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Leaning her forehead against the bus window, woozily, Cynthia
Nicolson kept looking at the century-old pines flashing by. There
were great many of them here in the mountains. And there was
absolutely nothing interesting about them. They were all boring as
hell! Or so thought Cynthia.


The scenery changed as the bus went downhill, gaining speed, and
the
pines were lost somewhere behind, same as Cynthia’s dreams about a
wonderful summer she was going to spend with her friends in Mexico.
Jack invited every one of them to his beach house this summer,
while
his parents were traveling up and down Europe, mixing publishing
business with pleasure. The worldwide love for physiological
thrillers, great luck and a couple of neatly-written NYC #1
bestsellers were the reason why Jack’s family owned property in
almost every country of the first world. Word! It wasn’t just some
property. They owned real mansions, with dozens of bedrooms,
countless bathrooms, swimming pools, private cooks, staff, and only
God knows what else!


It was always only a matter of choice where Jack was going to spend
his summer. Usually somewhere warm, and far away from where his
parents were. Cynthia’s summers, on the other hand, were mostly
spent back home in LA, in her family’s tiny 200 square feet
apartment, or at her aunt’s in a sad little town of Reno, north
California. And that’s where she was headed now.


Cynthia’s family, which consisted of her mom, Jessica, and her
grandma, Chloe, was not as fortunate as Jack’s family was,
unfortunately. There were times they were barely making the ends
meet, sometimes not being able to afford something as simple as a
pair of new jeans. Cynthia had one year left in high school. Ailing
grandma Chloe was 78 at that point and was barely able to take care
of herself. And her pension payments were only enough to cover
rent.


Only Cynthia’s mother was working in the family, combining daytime
nursing shifts at the local hospital and the nighttime bartending
shifts in a bowling club near their apartment building. She was
never
home. And when she was, she looked beat, interested only in a quick
dinner Cynthia made and her regular four hours of sleep. She was
45,
and even though extremely exhausted, she looked younger her age,
and
more attractive than her most of her peers. Especially those rare
times when she let Cynthia do her makeup and pick up a dress for
her
to wear on a date, which she had something like twice a year. She
simply had no energy for dating. And her facial expression was
always
weary. Usually that’s a bummer for men. 



Cynthia felt sorry for her mom, but she didn’t want to end up like
her, divorced, single, shunning all the men. She liked men, or boys
her age to be specific. Among her peers, she was considered cute.
It
was her looks in the first place that granted her access to Jack’s
inner circle of friends. And Jack had a lot of friends. But
Cynthia’s
sense of humor and winsomeness soon allowed her to become one of
those Jack spent most of his time with.


Jack was hard to reach, especially the real Jack, and not the mask
he
wore in public, always shutting out everyone from his internal
world,
and very protective of it. But Cynthia got real close, and Jack
opened up to her. Behind the facade of a rich, handsome jester,
always working his way against the rules, always surrounded by a
million friends and worshipers, always in a company of at least two
model-looking girls, there was a sensitive gifted young man,
interested in books, and arts, more than he was in sports actually.
He was gay though, much to Cynthia’s disappointment. Oh she was so
close to falling in love with him. But he told her straight that he
didn’t like pussy. He much preferred dick.


Jack explicitly said that to Cynthia one night in his LA house,
when
the two were watching a horror flick together on a big projection
screen Jack had installed in his bedroom, sharing a bowl of hot
popcorn, and Cynthia’s hand had “slipped” accidentally and
touched Jack’s inner thigh. He always wore tight shorts at home and
his dick was bulging. That was when Jack felt he needed to clear
the
air. He was flattered, of course, but he just wasn’t up to it,
quite literally.


But he 
had grown very fond of his “girlfriend”. He never
had one he’d allow so close before. And as it turned out it was the
coolest thing ever. His own words! Even though a little let
down, Cynthia still felt proud Jack thought of her so lovingly. It
was really an honor. Even though it was a bummer his dick remained
soft the whole time she was “accidentally” touching him. Not a
twitch down there.


They got even closer since regardless, now that there was no
awkwardness between them. And even though they usually shared
Jack’s
king-sized bed after a movie marathon, nothing physical ever
happened
between the two. It was okay though, Cynthia thought. They shared
an
emotional bond instead. 



Jack, knowing how hard things got for Cynthia’s family sometimes,
always tried to help, treating Cynthia to fancy restaurants and
getting her small gifts, not even caring that everyone was
beginning
to think they were a couple. Once, on Cynthia’s 17
th
birthday Jack bought her a brand-new car! Which blew Cynthia’s
mind, of course. But Cynthia’s mom made her return the gift
immediately because it was inappropriate. Cynthia knew it was too
much, of course. But still, she wanted it! And it wasn’t even that
big of a deal for Jack. His family had way too much money to
care.


Cynthia’s mom was nobody’s charity case though. She was a proud
woman. Cynthia was a proud young woman too, but sometimes, seeing
Jack’s platinum card and how easy it made all dreams and wishes
come true with a simple slip of it through the cash register slot,
she wanted something like that for herself also.


Maybe, in the future, Cynthia would get a good education, which she
and her mom planned for her, and she would get a platinum card of
her
own. That was something to look forward to. But future was so far
away, and she wanted to have fun now. She was never going to be
seventeen ever again. 



But life was relentless. Or it was Cynthia’s mom who was
relentless. She vetoed Cynthia’s plans to go to Mexico with Jack
for the summer. Instead, she was sent to visit with her Aunt
Michele
to the small town of Reno, north California. That was where she was
headed now in a heated interstate bus with all the pine trees
flashing by outside the window.


 







                
                

                
            

            
        

    


Chapter 2







Cynthia’s aunt lived alone in a small two-story house at the
outskirts of the Reno town. She divorced her husband more than ten
years ago, right after the tragic death of their five-year-old son,
who unfortunately got lost in the woods one day and drowned in a
mountain pond. Aunt Michele could never forgive her husband for
letting their little Kevin wander off into the woods alone, which
he never admitted was his fault.

But she didn’t want to listen! She
was grief-stricken and didn’t want to see her husband ever again.
Maybe also because little Kevin was practically a small copy of his
father.

Little Kevin and Cynthia were born
the same year and would have been the same age now, if it wasn’t
for the tragedy. Cynthia could only remember his little cousin by
the pictures she’d seen of him in her childhood. They were too
little when they saw each other alive last ti [...]
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