley. "Go home," he told her before running
back into the clearing, his wings being the first thing to appear as he took to the sky and the rest
of his dragon form followed. Within a few minute''s time, Jake could now see his destination. He
went back into his human form, expect for his wings, as he came to Trixie''s fire escape outside
of her open bedroom window.

"Trixie!" he yelled as his feet gently touched down in her bedroom. "Trixie!" he called again
when he got no answer. Her bedroom was empty and so left it to look else where. He was only
in the hallway for a moment when he heard crying coming from behind him in the direction of
Trixie''s parent''s bedroom.

He made his way quickly to the room and found Trixie laying on the floor as she cried, the
house phone just out of her reach. Jake sighed in relief as he realized she was safe. He walked
over to her before kneeling beside her. "Trixie? Baby girl, what''s wrong?" he asked as he
helped her sit up. "What happened? You scared the hell out of me with that phone call," he
confessed.

Trixie said nothing as she leaned on the wall, her eyes fixed on the bathroom that was adjacent
to the room. Jake turned his torso curiously towards it. He then looked back to Trixie before
standing up and walking over to it. The door was closed and so Jake slowly turned the knob
before pushing it open. His mouth fell open as his eyes landed on the sink. His head turned
back to Trixie who was no longer looking in that direction. Jake stepped inside as he looked at
three different kinds of pregnancy test. It didn''t take Jake long to figure out that they all read
positive.

Jake entered back into the bedroom and then approached Trixie before resting on his knees
before her. He held one of the test in his hands. "How could you be this stupid?" he asked her.
"There''s birth control, condoms, and you-"

"I didn''t plan for it to happen, alright?" she told him. "It just sort of happened." Her tears were
beginning to subside, but hearing Jake call her stupid didn''t really help her feel better. "They''re
going to kill me, Jake. My parents are going to kill me."

"Stop saying that," Jake asked of her. "Dammit," he whispered to himself and then addressed
his friend again. "Am I the first you''ve told?" She nodded. "Do you want me there with you
when you tell Alex?" he asked. Trixie looked at him oddly. "What?" He didn''t understand her
expression.

Tears begin to fall again. "You''re an asshole, you know that?" she told him before covering her
face with one of her hands. "You must really think I some sort of whore to sleep with a guy I''ve
known for about a minute."

"Come on, I would never think that of you," he told her truthfully. "It''s just that you and Alex
have been so close lately and-"

"The baby is Spud''s," Trixie blurted out.

Jake looked at her for a long time. "No," he whispered, knowing it was very clear from the way
Spud had been acting and what Johanna had told them that he knew he was leaving. Why
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would he risk something like this? Jake wondered.

He tried standing up, needing fresh air to think when Trixie grabbed onto him. "Jake, please,"
she begged. "Please. . . don''t go."

Jake gave into her request as he pulled her into a hug. "It''s going to be alright," he told her
tenderly as he stroked her back. "Will get through this."

Trixie shook her head against his chest. "What am I''m going tell my parents when they ask me
about the father?" she asked.

"Tell them the truth," he suggested without thinking.

The girl in is arms pulled away, wiping away her tears as she did so. "Are you nuts? Tell them
I''m pregnant by a boy I''ve known for years, but they no longer remember?" she scoffed.
"Yeah, after hearing that I''m sure I''ll be getting a first class ticket to the happy hotel," she told
Jake.

"Well, you don''t have to tell them." Jake licked his lips, which suddenly felt dry at what he was
about to say. "You could get an abortion," he murmured halfheartedly.

"No," Trixie turned down his idea. "My family is Prolife and so am I." Trixie''s hand then rested
on her stomach. "Besides, it''s the very last thing I have of him, so adoption is out too. I won''t
give up my baby," she said firmly. "Oh God," she whispered, the matter of her situation hitting
her again before she clung back onto Jake, who did not reject her as he held her even tighter.

He didn''t like seeing his friend like this. Her whole world was about to change with the coming
of this new life and she would be responsible for it. And even if she had the support of her
family, it wouldn''t be enough without what she needed from Spud. It was right there that Jake
decided he didn''t want to see her struggle like that and so offered Trixie another suggestion,
who gasped when she heard it. "Say what?"

"You heard me," he began as looked into her eyes, allowing her to know he was a hundred
percent sure about this. "Tell them the baby. . . is mine."

To be Continued. . .
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7. Respect

Chapter Seven: Respect

Trixie Carter looked long and hard at the boy holding her in his arms after he had told her that
he would claim her child. She couldn''t help but to wonder why a person with so many
responsibilities already on his plate would agree to take care of a child that wasn''t his? So she
continued to stare into his dark black eyes, hoping that within them she would be able to find an
answer to her question. But for all the searching she did, all she found was the love a friend,
who was determine not to watch her fall.

Well, Trixie wasn''t a push over, nor some damsel in distress, and though she appreciated the
offer to the very core of her, she could only give him one answer. "No," she whispered as she
shook her head as she finally pulled away from Jake and wiped away the remainder of her
tears. "I can''t allow you to do that. It''s just wrong," she told him.

"How is it wrong, that I don''t want to see you raise your child alone?" he asked of her.

Trixie smiled at his persistence. She had truly lucked out with having someone like him in her
life. Trixie then blinked a few times in surprise, because although she had been looking at
nothing but him, it was only now that she really took in his from. "You know, with your wings,
you kind of look like an angel," she informed him.

Jake didn''t understand at first, that is not until Trixie reached out and her fingers ran across the
thin, but durable skin of his wings. It was then that he realized that he had been in so much of a
hurry to find her that he actually didn''t completely change back into his human form. He slightly
frowned as he allowed his wings to dissolve away. "Trust me. . . I''m nobody''s angel."

"Look, Jake, your offer is beyond sweet, but us lying to people about this just doesn''t sit well
with me," she voiced her concern. "And it''s not like we could keep it for long. As soon as the
baby is born, people will know it''s not yours."

"So you want to raise this baby alone?" Jake asked.

"You act as if people don''t do it all the time, Jake. It''s nothing new," she explained. "I can do it
on my own."

"But I''m trying to tell you, you don''t have to, Trixie. I am more than willing to be what this child
needs," he explained.

"I can''t agree to this. I can''t," she told him. "It would be selfish of me to even consider it.
Besides, what would Spud think if he-"

Jake frowned before cutting her off. "Trixie, you heard what Johanna said. The chances of Spud
coming back. . . they aren''t good." Jake''s shoulders slumped over as he finally said the words
out loud. "We have to play this as if it''s the worst case scenario."
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"Have you have no faith in him?" she asked.

"I do," he confirmed. "But I don''t know what he''s up against or what he is even doing or why for
that matter. I have faith in him, but it''s hard to have when we''ve been left in the dark." An idea
then popped into Jake''s head. "We have to see Johanna again."

"She told us not to come back," Trixie reminded him.

"You''re carrying her niece or nephew. She has to see us. She has to tell us what is going on
with Spud or least be able to tell him what''s going on with you," he hoped.

Trixie nodded her head as she stood up. "It''s worth a shot, I guess." She sat on her parent''s
bed. "When should we try to see her?" she asked.

Jake sat next to her. "As soon as possible. Maybe even today if we can," he replied.
OoOoO

Later that day Jake and Trixie found themselves outside of Johanna''s front door again. "Well,
let me guess," Johanna began as she looked at Trixie. "You''ve discovered you''re pregnant?"

Trixie looked at her suspiciously. "How did you know?"

"Come inside," she looked to Jake, "both of you." The two teenages followed Johanna into the
living room where they took a sit while Johanna remained standing. She cleared her throat
before she regarded them. "I know why you are here, but I can''t help you. There is no why that
I can contact Arthur," she explained.

"If you can just tell me where he is," Jake begged. "I can handle the rest."

"If you find him now, he will be in violation of our laws and lose his right to the throne. He has to
do this alone."

Jake looked at her in confusion. "Throne?"

Johanna closed her eyes and sighed as she realized what she had let slip. "Shit," she
whispered to herself.

"What must he do alone?" Trixie asked.

Johanna stared at them for a moment as she weighed her options. "Alright, if my brother trusted
you enough to give you the Jewel of Eskaw. . . I guess, I have no choice but to trust you as
well." She took a sit on the lazy-boy chair. She looked at Jake as she began. "My brothers-"

"Brothers?" Trixie interrupted.

"Please, let me tell my story," Johanna insisted and Trixie indicated she would remain silent.
"My brothers and I are not of this world- no," she rethought her words. "That makes us sound
like aliens," she smiled at the thought. "I guess the right word would be dimension," she began

38 of 72



again. "My brother Spud is the last male of our father''s line. On his eighteenth birthday, he had
to return home to claim his right as the true heir, but to prove that he is worth there is a test he
must survive."

Trixie visibly looked upset as she heard Johanna speak the word, survive. "This test is not easy.
Two of three of our older brothers have already done this test and have failed. I am not eligible
to claim the throne as I learned on my eighteenth birthday that I was illegitimate and therefore
have no rights to it." Johanna then shook her head. "Spud is talented, but I fear for his life."

"Wait," Jake raised an eyebrow, only a little passed the knowledge that one of his best friends
was royalty. "What happened to the other older brother? Did he survive?"

"Yes and no. During our eldest brother''s younger days, he did a lot of dimension jumping and
while visiting this one fell in love with it." Johanna smiled. "No, that''s wrong. He fell in love with
a girl here, but bringing her to our dimension, though not unheard of, was impossible it seemed
for him. So being the eldest with four younger siblings after him, he denounced his chance at
the throne and stayed here to raise a family with her," she explained. "I came to visit him many
years ago and ended up adoring this dimension as well. Spud and I have been here ever since."

"So Spud didn''t have to go, he could have given up his chance?" Trixie asked.

"No, being the last of our father''s line, he had no choice. If he does not survive and claim the
throne, it will fall to our eldest brother''s line. Our eldest brother, has not told his family who he
is, therefore his children do not have the knowledge to survive such a test. Spud could not
denounce the throne in good conscience."

"And if he survives?" Jake probed.

"Our people are in great hardship at this moment. He must put things in order before he''s
allowed by our parliament to jump dimensions. News of if he lived or died, will be years from
now."

Jake suddenly felt a strange tingle. He looked down and noticed Trixie had lightly taken his
hand in comfort. "Years?" she looked at Johanna in disbelief. "Can''t you go back to your home
dimension to see what''s going on?"

Johanna shook her head as she stood up and walked over to the fireplace. On the mantle
rested a picture of her and Spud. "I wish I could, but I am not allowed to return home for
reasons I do not care to discuss."

"How did you know I was pregnant?" Trixie asked, not able to hold her curiosity.

Johanna turned from the mantle back to the guest that sat in her home. "Because I can''t touch
you without feeling like my skin is on fire," she told her. "The protection of the jewel is doubled
when the receiver is with child of the giver. At first it was mostly used to ward off any other male
suitors from our dimension. But with the changing times of our world, it is used to keep enemies
from harming the next generation of our line."

"Johanna, in your honest option, can Spud do this?" Jake stared at her intensely, longing for the

39 of 72



words he wanted to hear.

Johanna couldn''t look at them as she answered, "I don''t know."
OoOoO

Jake swallowed hard as he stood in his living room looking at the people looking at him. Trixie
stood next to him, her hand once again in his as she shook slightly. She seem to be just as
nervous about this as he was. And who wouldn''t be as in front of them sat members from both
of their families, which include Jake''s dad, Johnathan, his sister, grandfather, and Fu Dog. For
Trixie it included her mother and grandmother because her father was on tour somewhere
overseas.

Jake had suggested to Mrs. Carter about the three of them coming over to have dinner with him
and his family, telling her that he had already confirmed that it was okay with his dad. Mrs.
Carter thought it was a nice gesture and politely accepted the invitation. She was now looking
at him curiously, her forehead faintly creasing, as Jake had told them that he an announcement,
which was shortly followed by Trixie standing next to him.

Jake''s eyes then lingered on his twelve year old sister as Fu Dog rested his head on her lap
before she went stretching him behind the ear. Jake wondered how he would react if it were a
few years later and she was standing up here with some boy with the news that he had. What
would he want for her? He continued to wonder. He then looked to Trixie who was already
looking at him and gave her a gentle smile.

Trixie smiled back, but it was one that did not reach her eyes. Reading her expression Jake
knew she was letting him know that if he wanted to back out that this was the time to do so,
because after this there was no turning back. Jake simply nodded his head in understanding
before seeing her give a small sigh of relief as she finally looked to her own mother. "Mom," she
began slowly. "Jake and I are-"

"-Getting married," Jake blurred out as he cut Trixie cut.

"What?" was the word Jake simultaneously heard from several people, one which included
Trixie herself.

"Jake, what the hell?" Trixie whispered to him. "This isn''t what we talked about."

Before Jake could respond another voice cut in. "You two can not be serious," Mrs. Carter
stood up to express her concerns. "You''re just kids. You''re not even done with hight school
yet. Besides, you''re not even old enough to get married without our consent."

"I''ll be eighteen in several mouths," Jake informed her. "I''ll be old enough then."

"But she won''t be," Mrs. Carter grabbed her daughter''s arms. "And I won''t give consent.
We''re going home," she told Trixie. "I can''t believe you brought me here to hear such
nonsense."

"Why don''t you just let the babies speak?" Mrs. Carter turned to see that her mother-in-law
hadn''t gotten up from her seat.
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"Yes, please, let us speak," Jake pleaded with Trixie''s mom.

Mrs. Carter looked a little taken back before turning to Johnathan and Lao Shi. "Mr. Long. . .
and Mr. Loung, certainly you two must agree with me."

Jake looked to his grandfather, for support, but Lao Shi seemed to be avoiding eye contact with
him.

Johnathan then nodded his head as he took off his glass and cleaned them with the bottom of
his shirt. "I do. The two of them are much too young to even be considering marriage." He
replaced his glasses before looking at his son. "Maybe in a few years, after college, when
you''ve both have had a little more life experience," he reasoned. "Maybe then you two can
discuss marriage and who knows maybe by that time you''ll see how silly this is now."

"Life experience?" Jake looked to his father incredulously. "Are you kidding me? Can you really
say that to my face after-"

"Jake!" Lao Shi yelled out before Jake''s anger allowed him to say more than he should.

"I''ve heard enough," Mrs. Carter stated. "We''re going home," she told her daughter again. "So
you can explain to me why-"

"I''m pregnant," Trixie finally announced.

Mrs. Carter''s mouth fell open at the words. She then shook her head. "No you''re not," was all
she could say.

"Yeah," Jake spoke up stepping behind Trixie as he took hold of her arms. "She is. . . and
we''re getting married with or without your consent."

"Oh, Jake," Jake heard Lao Shi softly say.

Johnathan sighed. "I''m very disappointed in you, son. I don''t even know what your mother is
going to think when she returns."

Mrs. Carter looked confused. "Wait, I thought his mother had-"

"Mom," Trixie quickly cut her off. She then closed her eyes as she slightly shook her head,
telling her it wasn''t a question she should be asking.

Johnathan Long learned years ago about his wife''s side of the family and their dragon
bloodline. It had been difficult for him to adjust at first, but once he did, the tension that had built
up in the house for years of having to hide it from him slowly faded away almost as if it had
never been there. It was new for Jake and Haley be able to use their abilities without fear of
being caught by their father. It had made life at home so much easier.

But when the events of last year took place and their mother, Susan was killed, it was hard for
Johnathan to digest the story as Haley retold it in tears. She cried harder as Jake refused to

41 of 72



look at her as she did so. He blamed her, she knew, no matter how many times he told her he
didn''t, and feared her father would blame her as well.

Johnathan than entered into a state of denial as he refused to believe his wife was killed and
the part his family took in it. Instead, he was in the mind frame that she was on a very long trip
and would return any day. Jake, Haley, and Lao Shi could do nothing but play along with his
false belief as people dealt with grief in different ways.

Eventually, the night came to an end and the Carters made their way home, but as soon Trixie
arrived she called up Jake. "Are you out of your mind!" was her first question as soon as he
picked up the phone. "Telling them about the baby would have been hard, but what you did was
uncalled for."

"I know," Jake agreed as he settled in his room. "It just seemed like the right thing to do."

"Dammit, Jake," she sighed. "This has gotten way too complicated for me."

"I told you, Trixie, I got your back on this," he tired to reassure her.

"This isn''t real, Jake. You can''t be serious. You don''t really want to marry me."

Jake shrugged. "I could do worst," he joked.

"This isn''t funny," she stated seriously. "I mean, what about Rose?" she asked softly.

Jake frowned. "I don''t want to talk about Rose," he made clear.

"You never want to talk about anything," she complained. "I know for a fact that you still love
her. You know I never liked her, but marrying me. . . you would lose any chance you would
have to be with her," she told him.

"I lost my chance along time ago with Rose," he told her sadly.

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"You were right about her, okay? I should have never trusted her. She ratted me out to the
Huntsclan, Trixie. About a year ago," he explained.

"A year ago?" she questioned. "You mean. . . your mom?"

"When they realized who I was, they took her as bait, figuring they could lure not only me, but
my grandfather as well. We knew it was a trap, but we had no other choice. We didn''t even
know Haley had followed us to the rendezvous spot. But I was glad she was there. Me and
gramps had gotten ourselves into a pinch and Haley bailed us out. I was so proud of her." He
smiled. "I mean, baby girl, was kicking butt and taking names. But when we had to separate to
cover more ground, I was still worried about her, but she told me she could handle herself and I
believed her, but then. . ." Jake softly trailed off not able to finish the story. "I''m sorry. I can''t."

"It''s okay," she comforted him.
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"You know what? I think I''m going to call it a night, okay?" he told her suddenly feeling very
tired. Trixie told him goodnight before they both hung up the phone. Jake then found himself
staring at the phone when we heard a soft knock at the door. He looked up to see his
grandfather enter the room. He offered him a forced smile. "Whaddup, G?" he greeted the older
man.

"I have a very important matter to discuss with you, young one," he spoke as he approached his
grandson. "This marriage can not take place," he told him.

Jake''s shoulders slumped. "Not you too, grandpa."

"I am sorry, but I can not stand by and allow you to make the same mistake as Susan," he told
him.

"Mistake?" Jake sighed, knowing that his parents had had a child before him that didn''t survive
childbirth. "Alright, the baby wasn''t plan, but please, don''t call-"

"I am not referring to the child," he said, which confused Jake. "You can not marry a human, the
Loung bloodline has been tainted enough."

Jake only blinked at Lao Shi for a moment before the word ''tainted'' actually registered. "Are
you talking about me and Haley?" he asked confused and a bit angry. "You -you think because
we are part human that our blood is tainted?" he had a hard time asking. "Is this why whenever
we went to Draco Island for the Summits you seemed so ashamed of me?"

"No!" Lao Shi answered loudly. "I have never been ashamed of you or your sister. I could not
ask for finer, more honorable grandchildren," he reassured him.

"Then tell me gramps, how is it honorable to ignore the responsibilities I have to this child?" he
demanded to know.

Lao Shi took a deep breath as he composed himself. "Jake, I know you, you have been raised
right and as your Dragon Master and your grandfather, I would like to think I had a hand in that.
I do not believe you would allowed such a situation to occur."

"What do you mean?" Jake asked.

"The child, it is not yours, is it?" Lao Shi asked.

Jake''s brow furrowed. "Do you know what you suggest about Trixie when you say that?"

Lao Shi slightly nodded. "I do. I believe she is trapping you."

Jake stood before side stepping his grandfather and holding his door wide open. "It''s late
gramps, I think it''s time for you to go home." Jake refused to look at his grandfather as he left
and closed the bedroom door behind the older man. Jake then leaned against the closed door
as he realized that he had slightly lost something for his grandfather he thought he never would.
. . respect.
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To Be Continued. . .
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8. Comfort

Chapter Eight: Comfort

It was between classes as Trixie looked for the next book she needed from her locker. She
jumped in surprised when she closed it, she had not noticed Alex standing behind her door.
"Hey," she smiled politely at him.

"Hey," he replied breathlessly. "I was just wondering, got anything planned for this weekend?"

"Yeah, I kind of do," she told him, as she was scheduled to start prenatal care. "Why?"

"It's just," he began nervously, "we've been kind of seeing a lot of each other lately and I enjoy
your company," he explained. "Plus, I'm not sure if you've noticed, but I like you, a lot." Trixie's
dark cheek redden a little as she realized where the conversation was heading. "So I was
hoping we could make this thing between us official," he ended with a smile, but when he
realized that Trixie wasn't smiling back at him it faded.

"Alex," she said softly. "I'm sorry, I can't date you."

"Oh." Alex gave her a hurt expression. "Why?" he asked. "Because I was pretty sure that you
liked me too."

"I do like you," she confirmed. "It's just that," she pause, "Jake."

"What does Jake have to do with us?" Alex was confused to hear the other boy's name brought
up.

"Have you really never noticed that he's not fond of you?" Trixie asked. Alex first looked at her
in disbelief, but then his expression soften as he remembered the way Jake had been treating
him when it came to Trixie.

Jake, in Alex's opinion, was very much a loner. No matter how many time Alex offered, Jake
refused, time and time again, to get involved in any of the after school activities their school had
to offer. When they had group projects, Alex noticed how Jake would quickly do his part and
then turn it over to the group leader so he wouldn't have to be bothered.

Even when Alex had worked with him, Jake seemed very anxious to be done, even though they
had plenty of time. Alex also noticed how the only person he ever seem to hang out with
willingly was Trixie. And then something clicked inside of Alex's head and he sighed in
understanding. Jake was threatened by him. He thought that Alex was trying to take his only
friend.

"Rethink us, Trixie," Alex began. "Know that I would never come in between what you and Jake
have," he spoke the true. "I know he's your friend."
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"Yeah, he is, but. . . he's more than that," Trixie confessed as she found she could no longer
look at Alex.

Alex frowned. "That's not what you said when I asked you before."

"I know what I told you." Trixie slowly looked up. "It's just that Jake and I have a lot of history,"
she tried to explain. "Our friendship is very tangled and very complicated," she admitted. "I can't
get into details, but the two of us have gone through a lot and recently something else has
come up. And I'm sorry, but unfortunately it doesn't leave room for anyone else."

"Tangled?" Alex repeated. "It almost sounds like you're trapped within it." Trixie looked at him
oddly. "Tell me, Trixie, what kind of friend would not allow you to experience things outside of
them?"

Trixie's hand went to her stomach, fisting the material of her shirt. "One of the best I've ever
had," she whispered sadly. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have class." She went to turn away.

"Trixie, wait," Alex called after her and she turned back to him. "I'll admit, I don't understand you
and Jake. I haven't had a friend since I was three years old like you two," he told her. "But
please don't count me out. Not yet," he asked of her. "And if you ever find the time, and you just
need someone to talk to. . . you have my number, okay?"

Trixie looked at him a moment, she then gave him a small smile before she stepped into him.
"You know what, Alex? You're very sweet. You kind of remind me of someone I used to know."
She then placed a hand on his chest. "I'll make the time for a call here and there," she promised.

Alex returned her smile, placing his hand on top of hers. "I'm going to hold you to that Ms.
Carter," he said sweetly, causing her to slightly blush again as he looked into her eyes.
Suddenly they both heard someone clearing their throat. Alex's head jerked up and Trixie
quickly turned around to find Jake leaning on his locker.

"Shouldn't you be heading to class?" he asked, his face impassive, as he regarded Trixie.

"Yeah," she replied as she pulled away from Alex before heading down the hall.

Jake then turned his attention to Alex. "You know, I've been very nice to you, but on the reals,
homeboy, you need to back off my girl, Trixie." Jake pushed himself off the locker. "She's
taken," he made clear.

Alex brow furrowed. He was tired of being treated like shit when all he ever tried to do was be
Jake's friend. "Taken? No, that's your own little self-delusion," he began. "She's never indicated
that the two of you have been anything other than friends," he lied.

"Exactly, I'm her friend and you're nothing more than the dude who can't take a hint. Besides,
when I said she was taken," Jake smiled. "I never said by me." Alex's features soften at the
words as he wondered what Jake meant by them, but he never had a chance to ask as the bell
finally rung and each made their way to their own class.

OoOoO
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"I quit," Jake told his grandfather softly as he arrived at the store that day.

Lao Shi looked utterly confused as Jake had made the announcement completly out of the blue.
"Quit what?" he asked seriously. "If you mean your duties as the American Dragon, Haley is still
not-"

"No, not that," Jake shook his head. "I'm not quitting being the American Dragon," he corrected
the other man. "Just working here at the shop, which was only a front anyway," he pointed out.

"But your training," Lao Shi made a point of his own.

"I've been training my ass off for fives years, gramps," Jake said calmly. "I know everything I
need to know about being a dragon," he then took a deep breath, "I don't need you anymore."

Lao Shi looked sadden by his grandson's words. "If this is about the other night, and what I may
have implied. I meant no disrespect against Trixie," he apologized.

"It's not about that," Jake told him, which was only half the truth as he sat down on a stool in
front of the counter. "Trixie and the baby have to be priority in my life now." Lao Shi frowned.
"That doesn't mean I'll neglect my other duties, but when it comes to my-" he paused "-to my
family, it has to go on the back burner."

"That is not what being the American Dragon is about, Jake," Lao Shi tried to warn him.

"Really?" Jaked questioned. "Then tell me. . . how's grandma?" Lao Shi looked a little taken
back as Jake waited for an answer. "Exactly," Jake said after a moment of silence.

"Jake," Lao Shi began slowly. "You are only seventeen-"

"A seventeen year old who has had more responsibility than any grown damn man!" Jake
stated heatedly. "I am not a child anymore!"

"Yes, you are!" Lao Shi yelled back. "You showed that to be when you got that sweet little girl in
trouble!"

"Oh, so now she's a 'sweet little girl'?" Jake stood up angrily, knocking over his stool by
accident as he did so. "When the other night you practically called her a whore to my face?"

"Do not put words in my mouth," Loa Shi ordered. "You are the one making this more difficult
than it should be. If you had only settled for a nice dragon girl-"

"I don't want a dragon girl!" Jake made clear. "I don't want to be with anyone else who is going
to hurt me!" he let slip his true fear.

Lao Shi looked at him curiously. "What do you mean by that, young one?" he asked carefully.

"Nothing," Jake spat as he turned his back on his grandfather, cursing himself as he did so. He
then grip the counter tightly as he took long and deep breaths to try to calm himself. "Just forget
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what I said."

Lao Shi continued to stare at the back of his grandson. "Jake, my boy, tell me," he began after
a few moments. "Do you love Trixie?" he asked.

Jake turned his torso and looked at his grandfather in disbelief. "Of course I do," he told him.
"She's my best friend, I do anything for her," he said honestly.

"That is not what I asked," the older man said to him. "I do not mean the love one friend has for
another. I mean, do you love her in a way a man is suppose to love a woman?"

Jake frowned as he thought over the question. "What does that have to do with anything?"

"Why do you avoid the question?" Lao Shi looked at him oddly. "Trust me, Jake, no matter how
honorable you think you are being by marrying Trixie, if your heart is with someone else, your
marriage is already doomed to fail," he told him sadly. "I know how strongly you felt about Rose-
"

"I don't want to talk about Rose," Jake interrupted his grandfather quietly. "She isn't a part of my
life anymore. She hasn't show her face in a year and I wouldn't care less if I ever saw her
again," Jake made clear. "So if you really want an answer, than yes, I love Trixie and once
we're married no woman will come before her."

Lao Shi sighed. "You were always a horrible liar, Jake," his grandfather told him. Jake scoffed
softly as he shook his head and bent over to pick up the fallen stool.

Of course Jake loved Trixie, no one ever had to question that, but he wasn't in love with her.
Jake knew, very well, that her heart already belonged to Spud. And he was convinced, no
matter what happened in their lives, that fact was never going to change, and he was honestly
all right with that. Besides, in Jake's experience, love complicated things. If he hadn't loved
Rose, she would have never been in a position to betray him. Love had blinded him and
because of it he lost someone very important to him.

But Jake trusted Trixie, he always had, his heart was safe with her because he knew she would
never ask for it. Besides, he had made Spud a promise to watch over her, and though he knew
marriage wasn't what he meant, he knew Spud would understand once he learned about the
child he had unknowingly left behind. Jake also knew, that though his marriage to Trixie would
only be for name sake, that he would never step outside of it, which meant children of his own
weren't in his future. But again, that was all right, it wasn't as if he were an only child, the Loung
Dragon Bloodline would not die with him.

"You know what? I'm finished with this. I only came to tell you I won't be here after school
anymore. I found a real job, one that actually pays," he informed him.

"There is a lot more to raising a family than the money you bring in, Jake," Lao Shi spoke. "A
child needs support and love and so does that child's mother."

Jake looked agitated. "What are you saying? That I can't provide that?"
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"You'll try, Jake, I know you will, but you are still young and the balance between being a father
and Protector of the magical world is difficult to maintain," Lao Shi advised.

"So that's a no, huh?" Jake then shook his head and grabbed his book bag off the floor. "I'm
out, gramps," he said before walking towards the door, where he grabbed his skateboard and
jumped on it outside before he began rolling down the sidewalk, going in the opposite direction
of his home.

Jake thought a leisurely session of skateboarding would take his mind off of the argument he
had just had with his grandfather, but it didn't and before long he found himself outside of
Trixie's apartment. He knocked on the door and was surprised not to see Trixie, but her mother,
who did not look too pleased to see him. "Uhhh, is Trixie home?" he asked a bit nervously.

"Yes, she is. She's in her room," Mrs. Carter told him, but made no attempt to move.

Jake slightly gestured up the stairs. "Can I see her?" he asked.

"Only if you can talk some sense into her," Mrs. Carter replied. "Maybe she'll listen to you. Tell
her, if she wants to do right by this child, she'll give it to a family who can take care of it."

"I've already tired," Jake said sincerely. "But she's already made up her mind. I won't fight her
on it."

Mrs. Carter's expression soften as she heard Jake's response before she nodded her head and
allowed Jake into her home. Jake went up the stairs, skipping two at time. When he came to
Trixie's room the door was closed and so he gently knocked on it. "Go away!" she yelled from
the other side.

"Trix." Jake leaned onto the door as he placed his hand on the door knob. "It's me."

He then heard some shuffling sounds before she came to unlock her door. She had gotten out
of her school clothes in opt for a My Little Pony t-shirt, that looked as if it had seen better days,
and a pair of dark green shorts. Her hair was put up into a messy ponytail, which told Jake she
had been laying down. "You look like shit," were her first words to him.

"Take a look in the mirror," he countered.

She gave him a small smile before she gestured for him to come in, closing the door behind
them. Trixie then climbed back into bed, underneath the sheets before Jake climbed in behind
her as he laid on top of them. Trixie then felt Jake's arm snake around her waist before she felt
his forehead press against her back, where he simply took a deep breath. Trixie then took her
hand and laced her fingers with his.

Trixie had been fighting with her mother since the moment she walked in through the door. Her
mother telling or rather yelling at her that she was just a baby herself, that she was ruining her
and Jake's life. Trixie, of course, didn't want to hear it, but that didn't stop her mother. Then,
through some miracle, the yelling stopped and Trixie retreated to her room, where she just
collapse into her bed. Then Jake came to her door, his tired expression looking as if he had just
escape the pits of hell himself.
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At that point, there was no need for many words, each seeing what the other needed. And so
as Trixie felt Jake's hold on her become just a little bit tighter, she found within him the same
thing she knew he found within her. . . comfort.

To Be Continued. . .
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9. Someone Close to You

Chapter Nine: Someone Close To You

It was seven in the morning as Trixie looked at herself within her bedroom mirror. She had
unbutton the bottom buttons of her pajama shirt to examine her slightly protruding stomach.
She sighed as she ran a hand across it. Spud had been gone for three months, but she thought
about him everyday and hoped wherever he was that he was safe and that he was able to
return soon.

With that thought, Trixie prepared for the day. School was over and she was grateful to finally
had graduated, but today was still a school day in her mind. New Utretch, her high school, had
a tradition of all the seniors getting together the day after graduation to have breakfast at the
school. The meal was included in her senior dues so she decided to go.

Trixie fussed as she struggled with a pair of jeans, that she just couldn't seem to get pass her
thighs. She finally gave up and abandon the jeans on the floor before she went to the closet to
find another fair. "You've got to be kidding me," she said to herself, as she had gotten the jeans
up, but couldn't get them fastened. She laid back on her bed, exhausted after struggling for
another minute or so. "I need to buy new clothes," she whined, not too fond of having to go
shopping.

After another ten minutes, Trixie made her way to the kitchen to find her mother on the house
phone. "Of course, dear," she spoke to the person on the other end. "Trixie and I have missed
you too." Trixie raised an eyebrow as she noticed the worried expression on her mother's face
as she fixed herself something to drink. "I'll see you then." Mrs. Carter then hung up the phone
up before looking to Trixie.

"How's dad?" she asked before taking a sip of her water.

"He's coming home," she announced, causing Trixie to spit out her drink.

Trixie's hand came to her mouth for a moment. "When?" she asked.

Telling her mother she was pregnant had been one thing, the two of them had finally stopped
fighting when Mrs. Carter realized she wasn't going to win and that Trixie was going to keep her
baby. Telling her father though, would be a completely different story. He had been on tour in
Europe for seven months, and telling him over the phone just didn't seem right, that and Trixie
just didn't want to, because her mother, compared to her father, was nothing more than a teddy
bear.

"In a few days, he hasn't confirmed the time yet," Mrs. Cater informed her.

"Okay," Trixie shook her head, as she slowly sat down. "Okay," she repeated staring down at
nothing in particular.
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Mrs. Carter sighed as she approached her daughter. "Do you want me to tell him for you?"

"No," she replied. "That's something I should do. . . with Jake."

"Whatever you think is best," Mrs. Carter told her as she reached over and straightened out
Trixie's hair. She then looked to the clock on the wall. "You should get going or you're going to
be late. I found your keys. I hung them on the wall."

Trixie only nodded before she got up and cleaned the water she had spilled. She then headed
towards the front of the house and picked up her keys on the way out. It had taken her a total of
five time, but Trixie finally passed her drivers test and so was able to drive the car her father
had bought her when she turned sixteen.

As she drove to school, Trixie wondered what her father's reaction would be when she and
Jake told him the news. She already knew he was going to be very disappointed in her and she
hated that. She never wanted to be anything less than that perfect daughter in his eyes, but
truth be told, she didn't know her father that well. Being in the military, he had the option of
traveling by himself or traveling with his family. He chose to travel by himself, because he didn't
want to uproot his family every few years.

Instead he would be away for months on end, home for a little while and then gone again. Even
when he was home, there really wasn't much time, to spend together as it always seemed he
was getting ready for his next trip. It was almost like he a was stranger, who just stop by from
time to time. But she loved him or at least the idea of him.

Trixie soon made it to school and made her way to the fifth floor where the cafeteria was
located. She was looking around for a familiar face when she surprisingly saw Jake, sitting at
their normal table. "Hi," she greeted him as she sat down. "Thought you weren't coming."

"Didn't come for the food. Came for the peace," he explained not looking up from his task as he
held a book in one hand and a pencil in the other as he wrote something down.

"What are you doing? You do know school is over with, right?" she questioned.

"It's a Leprechaun depute that they want me to resolve. I have two days to learn all their laws,
so I can make a fair decision," he told her. "I couldn't do it at home. My dad and Haley were
driving me up the wall."

"I wish you luck with the dispute. I know you'll make the right choice," she encouraged him.

"Thanks," he said as he erased something and rewrote it.

Trixie licked her lips before she leaned into Jake. "There's something I have to tell you," she
whispered and Jake nodded, indicating he was listening. "My father's coming home."

Jake's pencil suddenly stopped before he slowly lifted his head and looked upon Trixie for the
first time that day. "When?" he whispered back.

Trixie shook her head. "Probably within the week," she told him. "Jake, I need you to be there
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with me," she asked of him.

"Of course." Jake laid his book on the table and turned towards Trixie. He took both of her
hands. "So, how are you and the baby?"

Trixie smiled and though she would never admit it, she liked when she had Jake's full attention.
"Fine. In fact, I have a doctor's appointment on Thursday at four. I'm getting an ultrasound to
make sure we're on the right track," she said. "I can come and pick you up if you want or we
can meet there-"

"Trix," Jake straightened up a bit as he shook his head. "I wish you had said something sooner,
because Thursday afternoon is no good for me."

"Why?" She looked curious.

"Uh. . . work," he provided.

Trixie's brow furrowed. "I know your work schedule, Jake," she informed him. "You don't work
Thursdays. That's why I made the appointment for Thursday." She then felt a bit stupid as she
let her shoulders drop. "Oh, you were talking about your Am Drag thing, weren't you?"

"Actually, no. It's something else."

Trixie looked asking of him. "Well?"

Jake said nothing at first as he gradually slipped his hands out of her. He then turned back to
the table. "Look, I really need to get this done, okay?" he tried changing the subject.

"Aww, don't tell me you're embarrassed about it." She smiled. "It can't be worst than your
secretary job."

"I'm not a secretary," Jake told her. "I'm a data entry clerk. There's a difference."

Trixie cocked an eyebrow. "Do you answers phones? Do you put files away?" Jake nodded.
"Then guess what, boy? You're a secretary."

Jake frowned as he was teased. "It's a good job, Trixie, and I was lucky to get it considering
they were looking for someone with experience." Jake then shrugged. "Besides, I like working
at the dentist office."

"I know," she replied softly as she looked at Jake's determine face as he studied Leprechaun
law. "It's just. . . I'm feeling very guilty, Jake."

Jake's frown deepen as he once again looked at Trixie. "Guilty? About what?"

"You," she told him. "You just seem so stressed lately and I know it's because of me. I mean,
we've just graduated from high school, but somehow it doesn't mean anything. This should be
the greatest moment in our lives. We should be hitting the clubs and just livin' it up before
college. . . the three of us," she explained. "Instead, Spud is gone, I'm pregnant, our families
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are fighting to no end, and we're both working like chickens with our heads cut off." She sighed.
"Things just aren't how I pictured them."

Jake lowered his head for a moment. "You know what?" he began. "What I had planned for
Thursday isn't important-" Trixie went to interrupt him, but he didn't allow her to. "I didn't want to
do it anyway," he confessed. "So I'll meet you at the doctor's office before your appointment,
okay?"

Trixie nodded before she felt a hand on her shoulder. It was her friend, Belinda, asking her to
come sit with her and some of her friends. Trixie, seeing that Jake was once deep into his book,
took Belinda up on her offer.

OoOoO

"Where is he?" Trixie thought out loud as she stood in the lobby of the hospital, trying not be
caught again by the that mean looking nurse who told her she couldn't use you cell phone
within the building.

Trixie had arrive fifteen minutes before your scheduled appointment to check in. She was
surprised that she didn't have to wait for long as her name was soon called by her doctor. She
asked if she could have a few more minutes because she was waiting for someone. That had
been ten minutes ago. The doctor would be back any moment and Trixie knew she wouldn't be
able to delay her anymore.

"Pick up, dammit," she whispered, as she sat down impatiently, this must have been the eighth
call to Jake's cell, but all she was received was a voice mail telling her to leave a message.
Finally giving up, Trixie turned off her phone and rested her hands in her lap as she looked
down at it.

"Trishale Carter?" Trixie couldn't explain why, but she shuttered when she heard her name
called before looking up at the doctor. The doctor gave her a warm smile. "Are you ready?" she
asked politely.

"Yeah," Trixie replied softly as she stood and then followed the doctor down the hall.

Suddenly she heard her name being called from behind her and turned to see Jake making his
way down the hall. A huge smile came to her face. "Sorry. Excuse," Jake said as he ran into a
few people making his way to her. "I know I'm late. I'm sorry," he apologized.

Trixie's smile faded as she saw the scar across Jake's neck. "What happened here?" she
asked as her fingers gently went to examine the wound, but Jake caught her hand before she
could.

He looked at the doctor who was patiently waiting for them and then back at Trixie. "We'll talk
later," he told her, before a worried expression filtered on to his face. "Let's make sure the baby
is alright, okay?"

Trixie nodded before once again following the doctor. They were led to a small room and within
moments, Trixie was laying back with her stomach exposed to the doctor. She giggled as the
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conductive jelly was smeared over her stomach. "It's cold," she told Jake, who gave her a smile
that for some reason didn't reach his eyes. Trixie ignored it.

"I assume this is your first child?" the doctor asked as she placed the transducer on Trixie's skin.

"Yes, ma'am," Trixie answered as an image slowly began to appear on the sonogram beside
them.

"How old are you?" she asked.

"I'll be eighteen next month," she replied.

The doctor nodded as she studied the image on the screen. "About 15 to 16 weeks, yes?" After
telling her she was correct, a small frown came to the doctor's face.

"Is something wrong?" Jake couldn't help but ask.

"Well, for the time frame, your baby seems a bit small." The doctor than turned to Trixie. "Are
you aware that during pregnancy you should be gaining anywhere from 25 to 35 pounds?" she
asked.

"I know and I have been," Trixie told her. "You can ask my jeans at home, trust."

"Then have you been under a lot of stress?" she asked.

"Yeah," Trixie admitted sadly. "A lot actually."

"Is it your job? If it is-"

"It's not," Trixie cut her off. "I work as a receptionist at a hotel. The people are very nice there."

"Then is it school or home?" Trixie lowered her eyes as home was mentioned. The doctor
sighed. "Stress can play a major factor when it comes to your child's health," she informed
them. "If you can't find a way to reduce that stress, even if you go into labor at full term, your
baby is at risk at being born underweight, which can lead to a lot of problems. And with being a
teenager and African-American, you are already in a higher bracket of having a premature
baby."

"Great," Trixie said sarcastically to herself.

"All I can tell you for right now is to stay healthy, continue gaining wight, and reduce your stress
as best as you can," the doctor advised them.

Jake took Trixie's hand as she seemed to be in her own little world. "I'll make sure she does
that," Jake replied. "So other than that is the baby okay?" he asked.

The doctor nodded "Yes, ten fingers and ten toes." The doctor then smiled. "Now ask your real
question," she told him.
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"Is it a boy or a girl?" he asked.

With the transducer still on Trixie's stomach the doctor turned back to the sonogram. "At 16
weeks it maybe a bit too early to- Oh, no, wait. Here we are." She reached out and placed her
finger on the screen. "If you look right here, you can just make out the genitals." She then
turned back to Jake. "Congratulations, it's a boy. If you want I can take a picture for you."

"Thank you," Jake said with a nodded.

Ten minutes later, Jake was driving Trixie's car as she stared out the window. "Trix, you okay
over there?" Jake asked. She hadn't said anything since the doctor told her she could be at risk
for a premature birth.

"Just a little worried," she told him.

"Well, I'm not. Not anymore," Jake confessed. "Everything is going to be fine."

Trixie than turned to him, once again spotting the wound on his neck. "So how did you get
hurt?" she asked, which immediately had an effect on the happy expression on Jake's face.

"I was caught off guard, on my way to the hospital, by a Banshee," he told her.

"What's a Banshee?" she asked.

"A fairy that predicts-" Jake paused before starting again. "A fairy with a hell of voice," he told
her. "After she left, I was very disoriented and couldn't hear for five minute."

"You should have had your ears checked by a doctor while we were there," Trixie suggested,
but Jake only shook his head. "So what does a Banshee look like?" was her next question.

Jake's face scrunched up. "I don't know," he replied. "All I really remember was that voice and
long silver hair."

"Hair, Jake?" Trixie looked at him curiously. Jake only shrugged.

Jake soon parked Trixie's car in her garage and the two of them got out. "You should hurry
home. It looks like rain," Trixie announced as she looked up at the sky.

"Yeah, alright. I'll catch you later," he told her as he passed her, her keys. Trixie then watched
as he went into his dragon form and took to the skies.

She yawned, suddenly feeling very tired as she made her way into her home, but before she
could find sleep, something tugged at her and so she went to her computer and searched the
word Banshee.

Her breath became stuck in her throat as a sentence struck a cord within her. "Seeing a
Banshee serves as a omen to your own death," she read horrified, thankful that Jake didn't get
a good look at the fairy. She honestly didn't know what she would do without him. But it was the
next sentence that made Trixie's blood run cold, causing her to place her hand on her stomach
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as she read on. "Hearing a Banshee's cry, predicts the death of a family member or. . .
someone close to you."

To Be Continued. . .
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10. Count Me In

Chapter Ten: Count Me In

It was a little before eight as Trixie arrived home from work. She had walked through just in time
as the rain began to fall as it had been raining off and on the entire week. She greeted her
mother who looked to be on the way out. She then told Trixie, as she picked up an umbrella out
of the closest, that she was going to go pick up her father from LaGuardia. A sense of dread
came over Trixie at the news as she closed the door behind her mother.

She knew depending on the rain and the traffic, that she had at least two hours before they
would be back. She then headed to the den with the house phone in hand as she sat down and
turned on the television. She checked the time, knowing that Jake got off at six, but usually was
only home enough to get Haley so that they could fly around the city on patrol. So she tried his
cell, but because of the bad weather couldn't get through.

Trixie figured she would try again later. In the mean time, she thought she would keep herself
busy by doing some light cleaning around the house and tended to her grandmother, hoping it
would help calm her nerves. It help for awhile until she once again noticed the time and saw
how quickly it seem to be going. "I swear time is on crack," she said to herself before once
again trying to reach Jake and as it went unanswered, panic slowly started to invade her.

Trixie didn't know what she would do, if she couldn't reach him in time and telling her father the
news alone, frightened her to the core, but as she heard the front door open and then the
voice's of her parents she realized this was something she was going to have to face alone.
"Trishale, I'm home," Trixie heard her father calling for her.

She looked at the phone one last time before placing it on the coffee table and standing up.
"Coming," she replied before existing the den.

OoOoO

Jake placed his hands on the blue tiles within his shower before tilting his head up and he
allowing the warm water to hit his face as he breathed through his nose. It had been a long day
and he wanted nothing more fall into a nice deep sleep.

After work, Jake arrived home to find Haley on the piano. He had asked her if she was up to
learning about Leprechaun law and how their trail system worked as he was finally prepared to
give the disputing Leprechaun family a verdict after four days of testimony. It had been a
grueling ordeal, but it was something he wanted to expose her too and know about first hand.

Near the end of everything is when the rain began to poor down, but it had lasted long on their
side of town. Jake and Haley then took to the skies as the split up and made their nightly route.
There was a small incident with a troll and an ogre over a bridge or under it to be more precise,
but other than that it had been a slow night.
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Jake soon stepped out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist and one on his head as
he tried to dry his hair. As he walked down the hall to his room he heard the doorbell ring.
"Haley," he called nothing she was in her room when he saw her bedroom door closed. "Haley!"
he cried louder when he didn't receive a reply. He then sighed in irritation as he walked over to
her door in knocked. When she didn't answer he slowly turned the knob and stuck his head in.

He stifle back his laughter as he saw Haley with a huge pair of wireless headphones over her
ear as she dance like a mad woman within her room. Jake had to cover his hand over his
mouth as he realized that his little sister had absolutely no rhythm. He was then reminded why
he was there when he heard the doorbell ring again. He stepped into Haley's room as he took
the towel from his head and swung it onto his shoulder. He then reached out and took a hold of
Haley's headphones before yanking them off. "Yo, genius."

Haley jumped in surprised as it appeared Jake popped out of nowhere. "It's not polite to snick
up on people," she said angrily.

"Yeah, whatever," he began as he tossed the headphones on the bed. "Someone's at the door.
Go answer it while I get dressed," he told her before turning around to exit the room.

Haley placed her hand no her hip. "What am I?" she asked. "Your maid?" Jake didn't even
bother to answer her before he opened and closed his own bedroom door. Haley shook her
head as she left her room and head to the front door. "Who does he think he is?" she asked
herself. "Thinking he can boss me around. . ." she continued with her rant about her older
brother until she opened the door to find Trixie standing on the other side of it. "Oh my
goodness," she whispered to herself.

Trixie stood before her with her head down. She was soaking wet from the rain and blood
stained her jeans right below the knees. "Is Jake home?" she asked, her voice soft, but flat.

"Yeah." Haley shook her head as she pulled Trixie in out of the rain. Haley then turned her head
in the direction of the stairs. "Jake!" she yelled as she guide her into the living room. "I'll go get
you a towel," she told Trixie before head towards the bathroom inside of the guest bathroom.
"Jake!" she yelled again as she handed the towel to Trixie to dry off.

Meanwhile, Jake was upstairs wondering what his sister was having a fit about. "What?" he
yelled as he pulled a t-shirt over his head for the night. He then smiled as he looked to his
mirror, not at himself, but at his copy of the sonogram picture he had gotten at the hospital. He
had it tucked in the frame of his mirror and as he looked at it, he couldn't help but wonder what
they would name him.

Jake had been worried for a little while after his run in with the Banshee. He had had some type
of vision when he heard the Banshee's cry reach his ears. He had seen the death of a little girl
and though he didn't know her name nor could he see her face in this vision, he felt the pain of
her lost. It had shook him up deeply as he wondered if this little girl would be the one he would
raise as his own, but as the doctor told them Trixie was having a boy, he quickly dismissed the
thought, thinking maybe the Banshee's cry wasn't meant for his ears after all. Jake didn't know
if that was a good or bad thing, for all he knew for sure was that he saw the death of someone's
little girl.
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"Just get down here!" he heard Haley answer him.

A moment later, Jake was making his way downstairs. "Alright, Haley, what's the big emerge-"
he cut himself off as he saw Trixie on the couch with a towel over her shoulders. "What's going
on?" he asked curiously as he regarded his sister who was walking towards him and then the
back of Trixie's head as she had not moved from the couch.

"I don't know," Haley told him. "But I think she's upset. She really hasn't said anything to me."

Jake nodded before walking over to Trixie. He sat down beside her. "Baby girl?" he asked softly
and slightly gasped as she turned to him and he saw the dark bruise on her cheek. "Who did
this?" he asked as he touched the mark on her face.

Trixie's expression was blank as she spoke in a monotone voice. "No one," she replied. "I fell."
Jake's brow furrowed as he couldn't remember the last time he just knew she was lying to him.
"I tried to call you earlier," she said after a moment. "But you didn't pick up."

"We were on Leprechaun land. Calls usually don't get through," he informed her.

"My father came home today," she announced with her head down.

Jake shook his head as he looked at her in disbelief. "Please don't tell him you told him by
yourself."

"I wasn't planning on to," she began. "Not without you. I didn't want do it alone, but my mother
accidentally let it slip."

"Accidentally?" Jake found that hard to believe.

"He was so angry, Jake." Trixie hugged herself tightly. "I knew he was going to be upset, but I
never thought-" she paused. "We argued. He wanted me to give the baby up. He told me I
didn't know what I doing and that he wouldn't allow me to embarrass him. I told him I knew what
I doing and that I was going to raise my own child and that I didn't care how that embarrassed
him." Tears slipped down her eyes.

"Trixie," Jake whispered.

"He said he wouldn't be disrespected in his own home." Trixie then quickly snapped her head
up, her eyes angry. "I told him he was never around long enough for it to be considered his
home!" Her eyes then soften as she touched her own bruise.

"And that's when he hit you," Jake concluded and Trixie nodded to confirm.

"I made him do it," she defended her father. "I didn't have to say that. He works mad hard for
me and my moms."

"Don't you dare make excuses for him," Jake told her before Trixie covered her mouth and nose
with both of her hands and sneezed.
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"Bless you," Jake heard Haley say, not even realizing she was still in the room until then.

Jake stood up taking Trixie with him. "We should get you out of these wet clothes before you
catch something." He turned to Haley. "You think you could find her something?" he asked of
her.

"Yeah, I may have something that fits." Haley was then followed by Trixie upstairs.

Jake shook in his anger at the situation, his fists clenching and unclenching at his sides. What
kind of man would hit a pregnant woman? He wondered. What kind of man would hit a woman
period? Jake tilted his head up as he let loose the fire that stirred in the depths of his
diaphragm. The worst part about it though, was that he felt helpless. He was at a lost and he
didn't know what to do.

Trixie's home life was stressful and with the way it effected her, he hated to imagine what that
did to the baby. Jake sat back down just trying to calm himself. The best thing would be to get
her out of that house. One logical thing to do would be moving her in with him and his family,
but his father was against them being together too, so he didn't know if that would help. The
next logical thing would be if they got a place of their own, but that just wasn't in their financial
means, not unless he. . .

"No," Jake said to himself, that route -though lucrative- was an uncertain path that his small
family and his duties as the American Dragon would not allow him to take. Jake then stood up
to head to his room, thinking that after a night's rest that things would look clearer in the
morning.

He groaned as he heard the dryer which was, along with the washing machine, located next to
his room. He was then taken by surprised as he found Trixie sitting on his bed as he entered.
She was wearing one of Haley's long night shirts that had a big sleeping moon on it. "Hi," was
all she said.

"Hey," he replied. "I was going to head in for the night," he told her.

Trixie looked at the turned down sheets. "Oh." She then stood. "It can wait, I guess," she told as
she went to walk pass him, but the comment made Jake reach out and stop her before she
could.

"What can wait?" he wanted to know.

"Just a question I wanted to ask you, but I can see that you're tired. It can wait," she repeated.

"Just go on and ask your question," he told her, but she shook her head. "Please," he said,
hoping he could help her with something tonight.

Trixie sighed, but found she couldn't look at him as she asked sadly. "I know this is stupid, but I
just wanted to know. . . how come you stop calling for fun?"

Jake looked at her curiously. "What do you mean?"
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"Don't be coy, Mr. Long, I think you know actually what I mean," she looked up as she spoke in
a Southern accent and watched as an immediate blush came to Jake's cheeks.

Jake took a small step back as he cleared his throat. His hand then went to the back of his
head, in a nervous like gesture. "It's just- It was always- And with Spud-" he struggled with what
to say. "It felt wrong," he admitted. "It was bad enough when he was here-"

"You said that's what made it exciting," she pointed out.

"I know, but you guys weren't really together then, and now. . ." he tried to explain, "you're
pregnant with his child. And I know it was just a stupid little game, but it would feel like betrayal
and I don't think I can do that."

Trixie gave him a small smile. "And here I thought it was because you didn't find me attractive
anymore."

Jake returned her smile. "That's not it at all." He reached out and grazed her arm with his
fingertips. "You know you're still the fly honey staring in all of these Mack Daddy's kinky
dreams," he told her playfully.

Trixie threw her head back and laughed. "Ow," she said suddenly, lowering her head and
bringing her hand to her bruised cheek. "You really have a way with words you know that?" She
looked back up and tried to smile.

Jake lowered Trixie's hand from her cheek. "I should have been there," he whispered as his
own hand went up to her face. "I'm sorry."

"It's not your fault," she reassured him. "Really, Jakey."

"Maybe, but knowing you're hurt when I could have done something." He shook his head. "I'll
never let it happen again," he promised.

Trixie just smiled at him. She could never have asked for a better friend in her life. Then as his
concern eyes went from her cheek to her eyes, something strange came over Trixie and before
she realized it, she had leaned into him and placed a simple kiss upon his lips. Jake's eyes
grew wide for a moment, but he didn't even have time to settle into the surprise of it before
Trixie began to pull away.

His reaction was not one he had had planned as his body acted on its own accord and quickly
leaned in to finish the kiss that she had started, but then it was as if Jake remembered where
he was and who he was with and so pulled away. The distance between them was small as
Jake shook his head. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have-"

"What?" she asked as she held onto the fabric of his t-shirt. "This?" She placed another kiss
upon his lips. "Or this?" she whispered as she placed one upon his chin and then another on
his neck, careful of the scar he had across it.

Every fiber of Jake's mind told him, that he should stop her before things went too far. He knew
she was upset about what had gone down with her father and how she didn't deal well when it
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came to him. His thoughts then led to Spud and how it wasn't fair to him. It wasn't his fault that
he had to leave and Jake knew that he shouldn't take advantage of that absence.

He would be lying if he said he wasn't attached to Trixie, but he had put the idea of them away
a long ago, once he saw with his own eyes Spud's feelings for her. Plus Spud had always been
loyal to him, keeping his family secret, and so Jake knew he could not cross that line. "Trixie."
He took her by the arms and looked at her for a moment.

"Don't you want me, Jake?" she asked of him, all kidding aside.

Jake's mind told him to push her away, but his body would not have a part of it and instead
pulled her close to him. "I do," he said honestly before he claimed her lips with his own and
kissed her with purpose. His tongue clashed against hers hungrily, wrapping his arms around
her waist as she wrapped hers around his neck.

Before either knew it, they were headed towards the direction of the bed. They parted only long
enough for Trixie to help Jake take off the shirt he had been wearing and throw it to the floor.
Trixie slid onto the bed and watched as Jake crawled to her before he took a hold her and laid
her onto the bed. Trixie moaned softly as Jake's hand explored the curves of her body as it
worked its way down. He watched her face, delighted that he was the cause of her expression
before burying his face in the nape of her neck as she took a hold of his shoulder and pulled
him to her.

Jake's hand, as it explored down her body, had found the end of Trixie's night shirt. He
hesitated for only a moment before his hand ducked under the shirt and his hand crept up her
thigh. Jake's eyes then opened as he pulled away from Trixie's neck and gave her a strange
look. Trixie smiled shyly as she realized Jake had just discovered that the night shirt was the
only thing she was wearing.

Their eyes remained on each other as Jake's hand moved to the inside of her thigh and slightly
pushed her legs apart. He then felt her whole body start to tremble and for a moment he looked
concerned, but as Trixie took a hold of his face for another kiss, he knew there was no need to
be. "Hey, Jake, I was wonder-" Jake snapped up along with Trixie as she quickly covered
herself when they heard the bedroom door open and Haley stick her head in. Haley gasped
loudly as she realized what she had just walked in on.

"Dammit, Haley, next time knock," he told her a little frustrated.

Haley scoffed. "Well, maybe next time you should actually close the door," she pointed out.

Jake sighed. "What do you want?" he asked her.

"Well, I was going ask if you wanted me to set up the shoe room, but it looks like you two were
already discussing sleeping arrangements when I came it," she said with a mocking smile. She
then screamed, closing the door behind her as Jake threw a shoe at her.

Jake took a deep breath before he turned his attention back to Trixie, who wasn't looking in his
direction. Jake licked his lips, the taste of her still there as they sat in an awkward silence until
he finally found the nerve to speak. "It's late," he began. "If you want, I can set up the guest
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room for you."

Trixie's brow creased for a moment before she looked to Jake. "Alright," was all she said as she
made to get out of the bed.

Jake looked at her as if it wasn't the answer he wanted before his hand shot up and grabbed
her arm. "But-" he paused, not really sure what he was doing. "If you want to stay."

"Do you want me to?" she asked.

Jake released his hold on her as he nodded his head. Trixie smiled at him as she sat back
down. She then began to lean into him, but Jake turned his head away, his expression reading
of pain as he did so. "I'm sorry, Trix." He then looked at her again and said, "But I can't. We
can't."

Trixie said nothing, her face looking as blank as it did when he saw her downstairs. She then
climbed under the sheets and faced away from him. Jake cursed under his breath knowing his
rejection had hurt her.

He wanted to make it up to her and in his mind there was only one way to do that. So he waited
until he knew she had fallen asleep before getting out of bed and putting back on his shirt. He
then made his way downstairs and grabbed the house phone. Jake leaned on the back of the
couch as he dialed a number. He then tucked one hand under his arm as the phone rung
before someone greeted him. "Hi, this is-" he was interrupted.

"Mr. Jacob Long," a female voice said on the other end. "We've been expecting your call. Have
you made your decision?" she asked.

Jake lowered his head and closed his eyes before raking his fingers through his hair. He sighed
silently. "Yes, I have. . . Count me in."

To Be Continued. . .
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11. Lies

Chapter Eleven: Lies

As Jake woke up, his eyes still close as he felt something heavy and warm against his body. It
wasn't until that something began to move that Jake became alarmed and his eyes snapped
up. That was when he found Trixie's head resting on his chest, her arm wrapped around him
securely. Jake first looked at her curiously, wondering if he was dreaming, but as the seconds
ticked by, his memories of the day before and why Trixie was in his bed came back to him.

He tired to rise, but Trixie's hold on him was tighter than he had realized. He looked down at
her, wanting to wake her, but as he took in her peaceful expression he decided against it, not
wanting to disrupt her peaceful dreams. His hand came to her face, his thumb running across
her plump lips as he remembered when she had called him an angel, but at this moment, as
she slept, he thought that title better suited her than him.

Jake then threw the large blanket back, thinking if he was careful he could slip out of the bed
unnoticed. He then slightly gasp as he noticed that the nightshirt that Trixie had been wearing
had bunched up around her waist. Her leg rested between his own and since she wore nothing
underneath her nightshirt he had a perfect view of the curves that made out her hips and bare
bottom.

The seventeen year old immediately averted his eyes, his cheeks reddening as he did so. He
then nodded to himself, deciding that she would be a bit embarrassed if she knew how much of
her he had actually seen. He then blindly reached for waist, grabbing onto the the fabric of the
shirt. He tired to pull it down, enough to cover up, but not being able to help as the back of his
fingers ran across her soft skin. He hesitated as his eyes were once again filled with her form.

Then before he realized it, his hand had discarded the shirt, it now acting on its own accord as it
caressed her thigh. He exhaled, as his hand slowly made out her round, firm ass before he
gave it a small squeeze. Jake couldn't remember how many times he had dreamed about
having her next to him, making reality out of the fantasies they only talked about over the phone.

Suddenly, Jake felt a bit uncomfortable, his boxers feeling more constricting by the moment as
he felt himself starting to become aroused. He kissed the top of Trixie's head, taking in her light
scent as his hand ran over the material of his own clothing. He then slipped his growing
member out of the opening of his boxers, the tip of his cock already seeping in pre-cum. With a
loose grip he slowly began to stroke himself until he was at full attention.

His other hand, which was on Trixie's other side, found her ass for the first time, his digits
carefully slipping in between the crack of her cheeks as he explored her intimate areas. He
closed his eyes as he imagined what it would feel like to slide the length of his manhood into
her warm and waiting body. To see her lust filled eyes telling him to take her anyway that he
pleased. To have her pull him down to her and embrace him as if he were the only lover she
had ever known.
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Jake parted his lips and let out a soft moan as he tighten the hold on himself and quicken the
pace, slightly arching his back in the process. He gritted his teeth as his hips suddenly bucked
towards his fist as he felt his climate approaching. "Trixie," he whispered as he pulled her body
just a little closer as his hot seed shot out of him in long, thick spurts.

"Spud," Jake's eyes widened in shock as the rest of his body froze, his breath became stuck in
his throat as he heard Trixie speak. Her forehead was slightly wrinkled as she squirmed a bit
against Jake's hold on her. A very tense moment pass before her features softened and her
breathing settled, telling Jake that she wasn't going to wake up on him.

Jake finally felt as if he could breath again, but it was shaky as he released his now spent
member and the grip he had on her bottom. He sighed in relief as he closed his eyes for a
moment. When he once again opened them, he looked at the mess he had made. The signs of
his solo project littered not only his boxers and shirt, but a lot of it landed on the blanket and on
Trixie's leg. Jake first tucked himself away before carefully taking a clean end of the blanket and
wiping down Trixie's leg. His eyes raced back and forth between his task and her face, hoping
beyond anything that she wouldn't wake just for a little while longer.

Jake then cringed with pure disgust with himself as he cleaned the last of it off of her. How sick
was he, he couldn't help but to wonder. He had discouraged her when she was willing and then
turn around and practically molested her in her sleep.

Jake shook his head, as he finally pushed her leg out from in between his and then removed
her hand, which was a bit difficult as she was actually clinging on to his shirt as she slept. Once
successfully out of bed, Jake headed towards the shower, in hopes of washing away the guilt
he felt inside of him.

After his long, cold shower, Jake headed back to his room with Trixie's fresh clothes from the
dryer in his hands. He placed the folded clothes on his dress before making his way back over
to the bed where Trixie still slept. Jake scratched his head as he saw his spoiled blanket. He
then reached for it and the sheet underneath it. He yanked it off the bed and carried them to the
washing machine.

He then headed back to his room and went to wake Trixie, but before actually covering her
before he did. He squatted down and placed a hand on her shoulder. "Trix," he called as he
shook her gently. "Trix, get up." She groaned in protest, her knees moving towards her chest as
she felt cold. She then removed Jake's hand before she searched blindly for the blanket. "It's
useless," he told her standing up and crossing his arms over his chest. "I'm washing it," he
informed her.

Trixie's eyes opened. She turned towards him before she scoffed and rolled her eyes. Jake
shook his head as she rose. "Your clothes are on the dresser. Along with a bath towel and a
wash cloth," he told her. "I'll make sure my dad knows you're here." Trixie didn't even
acknowledge that she heard him as she picked up her clothes and walked out of his bedroom
door. Jake then stripped the rest of the bedding off his bed so that they could be washed as
well.

As he stuffed the bedding into the washing machine, he heard the shower come on. He then
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headed downstairs, Haley yawning as she soon fell into step behind him. "So did you sleep
well?" she asked with a huge grin.

"Shut up," he said plainly without even looking at her. "Up for some breakfast?" he asked as
Haley followed him into the kitchen, she nodded as they stepped inside, where they found their
father fixing himself a cup of coffee. "Morning, dad," both Jake and Haley greeted him.

Jake then stood next to him, leaning on the counter. "I need to talk to you."

Johnathan smiled as his eldest child. "Morning to you too, my little cougar. What can I do you
for?"

Jake fringed interest on the tiles that made up the counter. "I know I should have checked with
you first, but you were out like a like yesterday," he tried to explain.

Johnathan looked at his nervous looking son. "What is it, son?"

"You see, Trixie, she uh, had some issues come up at home, so I told her she could spend the
night here." Jake finally looked into his father's eyes. "Dad, she was kicked out."

Johnathan sighed before he turned back to his coffee. "Sounds like Richard came home." Jake
confirmed his suspicion about Trixie's father. "So how is she doing?" he asked.

"She's more pissed at me than him." Johnathan looked to him curiously. Jake shook his head.
"Don't ask."

"Hey!" Haley suddenly yelled from the table. "I'm wasting away over here. Where's my
breakfast?"

Jake pushed himself off the counter. "You want something, dad?" he asked as he went to find
what he needed to cook their meal.

"I'll have a little something," Johnathan told him as he took his coffee to the table and sat down.

"Waffles?" Jake asked as he reached for the waffle iron.

"No. Pancakes please," Haley replied. "Would you like some help?" she offered, but was up out
of her chair to assist him before he could response.

Before long the three were sitting around the table, just about to start their meal, when Trixie
entered into the kitchen. "Morning, Haley. Papa Dog," she greeted the two before making her
way over to the cupboard to fetch a glass. She then went over to the fridge where she poured
herself a glass of milk.

Jake merely watched her before he spoke. "You should eat something," he suggested.

Trixie lowered the glass from her lips. "I will, later," they were the first words she had said to him
that day.

67 of 72



"It'll be cold later," he reasoned.

"I'll nuke it," she countered.

"Trix," he began, his forehead creased. "You know what the doctor said," he warned her,
causing Johnathan to slightly look up from his newspaper, his fork pausing just outside of his
mouth.

"I know," she placed her hand on her stomach. "I just don't feel well," she informed him as
morning sicken had taken her.

Jake pushed his chair out and stood up before making his way over to her. He took one of her
arms in his hand. The other went up to her forehead as he felt her skin. She was a bit too warm
for his liking. "Probably because that bastard had you out in the rain."

"Jacob, language," Johnathan, who only called him by his first name when he was serious,
spoke.

Trixie closed her eyes. "Please, don't say things like that about my dad."

"How can you still take his side, Trixie?" Jake asked her. "After what he did?" he whispered, the
mark on her face darker than it had been the night before.

Trixie angrily whispered back. "I told you, that was my fault. Besides, it's not like he does it all
the time."

Jake scoffed. "Of course not, just whenever he's home."

"I can take care of myself, Jake," she told him.

"Then why the hell are you here?" Jake didn't even realize what he had said, until he saw that
blank expression on her face. The face she had learned to adopt to cover up the hurt her father
had caused her, but now it was he who was the reason for her hurt.

"You're right," she agreed. She then placed her glass on the counter and then for the second
time that day she removed Jake's hold on her. She then stepped around him and walked out
the kitchen.

"You're a jerk." Haley looked at her brother in disbelief.

"I know," he didn't even try to fight her on that before he made his way out the kitchen and up
the stairs where Trixie was.

He found her in his room, holding herself as she looked at the busy people before his window.
"Give me a few days," she began with her back to him when she heard him come into the room.
"Just long enough to find somewhere to go."

Jake looked at her curiously. "What are you talking about?"
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