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  “Do I counsel you to kill your senses? I counsel the innocence of the 

 senses.” 

    Friedrich Nietzsche (1844-1900) 

    from Thus Spoke Zarathustra (1883-1885) 

 

 

 

  “If you obey all the rules, you miss all the fun.” 
    Katherine Hepburn (1909-2003) 

    self-proclaimed atheist and 

    four-time Academy Award winning actress 

 

 

 

  

   

Saturday 

Leaving Sacramento, California 

   

The California hills were still brown on the long, straight interstate, a fast run from 

Sacramento past Oakland. Once over the bridge and around San José, Highway 17 

narrowed to two lanes either way with a bank of trees separating them from the oncoming 

traffic. Dave and Marisol found themselves surrounded by lush green foliage on the curving 

highway down to Santa Cruz. Marisol frequently caressed Dave‟s hand on the stick shift as 

she gazed out the window at the passing scenery. They had the windows down to feel the 

rush of warm air. She inhaled deeply as the salty ocean breeze finally filled the car. 

 “Your mom‟s nice,” Dave said, keeping his eyes ahead. 

 “She thinks you’re nice.” 

 Dave seemed to settle, shoulders relaxed. “I was afraid she would tell me to stay 

away from you.” 

 “She‟s not typical,” Marisol said. “No te preocupes, Amor.” 

 The turn signal clicked as Dave swung out to pass a bulky SUV with spinners on the 

wheels. “I could see that when she asked me flat out if I was in love with you.” He cruised 

in the fast lane for a while before edging back to the right-hand lane. 



 Marisol laughed. “My mother follows traditions sometimes, like most Mexican 

women, but she is not a slave to traditions. Mi mama usa la mente; she thinks. And she 

wanted to know you without judging you first.” 

 “That‟s amazing in almost anybody.” 

 “She learned from experiences.” 

 “That‟s amazing in almost anybody too.” 

 Marisol shut her eyes and breathed in deeply again. “I love the ocean smell. Did you 

remember to bring your camera, Amor?” 

 “Yeah. I don‟t like to take the big, nice one to the beach, so I usually bring the little 

Polaroid. It‟s in the bag, the small one, behind you,” Dave said, feeling himself tense. 

 Marisol twisted around to reach behind the bucket seats, and Dave shifted his eyes 

from the road ahead to her breasts and nipples pressed against the thin fabric of his recently 

borrowed T-shirt. Finally, regretfully for Dave, she located the little camera, turned it on 

and snapped some photos of Dave and of the passing scenery.  

 “Muy lindo...beautiful,” she said. Moving Dave‟s Dallas Cowboys cap to the side 

on the dashboard, she leaned forward to snap more photographs of the road ahead. 

 “Definitely.”  

 Dave‟s voice and profile drew Marisol‟s attention from the view outside the car. His 

twenty-seven years still surprised her. How much younger he had seemed to her before, 

nearly to the point of disappointment. But now, she thought warmly as her eyes studied 

him, he radiated maturity, strength, power. What she had learned of him only made her 

want to know him better, to see his secrets, his soul. She wanted to feel his joy and pain. 

Then, she thought, she could make them both happy. This weekend will be for learning and 

knowing each other, she decided. The road rumbled beneath them in time to the deep roar 

of the engine. She watched the set of his mouth and eyes. As he concentrated on the road, 

she felt his hand flex beneath hers as he shifted, almost physically connected to the 

growling engine and the rounding, dipping road beneath them. The heavy musk—his 

musk—from the T-shirt she wore nearly intoxicated him. Marisol resisted the urge to 

shove her free hand under the waistband of her tight jeans and between her legs. She settled 

for the tingle the feel of his hand and the vibration the speeding car gave her. On the stick, 

he hooked her thumb in his and jammed the lever into third gear. Marisol squeezed her 

thighs together and purred. He‟s come so far so quickly, tan rapido, she thought as she 

recalled his panic when she had sucked him in his car that first time. How many days ago? 

She leaned back, closed her eyes and thought of having Dave‟s stiff penis in her mouth. She 

leaned against the door, focused the camera on him and snapped his profile. He smiled in 

reply and turned to her. She snapped another. Marisol slipped the camera between her legs 

and took his hand again. She felt the energy pass between them. 

 Salt air whipped across Dave‟s face. As he shifted, he felt Marisol‟s grip tighten on 

the back of his hand. He came out of a curve and glanced over quickly. She was leaning 

back into the headrest, eyes closed, lower lip between her teeth. The sight of the mole near 

her sexy lip sent a tingle to his groin. He looked from the road ahead to her and back again. 



He watched her, mouth slightly open, inhale and exhale in a soft sigh. He glanced ahead, 

took a gentle curve to the left, and a jeep passed them and sped on ahead. Dave breathed 

ocean air which always lifted his spirits with thoughts of the beach. But he had always 

come alone before, to get away from everyone. He hardly noticed Marisol‟s hand leave his 

as he down-shifted. 

 The change registered when he felt her palm on his thigh. He glanced down as she 

squeezed his leg through his jeans. She kneaded the muscle beneath her fingers as he 

shifted. Dave looked at the finger of her left hand where the silver skull ring used to be, and 

he smiled. Such a small, simple gesture, he thought as he thumbed the skull ring, now on 

his pinky finger, where it just fit. As he drove, he tapped the band on the steering wheel as 

he thought of Marisol‟s hand moving up his thigh and of that simple gesture that had made 

his morning. 

 They had met at the university library parking lot, nearly abandoned on a Saturday 

morning. The morning looked overcast, but Dave did not think the clouds would follow 

them to the beach. His spirits were high; for the first time, he was not traveling alone. 

Feeling light and warm, Dave studied Marisol closely: the way her hair curled and settled 

across her shoulders, the curve of her eyelashes, the full line of her eyebrows, the soft 

fullness of her tan cheek, the line of her jaw, a brown mole on her neck, the gentle curve of 

the light blue sweater over her breasts. When Dave held the car door for her, she simply 

looked up at him, slipped the silver skull ring from her finger, placed it in his palm and 

closed his fingers over it.  

 “I had this since I was fourteen,” she said. “I wanted to shock people, but my daddy 

liked it.” Then she kissed Dave on the cheek and slipped into the car. When he got into the 

car beside her, he had the ring on his left pinky finger. Marisol reached over to touch it 

once and smiled. Dave drove off without a word.  

 Before they got out of the parking lot, Dave suffered the embarrassment of watching 

Marisol pull a plastic bag from the pocket of her tight jeans, shake it out and fill it with the 

empty soda cans on the floor. She finished by straightening out his Dallas Cowboys cap 

again, producing a hand towel and dusting off the dashboard before centering the cap on 

top. Dave mumbled, “Thank you,” as he turned toward the highway. 

 Once on the straight-line Interstate 80 headed toward San Francisco, they both 

relaxed, listening to CDs they popped in and out of the stereo. As they passed Oakland, 

Marisol had complained of the heat and asked to borrow one of Dave‟s shirts. “Amor, this 

sweater is too hot.”  

 “Okay,” he had said, hoping that she wouldn‟t dig too deeply into the bag. His shirts 

were on top, and he had packed it on the bottom. He didn‟t want her to find it, not 

yet...maybe not at all. 

 She twisted around, rummaged in the bag behind them and turned forward with 

Dave‟s favorite Star Trek T-shirt in hand. It was a bit tattered, gray and thin with the 

sleeves cut off, but Marisol claimed it would be cooler. Speeding along, Dave watched 

open-mouthed as Marisol tugged her sweater up over her head to put the old T-shirt on. As 



she worked the clothing change in the tight-bucket seat, Dave took in the black wisps of 

armpit hair, the mole on her upper breast and the dark nipples showing through the wispy, 

pale, blue bra. She got the shirt on, smoothed it down, turned to him with a raised eyebrow 

and asked, “Better?” 

 “Absolutely,” he said, “but I‟m not any cooler.” 

 She laughed, touched his cheek and stuffed her sweater into his bag behind her. She 

turned back and put in a fresh CD: Selena’s Greatest Hits. Images of her changing shirts 

swam before Dave‟s eyes as he maneuvered the Corvette through lane changes, around the 

big city and over the bridge to San José. 

 “Y‟know, with my T-shirt on, people can see that you don‟t shave your pits,” Dave 

said. 

 “Europe is different than here, especially outside the big cities. Do you like it?” 

 “Yeah, a lot. I didn‟t even know it until you showed me.” 

 Marisol turned in her seat. “Entonces no importa lo que piensan las otras.” 

 “Huh?” 

 “I don‟t care what anybody else thinks,” she said. “I want you to be happy, Davey. 

You are with me, not the other people. Why should I care what other people think when I 

don‟t know them, and I‟ll never see them again? Or even if I will, so what? My life and 

future are with you more than with my friends or even my family. I want to make you 

smile. I want to make you happy. Besides, not shaving is easier and natural. You like my 

hairs?” 

 Dave nodded, eyes on the road, afraid to turn to her but wanting nothing more. 

 “Then nothing more matters, Amor.”     

 Now they were nearly there: Santa Cruz. As Dave shifted gears, Marisol‟s palm 

moved further up his thigh. She pushed his seatbelt up a bit, off of his belt buckle. “Cuándo 

llegamos?” she asked. 

 “Huh?” 

 “When are we going to get there, to the beach?” 

 Dave shrugged. “Ten, fifteen minutes maybe. I like the way you say beach.” 

 Marisol shrugged and felt annoyed with herself for it. “No manchas, Amor. Es mi 

acento.”  

 “I love your beautiful, Spanish accent. It makes me—” 

 She undid his belt buckle. 

 The Corvette weaved ever so slightly. Dave glanced down as Marisol‟s thumb and 

index finger worked his zipper down. Dave shifted in the bucket seat as he felt himself 

harden, his cock turned and pressing at an awkward angle. Marisol slipped a hand in and 

freed it. Dave‟s breath caught, and the car weaved again, skimming the lane markers in the 

center of the road. The air became heavier with the salty scent of the ocean, and the leather 

covered steering wheel slipped under Dave‟s increasingly sweaty palms.  

 Marisol licked the palm of her hand, and stroked him slowly, her brown eyes on his 

face. Dave looked from the road ahead to his penis to her face to his penis and to the road 



ahead. He corrected quickly to stay in his lane. Marisol ran the tip of her tongue along her 

lip and laughed. “Concentrate, mi amor...en todo.” She licked her other palm and rubbed it 

in flat circles on the tip of his erection, and Dave gasped. The Corvette sped up and 

swerved out and back. Marisol was wearing the tight, black jeans she had worn when they 

met at her house. Dave glanced over at the shifting of her thigh muscles as she leaned over 

toward him. 

 “I rather suck you, Amor,” she said, “but the stick shift is in the way. Is this okay?” 

 The Corvette hugged the curves without a whine, but Dave knew he was going way 

too fast and slowed, downshifted. He nodded to Marisol‟s question but couldn‟t get any 

words out except, “Uh huh. Yeah...oh, yeah... It‟s... I...I—” 

 She stroked him faster. Dave squirmed in the seat and tightened his grip on the 

wheel. He took a curve, and a car shot by, passing them on the left. Dave glanced over at 

the sound of a zipper. With her left fist on Dave‟s cock, Marisol had opened the fly of her 

jeans and was pushing her right hand inside. Her legs parted; her eyes closed; she stroked 

him and herself; a sigh escaped her. Dave heard the fast crunching of gravel and got the 

speeding car off the shoulder and back into his lane. Marisol squeezed her legs together and 

grunted. 

 Stroking him faster, she pulled her hand from her jeans, leaned across and slipped 

her damp fingers between his lips. Dave surprised himself by clamping his lips on her 

fingers and sucking. The smell of her, the pungent, slippery taste of her started the spasms 

and Marisol got her hand out of his mouth and under the head of his cock just as he erupted 

in spurts into her cupped palm. Dave‟s grunt came louder than hers, but he kept the car on 

the road. 

 “Mi Amor...¿Tanto?” Marisol breathed. Dave turned toward her in time to see her 

move her cupped palm to her lips, tilt her head back and slurp his white load into her 

mouth. A glimpse of her bra and armpit hairs though the cut sleeve tightened Dave‟s chest. 

Dave turned to the road and back in time to see Marisol close her eyes and mouth and 

swallow. Gravel again. Dave jerked on the wheel, crossed into the fast lane and finally got 

it straight. Marisol‟s long hair shimmered as she opened her eyes, licked her palm and 

turned to him.  

 “¡Qué rico, Amor!” she whispered and licked her lips. “Me encantó.” 

 “Huh? What?” Dave nearly crossed lanes again and almost went into the trees when 

he saw Marisol flick her tongue between splayed fingers to lick up the last of his cum. 

 She arched an eyebrow and smiled. “It means I like it a lot, Amor.” 

 “Me, too,” Dave croaked, eyes carefully on the road ahead. Me, too? he thought in 

dismay. I am such a geek. Really a geek... geekgeekstupidgeek ran through his mind. He 

said quickly, “That‟s not what I meant...” 

 Marisol looked at him, eyebrow arched. 

 “I mean...” Dave stammered, looking from her to the road and back. “That‟s not 

it...I mean, that is...I did like it a lot, but when you—” 

 “Relax, amor.” 



 He glanced down as Marisol leaned across. She had produced a washcloth from 

somewhere and wiped his softening member clean. Then she gently tucked his penis into 

his jeans, zipped him up and kissed his cheek. Dave no longer felt like such a geek. He took 

the final curve into Santa Cruz and, just past the intersection with Highway 1, he turned 

south onto Ocean Street toward the hotel. For the first time in his many weekend getaways, 

he was not alone as he eased into the small parking lot. 

    *    *    * 

Citrus Heights, California 

Brad‟s Saturday Night Date 

 

Ming Yip shared a small house in Sacramento with two silicone breasted co-eds from Los 

Angeles. Crystal, the blonder of the two, pointed a long, enameled fingertip at Ming and 

said, “You Chinese are way too subservient to your men, Ming, and I don‟t see why. Not 

one of these assholes ever does a damn thing for any of us. And they cause all our fucking 

problems besides.” 

 Ming looked down at the dirt-tracked tan carpet and hoped she would have time to 

run the vacuum cleaner over it before Bradley arrived. Ming was barefoot, her shoes by the 

front door, but both of her roommates wore tennis shoes. Ming glanced to her right through 

the doorway into the kitchen. The sink was still full of dirty dishes. Crystal had not washed 

them as she had promised. If her roommates left on their trip immediately, Ming figured 

she had about a quarter hour to straighten the place up. 

 The crack of chewing gum drew Ming‟s attention to Stacy, the slightly less blond, 

albeit bigger breasted, of her roommates. Stacy pulled a pink turtleneck sweater over her 

head and worked it down over the hard mounds of her chest, cracking the gum the whole 

time. “That‟s right,” Stacy said as she snapped her suitcase closed. “A little experience and 

you‟ll learn what all those assholes are like. Every girl needs a lay once in a while, but God, 

I hate men.” 

 Repressing a shudder of disgust toward her roommate, Ming raised her head and 

said, “If you treated men better and listened to them, really listened, then maybe there 

would be less need for hate.” And if for once you thought about someone other than 

yourself, Ming thought but did not say. 

 Stacy grunted a laugh. “God, are you naive, Ming.” 

 Ming hung her head and said, “I‟m sorry. I just try to give everyone a fair chance, 

and Bradley has been helping me with my English for my essays.” Which neither of you 

ever has the time to do, she thought but kept to herself. “Besides, he took me to the movies 

last night, and he was a real gentleman.” 

 Crystal grunted. She wore a tight, satin and equally pink blouse with a visible black 

lace bra beneath. “Gentleman? I‟m tellin‟ya, Ming. They don‟t do nothin‟ unless they think 

they‟ll get something for it.” She lifted her own suitcase and laughed. “Not that anybody‟s 

getting anything from you. I bet you wouldn‟t give it up for Brad Pitt’s dick, let alone for 

Brad Wobble-Eyes.” 



 Stacy covered her laugh and her plated bracelets jingled. “I‟d leave little miss virgin 

a couple of condoms, but she probably doesn‟t know which one of them they go on—her or 

the dude.” 

 Ming watched stoically as the two blondes barked laughes, pointing at each other. 

“When we get to L.A., those two rubbers‟ll get me through the afternoon,” Crystal said, 

wiping away tears and trying to slow her giggles. 

 The doorbell rang, sobering them both. 

 “Dammit,” Crystal said. “Ming, didn‟t you say Wobble-Eyes was coming at five?” 

She looked at Stacy. “What time is it?” 

 Stacy turned the hand up that held her suitcase to see her pink-banded Swatch. 

“About a quarter to.” 

 “Let‟s go. If we haul ass, there‟ll still be some good partying when we get down 

there. Saturday night rocks in LA!” 

 Ming circled the two of them to reach the front door. She ran her palms down flat 

along her stomach and over her hips to smooth her cheongsam, needlessly because the 

tight, traditional Chinese dress melded to her slim figure like liquid chocolate over ice 

cream. The high-necked dress had a diamond shaped cut-out just above her breasts and a 

long slit down one side, showing most of her leg. Sexy and non-virgin looking for Bradley, 

she hoped. Then Ming remembered the dirty dishes and dirty carpet, and she tried to erase 

the look of distress she felt on her face as she unbolted and opened the door. As the door 

swung open, Ming realized with a shock that she had forgotten to let her hair down. 

 Ming‟s beauty left Brad standing open-mouthed in the doorway. Her eyes looked 

sultry and bright at once. Wisps of dark hair hung over her brow, the rest tied up behind in 

a loose bun at her neck. Her eyebrows were thick, her eyes a warm brown, her cheekbones 

high and lightly freckled. The simple satin dress she wore was light blue, trimmed in gold 

and calf length, with a sexy slit showing one slender thigh. She was barefoot, and Brad 

found himself staring down at her sexy, painted toes when she spoke. 

 “Hello, Bradley. I‟m so happy to see you. Please come in.” 

 His head snapped up to her smile, and he stood there with her in the doorway. 

 Ming‟s smile slipped a fraction. “Are you okay?” 

 Hands behind his back, Brad cleared his throat, found his courage, and said, “Ni hao 

ma?” 

 Blushing, Ming smiled broadly and said, “Hen hao. Xièxie.” She bowed formally to 

him. When she straightened, her eyes looked moist and deeply pleased. 

 Brad felt his face slacken and his mind go blank. Finally, he found some words: 

“Wo bù dòng.” He figured he had better learn early how to say „I don‟t understand.” 

 Ming giggled and wiped her eyes, a hand over her mouth. “I said „fine, thanks.‟ I 

didn‟t know you studied Mandarin, Bradley. Why didn‟t you tell me before? Your accent is 

very good.” We’re going to work on it, my angel, she thought. 

 “Thanks...Xièxie ni. I just started,” he said. “I wanted to... uh... Anyway, here,” he 

said, taking the flowers and packages from behind his back and holding them out to her. 



She looked so sweet and innocent, and it really did not matter to him if he didn‟t score, but 

still, she just might...   

 Ming‟s eyes widened. “Are those for me?” 

 “Uh, yeah. I hope you like roses. I just thought—” 

 “They are so beautiful, Bradley. And you look so nice. Come on in, please. Is that a 

new shirt?” 

 As she stepped back to let him pass, and he made to answer, he noticed motion 

behind her in the living room. 

 “Hi, Wobble-Eyes...Oh...” Crystal said as she looked him up and down, from his 

clean hair tied back to his white sport shirt to the package of food and flowers in his hands 

to his clean jeans and new tennis shoes. 

 “Hi, Crystal,” Brad said tonelessly. He stepped into the small, tiled foyer and 

handed the food and flowers to Ming, so he could remove his shoes. He knew his socks 

were clean, but he felt momentary relief that he had remembered to grab a pair without 

holes. As he stood in only his socks, he saw the other roommate, what‟s-her-name, and the 

suitcases. So they hadn‟t changed their minds about the Los Angeles weekend, thank 

goodness. 

 Ming had set the bag of Chinese food on the wood-framed coffee table and now 

stood staring at her roses, red-faced and grinning. The pair of blondes gathered their 

suitcases, stone-faced, and moved to the door. 

 “Doesn‟t help, but it looks like you at least decided to take a shower this week, 

Wobble-Eyes,” Stacy said. “See you, Ming. We‟ll be back Monday afternoon.” 

 “Okay,” Ming said, eyes still on the long-stem roses. “Have fun, you guys.” 

 Crystal smirked and said, “You two can watch a couple of my DVDs. The „G‟ rated 

ones are on the bottom shelf.” Without another word, the two blondes filed out, and Crystal 

pulled the door closed quietly behind them. 

 Ming and Brad glanced at the door. They looked at each other. 

 “Nobody ever gave me flowers before.” 

 Brad smiled and shrugged. “That‟s okay. I never gave flowers to anybody before.” 

He looked to the floor, raised his head and said, “Nobody ever treated me so nice before.” 

 Ming moved closer to him and gently touched fingertips to his cheek. The soft 

stroke felt warm, electric, tender. Brad looked into the dark pools of her eyes, felt her 

touch, and his other senses faded. Then her voice came through, and he heard her whisper 

to him, “Bradley, you are the one who helps me. And last night was really fun. You were so 

nice. I didn‟t do anything...yet.” 

 Brad felt himself lean forward and down to kiss her, and Ming lowered her hand to 

his chest and gently eased him back. “We have to sample the aroma before we taste the 

wine,” she said. 

 The sense of loss felt physical, more so when she removed her palm from his chest 

and turned away toward the coffee table. Brad swallowed as he watched the sway of her 

hips and the tight line of the blue dress on the curve of her buttocks as she walked. He did 



not want to push or scare her, but he had hope. She turned suddenly, caught him staring and 

smiled. “You didn‟t have to bring dinner too. You spent too much last night. I thought that 

tonight we could just call out for pizza. I like pizza.” 

 “It‟s Orange Duck, noodles and dumplings, like you told me about,” he said. 

 “Then that changes the menu for tomorrow, slightly,” she said. The thin dress 

tightened around her butt as she casually leaned over to pick up the bag of food. His 

breathing deepened along with his hope to see more. What did she say about tomorrow and 

a menu? 

 “What menu?” he asked. “Where are we going tomorrow?” Brad had had no idea 

how expensive roses were, especially after the Friday night movie and dinner date at 

Chili’s. He barely had bus fare remaining. At least Dave had loaned him the Corvette with a 

full tank. Sweat beaded his palms at the word „menu.‟ He was used to the overhead menu at 

McDonald‟s, and he didn‟t want to take Ming there, unless she wanted to go. But he didn‟t 

think he could afford her idea of a menu. 

 “You are coming back here,” she said. “I already planned to cook dinner for you.” 

She glanced down briefly. “If you want to. I mean, if you aren‟t busy or anything 

tomorrow.” She shrugged. “Three days with me might be too much. If you already have 

plans—” 

 “No,” he said. “You are my weekend plans—all weekend, if you want.” Panic 

closed his throat. ‘You are my weekend plans’ sounds like I want to get laid, he thought, 

and ‘all weekend’ sounds like nights too. You idiot, he told himself. This innocent-looking 

‘maybe’ virgin is going to throw you out on your ass, despite her movie request. He added 

quickly: “Early nights are okay for me, though.” Now I sound like a geek, he thought.   

 Ming smiled. “That is so sweet,” she said. “I have never been anyone‟s plans for 

anything. And you did not have to borrow a car last night, Bradley. We could have come 

here to watch videos, or we could have taken the bus. I take the bus to school all the time.” 

Then her smile faded, and her eyes darkened. “I want to apologize for my roommates, 

Bradley. I am sorry for their rudeness.” 

 Brad looked away and shrugged. “It‟s okay. That stuff doesn‟t bother me.” 

 “Come here,” Ming said and took his hand. She sat him down beside her on the 

couch, taking both of his hands in hers. “There is a saying, Bradley. We call it ours, but it 

may be from Japan.” 

 Brad looked at her, frowning. “Japan?” 

 Ming smiled and seemed to remember something. “Oh, I‟m sorry,” she said as she 

reached behind her neck to let her hair flow down in front. Brad watched open-mouthed as 

her thick, dark hair cascaded down to pool in her lap. 

 “Sorry for what?” Brad asked, confused. 

 “I know you like to see my hair down, and I forgot.” 

 A warm feeling flowed through him, leaving him confused and happy. “I...that‟s 

okay, Ming. I like it, yeah, a lot, but—” 



 “Then I will wear it down for you.” She touched fingers to her lips. “Oh, yes, the 

saying.” 

 “From Japan?” 

 “Perhaps. It is said that everyone has three faces: one for the world to see, one that 

only loyal friends and family are allowed to see, and the third, a secret one that nobody ever 

sees, unless you find that one, trusted lover to whom you can show all your faces.” 

 Brad sat back into the deep cushions of the sofa, thinking about that. He felt the 

touch of Ming‟s fingertips on his cheek and turned. 

 “You are hungry. Give me a minute.” She stood and took the bags of food into the 

kitchen. As Brad sat pondering the „three faces‟ idea, Ming peeped around the kitchen 

doorway and asked, “Did you bring it?” 

 “Huh?” Brad said. Then he blinked and smiled, eyes pin-balling. “It‟s in the bag 

with the soda.” 

 Ming disappeared for a few seconds, and reappeared around the threshold, a cased 

DVD in one hand. “A sex movie called Pirates?” 

 “Oh, yeah,” Brad said, smiling broadly. “It‟s big-budget porn. And part of it was 

made in Florida.” 

 Ming looked at the case doubtfully. Turning to him, she said, “Okay, but I want to 

watch the real thing with you, Bradley, not some watered-up, „R‟ rated erotic film. I can 

handle it.” 

 She vanished again into the kitchen, and Brad called after her, “Watered down.” 

 “What‟s that?” from the kitchen. 

 “You say ‘watered down,’ but it‟s not. It‟s the real thing, Ming; don‟t worry about 

that.” Can this be the real thing? he wondered. I’ve never had a dream so good as this. 

 Brad glanced around the room at the oddly mixed decor. Fake Monet prints hung 

around the white walls overshadowed by obviously high quality, genuine Chinese 

tapestries. Next to the wide-screen television fastened to the wall across from him, a tall, 

narrow glass cabinet held a collection of small, Chinese statues and bowls. Brad thought of 

crossing the room for a closer look as Ming came in with a tray. She placed the white, 

plastic tray on the floor and arranged plates with the food Brad had brought on the long 

coffee table before him. Chinese food looked a lot better on dishes than in the little, white 

cartons, he thought.  

 The thin, tight cheongsam clung to Ming‟s lithe body as she set the plates of food on 

the table. Her long hair swished when she flipped it back, and Brad felt his jeans tighten in 

the crotch. This is no virgin, he thought. She’s just refined, cultured; that’s all. When the 

tray was cleared, Ming stood and took it to the kitchen. She returned with the DVD case in 

hand, sat beside him, and handed it to him, smiling. Dreams don’t go so well, he thought. 

Maybe...maybe... 

 “Where‟s the remote?” he asked. 

 “On top of that glass case,” Ming said. When he started to get up, she detained him 

with a hand on his arm. “Bradley, about the three faces...” 



 He sat back down and turned to her. “I think I understand, Ming.” 

 She nodded. “I wish to see as much of you as you can show me, dear Bradley. I will 

try to trust you also with my faces.” 

 Brad nodded and looked down. He cleared his throat. The words came out before he 

realized what he was saying: “It hurts when they talk about me like that, Ming.” 

 She caressed the back of his neck, her other hand on his forearm. “I hate them when 

they call you names, Bradley. They are cruel hypocrites, a lot of them. I want to cry when 

they tease me the same. The only thing that makes me feel better is that you are so nice to 

me.” 

 Brad turned to her. “You are so beautiful and smart, Ming. What do they tease you 

about?” 

 Ming looked him in the eyes, and in the seconds that followed, the only sound came 

from the quiet whoosh of the air conditioner overhead. Brad saw her swallow. Her face 

seemed to tighten. Ming said, “I will get the remote.” 

 She started to get up, and Brad laid a hand gently on her arm. She sat back down but 

looked away. 

 “The three faces?” Brad whispered. “It‟s okay, Ming. I will never tease you about 

anything that hurts. I know how that feels.” 

 Ming turned to him, and her voice came so softly, just audible over the air 

conditioner: “My roommates make fun of me because I‟m a virgin.”  

 

 


