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The Magic Amulet - Part One



My dating app was offering no promising prospects this Friday evening. I had been swiping in unpromising directions for so long that my thumbs began to feel the swelling and pain brought on by repetitive stress. All the women were either not enough, too much, or reminded me of prior mistakes. Not that there had been that many. Not for lack of trying.

Sadly, this had been my routine the last several days – work a brain-numbing (and back-breaking) eight-hour shift at the warehouse, then come home to my “modest” (a kind word) studio apartment to put the best spin on things in my dating app profile and see what shapely fish I could catch. 

So far there had been no nibbles. 

Swipe left, swipe left, swipe left, swipe left, swipe left, swipe left, pause, sneeze, swipe left, swipe left.

Then I came across Alyssa.

After seeing her picture on the app, I nearly swiped left out of mindless routine, and redirected my thumb in the correct direction with such violence that the repetitive stress pain in my thumbs cried out above the choir of suffering that I usually felt in my back, shoulders, and arms. I almost dropped my phone before stifling a cry – not that anyone would have heard me – and went to my medicine cabinet to down four aspirin from the large container of said pain reliever I always had handy before returning to my phone to consider my new source of distraction.

The girl who stared back up at me was an attractive blonde, and could be considered a knockout depending on what one’s opinion was concerning glasses. She had straight blonde hair that extended past her shoulders, and a beaming smile that was generated by a welcoming mouth. She was outdoors in what could have been a wilderness setting, and the way she turned her body to smile at the camera let the observer know that she had firm breasts of a pleasing size, a small waist, and the sort of hips and ass that blossom out of nowhere like a ripe fruit.

Suitably pleased, my eyes drifted down to the more desultory duty of reading her profile.

Alyssa. 23 years old. Systems analyst (I had no idea what that was). Enjoyed rock climbing (my back began to ache when considering the possibility of climbing rocks for fun). Allergic to bee stings. Sagittarius (not that I put any credence into such things, but with someone who looked this good I could use all the info she was willing to provide).

As a capper, there was a single quote from the gorgeous rock climbing systems analyst:

“I like a man who shows his worth with what he wears.”

The quote made my heart sink. I looked down at my current ensemble – soiled t-shirt, flannel pants, boxer briefs of dubious vintage – and began to feel that Alyssa might be a bigger apple than I could comfortably chew. 

A choice had to be made.

After spending the last hour or so in a hopeless routine of swiping left, I gave my thumbs the novel experience of swiping in the opposite direction before putting my phone down for good and preparing for bed. 

Might as well end things on a high note, I thought.

I awoke the next morning to the standard din of pain I normally had when escaping my bed. Joints popped and my back throbbed as I checked my phone on the way to the bathroom and the morning’s allowance of aspirin. Thank goodness it was a Saturday.

There was one notification on the phone. Alyssa was a match and had sent me a message. For some mysterious reason, aspirin no longer seemed necessary for me that morning.

Her message read as follows: “Hi Cory! Saw your profile and thought you seemed nice. Warehouse work, huh? Bet you’re strong! Wanna try that new ramen place downtown? Izakaya? Don’t leave me hanging!”

My mind was already in crisis: not only did I lack the sartorial variety this girl seemed to dig, but she was the kind of person who thought paying fifty dollars a bowl for her broth and noodles somehow made them taste better. I always preferred my ramen by the crate for under fifty cents a serving, natch. 

I began to question my decision-making process, but one more quick look at Alyssa’s lithe and becoming form strengthened my resolve. I had to reply and reply quickly.

With aching thumbs, I feigned enthusiasm for her expensive soup idea, and a few more texts helped settle matters. We were committed to an 8pm dinner that evening at Izakaya. 

Now, I just had to worry about clothes. My current Stanley Kowalski look was probably not going to impress the fair rock climber, but expensive ramen was going to limit my choices for where to purchase new clothes. Thankfully, there was a pawn shop across the street called Redd’s that often catered to the desperate and unlucky. I shopped there often. 

Quickly chugging four more aspirin, I tumbled downstairs, ducked outside my apartment, and jaywalked thirty feet to reach my objective.

The inside of Redd’s smelled like mothballs and sweat. Ambient light coursed through the open windows that faced the street. Redd’s was the kind of store whose merchandise didn’t benefit from quality lighting.

A figure from behind the front desk noticed my presence and offered a friendly, entrepreneurial wave.

“Hey Cory! How you doing, man? Just got some new merchandise from my connection with Meals on Wheels. You wanna take a look?”

That was Redd. He was about nine hundred years old and was wearing a tank top that looked even older and more stained than the one that I was wearing. If I didn’t know better, I’d think he saw his “connection” with Meals on Wheels on a daily basis.

“Hey Redd. I might be a little interested in something. Do you have anything classy for under twenty dollars?”

This request was greeted with a slight leer from the old man.

“Cory, I don’t have anything trashy and ugly for under twenty dollars. Do you think I’m going to have anything classy just for you at that price?” 

With that, Redd reached under the counter and brought up a pile of clothes that he placed in front of me.

“Check these out, Cory. It’s the best I can do. I don’t think I have anything else here that you haven’t already picked over.”

I looked at the assemblage of synthetic fiber and houndstooth that Redd was trying to pawn off (ha!) on me, and I knew one thing with certainty: whoever originally bought these clothes wasn’t alive anymore. But at the same time, I liked Redd and wanted him to continue to think of me as a good customer, so I floated over a friendly smile and started dutifully rifling through the offered pile.

That was when I first saw the amulet.

It looked like it was made of brass – a series of four intertwined triangles joined together in a smooth, worn center. It looked like the sort of thing an ambitious sixth-grader might make at a metallurgy summer camp. It had a sort of junky charm that drew me in.

“Hey Redd, what’s this? This doesn’t look like it came off a recent corpse.”

Redd looked down at the amulet, held it up to his face, and scrunched his nose.

“Eh? I don’t know how the hell this got in here. Didn’t get this from the Meals On Wheels guy though, I can tell you that much. Picked it up in a recent acquisition I made at Northside Storage. You can get some real treasures there if you know where to look. Plus the owner’s daughter is quite the piece of ass.”

“Hey Redd! I didn’t think you had it in you.”

“I don’t. But if I had my way she would have it in her whenever she damn well wanted.”

We shared a crude laugh. Rude jokes were the closest either of us had gotten to sex in quite a long time.

I kept looking at the amulet.

“How much you want for it Redd?”

Redd paused to consider my proposition.

“I dunno. It’s one-of-a-kind though, I’ll tell you what. Guaranteed to leave an impression. What? You’ve got a hot date coming up?”

For all his advancing years, Redd’s instincts remained sharp. I could feel the blush on my face confirm his insight. This made Redd smile.

“Heh, you don’t have to answer Cory. Tell you what, I’ll sell it to you for ten dollars, and you tell me if you get lucky. Tell it real nice and slow, okay?”

The nice thing about talking to someone with no shame is that you’re never embarrassed by any one thing for too long. I quickly regained my composure and agreed to Redd’s terms. Ten dollars for the brass amulet. I was sure I’d be able to find something to compliment it in my wardrobe. 

About seven hours later, I was seated in Izakaya and patiently waiting for my date. The brass amulet was around my neck, and it was complimented by a black t-shirt (relatively clean, and too dark in color to tell if it wasn’t), a suede sport coat (with worn elbows that threatened to evolve into holes, but had yet to give up all structural integrity), blue jeans (clean, but the knees had given up structural integrity), and sneakers (serviceable). By my modest standards, I was dressed to the nines.

A stunning, familiar-looking blonde entered the restaurant and smiled in my direction. I stood to acknowledge her and could see her soul briefly leave her body as she saw what I was wearing. The pace of her walking slowed as she approached our table, and what had appeared to be the beginning of an exciting date was quickly evolving into a succession of grim duties that resembled every bad date I’d ever committed myself to in my life.

“Um, hello. You’re Cory?” the girl said.

I told her that I was, and for the second time that day I could feel a blush coming on to my face.

“Pleased to meet you, Cory. I’m Alyssa.”

We each sat down at the table and steeled ourselves for a grim hour of overpriced food.

Eventually, a rather attractive redhead with short hair came to our table. She was wearing a small black vest over a white, button-up shirt, and was wearing black capri pants that showed off her ample curves. With a well-practiced and professional flourish, this newcomer broke the awkward silence that had covered the two of us like a shroud.

“Hi! My name’s Jane and I’ll be your server today! May I interest you in any of our drink specials?”

Jane was tall and curvy, and the slightly formal appearance of her work uniform gave me the impression that she was an incredibly attractive butler. At least she would provide a friendly distraction from the misery I was sure was soon to follow from my date.

Alyssa asked for Grey Goose and Pellegrino, because of course she did. I committed myself to Kirin Ichiban, hoping that it would take any and all edges off at a more economical rate.

“Do either of you need more time before ordering food, or do you…?”

“Shoyu, please,” replied Alyssa impatiently. 

I thought I saw Jane’s smile broaden almost imperceptibly at the efficiency at this request. She’s probably seen a lot of sad sacks like me, I thought.

“Very good,” said Jane before turning to me. “And what would…”

There was a small pause as Jane looked at me. I had a good idea of what she was going to ask, but since Jane is a professional at the whole server thing you’d think she would have a better idea of how to ask a customer what food they’d like. Instead, Jane just looked lazily in my direction and continued to smile while saying nothing.

“Um...I’ll have the Shoyu as well, thank you,” I said quickly, desperately trying to both cover up the awkwardness and obscure the fact that I didn’t know what the hell I was doing while ordering overpriced ramen.

My statement seemed to get Jane out of her reverie.

“Oh my gosh! I’m sorry about that. I guess I was just distracted by that lovely piece of jewelry you’re wearing,” the redhead replied before turning to Alyssa and concluding triumphantly with, “Two shoyu coming right up!” before turning to leave our table.

“And our drinks. Please remember those,” interrupted Alyssa somewhat listlessly. 

“Um...yes. Of course!” Jane continued before turning to look at me again. “And if either of you need anything, please don’t hesitate to let me know.” 

With that, Jane turned and left us to our temporary lack of food and alcohol. 

“So, what do you like to do when you’re not working in a warehouse?” Alyssa asked disinterestedly while looking in a direction that wasn’t toward me. Sadly, an honest reply like ‘I swap dirty stories with the old lech who lives in the pawn shop across the street’ lacked both tact and the promise of acquiring a new story for the old lech.

“I watch television and consume aspirin,” I replied with a level of similarly dispiriting honesty.

“Oh really? That’s nice,” Alyssa said while staring in a different direction, one that was finely calibrated to avoid eye contact with me. “What shows do you like watching?”

This follow-up question was completely unexpected, and required a level of specificity from me that almost completely doomed the date then and there. Thankfully, Jane chose this moment to return to the table with our drinks. I knew she was good at her job.

Alyssa and I stared at each other as we consumed our respective beverages. I was nearly toward the end of my rice lager and was about to look for the cute redhead to order another when I noticed that, suddenly without any warning, my date was actually looking at me. There was unmistakable eye contact going on. This was a sudden development that had to be pursued.

“So, you’re a systems analyst?” I asked with a similar level of expertise that I had ordered my meal with.

Alyssa smiled and looked deep into my eyes.

“Yes, yes I am,” she replied with sucking down the last of her mineral water cocktail.

“And what does that do exactly?”

Alyssa laughed and leaned forward on the table. 

“Nothing interesting, I assure you. Nothing like moving pallets in a warehouse like you do.”

I smiled at her disarming modesty and was about to ask a follow-up question when I noticed that Alyssa was actually not looking deep into my eyes, but had her gaze shifted a little lower. Reflexively, I moved my hand to the target of her eyeline and found myself playing with the amulet I had just purchased. 

Strangely, the amulet was warm to the touch.

“Oh, Cory! Don’t cover it! I was just looking at that charming accessory you have on. Where’d you get that?”

Once again, the truth might prove inconvenient, so I told Alyssa that it was an old family heirloom. 

“Well, it’s beautiful,” Alyssa whispered while continuing to lean forward suggestively in my direction. The red blouse that she was wearing pooched out, and I could see her beautiful breasts taunting me with the promise of a fun evening.

At this moment, Jane arrived with our shoyu. A few minutes before, I would have considered the cute redhead server as a sort of contingency plan for the evening, but now all my lasers and tasers were aiming toward the smart, sexy rock climber who was allergic to bee stings and far more into me than she had been fifteen minutes previous. Steam rose from our broth as the two of us dove into the noodles, eggs, and vegetables that filled our bowls. I tried concentrating on how much all of this was going to cost and whether or not I’d be able to afford it, but soon I was giving myself over to the simple act of enjoying my meal with a lovely woman.

In fact, this was one of the tastiest meals I could ever remember having. Maybe these noodles and broth are worth fifty dollars after all.

Alyssa smiled as she saw me shamelessly wolfing down my food.

“Mmmmmmmm! Isn’t this great?” she asked between bites. 

I tried to reply, but in the current act of stuffing my face I could only reply with a series of grunts and gestures that attempted to convey my satisfaction with the meal. 

Alyssa laughed. “I’m very glad to hear it. I could tell that you weren’t all that familiar with the exciting world of...ramen.”

My date then accentuated this comment by moving her bowl closer to mine on the table, and shifting her chair so she sat right next to me.

The rate at which I was stuffing my face slowed perceptibly as I attempted to figure out precisely what was happening. 

“I guess it was pretty obvious I didn’t quite know what I was doing, huh?” I said while stuffing half an egg into my mouth.

Alyssa laughed again before putting her hand on my thigh.

“You’re fine, Cory. Just fine. I like a man who’s willing to explore new things.”

As I swallowed the egg, I could feel Alyssa’s hand slide upwards where she gave my burgeoning erection a playful little squeeze. If she had made this action a millisecond before, I might have choked to death.

I looked over at my date and saw the way her red blouse continued to billow out toward me so I could see the gentle curves of her breasts. Reflexively, I took one of my hands and rested it on one of her thighs under the table. The rate of Alyssa’s breathing quickened along with mine. 

Soon, I felt a small pain in my chest. I moved my other hand toward the source of this unpleasant sensation. My amulet was hot to the touch and nearly burning me. Quickly, I oriented the amulet so there was no risk of it touching my skin.

My hand then began considering the other source of unexpected heat at the table.

“Hey Cory, want to step outside and get some air? I could really use some fresh oxygen. Like, in the alley behind the restaurant.”

I raised a mock skeptical eyebrow.

“You mean the alley next to this place where the dumpster is?”

Without saying a word, Alyssa took me by the hand and led me out a service exit by the kitchen.I responded to her initiative by pinning her against a wall as I began kissing her. Her hot tongue darted through my mouth. I was relieved that we had both eaten the same meal so there were no awkward taste combinations.

I wrapped my arms around her and could feel the taut muscles of a seasoned rock climber. Eagerly, she wrapped her arms around my neck and wrapped two strong legs around my torso as I supported her weight and continued kissing her.

“Hey! You are strong!” Alyssa said as she began nuzzling my neck. I could feel her beautiful ass under the skirt she was wearing, as I hiked it up and gave her haunch a playful slap. I then pressed her against the brick wall with my hips and kissed her again. It was a cold night in the alley, and I craved to be inside her.

“Get on your knees,” I whispered to Alyssa as we continued to kiss. Compliantly, she grabbed a moist piece of cardboard from an adjacent recycling bin and used it to cushion her knees from the alley’s hard asphalt. She then smartly removed her glasses and tucked them away in a corner of the cardboard where they wouldn’t get crushed by any busy knees. Then, she wrapped her arms around my waist, pulled down my pants, and greedily inserted my shaft into her supple, moist mouth. 

I was glad the ramen we shared was so warm. The extra heat from her mouth made pleasure surge through my rod as I felt her tongue stroke its underside and compliantly suck the tip. I took my hands and combed them through her tousled blonde hair, cradling her head and moving it back and forth so I could enter her lips at the pace of my preference. Slow, steady, and then faster and faster.

Alyssa seemed to intuit my timing, spitting on my cock and cradling my balls with one hand, going fast-then-slow in time with the movements of my hands. She began humming a silly little song like she were a cartoon princess, and the vibration of her lips against my dick drove me wild with desire. I could feel pleasure flooding my tumescence, but slowed her pace so as to not end this alley experience too abruptly.

It was time for another change of pace.

“Turn around,” I said. 

Eagerly, Alyssa showed me her finely muscled back as she leaned against the brick wall in the alley, like I was a cop about to give her a good frisk. She wagged her gorgeous peach in my direction while I slid the small black thong under her skirt down her beautiful, solidly-built legs. By this time, I was incredibly hard and ready to attack my longed-for target.

“Give it to me, Cory,” Alyssa whispered as she reflexively drove her hips backward against my rod. “Give it to me now.” 

Ready to comply with this request, I took my cock and entered her taut ass from behind. I heard a barely muffled cry as I entered her again and again, reeling with pleasure as her warm body pressed snugly against my rod from all directions. She arched her back and I could feel her flex her buttocks, which exerted delightful pleasure against my penis as I continued entering her ass again and again.

I reached my arms around her and up her shirt, and cupped her soft breasts as I continued thrusting inside her. With the command of an experienced warehouse worker, I lifted her hips against mine, allowing me to enter her hot, greedy little ass without my moving at all. She appeared to take delight in this casual show of my strength, and she reached an arm back, pulled my head towards her, and gave me a kiss.

I wrapped one of my hands in front of her and could feel a cauldron of heat and moisture. 

“Turn around again,” I commanded. With an eager, naughty smile, Alyssa spun around to face me. With one graceful movement, she leapt up and wrapped her legs around my waist again, and the movement allowed me to perfectly enter her hot cunt. The suddenness of this movement caught me by surprise and caused me to almost come inside of her then and there. 

I think she sensed how her movement disarmed me, and she smiled again while pressing her breasts up toward my face. I kept entering her while nuzzling her goodies and thinking to myself that this evening was full of novel, warm experiences. Again and again I penetrated her, and she made another half-hearted effort to stifle her orgasmic moans.

At this moment, a bit of panic set in. I noticed out of the corner of my eye that the service door Alyssa and I had used to enter the alley had opened again, and out of it stepped the familiar form of Jane, our server. She hadn’t yet seen us – her attention was still occupied by the cigarette she attempted to light the moment she stepped outside. 

Needless to say, this state of oblivion didn’t last long.

“Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry!” Jane said, immediately dropping her cigarette, which hit the pavement with a soft hissing sound. She sounded as if she were about to immediately duck back inside the building, but she never turned around. She just continued to stare at Alyssa and I, her legs wrapped around me while I was fucking her against the brick wall.

I could feel some heat building up near my chest, but I ignored it and kept looking at Jane. There was something about the way that curvy redhead was checking the two of us out that made me decide to get impulsive.

“Hey server,” I said amidst joyful thrusts. “Why don’t you come over here and, er, serve?”

Not my finest moment, but it’s not every day that a man emerges from the dim propsect of a desultory first date by fucking two gorgeous women in an alley.

Jane appeared a bit confused by my invitation but still didn’t break eye contact. Her green eyes sparkled as she appeared to consider my offer.

“I don’t know,” she said distractedly. “I’m just out here for my fifteen minute break.”

I began to grow inpatient.

“So you’ll still have time to enjoy a cigarette afterward, yes?” I replied. “I don’t quite understand what the problem is here.”

Jane still seemed a little reluctant, but then – with divine timing – Alyssa extended a friendly little wave over my shoulder. This seemed to seal the deal. Jane’s concern immediately melted away into a large smile as she sauntered over behind me.

Before I knew it, I was sandwiched between Jane and Alyssa. I continued penetrating the latter while the former kissed my neck and ground herself against me while taking off the more inconvenient bits of her work clothes.

“If I’m out longer than fifteen minutes, my boss is gonna kill me,” Jane whispered into my ear before taking a friendly nibble of my lobe.

I continued plowing the blonde as I replied, “Sweetie, stay out here for your full break and I’ll give you the biggest tip you’ve ever seen in your life.”

Jane and Alyssa both laughed at my obvious witticism, but Alyssa’s laugh was cut short by another orgasmic cry.

With a flourish, I spun around, faced Jane, and gave her a long kiss. Now it was Alyssa’s turn to clutch at my back as she ground helplessly against me. 

“Suck my cock,” I told Jane. Alyssa helpfully extended to her the piece of cardboard that had been used earlier. Jane stuffed my erection inside her mouth and deep-throated it while I ran my hands through her short hair. The sensation was wonderful as Jane’s tongue darted around my cock, pressing and lapping at it like a starving hummingbird. She took one of her hands and began gently rubbing my balls while reaching her other hand up to stroke my stomach.

Again, I felt that I was about to lose control. That meant it was time to change things up.

“Jane, do you expect anybody to come out here in the next thirteen minutes. Other than us.”

Jane helpfully put my penis out of her mouth just long enough to reply that she expected the three of us to be alone in the near future, but she still expected enough time to finish a quick cigarette before ending her break.

I decided this gave the three of us time to have a little more contrived fun.

“Alright. Jane, move to the other side of the alley near that dumpster. Alyssa, put the lid down on the dumpster and lie down.”

The ladies did as they were told, Jane taking the cardboard with her. Soon, I was eating out Alyssa who was lying on the covered dumpster, her legs draped over the dumpster’s edge and occasionally kicking in the air. I was acting as a sexual conduit between the two women, as Jane kneeled in front of the dumpster and continued to fellate me as greedily as before.

Alyssa tasted even better than the bowl of ramen. She tasted of salt and earth and the sea. I parted her thighs with my hands and dove deeper into her with my mouth. She lay on the gutter, looked up at the stars, and tried not to cry out so loudly as anyone would notice.

Jane seemed to notice what I had done and took inspiration from it. She wrapped her arms around my thighs and started gobbling my knob like she was dying of thirst and my cock was a waterhose. I began making muffled noises of ecstacy against Alyssa’s moist and inviting cunt, which caused Alyssa in turn to begin crying out again. 

As badly as I wanted to choose that moment to come inside of Jane’s soft mouth, there was something else I wanted more. 

I removed my mouth from Alyssa so I could talk.

“Alyssa, lie back on the dumpster and shove down the other lid so it’s completely enclosed. Jane and I are going to join you.”

Alyssa promptly shut the top of the dumpster. Its flat top was easily large enough to accommodate three people, and soon enough Jane and I climbed on top of it. 

It was time to issue another command.

“Jane, Alyssa and I have had our fill this evening but we haven’t seen you enjoy anything yet yourself. Eat out Alyssa.”

Jane let crack a smile and a shrug that showed nothing but easy-going joie de vivre before moving her head down between Alyssa’s thighs and going to work. Alyssa began moaning with lust again – a sound that got me hot. After a few seconds of this improvised sapphic tryst, I pulled down Jane’s capri pants and noted that she was wearing nothing underneath. No wonder Jane had looked so good in them all evening.

Jane let out a little moan and wagged her pale ass in front of my cock. It was pleasingly larger than Alyssa’s, jiggling with fecundity. Seeing as I was stratospherically hard with my own variation of the life force, it was time for the two to join.

I inserted myself deep inside Jane, fucking her doggystyle while squeezing the ripe flesh that rippled in waves while she pleased the woman who still lay underneath her. It felt incredible, as it was now Jane’s turn to be the connection between me and Alyssa, sharing this orgasmic experience under the stars.

Jane was not only taller than Alyssa, but she felt even warmer and deeper, so I circled my hands in front of Jane’s hips and drove them up toward mine, inserting my cock as deeply inside her pussy as I could. Over and over again I plunged, and each thrust was greeted by the gentle harmony of the two women in front of me, each of them also lost in bliss.

I could feel a surge coming up from my balls and blossoming through my hips and into the tip of my cock, a tip that was deep in the warmth of this hot, voluptuous redhead. I had deferred the moment many times, but Jane had to finish her shift on time. I collected myself long enough to ask Jane if it was alright if I came inside of her.

“Yes! Please! I thought you...oh!...said you were going to give me a big tip.”

I smiled and began to quicken my pace, moving Jane’s hips against mine with a faster and more violent motion. My arms began to get tired, but it was nothing compared to a typical warehouse day, and what I was doing now in the alley, under the stars, was a hell of a lot more fun.

With a few final thrusts, I came deeply inside Jane repeatedly and joined the heat inside my body with the warmth inside hers. Over and over I felt the surges of pleasure overwhelm my cock and rush inside of her. In time with my spasms, Alyssa cried out in response to Jane’s work on her, once again reminding me of how Jane had seemed like a conduit between us.

The moment seemed to last forever. I gingerly pulled out of Jane as she finished a few tender nuzzles of Alyssa’s clit. Thoroughly depleted, I collapsed on Jane’s back, and she rolled over to the side and let me lay on Alyssa as Jane quickly pulled her pants back up and began fishing around her pockets for something.

“Hey, you’ve got something you need to do?” I asked in a daze.

“You said I’d have time to finish one,” Jane replied as she fished another cigarette out of her pants and began to frantically look for a lighter. A

Alyssa and I somewhat greedily asked if Jane had two more. She did.

When the three of us had finally finished collecting ourselves and putting our clothes in some proximate manner that we had them when we left the restaurant, we left a mysterious nicotine haze on the top of the alley dumpster, and each crossed the service door into the restaurant. Jane was first, since I had decided by this point that she was a wonderful server and it would break my heart to see her fired on my account. 

A few minutes later, Alyssa and I entered the restaurant arm-in-arm, and when we returned to our table we saw a small piece of paper had been placed on our table in lieu of the check:

“Tonight’s meal is on the house. It was my pleasure to serve you.

- Jane

ps – Please come again.”

There was a phone number scribbled at the bottom. Alyssa and I looked at each other and laughed. I thought to myself that this must’ve been the greatest date turnaround in recorded history. Maybe Alyssa felt the same thing.

I asked my new blonde friend if she were interested in coming back to my place, but she replied – rather plausibly – that she had to get up early for work the next day, and was afraid that acceptation of any invitation I had to offer my get in the way of even the barest night’s sleep. So with one final kiss we parted ways, and I walked home completely perplexed at my recent good fortune.

By the time I finally made it back to my apartment, my head was in an understandable daze. I went to the bathroom, splashed some cold water in my face, and looked at the disheveled state of my clothes and the two shades of lipstick that were now smeared on the corners of my jacket and other parts of my body. 

“What the hell just happened?” I asked no one in particular.

I looked down, and noticed almost in passing that my amulet – the object that had corresponded so clearly with the day’s incredible events - had nearly burned a hole in my shirt, being slightly stuck to the material of the shirt and altering the fabric underneath it into a gummy, twisted paste. It was a small miracle that I hadn’t burned myself (or others) during the events of the evening. I was going to have to be a bit more careful moving forward if I were going to test the abilities of my new possession.

And yes, I was going to test them, I resolved. I was going to test them thoroughly, beginning with the very next day. 

I went to the bathroom and swallowed four more aspirin, my standard prelude to bed. I’d worked harder this Saturday night than usual, a happy summation of affairs that I hoped would continue into the future.

Finally making it into bed, I lay back and idly began fondling my amulet. It still had traces of the heat I’d first become privy to at the ramen joint. I wondered if it would ever get hot enough to become dangerous to me, or if it could just remain a happy plaything I would need to keep an eye on.

Despite feeling somewhat like a kid trying to fall asleep on Christmas Eve in spite of knowing the delights the next day would bring, I fell into a deep, dreamless slumber for the next eleven hours. I had worked hard, and needed to be well-rested for whatever the next day might bring.
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