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Chapter I

Preparatory

A

dam Mann was being his usually exacting self while packing his backpack. For him there was a place for everything
and everything in its place. He had been doing this since his
junior year in high school. Now in his junior year in college, he
was again taking two weeks to go into the Cascade Mountains.
His father let him have his two weeks to settle down after finals.
Then he would join his father in the business. Mann Construction was one of the largest in the Everett area.
Adam relished his time in the Cascades. Just being alone
in the wilderness was a time of inner reflection. Where was he
going after college with a degree in Geology? Was there a future
in rocks? He figured this knowledge could help in the family
business. After all, his father always complained about the costs
of hiring consultants. Soon he would be an on board consultant.
He had been lucky to get a baseball scholarship to the
University of Washington. He was pretty good if he did say so
himself, winding up the season with a .363 average. It helped
that with a 6’3”frame at 230 lbs and a bat swing that stayed in
the strike zone a long time. He was in excellent shape. His father
could afford the money, but there was an underlying boost to his
ego not to hear him rail at the expenses of paying for full cost
of tuition. Not that his father was cheap, but he wanted his son
to know the value of an education and the cost involved. Adam
had agreed to let his father pay for his bachelor apartment. The
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reason was supposedly to allow quiet study time, but they both
knew better.
He had everything laid out on the kitchen table that was
to go in the backpack. Extra clothing, trail food, flashlight,
candle, compass, small combination hammer and pick, camp
stove, first-aid kit . . .His concentration was broken by the
phone ringing. He hoped it wasn’t Virginia. He didn’t have
time for her.
“Hi, this is Virginia. I’m glad you’re home. Be right over,”
was the voice on the other end. Then it went dead. Well, maybe
he did have time for her after all. It was only 2:00 in the afternoon, and he was almost finished packing. He remembered the
first time they met on the Quad. It was the first day of classes.
She came up to him like a deer in the headlights. She looked
like the normally confused freshman that couldn’t find her next
class. Adam thought he would be the kind upper classman and
help this poor creature find her next class.
n n n

“Hi, I’m Adam may I help you?” he said.
“I’m Virginia,” she replied.
“How about if I call you Virgin for short?” he wisecracked.
“But not for long,” she purred melting her body against his
trying to make them one. “Let’s go to your place for a while.”
They did. And they did it. Three times.
n n n

The bell rang, and when he answered the door, there was
Virginia.
“I hope I didn’t make you wait too long. I brought some
wine,” she cooed as she brushed by him into the kitchen.
Returning to the living / dining / bedroom, she said. “I
bought some Korbel Champagne to celebrate. Here‘s a glass for
you too.”
“What are we celebrating?” he asked.
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“Why the end of another year of reading books and taking
tests,” she returned.
“I thought you loved Biology?” he asked.
“It’s Oceanography, Biology is only a part of it,” she
corrected.
“I suppose you will be spending the summer at home with
your folks,” he remarked offhandedly.
“Yes, back to Aberdeen for a lovely summer on the charter
boat,” she said holding her nose.
“Are you sure you want to be an oceanographer if the smell
is that bad?” he asked.
“Oh,” she related, “It isn’t the fish smell that is bad. It is
some of the people that hire the boat. They don’t know how to
fish. I have to bait their hooks. When they catch a fish and you
tell them they can’t keep it because it is too small or the wrong
species, they get mad and they blame you. Then while I cleaned
their fish, they celebrate by getting all liquored up and barfing
wherever they want. When they leave they don’t tip. Then I have
to spend three hours cleaning up after them. Fortunately we
don’t spend a lot of time with that kind of client. If Pop didn’t
own the boat I wouldn’t do it. But it takes up enough of my summer. I see you are packing for your getaway to the wilderness.”
“Yeah, I’ll be taking off in the morning,” he stated.
“Well. We better get with the program,” she said. And with
one quick movement she bent over and lifted off her dress
revealing her in all her womanly nakedness. At 5’ 6” and 130lbs
she was well proportioned, and a shape that would put a model
to shame. She had dark black hair, blue eyes that sparkled mischievously and a smile that would light up a room.
Adam was stumbling all over himself trying to get the Murphy bed out of its hiding place. Getting his clothes off with the
Tiger helping (?) was a like scene from an old slapstick comedy.
With all the preliminaries taken care of, the lovemaking could
start, and continue until dark.
“Oh! I’ve worn out my favorite stud,” she sighed, after the
third trip into ecstasy. “Don’t get me wrong you are delightful in
bed, but not one I would choose as husband material.”
3

F. H. “Larry” Ferguson

“What’s wrong with me?” Adam questioned.
“To be honest,” she replied. “I’m looking for a doctor or
lawyer that has big bucks and wants to keep me in the manner I
would like to be accustomed to.”
“What happened to oceanography?” he wondered.
“Oh, I thought about that too. Maybe I’ll go for a professor
that has a dynamite grant for exploration. Then we could go all
over the world studying and making out,” she mused.
“That sounds like fun,” he said. “If studying doesn’t take
away from the important things.”
“You’ve got a good point there,” she giggled. “Now I really
have to go. I haven’t started to pack.”
“See you in the fall?” he inquired.
“Count on it,” she affirmed, getting dressed.
“Hope you have big tippers for your charters and ones that
know enough to barf over the side,” he chuckled.
“Thanks,” she threw back over her shoulder as she was leaving, “and I hope you find some pretty rocks.”With that, she was
gone.
Adam rose from the bed and went into the shower. He
soaked in the warm mist, then lathered and rinsed. Toweling off
he looked in the mirror. “Don’t let me marry her. I’ll be dead
in six months,” he told himself. There was no way to prove it
one way or the other, but he was sure she had another lover. She
probably has more than one. He changed the bedding and taking
advantage of the fresh sheets, crawled in between them and was
fast asleep.
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