
1. Freshman Night Out 

The club was jamming; being a mixed use club in a college town guaranteed the 

place would be packed to the rafters. The night was still young, and the band had 

finished slaughtering most of the pop music for this set.  It’s a sad fact that trying to 

reproduce Techno pop music live was a huge challenge.  Outside the studio it was 

harder to make those perfect pitches and hit those complex notes in just the right 

manner and with just the right timing, and when live there is no second take.  Mix that 

with the fact that the band’s normal preferred song selection/style and the song 

selection/style required by this gig almost clashed it was amazing that they were able to 

pull it off even as well as they did.  Over all the music had been passable and now the 

club was back to the standards for this month, and the people in the club seemed happy 

enough having drank enough fluids to make the night profitable.   

Jamie stood just inside, looking for a booth that her and her teammates could call 

‘home’. The bouncers lost track of the girls before they were corralled to the upper floor 

with all the other 18 to 20 year old revelers.   

 She was excited, with her nineteenth birthday a few months away she had just 

competed in her first college cross country event.  It had been hard; the other 

competitors all seemed to be bigger, faster, and stronger. Yet placing sixth overall was 

a huge accomplishment for a freshman. She was out to celebrate while keeping the 

thought in the back of her head ‘I have to do better next time.’   

Jamie was a paradox amongst her all of her teammates. Even though she was 

only a freshman, she had already been away from home for three years, living during 

the week at the special high school for the blind/deaf and home on the weekends.  This 

had made the adjustment to college life much easier for her.  While her classmates still 

went home (where practical) and clung to their old lives using it as an anchor while they 

started their new independent lives, Jamie was more adjusted for the college lifestyle.   

Jamie was a tall girl, with a thin athletic build, her long red hair pulled back in a low 

ponytail almost always. She wore her hair in this style to hide her hearing aids.  She 

was deaf, having been born with profound hearing loss in both ears.  Her special 



condition, something she long ago stopped thinking of as a disability, was something 

she had come to terms with. After all, because of it she had experiences and 

opportunities beyond her peers. It had also taught her much earlier in life a variety of 

skills.  While most of the skills she learned were important for her ability to thrive and 

brought great pride to her mother, some of them were more subtle and probably best 

not displayed to the elders in her life.   

Jamie looked around the bar and set her goal at getting a drink. She waved off 

the waitress (knowing that there was no chance of success), and went straight to the 

bar.  She ordered Cape Cod from the young, over worked bartender. When pressed for 

an ID, she simply placed her underage ID next to her cleavage.  She learned long ago 

how to read people, and she knew she could have held a Post-It note there and the 

young bartender would have still handed over the drink. One of those skills better left 

undiscovered by her Mom.  Her teammates smiled woefully while drinking their sodas.  

They were not sure if they would have even dared to try that move, let alone pulled it 

off. .  Jamie’s smile dripped with innocence, but her little red dress sent a much different 

message.  Jamie was a paradox and her teammates were coming to grips with just how 

well she could use it.   

The girls sat huddled in the booth, the scene and energy were all new to them.  It 

was different then the high school parties and dances they attended a few months ago.  

It was more alive, more edgy, and all overwhelming.  Even Jamie was somewhat 

uncomfortable. Surrounded by all these seniors and grad students; she knew her and 

her friends were out of place. The girls looked around at the others in the club.  Jamie 

wore what she called her little red dress, only to find its hem line was not the shortest in 

the place, one of the girls had worn her tightest jeans, only to realize compared to 

several others, hers were absolutely baggy.  While they had met the unofficial minimum 

dress code for the club, but it was also clear that is was by the narrowest of margins. .  

As the night rolled on and the drinks flowed, the girls got braver.  Jamie found it 

funny as she replayed in her mind the young group’s objections to going out. How they 

could miss curfew and how athletes were supposed to ‘set the standard for behavior’.  

Yet from the crowd in the club it was clear curfew was somewhat negotiable.  No doubt 



if they got in trouble or pushed it too far they would be in danger, but based on the 

number of football players, baseball players, and seniors from their squad this was not a 

‘kick out of school offence’.   

While her teammates danced and carried on, Jamie sat and quietly milked her 

second drink, and last one of the night. Watching her teammates and others girls in the 

club gyrate and rub against the boys, she knew there were some adventures she was 

not ready to explore yet.  

Jamie felt a strange sensation for a moment.  There was a man at the bar she 

recognized him from the stage, he was in the band. He turned and smiled at her. This 

was far from a new thing she had been capturing attention of older men for a while now. 

In addition to being very attractive, she was able to exude comfort in her skin, well 

enough to be very noticeable.  But this man was different. His smile filled her with 

excitement. His look, his clothing, his swagger, everything about him she found 

intriguing. He was out of place, yet cool and in charge.,, He was more mature and put 

together than any other in the place. . He glanced and his smile flickered at her , just for 

a moment , yet she found herself dreaming about adventures she would love to explore 

with him.   

 Her girlish grin and embarrassing thoughts quickly faded, replaced with a sense 

of panic when he approached her.  She was flooded with energy as she found herself 

trying to remove the intense images of their possible adventures and replace them with 

words, sounds from her mouth that could make such adventures even possible.   

“Hey Sweetness.” he said.  “So I hear your looking for Me.” said the stranger, his 

confidence barley masking an edge the words from his mouth were sticky with their 

sugar coating and almost laughable in their meaning and delivery. 

Jamie was able to read lips and could make out his words acceptably, in spite of 

all the ambient noise in the club. 

Jamie was completely taken aback by the giggle she let out.   



I am not a vacuous red head, not going to just fall for a cheesy pick up line, no 

matter how stacked the messenger is.  Seriously, what is possessing you?  She 

thought.  But her mind wandered back to the thoughts of all the adventures they could 

have together. She started to realize there was a futility in resisting these thoughts.  

Jamie giggled as he sat at her table.   

Again with the giggles she said in her head.  This man’s presence is making you 

act like a girl with high school crush.. 

Deeper in her head was the tiny grown up voice reminding her that 4 months ago 

she was a high school girl, it was ok. Maybe it’s time to pack it up and go back to the 

dorm and the safety of familiar surroundings.   It is truly a shame this deeper voice of 

wisdom is so hard to hear when you’re young.  

Jamie attempted a seductive smile, but it managed to only be sweet and 

confused. Still it must have worked; after all he smiled back. His features sharp and 

even in the flashing strobes from the dance floor Jamie could see his strong build, while 

not large, it was well defined.  Jamie just hoped the purr in her head was just in her 

head.  

Jamie was struggling with the noise of the club. Still, despite the edge she 

detected in his voice, she found herself trying to find a better reply for his pick up line. 

She thought about something seductive, something honest, or something flirty.  All that 

came out was another giggle. Damn it.  

He put his hand on hers she felt a rush, unlike anything she had ever felt before; 

her body was on fire at his touch and ached for more.  She felt a part of her psyche 

growing, wanting to rip off their clothing and give him her virginity right on the table.  It 

was confusing; she had had other boyfriends before, some of which were more serious 

than others, but none of them made her feel this way.  Hell all of them together never 

made her feel even close to this way.  She struggled to take a breath, in hopes to shake 

the feeling, but even her breathing came across as an almost desperate sound.  



“So tell me why I shouldn’t just rock your world right here, right now” he asked, 

the edge in his voice growing.  

Jamie felt confused. That little adult voice in her head was quiet, only her body 

was talking and she was blushing at what it was saying.  She wanted to say something, 

cleaver, stupid, inane, hell even offensive, but all she could pull off was a desperate 

moan.  

Her awareness was slipping; she found her mind and body flashing sensations 

and images that made it hard to concentrate.  Her hearing, demanded that she 

concentrate. If she didn’t she could not sort out the world from the conversation.  Most 

people believe that being deaf means you can’t hear at all, in truth it means you have to 

work hard to take whatever sound you do have and make sense of it.  Jamie could do 

sign language, she also could ‘lip read’ although that was more watching someone’s 

mouth and hearing the sound and with a combination visual and auditory input to 

discern what they are saying.  

Right now she could barely think, forget about concentrating. Her awareness was 

intact enough to see a blonde woman in a red dress approaching the table, two men 

flanking her.  The woman and her stranger were both talking. Jamie couldn’t 

concentrate hard enough to sort out the words, but she couldn’t miss the harsh tone in 

their exchange.  

Jamie felt a rush of panic as her new prince let go of her hand. She missed the 

sensation of his touch and as her body filled her with an anger at the withdraw of his 

attention.  She struggled against not to panic as he put a pistol on the table. He grabbed 

her hand again and her body exploded. Her mind faded grey then to black.   

Her last conscious thought was, “no more cape cods, no more clubbing...”  

 


