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Chapter One

The sun was low and lazy, casting a golden smear across my truck’s windshield, and I downshifted then eased off the gas as I rumbled toward the comic book shop. I pulled to the far end of the parking lot then let the big box truck idle for a bit, giving the wheezing air conditioner a moment to cool down the cab, then slid out to stretch my legs.

My feet ached inside my steel-toe boots and my uniform was damp with sweat but I was feeling good. I still had an hour to go before I could head back to the station and punch out, yet I only had one more parcel to deliver and I was looking forward to waiting out the clock with my feet up on the dashboard, my sketchbook balanced on my thighs.

I went to the back of the truck and turned the latch and let the gate swing open. I hoisted myself into the back, where ratchet straps were strewn across the floor and the slim, dusty shelves, and slugged water from a crinkled plastic bottle before hoisting the final package onto my shoulder.

My delivery route was nice. The mornings were busy as I hustled through the little college town, dropping packages to small businesses and student housing on Main Street and bigger loads to the university’s various administrative offices. But from lunch onward, my route took me west of town where it had a more rural flavor, more of a sleepy, easygoing vibe, and if I hustled on the early end, the back part of my day was always a breeze.

Though it wasn’t always my final delivery, I usually killed the last hour of my shift right here, outside the comic book shop. The owner didn’t mind if I let my truck idle in his parking lot, but I was a reliable customer; I was good for at least a few purchases a week, graphic novels mostly, but I was no stranger to the shop’s rather extensive movie section, either.

I stepped into the shop and gave a fist bump to the young twenty-something clerk at the counter. “Hey man,” I said. “You guys are my last stop for the day.”

“What’s up, Billy?” the clerk said, looking up from a new indie comic that must have just come in this week.

“Looking forward to getting home and taking my dog out by the pond,” I said, suppressing a yawn as the clerk signed the slip to accept the delivery. “A warm day like this, I might even pour myself a whiskey on rocks after dinner.”

“You’re a lucky man, dude,” the clerk said as he passed the slip back to me. “I’d kill to have a place like yours.”

Yeah, it wasn’t bad. I was a city kid, but my godfather died prematurely – heart attack – and left me his farmhouse out here, just a few miles from the college, which was cool since I’d gone to school here and always liked the area. My godfather paid the house off years ago, so I had no rent or mortgage, and with acres of land behind the house, Bandit had lots of room to run.

It was a simple life, a quiet life, and at only twenty-nine years old, I wasn’t eager to change it.

I finished chatting with the clerk then headed back out to the parking lot. A car had just pulled in, a slick Tesla Model 3 – matte black paint job, utterly spotless – and parked in front of the shop. I glanced at the driver, some young blonde woman sporting designer sunglasses, rapping her fingertips on the steering wheel as she stared at her cell phone in frustration.

Stepping past her car then heading toward my idling truck, I looked back again, just in time to see the blonde step out of the Tesla, still holding up her phone, glaring at the screen. She wore an oversized Balenciaga T-shirt that fell down to her waist, nearly concealing a tight-fitting pair of workout shorts. Fashionably casual, I guess you could say, and I figured the T-shirt and the sunglasses combined probably cost more than my first car.

Yeah, she looked like she could buy and sell a guy like me. I took her for an early-twenties co-ed who got turned around on her way back to sorority row. This far out of town, cell service could get spotty, so I figured her GPS was acting up.

She had her hair pulled back in a lazy, yet effortlessly eye-catching ponytail, with just a few gold-spun strands sweeping across her face when the warm wind gusted. She was lightly tanned – natural-looking, gently sun-kissed – and frowned sharply as she held her phone in the air, desperate for service.

She stepped forward half-blindly – her eyes still fixed firmly on the phone screen – and caught her foot on the rectangular concrete parking block ahead of her front bumper. I darted forward, arms splayed out, as the girl went sprawling.

“AH CRAP!” she yelped as she lost her hold on her phone.

I didn’t know I could move so swiftly. My boots crunching on the blacktop, I closed the distance between us with three bounding steps then caught her with my left arm. I snatched her airborne phone mere seconds before it could shatter on the pavement.

As the blonde fell into my grip, her ponytail whipped up and brushed across my face, tickling my nose. Her body rested lightly against mine and I lost my breath when she planted her palms on my chest to steady herself.

Her Burberry sunglasses slid down her nose slightly, revealing two gleaming sapphire eyes the color of ocean water. Her soft pink lips – frowning sharply a moment ago – curved into a sudden, yet very soft grin.

I cleared my throat, helped her right herself then handed the cell back to her. “That was a close one,” I said.

She smiled as she brushed those loose blonde strands back and the sunlight danced in her eyes, gleaming blue over the rims of her sunglasses. “I’m a klutz,” she said. “Always have been. Thanks for making sure I didn’t break my neck.”

“Are you lost or something?” I asked. “I saw you looking at your phone. Looked like you got turned around.”

She laughed, a bit sheepishly, then jerked her thumb toward the comic book shop. “No, I’m exactly where I am supposed to be. I was just trying to call my mom back, but cell service blows out here. She left me this angry voicemail and…well, that’s not important,” she laughed then nodded to the comic shop. “This is my happy place. I come here when I’m stressed.”

All the times I’d stopped here, I’d never seen her.

“You’re…into comics?”

“Not so much the comics, but I love their movie selection,” she said. “I can’t stand streaming movies. I like to have physical copies. DVD, VHS, I don’t care; I just like holding it in my hands before I watch it then putting it on a shelf when I’m done with it.”

I paused. There was a Walmart on the other side of town. The comic book shop had a good movie section but the one at the Walmart dwarfed it.

She looked at me, somewhat expectantly, and I started to get the feeling that I was overstaying my welcome.

“Anyway,” I said, gesturing to my truck. “I should get back to work. Good luck with your mom.”

She pushed her sunglasses back up her nose, hiding those sapphire eyes, then shot me one more easy smile. “Thanks again for saving my life,” she said.

I felt my face suddenly flush red. I turned away, my heart pounding, fight-or-flight mode, and even as I hustled back over to the box truck, I realized I’d screwed up.

That expectant smile.

The way she lingered, the way she looked into my eyes…

“What are you talking about?” I whispered to myself. “Did you see her car? That Balenciaga shirt? Those sunglasses? Girls who look like that don’t get with deliverymen, bro.”

I was probably right. But girls who looked like that didn’t tend to frequent comic book shops, either.

Anyway, this wasn’t the time to sweat over missed opportunities with pretty women. This was my time; outside of getting home to Bandit, there was nothing else I looked forward to more than sketching in my truck at the end of the day.

I cranked up the AC then loosened my bootlaces and kicked my feet up on the dash then took my little 14x18 Blick sketch pad from my backpack. I popped open the tin pencil container then took out a freshly-sharpened 9H pencil and got to work shading a little black-and-white landscape sketch I started a few days back.

It was a scene from my place, out by the pond, with Bandit sitting at the water’s edge. She looked pretty good, but I wanted to get the shading right on the bandanna I often fixed around her neck.

Within minutes, I got lost in my work, in the rhythmic sound of pencil scratches on the page. My hands – callused from my years handling parcels on the truck – were gentler and more precise than you might expect. I got into a Zen-like rhythm as I etched the sequined pattern of Bandit’s bandanna, tiny curves and angles that required precise strokes. Before I even realized it, I’d spent nearly forty-five minutes on the sketch.

Then came her voice, muffled by the truck’s window and the rattling wheeze of the air conditioner: “Hey, thanks again!”

It was the blonde. She stood outside the driver’s side door of my truck with a collection of DVDs and old VHS tapes in her arms. Had she really spent the better part of an hour in the shop?

“Yeah, um…no problem,” I stuttered.

I did a double-take when I glimpsed the movies she’d purchased. Most prominently, she held VHS copies of Eraserhead and The Exorcist 3. Not exactly the kind of movies I’d expect from a chick like her.

I froze, a deer in the goddamn headlights. The blonde shot me that easy smile, then that expectant look, and said, “Here, take this.”

She held out a scrap of paper. I rolled the window down, dumbfounded when I realized she was giving me her number. The name EVELYN was written at the top.

I was still reeling when she looked at the sketchpad on my lap then turned back to me, somewhat surprised. “You’re an artist?”

“No,” I stuttered. “Well kinda. Yeah. A little. But no.”

She giggled. It was a sweet sound, almost musical. Playful.

“Since you’re having trouble speaking, you can tell me your name later,” she said.

My mouth opened but nothing else came out. Evelyn laughed and walked away.

I watched her stride back to her Tesla, her blonde ponytail bouncing and the oversized Balenciaga T-shirt swaying at her slim waist. She got into the car, looked over at me, grinning again, then waved goodbye.

As she drove off, I set my sketchpad down and buried my face into my open palms.

“You, sir, are the world’s biggest idiot,” I whispered to myself. I wasn’t even sure why I slid Evelyn’s phone number into my wallet; after the way I reacted to getting her number, she probably regretted giving it to me in the first place.

Maybe she felt as stupid as I did.

I hightailed it back to the station, parked my truck in the yard and handed in my delivery slips then clocked out. I’d been dreaming of having a whiskey once I got home. Tonight, I thought I’d make it a double.

Or even a triple.


Chapter Two

I fell to work like a man determined the following morning, humping parcels and stacking them four and five boxes high on my hand truck, sweating buckets through my stops on Main Street, trying my hardest not to hate myself.

Yeah, I’d blown it with Evelyn, alright. I never got around to calling her or even texting her the previous night. I even went so far as tossing her number in the trash…except something compelled me to pull it back out.

Even Bandit had been looking at me funny.

I kept up my frantic pace through mid-morning, trying to purge my embarrassment with sweat. By the time I was starting to think about lunch, I’d delivered almost three-quarters of my parcels. Normally, that would have been great, and I’d just spend the extra time out front of the comic shop sketching.

But given how badly I handled things with Evelyn, I didn’t think I could ever step foot near that shop again.

At least it was getting close to the start of summer. Evelyn would probably be graduating soon, so at least I wouldn’t have to suffer the embarrassment of seeing her around town again.

It was almost noon. One more stop before lunch. Down by student housing – past sorority row – I pulled into a big apartment complex then fetched the parcel. It was a big one, four-feet high and bulky, so I popped it onto the hand truck then secured it with a ratchet strap. I tilted the hand truck at a safe angle then pushed it into the lobby.

I found the apartment number on the parcel then punched the digits into the digital intercom just inside the lobby door.

“Yeah?” came a female voice, veiled in static.

“Delivery,” I grunted, then squinted at the packing label. “For Briana Kane.”

“She’s out at the moment,” the voice answered. “Leave it and I’ll come down later.”

I rolled my eyes. “Can’t. Someone needs to sign for it.”

“Okay,” the voice answered through the static, polite, but slightly annoyed.

With the parcel secured on the hand truck, I did a lap around the lobby, whistling softly, my thumbs hooked into my pockets. My stomach growled and I thought it might be a good afternoon to get Chinese, maybe Thai…

“First you don’t call me,” a familiar voice said sharply. “Now you show up at my goddamn apartment building to stalk me?”

I turned, mouth agape, in shock when I saw Evelyn standing there. She scowled, her bright blue eyes flashing with anger.

I put my hands up in surrender, suddenly freaking. I pointed to the parcel. “I’m just delivering a package,” I said. “I’m not –”

She cracked a smile. Her ocean eyes softened back into that easy look I recognized from the day before. Then came another note of that musical laughter. “You looked like you were going to die just now,” she quipped.

Relieved, but still feeling defensive, I nodded to the package again. “I’m waiting for someone to sign for this.”

She tucked her chin into her chest and batted her eyelashes, subtle adorability that left me reeling. Only then did I notice what she was wearing.

That oversized Balenciaga T-shirt she’d worn yesterday hadn’t come close to doing her justice. Today, she wore a spaghetti strap crop top, faded gold in color, almost matching her bronzed skin. The top revealed her abdomen, soft but with slight hints of definition. She wore gray cloth shorts that fell just over the crest of her thighs, with a simple pair of beach-ready flip-flops, exposing toenails painted the ocean color of her eyes.

“Briana’s one of my roommates,” Evelyn said, then she looked at the size of the parcel and frowned. “And by God, I don’t know what the hell she ordered, but that thing looks like it weighs a ton.”

I nodded. “I won’t lie, I almost pulled my back out getting it off the truck,” I said.

She stepped closer to me, her soft cherry tongue flicking across her lips. “Can you get it up for me?”

My jaw nearly hit the floor.

“Up to my apartment, I mean,” she giggled.

“Yeah, obviously,” I said, chuckling. I tilted the hand truck back and balanced the load then looked to Evelyn. “Lead the way.”

I followed her down an adjoining hallway toward the elevators.

“How long have you been going to the comic shop?” I asked. “I’ve never seen you there before.”

“Since I was just a nervous little eighteen-year-old freshman who could barely muster saying two words to anyone,” she said. “I sorta buried myself in movies back then, and the shop was the only place I could score my favorites, so I became a regular quick.”

I remembered the haul of DVDs and VHS tapes she’d purchased. “You have an interesting taste in horror movies,” I said.

She smirked, one eyebrow cocked playfully. “Eraserhead rocks but The Exorcist 3 is hands down my favorite horror flick of all time.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s my favorite, but it’s definitely up there,” I answered.

She stopped, hands on her hips, chin thrust forward, her smile bright and her blue eyes gleaming. “OH MY GOD YOU’RE AN E-3 HEAD!?” she asked.

“George C. Scott absolutely kills it in that one,” I said. “And Brad Dourif, don’t even get me started. People know him for Chucky but –”

“Shh,” she said, putting her upraised forefinger against my lips. “Please do not say another word. Be absolutely silent.”

I froze, her finger resting against my mouth, and my heart downshifted like I’d just popped the clutch on my box truck. I shifted my eyes down to her finger – fingertip pressed lightly against the tip of my nose – and noted that her fingernails were painted the same color as her toes, ocean blue to match her eyes. I swallowed. My lips shifted and I caught the faintest taste of her skin.

“Zip it!” she yelped. “It looked like you were about to say something just then.”

I resisted the urge to laugh, but her mock-serious face and the light tickling of her fingertip on my nose caused me to chuckle.

She took a deep breath, composing herself, then slowly lowered her finger. “Did you just tell me that you think Brad Dourif’s performance in E-3 beats his voice acting in Chucky?”

The warmth of her finger lingered on my lips, the subtle taste of her skin. “That’s what I said, yup.”

She stepped closer to me, nearly nose-to-nose. “Mr. Deliveryman,” she began, very seriously, “you are one of the top five-percent of human beings worldwide, one of the elite few who recognize Mr. Dourif’s tour-de-force. You are a sigma male of the highest magnitude. A true Top G, as the kids say these days.”

She held my gaze for what seemed like minutes, her bright blue eyes wide and her pink lips curved with an adorable enthusiasm.

I shrugged. “Well, it’s a really good movie,” I chuckled. “And you can call me Billy, by the way. That is, unless you prefer ‘Mr. Deliveryman.’”

She burst into laughter then nodded farther down the hallway. “Nah, Billy’s just fine. C’mon, the elevator’s just down here.” She walked slightly ahead of me before turning back, her ponytail whipping across her shoulder. “So you’re a horror movie head, too?”

“Just a movie buff in general,” I said. “Horror’s an underrated genre, though. Sure, there are some horror flicks that are truly high-brow artistic stuff, yeah, but there’s something to be said for the schlock of old-school 80’s horror, too. You take a movie like, say, Nightmare on Elm Street, and people forget the amount of work that went into the practical effects and general atmosphere of the world represented in the film.”

She paused again, so suddenly that I nearly bumped into her. “Mr. William Deliveryman, are you a serial killer?”

I laughed. “No.”

“Drug dealer?”

I shook my head.

“Con-man? Insurance fraudster? Undercover CIA agent trying to topple third world democracies?”

“No, no, and definitely no,” I said. “Why do you ask?”

“Because I’ve never met someone with such perfect opinions about my favorite movies before,” she said with a certain sweet kind of sincerity in her voice. She reached back and brushed her fingertips across my forearm, little more than a glancing touch, but it sent a thrill down my spine.

She pulled her hand back quickly, and somewhat sheepishly, then blushed, as if she’d just crossed a line.

“No offense, but you don’t look like the type of girl who loves horror films,” I said. “You look like more of a…”

I trailed off, suddenly catching myself. I didn’t want to admit any assumptions I had that might offend her.

“More like a stuck-up rich sorority chick?” she asked.

“Well, yeah. You’ve got the look, I mean. Blonde, pretty.”

She nibbled her bottom lip and giggled softly to herself, averting her eyes from mine, blushing at my compliment.

“I am a rich girl,” she admitted with a joking roll of her eyes. “That, I’m guilty of. But hey, I couldn’t help that my mom’s a hedge fund manager and my dad’s a finance ghoul. You wouldn’t blame Michael Corleone for having a gangster for a father, would you?”

I waved her off. “You’re talking like you’ve got something to be ashamed of,” I said. “You were born into some cash. Who cares?”

“You’d be surprised how many people care about exactly that,” she said, with a soft vulnerability in her eyes that led me to believe she’d been bullied about her family in the past.

I could sympathize with that. For long stretches of my childhood, my parents were broke. Not like, dire poverty or anything like that, but it was common knowledge in the neighborhood that, from time to time, our power would get turned off, or our water service would get cut, once the unpaid bills piled up.

And yeah, there were kids on my block who bullied me about it, as if it were my fault. To this day, I hated bullies.

I leaned in closer to Evelyn then whispered, “Fuck those people.”

She shifted her eyes back to mine. That sheen of vulnerability made her that much more gorgeous, I had to admit.

A long silence passed between us before, finally, we both cracked a smile.

“Elevator’s right around the corner,” she said quietly.


Chapter Three

The elevator was cramped, especially with the parcel and the hand truck, and we had to squeeze in, close enough I caught another whiff of Evelyn’s delicious lavender scent.

And then my heart stopped, frozen with horror. I’d been sweating buckets all morning. I must have smelled horrible.

The elevator doors closed, pristine and chrome-plated, clear as mirrors.

“Hey, uh, sorry if I don’t smell so fresh,” I said. “It’s been a hot morning and I’ve had a ton of deliveries.”

“I don’t mind,” she said, then added a little shrug. “It’s cute, actually.”

Whoa, stop.

Record scratch.

Did she just call me ‘cute?’

I cleared my throat, somewhat lost for words.

“Every day I’m surrounded by these pampered college douches,” she said. “Most of them have never done an honest day’s work.”

“You mean they don’t stink,” I laughed. I didn’t mention that I’d gone to college, although I hadn’t been pampered nor a douche.

“I mean they don’t smell like men,” she corrected me, then flicked her eyes to the side, smirking again. “Lots of women think it’s attractive, by the way. The smell of a working man, I mean.”

Yeah, now my head was spinning. It wasn’t like I was some kind of virgin guy – I had girlfriends before, a few of them – but no woman half as gorgeous as Evelyn had ever complimented me so openly.

Reeling, I tried to regroup. Tried to think of something witty to say…except then I found her reflection in the chrome-plated elevator doors.

She stretched her arms, making the crop top ride up her abdomen, revealing the gentle suggestion of her ribcage, the bronze-gold landscape of her bare stomach. I stared at the strand of hair resting in the crook of her neck, near her collarbone. I stared at the curves of her hips, glimpsed a freckle or two, all those little intimacies you only noticed when you were physically close to someone.

And then, in the reflection, I saw Evelyn watching me stare.

I expected her to crack me in the teeth for ogling her so obviously. Instead, she offered me that familiar smirk.

The elevator dinged and our doppelgangers vanished as the doors slid open.

“This is my floor,” Evelyn said. She stepped out, I followed, the hand truck’s wheels rolling quietly over the hallway carpet.

She walked with a quiet, almost rhythmic buoyancy in each step, like she was bopping along to a song that only she could hear. She walked slightly ahead of me, so that I could see the very low-cut back of her crop top decorated with multiple crisscrossing straps that turned her skin into a checkerboard, then studied the smooth curvature of her back, the slender bend of her spine.

There was a lone door at the end of the hall, cracked open. She nudged it fully ajar then stood to the side, waving me in. Two hands on the hand truck’s handle, I grunted as I carefully rolled the load over the threshold then set it down just beyond the foyer.

“Whoa,” I said, just now noticing my surroundings. “Nice apartment.”

Over the years, I made deliveries to student housing complexes all the time. I hadn’t, however, realized these buildings had suites. This place was more like a penthouse. It had a breezy open floor plan between the living room and the kitchen, making it feel even larger. Even with the abundant clutter – takeout boxes, empty soda bottles, rumpled laundry, assorted college girl miscellanea – the apartment felt like pure luxury.

Evelyn shut the door behind me. I heard the door handle click, the metal-smooth kiss of the deadbolt sliding through the strike plate.

I was now completely alone with the most beautiful woman that I’d ever spoken to.

She kicked off her flip-flops and let them fall among the clutter. “Yeah, it’s a big place,” she said with a no-big-deal shrug of her shoulders. “It’s expensive as hell, but I foot most of the bill so I don’t have to live with strangers.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. Then I remembered the name on the parcel sticker. “Your roommate’s name is Briana, right?”

“Briana and Kay,” she added. “We met a month into freshman year and we’ve been inseparable since. The moment I realized I could score this place with my monthly allowance, I snatched it up and invited the two of them to move in with me. That way, we didn’t have to live with strangers.”

Remembering Evelyn’s comment about being bullied for her wealth, I tried not to look surprised…but still, that must have been one hell of an ‘allowance.’

“That’s cool as hell that you live with your friends,” I said. “When I went here, I pretty much stayed to myself. A loner, you could say.”

“You graduated from here?”

I nodded. “Yup. It feels like a lifetime ago.”

“I had no idea,” she said, then leaned on the upright parcel, shifting forward, and I had to force my eyes away from the slim canyon between her breasts. “What was your major?”

“Graphic design,” I said with a sigh. My student loans were my only debt, the one gnawing burden I had hanging over my head. Each payment was a reminder that I’d thoroughly wasted my time getting that damned degree.

“Oh, now it makes sense,” she grinned. “That sketchpad, those drawings. You’re talented. It’s a shame that you don’t have a job putting your degree to good use.”

“Trust me, it’s not a shame,” I laughed. “And I bet I can guess your major.”

“Go on then, Mr. Deliveryman,” she purred. “Take your best shot.”

“Finance.”

She sighed. “It’s that damn obvious. Kill me now, I swear to God.” She extended her forefinger and her thumb to pantomime a gun, then stuck the ‘barrel’ against her head and added: “Boom!”

“Actually it’s not really obvious,” I laughed. “I just figured it was a good guess, considering your parents’ line of work.”

Judging from Evelyn’s reaction, I also got the feeling that she wasn’t enthusiastic about her major.

Hmm.

Yesterday, outside the comic book shop, she mentioned an angry voicemail from her mother. I wondered if it had anything to do with Evelyn’s major.

Anyway, I didn’t ask. I barely knew the girl and I didn’t want to seem nosey.

“So you graduated then stuck around the neighborhood,” Evelyn said. “Do you live nearby?”

“A few miles outside town,” I said. “In a farmhouse by a pond. It’s nice. I think you’d like it. Maybe…” I caught myself, then went silent.

Idiot!

I barely knew the girl and here I was, damn near inviting her over. She must have thought that I was some kind of –

“Maybe what?” she pressed, still leaning on the parcel, giving me an eyeful, almost like she was daring me to sneak another look at her breasts.

Then I thought, what the hell? Evelyn was dropping hints left and right. For once, I was going to throw caution to the wind.

“Maybe you’d like to come by sometime,” I said. “We can sit by the pond with my dog.”

“Oh my God,” she giggled. “You live in a lakeside farmhouse, just you and your dog? That is the cutest thing ever.”

“It’s a pond, not a lake, but yeah,” I said. “Just me and Bandit.”

“Aw, that’s a cute name for him.”

“A cute name for her,” I corrected her.

She clutched her hands over her heart, rocking back and forth playfully on the balls of her feet. “Awwwww! You’ve got a little doggy daughter! Will you just please stop being adorable for five goddamn minutes? You’re so sweet I’m gonna choke to death.”

She rocked forward on the parcel as she said this. For just a moment, her lips were close enough to kiss.

Then the apartment door swung open. A young woman with shockingly dark black hair stepped inside. She wore a sleeveless blouse, the top button unfastened, showing off the smooth pale skin of her chest, and a tight matching pencil skirt with a slim slit over her left knee, showing hints of her thigh. On her feet, she wore high-heels, stylishly black in color, contrasting with the near-alabaster tone of her skin.

She smiled, her cherry-red lips sliding back across pristine white teeth. Her eyes were on me, scanning me slowly from top to bottom then back again.

She wore black-rimmed glasses, slightly angular at the edges, giving her an almost feline look. Her eyes had a golden, amber hue, colored like whiskey. As she stepped forward she slid out of her high-heels, every movement precise, then ran her fingers down the face of the parcel.

“It’s finally here,” she purred with a silky, sultry tone. She ran her hand across the parcel, a languid, vaguely cautious movement. “Please stop leaning on it, Evelyn.”

Evelyn, who was very much still leaning on the parcel, crossed her eyes and stuck out her tongue.

The dark-haired girl giggled and flicked Evelyn on the forehead. Evelyn yelped and backed away from the parcel, then shot forward and grabbed the dark-haired girl by the waist, tickling her, both of them laughing. 
“Get off me, crazy bitch!” the dark-haired girl laughed.

I stood there watching, a dumb smile on my face as I watched their easy rapport, and then the dark-haired girl gripped Evelyn by the hip and pulled her a few feet away from me. All the while, both were looking at me with a curiously playful look in their eyes.

The dark-haired girl cupped her hands over Evelyn’s ear then whispered audibly, as if she weren’t really trying to whisper at all.

“Is this that cute delivery guy you were talking about?”

“Shut up!” Evelyn giggled, then grabbed the dark-haired girl firmly by the wrist and pulled her forward to make a proper introduction. “Briana, this is Mr. Deliveryman, also known as Billy. He just lugged your heavy-ass box up here.”

Briana slid her hand forward with that cat-like patience. I took her hand lightly in mine – her hands were perfectly smooth, cool to the touch – and shook it. “Got your package up here nice and easy, Briana,” I said.

“Thanks so much, Mr. Deliveryman,” she purred, stepping closer, her whiskey gaze tightening on me. “I’ve been waiting on this for a long time.”

Though Briana was just as gorgeous as Evelyn – although in different ways – I made a concerted effort not to stare at her. I’d just gone through the trouble of asking Evelyn out on a date, I didn’t want to ruin it by ogling her flirty best friend.

Suddenly, there was a buzzing noise. Evelyn’s phone.

“Shit, it’s my mother,” she said. “Billy, can you hang out for just a minute while I take this?”

I nodded. “Sure.”

“Be right back,” she said, then ducked out of the room.

Briana went back toward the foyer, where she slid her bare feet into a pair of flip-flops, just one of many pairs of discarded footwear strewn about.

I paused, then noticed that she’d just slipped into Evelyn’s flip-flops. “Hey, not trying to be weird, but those are Evelyn’s,” I said.

“Oh, they are, aren’t they?” Briana said, then wore them anyway with a casual, indifferent shrug. “Me, Evelyn, and Kay have been like peas in a pod for four years.” She shrugged again, grinning. “We share a lot.”

I nodded toward the parcel. “That’s a heavy delivery,” I said.

“Ironically, it’s a miniature,” she said, then headed over to the fridge, took out a bottle of water, and cracked it open. She tilted it back to her cherry-red lips and took a long sip. A stray bead of water trickled over her bottom lip, toward her chin, where she caught it on her fingertip then popped it into her mouth.

“Miniature?” I asked.

She grinned then gestured toward a hallway just beyond the kitchen. Her bedroom was there. She turned the knob and pushed the door open, revealing a room jam-packed with models and hand-painted figurines.

I laughed. Her bedroom could have doubled for a glass showcase at a comic convention. She had miniatures from every sci-fi/fantasy IP imaginable, plus other, more obscure characters that I’d never seen before.

“You,” I said emphatically, “and your friend are both total geeks.”

It was almost surreal, the more I discovered about these two. Evelyn looked like a bleached-blonde snob at first glance, yet she was a horror movie nerd who’d grown up bullied. Briana looked like the picture of feminine severity – her blood-red lips, the clashing aesthetic of her dark hair against pale skin – yet she was quick with a smile and surrounded herself with pure nerd paraphernalia.

Briana looked proudly at her collection, then prouder still at the little worktable she had set up in the far corner of her room, near her bed. There were specialized lamps and various microscopes and little rows of acrylic paints in jars with a matching collection of brushes. There was a black tarp beneath it all, paint-splattered, to protect the hardwood underfoot.

“Wow, you’re a pro,” I said.

“A girl’s got to have a hobby,” she laughed.

Footsteps behind us, bare feet slapping lightly against hardwood, and Evelyn rejoined us a second later. She looked a bit frazzled from the phone call with her mother, but flashed me that familiar smirk regardless.

“Sorry about that,” Evelyn said. “My mom.” She rolled her eyes. “But at least it gave you the chance to see Briana’s collection.”

Briana glanced at Evelyn knowingly then took another sip from the water bottle. “Anyway, it was nice to meet you, Billy,” Briana said. “I’ve got to take a quick shower before my next class.”

“The pleasure’s all mine,” I said. “I’ve got to get back to my truck, anyway.”

“I’ll walk you out,” Evelyn said.

My hand truck in tow, I followed Evelyn back out into the hallway. We lingered by the door a moment. “Maybe we can do dinner at my place tomorrow?” I asked.

“That would be fantastic,” Evelyn agreed. “Plus, I’m dying to meet Bandit.”

“She’s a handful, I gotta warn you,” I grinned.

Again, we lingered for a moment in silence. She looked at me, nibbled her bottom lip, then looked away, blushing.

“Alright,” I said, “I guess I’ll see you –”

She popped up onto her tiptoes and kissed me. It was a quick, light kiss, yet in that moment, it seemed to go on for hours.

Her pink lips were soft and cool, welcoming and eager. Her lip gloss tasted like peaches and strawberries. She parted her lips ever so slightly, making her mouth slick against mine, and she raised her right hand and brushed her fingertips against my cheek.

With one hand on the hand truck, I slid the other around her waist, pulling her closer, blood rushing to my cock as my hand moved across the smooth, delicate canvas of her bare skin. She put her palms on my chest, fingertips tickling my sternum through my work shirt’s cotton fabric. Her lips parted wider. I reciprocated. I brushed my tongue against hers, a subtle dance, and I felt her growing tense in my grip, a palpable warmth emanating off her trim body.

Lightly, and quickly, she closed her mouth around my bottom lip, sucked it gently, and when our lips finally parted, I felt lightheaded.

“Sorry,” she said. “I just had to know what it was like. See you tomorrow, Billy the Deliveryman.”


Chapter Four

The next morning, I was up before dawn, already buzzing with adrenaline. Before my coffee even finished brewing, I was rushing through the house doing a quick cleanup, wanting the place spotless before I brought Evelyn over.

Bandit trailed behind me, wagging her little stumpy tail, ears folded back, watching me curiously as I gave the living room floor a once-over with the Swiffer.

“We’re going to have company tonight, Bandy,” I said. “So be on your best behavior.”

Bandit – a Corgi-mix, built like a cinderblock – vaulted from the floor into my arms, knocking the Swiffer from my hands, and feverishly peppered my face with kisses.

“Yeah, I know, you’re still my Number One Girl,” I laughed as I rubbed her belly.

I kept a fairly tidy house for a bachelor, so I finished the cleanup job quick then scrambled some eggs for our breakfast. I flipped half onto my plate then scraped the rest into Bandit’s food bowl, which I then set on the dining room table. Just as I sat down at my plate, Bandit bounded from the floor to a chair then from the chair to the table, her stump wagging as she lapped up her eggs.

“I wonder if Evelyn will be cool with a dog eating dinner next to her,” I wondered aloud.

Bandit cocked her head to the side then barked at me.

“Fine, fine,” I laughed. “I hereby promise to never date a girl who has a problem eating dinner next to you, Bandy.”

Bandit barked again, wagged her stump, then finished off her eggs.

*****

Down on Main Street, I was flying through my stops faster than usual. The pre-summer heat that had been baking the town relented, giving way to a refreshing late-spring breeze. I knew that Evelyn said she enjoyed a working-man’s scent, but since I was planning on scooping her up right after I clocked out at the station, I preferred not to sweat buckets today.

It was getting close to lunch. I’d just finished unloading a big delivery at the college’s enrollment office when my phone went off. It was Evelyn.

“Hey,” I answered. “I was just thinking about you.”

“Yeah well I haven’t stopped thinking about you since you left yesterday,” she countered.

I sat down on the truck’s rear bumper. “I was thinking we could order in tonight,” I said. “Maybe grab something along the way.”

“Well here’s the thing,” Evelyn said, “I might have jumped the gun a little bit when I said I could visit your house tonight.”

At that, my heart sunk. My stomach dropped. The air ripped from my lungs.

“Oh,” I grumbled.

“No, no, no!” Evelyn answered. “Please don’t take it like that! Billy, I’m seriously dying to hang out with you, it’s just that I’ve got this final tomorrow. I should probably spend the night studying for it.”

“Oh,” I repeated, although in an entirely different – and hopeful – tone. “Shit, I thought you were blowing me off.”

“Obviously not,” she giggled.

“Well hey, you can still come over to the house,” I said. “I promise to have you back home early.”

She responded with that musical laughter then said, “Mr. Deliveryman, if I’m heading to your place, I’m definitely not going to be in the mood to leave early. Judging by the way we kissed yesterday, I doubt I’d leave at all.”

I parted my lips to respond. Nothing came out.

“You still there?” she asked.

“Yup,” I said. “You just left me a little speechless, that’s all. But hey, that’s fine if tonight’s no good. Just let me know when you’re free.”

“Tomorrow night, rain or shine,” she said.

“Sounds good to me.”

“And I mean it,” she pressed. “Tomorrow night, we’re hanging out. I don’t care if there’s a goddamn meteor falling onto the town.”

“If that’s the case, we can sit on my roof and watch the fireworks,” I responded.

She laughed, then trailed off. For a moment, she didn’t say anything, but I could somehow sense that there was something on her mind.

“Hey Billy,” she said. “You’re about to take lunch.”

I checked the time. It was almost noon. “I sure am,” I said.

“Swing by my apartment real quick,” she said, lowering her voice a bit.

Then, in the background: “Evelyn, are you talking to that guy again?”

“Shut up!” Evelyn giggled.

“Yeah, I can swing past,” I said.

“Hurry up,” she said. Then she whispered: “I’ll come down and meet you.”

*****

When I pulled up out front, Evelyn was already waiting for me. She leaned near the entrance, watching my truck approach with a little smile on her face. She wore a navy-blue hoodie with the university’s mascot emblazoned on the chest – an anthropomorphic steer with big muscles sporting a cocky grin, “Go Bulls!” – and tiny black nylon shorts.

Evelyn rushed up to the driver’s side door just as I was pulling it open. “Hey,” she beamed, her ocean eyes brimming with something strange, something curious…something exciting.

“Hey,” I said, sliding out. “Sorry it took me so long to get over here. There was traffic on Main Street. A garbage truck or something. You want to get lunch?”

“I don’t have time for lunch,” she said. “I’ve got an afternoon class in twenty minutes.”

“I’ve got an extra peanut butter and jelly sandwich in my cooler,” I offered.

She looked away, gnawed on her bottom lip, then suddenly grabbed me by both wrists. She walked backwards, smirking, pulling me along with her as she edged toward the rear bumper.

“I’ve always wanted to see what’s inside a delivery truck,” she whispered.

I chuckled. “Boxes, mostly.”

She pulled me back to the rear door, still walking backward, then looked at the door’s latch. She released my right wrist and snagged the latch with a confident grip and turned it – KA-THUNK – and the door slid open. The interior light clicked on automatically.

“Looks like there’s room for two,” she said, leaning toward me, pressing her body against mine as she slid her hands down to my belt.

I was dumbfounded, nearly punch-drunk, but when she gave me another tug on my belt, I snapped back to my senses.

I took a quick look around. No prying eyes. I grinned and hopped onto the rear bumper then extended my hand to help her up. Gripping me tight, she took a gingerly step up then into the back and leaned backward, her grin fading into something considerably more lustful, then curled her forefinger slowly, beckoning me to follow.

The truck’s shocks groaned quietly as I hopped inside and pulled the door shut. For a moment, we were shrouded in shadow as the interior lights switched off but I hit the switch, clicking them back on just as Evelyn moved toward me.

She threw her arms around my neck and hopped into my arms. I caught her by the hips and felt the pressure of her thighs as she wrapped her legs around my waist. She pulled her mouth to mine. Holding her aloft with one hand, I slid the other up her sweatshirt, under the tight-fitting undershirt she wore beneath, and felt my way up the length of her spine.

Evelyn breathed sharply as we kissed, my tongue against hers, almost like we were just continuing that flash of passion we’d shared in the hallway outside her apartment the day prior. As I continued to move my hand up her back, I felt her skin break out in goosebumps. I pushed my hand up past the top of her hoodie then gripped her tight by the back of her neck, pulling her in closer, kissing her more deeply.

She shifted her head to the right. Correspondingly, I shifted mine to the left. She leaned harder on me, I did the same, pushed my tongue tighter to hers, so tight I could count her individual tastebuds. Our lips smacked eagerly, the sound echoing in the truck.

Evelyn released her thighs from my waist, shimmying back down to her feet, and for one awful moment I thought the encounter was over. She did have class in twenty minutes, not to mention that final tomorrow morning, and it wasn’t like she could spend the entire afternoon making out with the delivery guy.

Except she wasn’t done yet. She exhaled slowly then tickled her fingertips down my uniform shirt, pressing against the thin fabric, probing my chest down to my stomach then down farther yet, until she was tugging at my belt again.

Her fingers spread wider, palms splayed out, and her hands shifted down to the almost painful erection throbbing in my pants. She licked her lips as she pinched at the tent poking up against my polyester work pants, wiggling her fingertips beneath the flap of fabric hiding my zipper, then smirked naughtily as she caught the brass slider between her forefinger and thumb.

“I don’t have a condom,” I whispered.

She pressed against me, her soft lips against my neck then leaned up, those lips brushing across my earlobe. “I don’t have time to go all the way with you,” she whispered. “But even if I did, I wouldn’t make you use a condom.”

I tightened my grip on her, my cock aching something fierce.

“And don’t think I go around letting guys into my pants bareback,” she whispered as she sucked my earlobe, wet lips nibbling lightly, still tugging playfully on the zipper slide.

No, I most certainly didn’t think that. Evelyn conducted herself with an air of class, even when she was acting goofy…even when she was getting dirty in the back of a delivery truck. Even before it came up, at no point did I worry about whether she was out fucking guys without protection. You’d take one look at Evelyn and know immediately that she wasn’t that type of girl.

Even so, knowing that about her only made her revelation that she’d take me without a rubber that much hotter. I cupped my hands around her face and kissed her again, lowering my hands to her throat, tickling her skin. She leaned forward into my kiss then I felt her lips curve suddenly and sharply into a naughty smile.

A heartbeat later, she pulled down my zipper, slowly freeing those little interlocking brass teeth. My cock pushed through the slit in my boxers. Evelyn pulled her lips from mine and stared deeply into my eyes as she fished my cock out, brushing her fingers across my shaft, tightening, then tickling slightly, then tightening again.

Her ocean eyes seemed to go a shade darker as she closed her fingers around me, as she made that first stroke, with both hands, rolling those delicate fingers slowly and pensively up to my tip, then back down again, making a tight O-shape with her forefingers and thumbs, pressing the tips together, before holding me tight at my base.

“Evelyn, holy shit,” I gasped.

She didn’t break eye contact as she slid down to her knees, flipping my boxers down then pulling the elastic waistband over my cock, freeing it entirely. Taking both my pants and my boxers in her hands, she yanked them all the way down to my thighs then closed her fingers at my base again.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” she whispered.

I lowered my right hand to the top of her head, clenching my fingers in those bright aureate locks, and waited for her to make her next move.

She pursed her lips – her eyes still trained on mine – and pressed them lightly against the tip of my cock. I watched, hardly breathing, as my beading precum smeared across those pink lips. She kissed my tip again, then around my hood, then down the left side of my shaft. She shifted me, pushing my cock upright, then ran her tongue long and slow up the underside of my erection before rolling it across my tip and closing her lips around me completely.

With little more than a gasp, my mouth wrenched open, every muscle in my body tensing as I took a second handful of her hair, clenching it tight in both fists. Evelyn took me deeper, soft wet lips rolling down the length of me, air-tight, setting every nerve ending alight as my cock was grinding smooth across her tongue.

Her grip tightened at my root. She took me into the back of her throat then pulled back again, leaving my shaft slick with a wet sheen. She followed her lips with her fingers, sliding them up the saliva-wet length of my erection. Evelyn moved her hands with a subtle clockwise twist all the way up to my hood, then kissed it again before sliding her fingers back down and taking me deep into her mouth allover again.

My body tightened, every muscle, every nerve. My stomach clenched and I half bent over, hovering over her, and the obvious pressure building in my body only spurred Evelyn to please me further.

Her lips closed even tighter around me. She stroked her fingers breezily up and down my cock then took me deep again and again, her confidence increasing with every lap, her lips smacking wet and tight until my cum churned in my balls like volcanic slag about to rupture.

She got higher on her knees, my cock upright in her grip again, her head bobbing up and down with each vigorous lap. On instinct, I wrapped her ponytail around my fist and clenched it tight, her head seeming to rise and fall in unison with my thunderous heartbeat.

Suddenly, the pressure reached a sharp crescendo. I tugged gently on her ponytail, not wanting to surprise her.

“Evelyn, shit, I’m about to cum,” I warned her.

She responded with a muffled giggle, the trill only serving to tease my cock further, and she didn’t relent. If anything, she only tightened her lips, quickened her pace. She slid her left hand up beneath my work shirt, then moved it around my hip, down toward my ass, where she clenched me firmly, as if to hold me in place, like she didn’t want me to pull my cock from her throat.

I leaned back, shuddering as I came, and Evelyn suddenly paused, her lips tight just beneath the head of my cock. At no point did she flinch or loosen her seal as I released inside of her mouth.

She let out a pleasant, muffled groan as my seed filled her mouth. She rapped her fingertips playfully across my ass then slowly moved her sapphire gaze back to my own, the edges of her lips curving into a slight grin with my cock still resting between them.

Her cheeks tightened. Her throat shifted. Her eyes glistened as she swallowed every last drop. Only then did she break her seal, rocking back slightly on her knees, then gingerly raised her fist to her mouth to wipe her lips.

She saw the obvious satisfaction in my face then her grin sharpened. “That should give you something to think about until we meet up tomorrow for – OH!”

I wasn’t finished with her. We might not have had time to go all the way, but I wasn’t going to be a greedy lover.

Snagging her by the hips, I drew her close then shifted her, spinning switching positions as I pushed her up against the inside of the rear door. She took me by the wrists, pulling me closer to her, gasping when I suddenly slid my right hand up beneath her hoodie, then beneath the tight-fitting undershirt she wore beneath.

Her stomach muscles tightened in anticipation of my touch. Her flat stomach tensed beneath my fingertips as I lowered them down past her navel, circling my forefinger around her belly button, hinting at going lower.

“We don’t have much time,” she whispered.

“I don’t need much time,” I countered.

I slid my hand lower, beneath her tight nylon shorts, felt the soft indentation the elastic waistband left in her skin. I grit my teeth as I felt the smooth curvature of her mound, then the small tuft of golden pubic hair blossoming over her sex.

I opened my fingers in a V-shape then slid them tight around the sides of her sex, stretching, opening the wet cleft of her labia ever so slightly. An anticipatory shiver shot through Evelyn’s body, then her hands gripped my forearm, fingernails digging sharp into my skin, and she pulled my hand deeper between her thighs.

Shifting my hand’s position, I deftly slid my forefinger inside her. Her pussy, wet and tight, constricted immediately around my finger. I pushed it deeper, almost to the knuckle, then curled my finger and brushed my fingertip against her innermost intimacy.

There was a tiny flash of pain – her fingernails digging deeper into my forearm, hard enough to leave a mark, not quite hard enough to draw blood – and her pink lips trembled as her walls closed tighter around my digit.

“Billy, Christ…”

I put the gentlest pressure on her G-spot then pulled my finger out, slick from her sex, then began to circle it around her clitoris.

I made concentric circles around the hood of her cherry, drawing closer with each round pass. When I finally brushed my fingertip across her clit, she let out a lustful moan and dug her fingernails into my forearm anew.

I didn’t mind the pain that came from her fingernails sinking deeper into my arm. Considering her pleasure, a little pain was a burden well worth bearing.

I kept working my hand around her sex, gently brushing my dewy fingertip against her clit again and again until her nub felt like a tiny cherry dipped in honey. With my free hand, I grabbed a fistful of her hair. Yanking back to expose her throat, I lay my lips upon her neck and sucked gently – not hard enough to leave a mark, of course, she was too classy for a hickey – and the next time I rolled my fingertip across her nub, her body went taut and still. She let out a warm, raspy exhalation as she came, almost silent, though her lips were quivering as if she were hypothermic.

She kept that sharp grip on my forearm, regarding me with an exaggerated frown when she glimpsed the light red divots she’d left in my skin.

“Aw,” she grinned. “I hurt you.”

“You could never,” I said, then kissed her throat again.

She giggled then smacked her tongue across her lips before letting out a satisfied, “Mmmmm,” as if she’d just taken a bite from a particularly delicious fruit. She was still trembling a bit – her legs still twitching, her knees wobbling, aftershocks from her orgasm – and she ran her fingers through my hair before kissing me on the forehead. “No one’s ever made me cum like that,” she panted, the words coming out uneven and a bit stiffly, given that her lips were still quivering. Then she smiled broadly, chuckling, and added: “And holy shit, you didn’t even give me your cock yet.”

“Then it’s something for us to look forward to,” I said, still nuzzling my mouth against her throat, simply enjoying her sweet scent, the faint lavender hints on her skin.

“I hope you still have time to eat your lunch,” she giggled.

“After all this, I feel like I could go all day,” I answered.

She squeezed my cock, which was already rock-hard again. “All day and all night, by the look of it,” she laughed.

I shifted away from her neck, smiling, and she gave me another soft kiss, on the lips this time. “Tomorrow night then,” I said.

“Tomorrow night,” she echoed.

“You want anything in particular for dinner?” I asked.

“I’m a simple gal,” she said. “Pizza. Burgers. Fries. All three,” she added with a shrug.

Then, I couldn’t help it. Visible worry crept across my face as I considered the one thing that might create a problem between us.

“Oh no,” Evelyn said, catching the sudden look in my eyes. “Please don’t tell me that you have to cancel on me tomorrow night.”

“Well, there is this one thing,” I said.

“Oh no, you were lying about Brad Dourif in E-3, weren’t you?” she said with mock-concern. “You pretended to have perfect opinions about horror movies just to get your hand between my legs.”

“Dourif’s a king in that movie,” I laughed. “And George C. Scott is a close second, but no, that’s not it. It’s just that I need to make sure that you’re respectful of the other woman in my life.”

For just a moment, her smile dropped. “What other woman?” she spat.

“Bandit,” I said like she should have remembered, using a jokingly mocking tone. “My little girl. My goddamn princess.”

Evelyn’s smile returned, but she gave me a soft shot in the shoulder. “You had me going, you ass,” she said. “But what about her?”

“There is a one-hundred percent chance…” I paused, then corrected myself. “I’m sorry, there’s a one-thousand percent chance that, when we sit down to eat, Bandit is going to hop up onto the table to dine with us.”

“You’re telling me that you allow your dog to eat at the table with you?” she asked.

I nodded and answered flatly, “Yes.”

“Every time I think you can’t get more insufferably cute, you go ahead and one-up yourself,” she said, then gave me another peck on the lips. “Not only am I cool with eating dinner with your little princess, I insist that I get to sit next to her.”

“So I’ll pick you up after my shift tomorrow?” I asked.

“I’ll be here waiting,” she answered.

We got dressed then I opened the rear door again. Briana stood there, leaning against a parking pole, her cherry lips locked in a soft red smile. She wore a form-fitting cardigan woven from cotton with a slim khaki skirt that hugged the curvature of her thighs.

“You two are insatiable, I swear,” Briana laughed.

I was no exhibitionist by any means – I wasn’t even a huge fan of public displays of affection – but realizing that Briana had been just a few feet away from us the entire time sent an acute thrill through my chest.

I kind of liked the idea of Briana knowing what I was capable of doing to a woman, as a matter of fact.

“How much did you hear?” Evelyn asked, giggling as I helped her down from the truck.

“Enough to be impressed with Mr. Deliveryman,” Briana said knowingly, which caused me to blush immediately. “Anyway, I wasn’t out here trying to be a pervert.” She held up her Evelyn’s phone. “You left this upstairs. Your mother’s been calling non-stop.”

Evelyn groaned then looked skyward, rolling her eyes so hard I could see the whites. “The woman wants to drive me insane,” she said, then quickly turned back to me as Briana handed her the phone. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Mr. Deliveryman,” she said, then blew me a kiss.  


Chapter Five

It was another cool spring day and I shot back to the station as my shift winded down, parked my rig and handed in my delivery slips then punched out hard enough to almost knock the time clock off the wall. I practically sprinted to the locker room where I ditched my work clothes and slipped into something a bit more presentable. Never a fashion-forward guy – I owned one suit that didn’t fit well and it was reserved for funerals only – I threw on a crisp, light cotton flannel shirt rolled up below my elbows, some fresh jeans and my cleanest boots, spit-shined until I could almost see my reflection in the black leather.

I jumped into my pickup and cranked the engine then took off, the shocks rattling as I tore ass toward town. Before my shift ended, I went down Main Street and scored roses for Evelyn from a local florist, plus chocolates in a bright red heart-shaped box. Cheesy, I know, but I thought Evelyn would like it.

When I pulled up to her apartment complex I saw Briana standing outside, the first time I’d seen her dressed down, sporting a hoodie and sweatpants and, yup, Evelyn’s flip-flops. She swaggered up to my truck as I got out and ran her fingers through that midnight hair.

“Evelyn’s right,” Briana said as she eyed up the chocolates and the roses. “You really are just too cute.”

“Is she still upstairs?” I asked.

“She’ll be down in a second,” Briana said, then took another step closer to me, grinning. She might have been dressed for comfort, but her lips were that same cherry-red color, plump and full. “I just wanted to wish you good luck. Evelyn’s a great girl.”

“I hope I get your approval,” I said.

“Lynnie hasn’t dated many guys,” she answered. “And when she has, I’ve never liked them.” Another step closer, a smirk growing on those red, red lips. “Until now.”

I sensed something with Briana. I caught a curious flash in her catlike eyes. I almost took a step backward – she was getting really close now – but held my ground, not wanting to be impolite.

“That means a lot to me,” I said. “Really, I mean it. I guess I just have to endear myself to Kay then I’ll be good to go.”

Briana grinned then pinched a rose petal between her fingers, squeezing it ever so gently. “Kay’s dying to meet you,” Briana said. “Her class schedule’s just been weird. It’s that time of year, you know.”

Several feet behind Briana, the apartment complex door swung open. My jaw went slack when I saw Evelyn.

She was wearing a red satin dress so tight it might as well have been painted on. The dress was skin-tight, so tight there wasn’t enough slack for a single wrinkle in the fabric. It was sleeveless with a thin red strap over each shoulder, a slit on the right side flashing her bronzed thigh. She wore felt heel boots, zippers on the sides coming up just above her ankles. She’d pulled her hair back into two tight braids woven together in dovetails then draped across her left shoulder, Rapunzel-like, a modern-day princess.

“You look incredible,” I gasped.

She grinned somewhat bashfully, toying with the small Michael Kors purse in her hands. 
“You’re not looking so bad yourself, Mr. Deliveryman,” she said.

I chuckled. “Please! I’ve never felt more terminally underdressed.”

“No, you look great,” Briana said. She’d released her pinch on the rose petal. Now, she was pinching my shirtsleeve, caressing the cotton between her forefinger and her thumb. She looked back to Evelyn. “Get a move on, Lynnie. My mom always told me to never waste time when you found yourself a good man.”

Briana spun back around to me. She shocked me when she flung her arms around me, hooking her hands behind my neck, pulling herself close, so close that it would have felt like we were doing something wrong if Evelyn hadn’t been watching with an approving grin.

I froze, keeping my hands away from Briana, resisting the urge to hug her back, but she didn’t seem to mind.

With Evelyn having a full view, Briana kissed me on the earlobe, tightening her grip around my neck, and I swear, I could feel her nipples growing hard as nails beneath her hoodie.

“Treat my girl right,” she said, then kissed my ear again.

“Uh…yeah,” I answered, fully flabbergasted.

Briana broke her hold on me then walked with a feline-sultry swagger over to Evelyn. She leaned in close and whispered something in Evelyn’s ear. Evelyn covered her mouth as she giggled and said, “We’ll see, we’ll see, let me get to know him first,” at a low-pitch, just barely above a whisper.

What the hell was going on here?

Briana gave Evelyn a tight hug then headed back inside. I stood by my truck, holding my hand out like a gentleman. Evelyn took my hand.

“These are for you,” I said, passing her the chocolates and the roses.

Her lips peeled back into a youthful smile brimming with excitement. She flashed her nostrils over the roses, breathing deeply, and clutched them to her chest. “Like I said,” she quipped. “You’re so sweet I just might choke.”

With her hand in mine, I escorted her to my truck. Then I remembered that she’d just taken her final this morning. Between the way Briana was acting, then glimpsing Evelyn in her striking red dress, I’d almost forgotten all about it.

“Shit, your final!” I said. “How did it go?”

She stopped, then rolled her eyes. She shook her head slowly and took a long, deep breath. “It went fine, I guess,” she said. “I absolutely hate these classes and I’ve been struggling all year…except for when I actually put some effort in.”

“That’s the way with everything, though, isn’t it?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess,” she said. “But at some point in your life you have to wonder if what you’re doing is even worth the effort. That maybe if you’re going to work your butt off your whole life, you might as well put that effort toward something that doesn’t make you crazy.”

I nodded, thinking about my graphic design degree, thinking about the route in life I’d almost taken.

“You’ve got a point,” I said. “I can’t really argue with you there.”

She looked over my truck, eager to change the subject. I couldn’t blame her.

“I love your ride,” Evelyn said. “It’s very…you.”

It wasn’t an impressive vehicle at first glance. The truck was forty years old, my uncle’s Chevy S-10, real redneck-looking with a lift kit and a roll bar at the bed. “This old girl runs better than most modern trucks,” I said.

“You work on it yourself?” she asked as I helped her inside.

“Nah, aside from basic repairs, I’m not really a car guy,” I said. “But my buddy is a mechanic at the station. He keeps it in tip-top shape for me.”

Somehow, this got the strangest smile from Evelyn.

I paused, cocking an eyebrow. “What?” I laughed.

“I’ve never dated a guy who had a mechanic friend before,” she said. Then she shrugged. “I think I’m going to enjoy dating a blue-collar guy.”

Yeah, that comment right there stopped me in my tracks.

“We’re dating?” I asked. “As in, boyfriend and girlfriend dating?”

She hesitated for a moment, her smile never wavering, although it did grow a bit sharper. “Let’s see how the night goes before we put any boyfriend-girlfriend labels on us,” she answered with a certain knowing tone that left me somewhat confused. “But yes, Billy, we are definitely dating.”

I chuckled. “I don’t really know how to respond to that, but it sounds like a good start,” I said.

“You can respond by getting your ass behind this steering wheel and getting me to your place,” she giggled, then patted the driver’s seat, lightly scratching her fingernails across the worn old leather.

*****

Though we chatted during the ride, Evelyn quieted down the moment I turned off the main road onto the gravel path leading up to my house. Her eyes shone wide with wonder as we passed the old and regal oak trees lining the path – the oaks dated back to the Civil War, or so my uncle told me – and her face lit up when a groundhog poked its head up from the knee-high grass to our right.

Up ahead, the farmhouse came into view. Several whitetail deer meandered across the path, but only turned calmly when they heard the truck’s tires crunching in the gravel. They didn’t run, only stepped aside, almost politely, as I rolled the truck past them.

“Oh my gosh, they look at you like they know you!” Evelyn gasped. 

“Most of the deer around here know my truck,” I said. “They haven’t run from it in years. Sometimes the fawns might run off, but they usually warm up to me after awhile.” I laughed. “I wish I could say the same about when they spot Bandit.”

Evelyn scrunched her nose. “She’s a little hunter, I bet,” she said.

“Maybe one day she’ll catch one,” I laughed. “Anyway, here we are.”

Evelyn gazed admiringly at the farmhouse. It was three-stories high, rooms aplenty, although my uncle had always been a bachelor. Old but handsome, the house had a weathered paintjob – blue paint chipping away from the lumber – but I always thought the chipped paint gave it a certain charm. Evelyn appeared to agree.

In the living room window beside the front door, Bandit was jumping up and down on the couch, her front paws scratching against the window glass, and Evelyn’s musical laughter filled the truck when she heard Bandit’s muffled yaps.

“She’s so pretty!” Evelyn said, then popped out of the truck before I even took the keys from the ignition. “I’ve GOT to meet her!”

Evelyn rushed up onto the porch, dashing past the twin rocking chairs sitting by the stairs, and Bandit went wild, her muffled yaps now turning into snarling barks, bounding up and down with her pawprints smearing across the window glass.

Evelyn looked to me as I joined her on the porch. “She’s like the world’s tiniest junkyard dog,” she joked.

I cast a worried glance at Bandit, still doing angry backflips in the window, then hesitated before sliding my key into the doorknob. “She’s really worked up,” I said. “Maybe we shouldn’t…”

Evelyn grabbed my forearm and looked me in the eye. “Billy, open the door,” she said calmly. “Give your little princess a chance to warm up to me.”

I took a deep breath and slid the key in. Bandit vanished from the window and was now barking loudly behind the front door. I twisted the key and the knob shifted. Slowly, I pushed the door open, at which point Bandit went silent, backing away quietly, not daring to step over the threshold.

“Easy now, honey,” I said.

But Bandit wasn’t looking at me. Her sharp little gaze was trained on Evelyn. Bandit took another step back, into the cool shadows of the living room, and bared her teeth.

Undeterred, Evelyn tugged her dress up safely around her thighs then got down on her knees, holding one hand outstretched, then whistled softly. “Hey Bandit,” she said. “I’m Evelyn. It’s so nice to finally meet you.”

One moment, all was still.

The next, my heart skipped into my throat when Bandit suddenly surged forward, bounding faster on those stumpy, muscular legs than I’d ever seen before.

For one heart-wrenching second, I thought Bandit was going to sink her teeth into Evelyn.

Instead, Bandit’s tail wagged furiously as she hopped into Evelyn’s arms and promptly licked Evelyn’s face, wiggling back and forth, bending at her waist like a fish, her mouth open wide in a doggy grin.

Evelyn cackled happily as she rubbed Bandit’s belly, and when Bandit’s paws left little dusty scuff marks on that gorgeous satin red dress, Evelyn didn’t even bat an eye.

Yeah, I thought to myself. I think it’s safe to say that I found myself a keeper.

*****

With Bandit trundling between us, I took Evelyn’s hand then showed her around the farmhouse.

My house didn’t have a modern look. Instead, I kept it mostly the way it had been when my uncle was alive. Aside from replacing a few creaking floorboards and some rusted penny nails, the place was as he left it. There were antiques on lacquered lamp tables, oil paintings depicting Revolutionary War scenes, even a big golden Crucifix over the archway to the dining room even though I was never religious.

I showed her the dining room, with its big oak dining table with old-timey floral pattern placemats, porcelain China plates and spotless silverware already set.

“You could feed an army at this thing,” she laughed.

I paused, thinking about her comment. Maybe I’d never feed an army here, but a big family perhaps…

She turned to me, beaming. “Show me your room,” she said.

I looked at her, grinning. “Yeah?”

She gave me a playful swat on my shoulder. “Not for that,” she giggled. Then added, just under her breath: “Not quite yet, anyway…”

I pretended that I didn’t hear her, but I couldn’t help but grin. I also couldn’t help it when the blood rushed to my cock. Quickly, I shifted in my jeans, hoping to keep the bulge hidden.

Since she asked, I took her upstairs next. Bandit shot up first, her little round ass wiggling.

“Oh man, she’s got a little dumper, doesn’t she,” Evelyn laughed.

Bandit stopped at the top step, grinning, then yapped.

“We’re coming, we’re coming,” I said.

We passed the second-floor bathroom, all spotless white tiles along with a picturesque claw-foot tub sitting just beneath a skylight window, which was just wide enough that the tub always had sunlight beaming down on it.

“Remind me to take a bubble bath in here,” Evelyn said, gripping my right arm as she walked beside me.

An image flashed through my mind: Evelyn in my tub, naked, soapy bubbles clinging to her delicious sun-kissed skin. I squashed this thought right away, not because I wasn’t enjoying it, but it really wasn’t helping with the bulge growing in my jeans.

I led her to my room, the master bedroom, down the hallway. “I didn’t change much in the house, but I got a new bed when I moved in,” I said as we neared the doorway. “I loved my uncle a ton but it felt weird sleeping in the same bed as him. Plus, his mattress was hard as hell, like sleeping on plywood.”

She winked at me. “Well, I’m glad you got something more comfortable,” she said. “It bodes well for how I’m going to sleep tonight.”

That comment didn’t help my bulge, either.

I pushed the door open. It was the largest bedroom in the house, with my big king-sized bed sitting in the middle. It was a plush down mattress in a brass bed frame, freshly made this morning – I made sure to throw fresh linens on there, knowing that Evelyn was coming over – and Evelyn jumped toward it, spinning, then fell back-first onto the comforter.

I had to admit, I liked the way she looked lying on my bed. She propped herself up on her elbows, grinning, twirling her feet.

“A girl could get used to a bed like this,” she said. “It’s soooo comfortable, you must have paid a pretty penny for it.”

“I don’t splurge often,” I said. “But sometimes, you gotta.”

Her eyes drifted around the room, almost as if she were searching for something. Bandit hopped onto the bed and nestled against her. Evelyn scratched Bandit behind the ears and asked, “So where are all your drawings?”

Thrusting my hands into my pockets, I lowered my head, slightly embarrassed. “They’re around,” I said. “Play your cards right and maybe I’ll show them to you.”

Her normal smirk gradually fell away from her face. She regarded me with a quiet curiosity. “You never told me why you didn’t get into graphic design,” she said. “Why you never chased your dreams.”

“I did,” I corrected her, then joined her on the bed, with Bandit resting between us. “I graduated with great grades, more recommendations than I could use. My work was good enough that a firm hired me straight out, no internship or anything like that. I even signed a contract. A hundred grand per year, at least, guaranteed, with big salary increases based on productivity. Practically, I was looking at a quarter-million a year if I played my cards right.”

“Billy, that’s incredible,” she said. “Why didn’t…”

“My first project was designing a corporate mascot,” I said. “I put in the work, made a snazzy little anthropomorphic groundhog who sold auto insurance, and got paid.”

“And then?”
“And my second project was another corporate mascot,” I sighed. “But not like the first. This one was totally different.”

“How so?” she asked.

“It was a snazzy little anthropomorphic pig who made pasta sauce.”

“Oh geez,” she rolled her eyes, then raised an eyebrow. “But I bet the third project was really something you could sink your teeth into.”

“A certain social media platform – I can’t say which, NDA – wanted me to redesign its logo so that, and I quote, ‘Maximize user engagement on an emotional level; when our users log in, we want them to feel at home to market their brand.’”

Even Bandit gave me a dirty look when I repeated those words.

“The money must have been crazy,” she said. “But that sounds awful.”

“It sure was.”

“Did you redesign the font?”

I shook my head. “Nope,” I said. “I spent an hour at my sketchpad, then set my pencils down, went online, and filled out an application to be a deliveryman. The second-best decision I ever made. I’ll never be rich, but I got a union card with a solid wage and decent vacation time. Plus, in my down time on the truck, I’m free to sketch anything I damn well please and never, not once, do I have to listen to some sniveling corporate advertising rep gloat about how their anthropomorphic animal spokesman is different from the others.”

Evelyn stared at me for a long moment. The sun was beaming down right across her face. Little motes of dust drifted past, giving the scene an ethereal, almost dreamlike quality. Her sapphire eyes reflected the golden sunlight, jewels for eyes.

“Most guys I know would have just chased the money,” she said. “You know, do the conventional thing.”

“I’m not that conventional, I guess,” I said.

She smiled for a moment. “You said that was the second-best decision you ever made,” she said. “What’s the first?”
“Walking up to you in the parking lot the other day,” I said. “Now what do you think about taking a walk down to the pond?”


Chapter Six

If you were to get up into the trees and look down on it, the pond would have resembled a big silver dollar nestled in the trees, a blue-silver eye flaring half-gold beneath the sun. We walked down there. Bandit darted off, chasing a squirrel or maybe a groundhog, and I took Evelyn by the hand, our fingers intertwining, and we barely said a word as we walked through the meadow on the way to the water.

The grass was high, up to your knees in some places, waist-level in others. We hadn’t had much rain this spring, so the tallest grass was faded yellow at the tips, and with the gentlest breeze the entire meadow would dance, green to yellow.

Another quarter-mile and the ground sloped slightly downhill and we came upon the pond, the silver dollar, with slumberous chestnut trees sloping down gently toward it, lazy branches dancing in the wind, the sun so bright you could count the filaments in each leaf.

The water lapped gently. Here and there, a little fish darted past. I’d already laid out a large, soft quilt next to a cooler filled with ice and drinks. 

“This house, this property…” Evelyn said wistfully. “It’s incredible, Billy. It really is.”

She sat down on the quilt, curling her knees to the side, red satin tight over her thighs, and I sat down next to her, liking the way she looked with the sun beaming down, casting her in sunlight and shadow.

Out across the pond, I spotted Bandit leaping through the grass almost twenty yards away. A squirrel darted out then vanished into the bramble with Bandit giving chase.

Evelyn touched my forearm. I cracked open the cooler. There was chilled white wine and a few light beers inside, but I felt no need to open any, and Evelyn didn’t ask, so I closed the cooler and turned back to her, wordless, then I ran my hand across her braided, princess-like hair. I counted the dovetails in her braids then trailed my fingers across her cheek, soft and radiant, then brushed my thumb across her lips.

Something shifted inside me. I moved closer to her, leaning in, and held Evelyn by the chin as I kissed her.

She melted into my kiss, leaning back against my slow forward momentum, and I clasped one hand on her hip and moved down with her as she laid across the quilt. She slid her hand through my hair, to the back of my neck, fingernails tickling my flesh as she gripped at me, whimpering in blissful anticipation as I slipped my hand up her dress. I started at the slit over her thigh, kneading her skin, shifting to the inside of her thigh, cupping her flesh as she allowed me to push my hand higher between her legs.

Overcome by a sudden hunger, I broke our kiss, slipped my other hand up her dress, and just like that, I was tugging her at her panties. Evelyn watched with bated breath, her respirations growing clipped and short as she tugged up on her dress, pulling it over her hips.

Despite my hunger, I moved slowly, patiently, pressing my lips against her belly, kissing her through the satin. I switched my grip and pushed my fingers up beneath the side strings of her panties, gripping, squeezing, and I moved down to her hips, then her thighs, kissing the smooth flesh of each.

Evelyn rested her left leg on my shoulder, the other splayed out slightly to the side, and she winced with anticipation as I rolled my tongue across her panties, tight enough to feel the cleft of her sex, the dew beading at her labia, and she gasped, “Billy…” when I finally tugged her panties all the way down to her knees.

With Evelyn wiggling, I tugged them off, little black lace panties, and set them to the side. Her sex was tight and pink, punctuated with a tidy tuft of golden pubic hair. I deftly licked the tips of my fingers then grazed them across her sex, wetting them with her honey, before gently rolling my fingertips around her nub, teasing her clit.

Kissing her knees, then along her thighs, I stared into her ocean-blue eyes as I made my way down to her slit, pink and dew-drenched, and when I slathered my tongue across her opening Evelyn gasped and arched her back, thrusting her sex against my mouth.

That first lap of my tongue across her lips felt like an eternity. The salty-sweet taste of her slit made my mouth water. I flicked my tongue across her clit then closed my lips around it slowly, sucking gently, at which point Evelyn moaned and draped her other leg across my shoulder.

She lay back, chest rising and falling rapidly, twisting the quilt between her fingers as her nipples grew hard beneath her dress. I squeezed her thighs tight in my palms and lavished her clit, teasing, licking, until Evelyn’s thighs began to tighten gradually around my face.

She thrust up with her hips again reflexively, then clapped her palms over her mouth as she struggled to keep herself quiet.

I paused, smirking against her mound, then reached up and grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands away from those pretty pink lips.

“We’re completely alone,” I whispered. “No one will hear you.”

I kept one hand on her thigh then slipped the other beneath her, cupping the small of her back. When I closed my lips and sucked softly on her clit again, Evelyn shuddered, gripped the quilt desperately, and cried out, a shrieking moan that shot through the trees, causing birds to flee the branches.

Her legs closed tighter around me. She wasn’t just thrusting her hips, but grinding them, smearing her nectar across my mouth as I licked her clit once more then slid a finger into her tight folds.

The moment I touched her G-spot in unison with my mouth on her cherry, Evelyn’s walls snapped tight around my finger. Her thighs constricted, nearly suffocating me, and she released the quilt but gripped my hair tight. She rocked herself forward, sitting upright, desperately pulling my mouth tighter to her sex.

She drew one gasping breath then, for a moment, snapped tight and still in my grip. I worked my lips around her clit in a kissing, slightly circular movement and she shrieked, convulsing, and there was a sudden gush against my lips as she came.

I got up and wiped my lips with the back of my hand, staring down at her as she laid back, twitching, her knees wobbling. I caressed her thighs, bent forward, and kissed the inside of her right knee. My cock was raging, the tent in my jeans obvious, my erection so hard it was painful.

Evelyn lay there a moment longer, looking out over the water with halting breaths, her lips quivering, struggling to catch her breath. I could barely hold myself back. Having tasted her, I simply had to have more.

But as I began to move on her, she held her hand up, staring deeply into my eyes, the want and lust dripping from her sapphire gaze.

“Let’s go to your bed,” she panted.


Chapter Seven

I could have scooped her into my arms and sprinted back to my bedroom, but after her powerful release, Evelyn wanted to take her time.

When she saw how eager I was, she grinned and kissed my cheek. “Just give me a few minutes to recover, you animal,” she giggled. “Because that was…wow…I mean…”

She trailed off, a knowing smirk on her face.

I think it was safe to say she enjoyed it.

Out in the meadow, we heard Bandit yapping happily. She’d be okay out there on her own for awhile. I never had to worry about Bandit wandering off too far, and she never, ever got close to the main road.

As we drew closer, the farmhouse came into view, rising up over oaks and chestnuts. The sun lingered overhead, stubbornly resisting its descent to the western horizon, and I was glad for it; I was in no rush for this day to end.

Evelyn regarded the farmhouse with a slightly sad smile. “It’s a shame that your house has all those empty bedrooms,” she said.

I shrugged. “My uncle always wanted a big family, but it never happened for him.”

“And what about you, huh?” she asked, tightening her grip around my forearm and pressing against me as we walked.

“I never really thought about it before,” I said. “A family, I mean.”

“No?”

I shook my head then draped my arm around her shoulders. “No, but I think I’m starting to come around to it. And you?”

“I’d love to have a big family,” she said wistfully. “Not just big, but huge. Big houses shouldn’t be lonely. They should be crowded, full of life.”

“It sounds like you want lots of kids,” I asked, not sure how she’d take that comment.

Evelyn smiled softly, then walked beside me for a minute or two, thinking it over.

“I’d like to have one or two,” she said. “Maybe three if it feels right.”

“Three wouldn’t be enough to fill all those empty bedrooms, though,” I chuckled.

“There’d be other ways,” she said.

“Huh? What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean…that I think we’re getting a little too far ahead of ourselves,” Evelyn finished.

Then we heard Bandit yapping. Out in the woods, there came the sound of her little paws clipping through the grass.

A little brown bunny rabbit shot across the path directly before us. Then there was Bandit, a furry flash past the path, there and gone again, blink and you’d miss it.

“She is a savage, isn’t she?” I laughed.

Evelyn stopped then pivoted in front of me, hooking her fingers beneath my belt, halting me in my tracks. She pressed up against me, flicking her tongue across her pink lips. “I want to say something that might sound a little forward,” she said. “A bit presumptuous, too.”

I put my hands on her hips, squeezing, pressing on her skin through the satin. She stepped closer. I slid my hand up her back and she walked her fingertips up my arms to my shoulders. “Say it,” I said. “In case you couldn’t tell, you can be honest with me.”

She took a deep breath, steadying herself. She looked back at the farmhouse, then back toward the pond, then back to me. “This place already feels like home,” she said.

She caught me by the hand, slid her fingers inside mine, then tugged me along, grinning as we approached the porch. Still holding my hand tight, she moved ahead of me, pulling me with her, then we stepped back into the shadowed coolness in the living room.

Evelyn made directly for the stairs with me following close behind her, my eyes drawn to her toned golden calves, flexing with every step. The painted-on dress, vacuum-sealed on her body, so tight I could see the light definition in her leg muscles. She looked back at me, the dovetail braids swinging, and something tightened in my chest when I envisioned going up to bed with her like this every night.

The thought so thoroughly enraptured me that time seemed to skip ahead. I blinked and we were in my room, door shut and locked behind us, wrapped in each other’s arms as we kissed passionately standing by my bed.

I rolled my hands down her hips, pulling at her dress, when suddenly Evelyn planted her palms against my chest and pushed me onto the bed.

I fell into a sitting position, looking up at her. She hovered over me then unzipped her dress, the red satin slowly falling away. She let the dress tumble to her waist, stood there topless save for a see-through bra, her nipples eager and bright pink beneath the meshy black lace.

She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting that fall to the floor, then ran her hands sensually down her bare torso, over her flat stomach, past her belly button, and despite the shadows growing in the bedroom, her eyes took on an even brighter, striking blue shade.

She took my hand then guided it to her bare stomach. I dragged the pad of my thumb across her waistline, feeling every fine hair, every bump in her skin, then grabbed her by the hips and pulled her toward me.

Leaning forward, I pressed my lips against her stomach, her murderously red dress twisting in my fists. I lowered my hands again, slid them up her dress, cupping her thighs as I slid them upward, toward the heat burning between her thighs.

“Billy,” she gasped as I trailed my tongue along her waistline, still sliding my fingers upward, at which point I realized she’d never put her panties back on after our encounter by the pond.

My left hand on her hip, my right between her thighs, I slavishly kissed and sucked lightly on her stomach then slid two fingers into her heat up to my knuckles, curving them, two fingertips upon her G-spot. My thumb found her clit, already flushed and ripe, and I worked my fingers inside her and upon her until she was gripping my hair tight in her fists, her bright pink lips twisting in lust.

One sharp breath, her head tilting back, her right hand splayed out over her breasts, then I felt her cunt tighten around my fingers. She let out an uneven, rasping breath then turned back to me, her eyes lust-drowsy, and slowly slid down to her knees before me.

She took me by the belt, unclasped it, then popped the button on my jeans and slid the zipper down. My cock thrust out from the slit in my boxer shorts like a loaded weapon. Evelyn wrapped her fingers around it, and stroked down to my root, eyes gleaming as she kissed it lightly, her lips pressed against my tip.

With my cock in her hands in an almost worshipful pose, she parted her lips wide then moved them down my shaft. The whole time, those gleaming sapphires were trained on me, her gaze on mine. I touched her cheek, moved my hand across her jawline, the room filled with the soft-wet suckle sounds of her mouth on me.

She shifted her left hand, while keeping her right tight around my cock, then tickled her fingertip around my balls. Gently, softly, she gripped them as if in reverence, like she could feel the heat simmering inside.

Evelyn shifted her lips and my cock left her mouth with an audible pop then she kissed my shaft, every inch, her gaze narrowing on me, studying my face for every twitch of lust, every twist of pleasure.

Never in my life had anyone looked at me with such raw sincerity, with such a naked desire to please me. I’ve had blowjobs before. They’d ranged from pleasant to vaguely passionate to downright boring.

This one was not like those.

As Evelyn sealed her lips around me again, I found myself intoxicated by her sapphire gaze and her raw, naked intention to make my eyes roll into the back of my skull.

“I want you,” I said through gritted teeth.

She kissed my cock one last time then pulled me from her mouth. Precum stretched from my cock to her bottom lip, a strand as thin as spider silk. She caught it on her knuckles then licked it up, swallowed it, and I caught her braided ponytail then yanked her head back and put my mouth on her neck with borderline vampiric ravenousness.

I guided her to her feet then let the dress slip from her body. She kicked off her pointed felt high-heel boots and I gazed at her naked perfection standing before me. I stood, held her by the waist, then lowered my mouth to her breasts, my lips sucking tight on her left nipple, then her right, flicking and teasing my tongue across her hard tips, then moving circularly around each areola.

I scooped her into my arms then set her down on the bed, overcome by a need not just to take her, but to intertwine my body with hers, to hold her so close I couldn’t tell where her body began and mine ended.

I set her down on her side, then quickly tossed my flannel shirt to the floor, kicked off my boots, then dropped my jeans and boxers.

Her elbow propped up, she rested her cheek on her upraised palm with her other arm draped across her naked body. I paused for a heartbeat, admiring every inch of her, from her perfect face to her slender shoulders, her sculpted tits and her thighs like melted butter, then finally the pink kiss hidden between her legs.

I lay down beside her, with her back pressed against my bare chest, my rigid cock aching as it brushed against her wet entry. She tilted her head back, cast a lustful look back at me, and I nestled my lips onto the base of her neck as I slid my arm around her waist, my open palm against her lower abdomen, and I kissed her gently as I slowly let my fingers descend to her thighs.

“I have a condom in the drawer,” I whispered as I kissed her ear, my lips closing around her earlobe.

She responded with a quick shake of her head. “No condom,” she answered.

I looked at her. “Still, I’ll be careful.”

Reaching back, she turned her face to mine, staring intensely at me from over her shoulder. “I don’t want you to be careful,” she whispered. “I just want my skin on your skin. I just want to feel you inside me.” She paused, a half-moment of tension-filled silence, then added: “All of you.”

I nodded, quietly processing what she meant, then moved my hand down her belly, around to her hip, then gripped her thigh. Rolling her back slightly, I opened her legs, then positioned the tip of my cock against her labia.

With hardly any empty space between us at all, I entered her.

I gasped, then moaned, the air leaving my lungs as the shock her smooth sex became the focal point of my being. My cock tingled as I worked it deeper, through the wet-slick walls, then I slid my free hand beneath her, then wrapped it around her before slipping it over her mound.

She reached back with her free hand and sunk her fingertips into my hips as I pumped into her, as if to draw me deeper inside, her fingernails scratching red trails into my skin as I buried every inch of my cock into her soft sex.

Though the air conditioner was running and the day hadn’t been particularly hot, the closeness and the heat burning between us caused sweat to bead across Evelyn’s brow. As I kissed the back of her neck, I watched a single bead of sweat zigzag from her temple to her cheek then down the inside of her throat before it trickled over her clavicle and rolled hypnotically down the slim canyon between her breasts.

I held her by the thigh, then moved my hand down to her knee, holding her leg aloft, and she hooked her foot behind my hip and pressed her bare heel into my back.

“Harder,” she whispered, her voice quiet and ethereal yet demanding, brimming with lust, a voice I couldn’t imagine refusing.

I pulled back then thrust in again, giving her precisely what she asked for, and the sweaty clapping sound of my hips against her hips filled the room. 

She shifted her grip and reached backward, gripping the back of my head, pulling my lips tighter against the back of her neck, then I moved my mouth down and kissed between her shoulder blades, traces of sweat mixing with her lavender skin making a taste that overwhelmed my tastebuds.

I moved my fingers across her mound, over the golden tuft above her sex, then circled my forefinger around her nub.

Her face strained. More sweat trickled down her face. She gnawed desperately on her bottom lip and I held her so close I could feel every thunderous heartbeat as I brought her closer and closer to a powerful release.

She squeezed my hair tighter, pressed her heel harder against my back, and she looked back to me with desperation in her eyes. I kissed her with a sudden ferocity, and she reciprocated, moaning against the force of my kiss as the walls of her pussy grew even tighter around my erection.

I pushed into her deeper, harder, and Evelyn suddenly shuddered. There was a fresh, wet gush that soaked my cock, and sent little trickles down to my balls.

She broke our kiss then bit the blanket between her teeth. I held her firmly, though, pulling her convulsing frame right back against mine as my cock started to tingle inside her.

As if she sensed this, she spat out the blanket and turned back to me, looked me in the eyes and said, “Don’t pull out, Billy…”

Yes, I’d been with my fair share of women before.

Yes, I’d been cautious with each, either wearing a condom or carefully pulling out.

In this moment with Evelyn, though, I no longer felt the need for caution. I knew exactly what could happen if I finished inside her…and I didn’t care.

I wrapped both my arms around her and kissed her on the mouth. I pushed harder into her, buried myself in her, got myself as deep as I could possibly get.

“Billy,” she whispered one more time, then I closed my arms around her tight and groaned as my cum rushed raw and potent into Evelyn’s welcoming fertile warmth.


Chapter Eight

With everything, I’d almost forgotten that I’d ordered us dinner. The delivery driver came and went – in bed with Evelyn, I didn’t hear the notification on my phone – but when we got to the porch, the pizza was still warm in the box, the burgers and fries still warm in the grease-soaked brown-paper bag.

Her dress was still crumpled on my bedroom floor. Now, Evelyn was draped in my discarded flannel, unbuttoned, the flaps of the shirt covering her bare breasts. She wore a pair of basketball shorts she found in my closet and sweat socks borrowed from my dresser. 

Me, I was comfortable barefoot in my jeans, shirtless. I picked up the food then whistled for Bandit, still prowling the meadow for rabbits and squirrels.

“Bandy!” I shouted. “It’s dinnertime girl!”

Out in the meadow, there was bright, happy “YAP!” and she came bounding up onto the porch mere seconds later. To my surprise, she bolted straight toward Evelyn, who laughed as she caught Bandit in her arms.

It felt good, the three of us walking back into the house like that.

I set our feast down on the dining room table. Without being prompted, Evelyn snatched Bandit’s food bowl from the floor and set on the table next to her plate.

“I got a quarter-pound burger patty for her,” I said as I headed toward the kitchen. “You want a drink?”

“I’d love one,” Evelyn said as Bandit hopped onto the table. Evelyn giggled and pulled the burger patty from the grease-soaked bag then broke it up into pieces before dropping it in Bandit’s bowl.

In the kitchen, I grabbed the bottle of whiskey then a bottle of white wine from the fridge and took them into the dining room with some glasses.

Evelyn sat there silently as I poured myself a tumbler of whiskey then filled a wine glass with frosty Sauvignon Blanc for her.

I placed the wine in front of her. Evelyn cocked an eyebrow but remained silent as she got up and pushed away from the table. Without a word, she went to the China closet, took out another glass tumbler, and when she returned to the table she poured herself a double.

“White wine is for sorority chicks,” she said as she toasted with her whiskey.

“My apologies,” I laughed, then we both took a sip.

We ate pizza and burgers and fries, each of us ravenously hungry after our workout in my bedroom. There were jokes and conversation but – somehow, more importantly – lengths of casual, comfortable silence.

The kind of silence you only shared when you were perfectly at ease with someone.

She was still sipping at her first helping of whiskey while I downed the rest of mine then promptly refilled my glass. I’d been thinking about something. I couldn’t lie: I was nervous as I considered my idea, afraid I might have been overplaying my hand, but after everything that had happened between us thus far, I made my move regardless.

I pulled a single brass key from my pocket and slid it across the table to Evelyn. “You can have this,” I said. “I mean, if you want it, you can have it.”

She picked up the key and studied it for a moment. “A key to…?”

I shrugged. “It’s a spare key for the house,” I said. “That way, you know, you can come and go whenever you want.”

She held the key gingerly, looking at the key then back to me, grinning. “Mr. William the Deliveryman, are you seriously giving me a key to your house?”

“I guess it’s a big step,” I said. “But it’s a step I’m willing to take.”

Evelyn sat there, holding the key. Bandit, who was sitting properly next to her, cocked her head at Evelyn and yapped.

“I think I like having a key to your house,” Evelyn smiled as she scratched Bandit behind the ears then dropped the key into the top pocket of the flannel.

*****

It was getting late and we were out front, nursing our drinks. We sat on the porch, each of us in a rocking chair, our hands linked between the armrests as we looked out into the pitch darkness unspooled before the house.

I tilted my whiskey back, ice cubes clinking in the glass. “I feel like I’d be rude if I didn’t at least offer to get you an Uber,” I said.

She was still in my flannel, though now she’d buttoned it up. She squeezed my hand then smiled drowsily. “You mean you don’t want me to stay over?”

“I’ll take that as a ‘no’ on the ride home.”

She crinkled her nose, yawned a little, then looked back out into the dark. Out past my pickup, there was a tiny green pulse of light, an emerald flash.

“The first firefly of the season,” I said. “They usually don’t come out this early.”

“Must be my lucky night,” Evelyn said, then untangled her hand from mine as she slipped her cell phone out. “And even luckier for you…” she added quietly.

I laughed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She offered me a playful shrug as she tapped her thumbs on the phone screen, apparently sending a text. “Nothing,” she said, smirking and obviously lying. Her phone buzzed a moment later, a response to her text. Her eyes dazzled bright blue then she slipped her phone away again.

I finished my drink. Evelyn set hers down, too tired to finish it off.

I got up from my rocker and offered my hand. She took it and I helped her up and she moved close as I enveloped her in my arms.

She cocked an eyebrow when she felt my erection pressing into her hip. “Well look who’s up again,” she grinned.

I pulled her closer and kissed her. My cock ached as it brushed against her again. “I’ve got another round in me if you do.”

She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me lightly on the lips but shook her head regretfully. “I’m going to need some time to rest up,” she admitted. “Don’t get me wrong, you blew my mind, Billy…but I’m a little sore now.”

“Shit,” I groaned. “Was I too rough?”

She shook her head again, grinning. “You were perfect,” she corrected me. “I just always get a little sensitive afterward.”

That was fine by me. I slid my arm around her waist then led her inside. Maybe we weren’t going to make love again tonight, but we were going to do something else nearly as exciting.

We were going to sleep in my bed together for the first time.

*****

I fell asleep almost immediately, with Evelyn draped over my bare chest, her fingertips circling around my sternum. I swear, I must have passed out with a smile on my face.

I’d always been a heavy sleeper, but tonight, I slept like a dead man. Between my shift at work, our walk back and forth from the pond, then fucking like crazy before having some drinks, the exhaustion had sunk its teeth into my bones.

Around one in the morning, though, I was roused from sleep when I felt Evelyn’s lips tickling my neck. I groaned happily as she sucked gently on my skin, even biting me a little, with her teeth scraping deliciously along my flesh.

Except when I woke up, Evelyn wasn’t kissing me.

She was sitting next to me on the bed, her legs crossed, bending forward with an eager look in her eyes as she watched another woman curled up beside me.

“What the…?” I gasped, but that was all I could get out before I recognized Briana.

In the dim moonlight, her sharp black hair was brushed over one shoulder, her skin bright as polished white marble. She was resting flat on her stomach, her chin on my clavicle as she peppered my neck with suckling kisses. She wore a blood-red bra with matching thong panties, that red silk string nestled tight between her gleamingly flawless ass cheeks, tight and firm and flawless. She kicked her feet up – pink socks pulled up to her knees – and curled her toes as she moaned softly and walked her fingertips spider-like across my tightening abdomen.

“Oooh,” Briana said, her voice sultry and smooth as honey. “Looks like someone’s awake…”

I looked to Evelyn in stunned disbelief, my lips moving to start an apology although I couldn’t remember doing anything wrong.

Evelyn leaned closer, held up her forefinger, and pressed it to my lips before I could say a word. “I invited Briana over,” she whispered, then shifted her bright blue eyes to Briana’s hungry gaze. “I hope that’s okay with you.”

I chuckled, a disbelieving smile creeping across my lips. “Um…well…”

Then it all came back to me.

The way Evelyn had stood there outside their apartment building as Briana pressed herself against me, as she kissed me, even sucked on my ear…

The smile on Evelyn’s face as she sent that text out on the porch earlier…

Evelyn’s smirking remark that I’d be having a lucky night…

“What do you say, Mr. Deliveryman?” Briana asked as she rested her chin on my sternum. “Are you up for it?”

“I think he is,” Evelyn giggled, looking at my cock pitching a tent in my boxers.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding with adrenaline. “Well, Briana did tell me that you guys like to share.”

They cast knowing glances at one another, giggling naughtily, then Evelyn curled up under my arm while Briana shifted over me, her cherry red lips leaving faint marks on my flesh as she kissed my abdomen.

I sucked in my breath when I felt Briana shift my boxers down, unleashing my rigid cock, already simmering like a hand grenade with the pin pulled, seconds from going off. Evelyn purred softly, watching intently.

“Are you going to…?” I asked Evelyn, my dumbfounded smirk growing wider.

“I’m just going to watch,” she whispered. “This time, anyway.”

Briana kissed her way down my stomach, stroking my cock with both hands, her dark eyes on me.

“I’m not sure how long I’m going to last,” I admitted.

Briana took one hand off my cock then placed it on my chest, tickling her fingertips down my torso as she slid down to my waist. “You just lay there and enjoy yourself,” she whispered, then grinned. “And don’t be self-conscious about how long you last.” She raised a suggestive, knowing eyebrow. “Evelyn already told me all I need to know about you, Mr. Deliveryman.”

Briana rolled her tongue across my belly, moving it in little circles, my cock tightening as she closed her hands tighter around it. She stroked me up to my tip, where she brushed her thumb across my hole, smearing precum.

She stared up at me, that dark gaze somehow bright in the moonlight, and she shimmied her shoulders, unclasping her bra, letting it fall. She held my cock tight then pressed it between her tits.

I grit my teeth, trying not to spill my nut as she smothered my cock against her chest, wedged between the soft landscape of her tits. She pressed them together tighter, wrapping me in her, and her bright pink nipples contrasted with her alabaster skin tone so sharply they almost seemed garish.

She slid my cock up the valley between her tits until my head poked out from her bosom. She pursed her lips, bent her head forward, and kissed my precum-slick tip then licked the crystalline smear from her lips.

My lips wavered and shook, the pressure building in my cock too much to bear, and my voice took on a shaking, tremorous tone. “I’m…I’m not…I’m not gonna last…”

Briana batted her eyelashes – they were long and elegant, I was just now noticing, slashing sharply with every flash of her eyelids – and she released my cock from her tits, caught it at the root in both hands, and her dark hair whipped backward as she feverishly locked her lips around me.

Briana’s lips constricted around my tip. I felt the pull of her mouth as she took another inch, those cherry-red lips sliding over my hood. She took me deeper, lips sliding across my shaft, across every engorged blood vessel rippled around my cock, and beside me, Evelyn moaned quietly as she watched her roommate take me into her throat.

Evelyn gripped my arm tight, both hands, fingernails burrowing lightly in my flesh, and she gasped at the sight of my pleasure, moaned again when I groaned, sitting upright, bowling over, my stomach muscles clenching in a reflexive response as Briana sheathed my cock in her throat.

“Cum in her mouth,” Evelyn whispered, coiled next to me, lust dripping from every word. “Billy, cum in her mouth…”

Briana batted her eyelashes again, the edges of her red lips curving into a grin, and she took my cock deeper, down to my base, her throat shifting with a subtle gag reflex, yet she kept her lips sealed tight

I turned to Evelyn a heartbeat before I erupted and kissed her as I took Briana’s midnight hair in my fist and pushed her down harder on my cock. I groaned as I came, shooting my load into Briana’s mouth, and the dark-haired girl kept stroking me, tugging and squeezing, wringing me out until I had nothing left.

Briana leaned backward, up on her knees, and she looked to Evelyn, curling her finger, beckoning.

“Kiss her,” I whispered to Evelyn.

Evelyn fell into Briana’s embrace. I witnessed platonic love boil into a simmering sexual desire as they gripped each other madly, as they kissed, as their lips and tongues shifted as they shared my seed until it dripped down their chins in thin white streams.

Evelyn’s bright blue eyes were shining in the moonlight as she wiped her mouth, grinning at me. “And you haven’t even met Kay yet.”

Well, I thought. This whole thing just got very interesting.
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