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Chapter One

I’d fallen into a restless sleep between them, Briana on one side, Evelyn on the other. It was restless, yes, but in a good way. Pleasantly scattershot dreams woke me intermittently – dreams about what we’d done earlier in the night, dreams about what we might do later – and I lay there in the grayscale moonlight, listening to them sleep.

Another fractured slumber – ten or fifteen minutes, I estimated – then I was up again, bleary-eyed. Only this time Briana was gone, the bed empty beside me, the bedding still warm.

Evelyn breathed lightly at my other side. Her golden hair – dovetail braids, like Rapunzel – was draped down the back of her shirt, right along her spine. She lay on her belly, the blanket down at her waist, her face turned toward me. She slept with a little smile on her face, hinting at happy dreams.

I sat up quietly, not wanting to rouse her, yet wondering if Briana had left when I dozed. I wore pajama pants and a sleeveless undershirt, my bare feet cool against the hardwood floor, then went out to the hallway.

Hmm. Bandit was gone, too. My little mixed Corgi ride-or-die sometimes slept down on the living room sofa, but she’d always beeline up to my bedroom to meet me once she heard me rising, no matter the hour.

Moonlight filtered through the hallway windows, gray-blue, dream colored. The stairs creaked softly beneath my feet and I saw a light was on in the living room, a lamp by the sofa, a single bulb burning against the dark. I turned to the left, toward the front door, then realized the porch light was on.

I peeked through the window, pushing the curtains aside, and saw Briana sitting on one of the rocking chairs, Bandit curled sleepily in her lap. Briana wore the flannel shirt I’d sported last night, halfway buttoned, along with a pair of my boxer shorts, borrowed from my dresser. Her feet were clad in soft pink socks, the left one pulled up tight around her calve, the right one scrunched accordion-like around her ankle.

Now and then, she’d take a pull from a vape pen then gingerly blow gray-white vapor swirls off the porch, taking care to keep the vapor away from Bandit.

I smiled.

Late as it was, and with no real sleep, there was no way I’d be going into work in the morning. Checking the time, I saw it was nearly four in the morning. My shift started in two hours. I left Briana and Bandit to their privacy then went into the kitchen, scrolling through my cell contacts until I found the number for dispatch.

“Dispatch,” the overnight dispatcher growled, a voice as pleasant as you’d expect for a guy who worked the graveyard shift at a trucking company.

“Hey, it’s Billy,” I said.

The dispatcher slurped coffee audibly over the speaker. “Billy, what’s happening bud,” he said.

“I’m putting in for a personal day,” I said. “It’s been a late night, hardly slept.”

“You sound chipper enough,” he chuckled, though this was just a friendly aside, not like he was trying to grill me on calling out so close to punch-in time. The dispatchers were union guys, just like the drivers, and we always looked out for one another.

“Hey, I’m not saying I didn’t have a good night,” I laughed softly.

“Glad to hear it,” the dispatcher responded. I heard him punching his keyboard, swift clitter-clacks as he punched in my call-out. “Enjoy your long weekend, buddy.”

Damn, I’d almost forgotten it was Friday. I just lucked into a three-day weekend without even realizing it. If that didn’t call for a little late night/early morning celebration, nothing did, and I was planning on going back to bed at some point anyway, so I poured myself a light helping of whiskey over ice then joined Briana out on the porch. 

She was petting Bandit softly on the nose when I stepped out. Despite the fun we had earlier in the night, her lipstick was still perfect, cherry red lips the color of sin. She grinned, cocking one black eyebrow up over the rim of those glasses that gave her eyes a feline look, confident and subtle and cerebral.

Her legs were pale and delicate, mostly bare, save for my boxers and the flaps of my flannel dangling at her upper thighs. She ran a hand through her sharp black hair, her red fingernails – matching her cherry lips – vanishing into her midnight locks before emerging brightly at the base of her neck. “You’re up early,” she said, smiling. “Or late, depending on how you’re counting.”

“Trouble sleeping,” I said. “No big deal.”

Bandit looked up, wagged her tail, then rested her chin back on Briana’s bare thigh.

“I’m glad to see you two are getting along,” I said as I sat down on the other rocker.

“She barely even barked when Evelyn let me inside earlier,” Briana said.

Bandit lightly licked Briana’s hand then lay her head back down again.

I mean…Bandit had already approved of Evelyn. I guessed this meant she approved of Briana too, right?

Bandit licked her hand again, another sign of approval. I grinned.

Briana leaned back in the chair. The rockers groaned softly, the porch floorboards creaking beneath. She took that vape pen out again.

“Juul?” I asked.

She shook her head. “THC, actually. It’s medicinal. Do you mind?”

“No worries,” I said.

She smiled softly then pulled on the vape, exhaling vapor through her nostrils, which she waved away with her free hand so that it didn’t drift toward Bandit. “I’m no pot head,” she said, somewhat defensively.

“I didn’t accuse you of being one,” I said, then raised my glass. “We all have our little vices. I don’t judge.”

I sipped my whiskey. It burned, in a good way. There was something about the way a stiff drink hit in the predawn hours that was just relaxing, almost like you were getting away with something.

“I barely even catch a buzz from it, to tell you the truth,” Briana said, slipping the vape pen back into the top pocket of my flannel. “It’s just one of the only things that helps my anxiety.”

This struck me as odd. Though I hadn’t spoken to her often, Briana struck me as a calm, measured, confident personality. Definitely not the type to suffer from anxiety.

“That seems a little odd,” I said. “You don’t seem like the type.”

“Everybody says that,” she smirked. “That is, everybody who knows about my anxiety, not that there are many. When I get anxious, I usually just work on my miniatures, but the vapes help, too. Anyway, do you want a hit from it?”

I shook my head. “I’d love to, but we get drug tested randomly,” I said.

She nodded. “Can’t have stoners driving those delivery trucks, I guess.”

We sat for a bit, mostly in silence save for a lonely whippoorwill singing out in the dark among the trees.

“A bit early for birdsong, isn’t it?” Briana asked.

“Not for the nightjars,” I corrected her. “That’s a whippoorwill.”

“A whipper-what?”
“A whippoorwill,” I said, pronouncing it slower this time. “A night bird. The males sing when they’re protecting their territory or looking for a mate.”

The bird called out again, smooth and rhythmically. An owl hooted along with him.

“I’m a city gal,” Briana said. “I’m not used to country sounds.”

“I wasn’t either,” I said. “I was born and raised in Columbus before coming out here. City boy through and through. Let me guess: You’re from Cleveland.”

“Not even close,” she smirked. “The Big Apple. Astoria, Queens, to be specific.”

“You don’t have that NYC accent,” I laughed.

She shrugged, grinning. “My cousins do,” she said. “I wasn’t lucky enough to pick it up.”

We sat quietly again. She took another pull from her vape, I took another sip from my whiskey, the ice cubes slowly melting in the increasingly cloying pre-dawn humidity, signaling that we were in for a hot morning. I kept glancing at Briana, wondering what had gotten her so anxious.

“Hey,” I finally said. “I hope that you’re not anxious because…you know…of that fun we had earlier up in my bedroom.”

“Trust me, it’s not that,” she said. “I’ve just got a little road trip planned this weekend. It’s got me nervous, that’s all.”

“Road trip where?” I asked.

“Closer to home,” she said. “The Jersey shore.”

“Geez,” I said. “That’s not quite a ‘little’ road trip.”

“Tell me about it,” she agreed. “And this isn’t the first time I’ve made the drive, either. Close to nine hours, even without traffic. If money wasn’t so tight, it might be easier to just fly out there, but anyway…” she trailed off.

“So why the trip out to Jersey?” I asked.

“That’s where my dad lives now.” She sighed, somewhat fretfully, her anxiety betraying her otherwise calm demeanor.

So, it was family trouble. Her father, I guessed.

“He runs this pizza joint along the Wildwood boardwalk,” she continued. “It’s his latest business venture.”

By her tone, I sensed that it wasn’t going well.

She went silent for a bit. She pulled out her vape and tucked it between her lips before reconsidering and slipping it back into the flannel.

“I’ve never been to the Jersey shore,” I said. “Never been to the beach, period.”

She perked up, that black eyebrow raising over her glasses again. “Would you…” she paused, then shook her head. “Never mind.”

“No, go ahead,” I said, sipping my whiskey again. Between the whiskey and my scant sleep, my head was swimming pleasantly.

“It’s a long drive out there,” she said. “If you’re not doing anything this weekend…”

“I’ll go to the shore with you if that’s what you’re asking,” I said. “I’d love to, actually.”

At that, her shoulders – which had been somewhat stiff – relaxed. She exhaled slowly, as if she’d been holding her breath and I simply hadn’t noticed. Bandit stirred in her lap. Briana soothed her, scratching her behind the ears. Bandit went still again.

“We won’t be there long,” Briana said. “I’ll talk to my dad and we can zip back. I’ll pay for gas and the tolls and I swear, we can get back by Saturday night.”

I shrugged. “Why the rush? I don’t work weekends. If you want, I’ll see about getting a motel room, maybe somewhere close to the beach. We’ll head out early Saturday morning, get there around dinnertime, then enjoy the boardwalk. Sunday morning we can get up at sunrise then hang out at the beach for a few hours before heading back.”

I thought about it for another moment, then reconsidered the timeline. “Hell, if you’re up for it, we can even stay until Monday morning. I’m not sure what your class schedule is like on Mondays, but I can get out of work with no problem. My union isn’t perfect, but it gets us more time off than most other gigs.”

Briana watched me in silence for a moment, her cherry lips curving into a smirk, and she rocked lightly back and forth in the rocker again.

Though she was smirking, I suddenly took her quiet reaction for hesitation. I leaned toward her, hoping I hadn’t been too forward. “We can see if Evelyn and Kay want to come, too,” I said, wondering if that would make her more comfortable with the idea.

She kept her eyes trained on mine, unwavering, with that calm, confident look slowly returning. “Evelyn’s going to be busy this weekend,” she said. “Ditto for Kay. If we spend the night at the beach, Mr. Deliveryman, then it’s just going to be me and you.”

Suddenly, Bandit jumped up, tail wagging, and she looked at me quite seriously and barked.

“Me and you plus Bandit,” I laughed.

Bandit leapt from Briana’s lap to mine and hopped onto my chest then furiously licked my chin, wiggling her butt back and forth.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Briana cackled, a raucous infectious sort of laughter. Bandit hopped back onto Briana’s lap. Briana half-yelped, half-laughed as Bandit’s little toenails left bright red scratches down Briana’s bare thighs.

“Bandit, easy girl!” I said.

Briana waved off those bright red marks on her thighs and pulled Bandit back into her arms. “Eh, those are just love scratches,” Briana said.

I leaned back, laughing quietly, and took another sip from my glass. The whippoorwill had quieted down but now the first hints of the birds’ morning chorus began, with intermittent chirps coming from the dark. To the east, the night sky grew purple at the horizon, dawn’s light slowly warming through the black. I checked the time. It was close to five. Goddamn, time moved fast when you were in good company.

“What time does Evelyn usually wake up?” I asked.

Briana looked at the clock on her phone. “Soon,” she said. “Lynnie’s an early riser.” She paused, sighing, frowning slightly. “Plus, I think she’s got a phone date with her parents today.”

I grimaced. Evelyn had been hinting at trouble with her parents, her mother, specifically. When it came up yesterday during our date, she’d quickly evaded the topic and I hadn’t pressed her on it.

While I could have asked Briana for some background on Evelyn’s situation, I decided against it. If Briana wanted to offer those details, I’d let her do it on her own.

Stifling a yawn, I got up from my rocker.

“Going back to bed already?” Briana asked.

“Nah,” I said, “not quite yet. But since you guys showed me such a great time last night, I figure I should be a good host and whip up some breakfast for you two.”

“Oooh,” she purred. “A bachelor who can cook.”

I looked back at her. Briana giggled.

“Well, maybe you’re not quite a bachelor anymore,” she added.

I thought back to what Evelyn had said yesterday. About how we were going to hold off on the boyfriend-girlfriend label for the time being. By the look in Briana’s eyes, I figured she felt the same way.

“Maybe not,” I said. I jerked my thumb toward the front door. “You want to keep me company while I crack some eggs?”

She shifted her eyes to my whiskey, then her smirk took on a naughty sheen. “I will if you fix me a drink,” she said. “I wouldn’t mind an early-morning nightcap before we slip back into bed.”

I paused, smiling dumbly. I cleared my throat. “So…you’re going to get back into bed with me?”

She shrugged. “I don’t have classes today,” she said. “Where else would I go?”


Chapter Two

Whatever lingering anxieties Briana had seemed to melt away as I got started with breakfast. Unlike Evelyn and her rueful sentiment that “White wine is for sorority chicks,” Briana sat at the kitchen table sipping a small glass of chilled Sauvignon Blanc as I got busy over the stove.

Me, I’d set my whiskey aside. Sneaking a snifter before dawn was nice but it was making me lightheaded. I put a big pot of coffee on then poured a mug.

“Coffee?” Briana asked. “I thought we were going back to bed.”

I grinned and toasted with my mug. “I’m a union delivery driver, Brie,” I laughed. “I live off coffee, which means I’ve got a tolerance to it. I can pound three black coffees straight and still take a nap if I’m determined enough.”

She smiled and sipped her wine then got up from the table, stalking toward the counter.

As I mixed pancake batter, I looked to the side, at Briana, her slender body framed in a burst of dawnlight coming in through the kitchen window. The lush gold hue cascaded over her, giving her pale skin a golden kiss.

Just now, I realized that she’d rolled up the waistband of my boxer shorts, hiking them farther up her thighs. When she bent over to rub Bandit’s belly, my flannel rode up her back and I glimpsed the dimpled clefts of her ass, right where her thighs met her backside.

Staring slack-jawed, I splattered pancake batter across my chest.

Briana, still bent at the waist, looked back at me, catching me staring red-handed.

“Uh, sorry,” I chuckled, then looked away, blushing.

“Don’t be,” she said, her tone just a few octaves higher than her normal sultry pitch. She sounded flattered, almost tenderly so.

Briana stood upright and Bandit bopped along at her heels as she plucked a few paper towels from the counter. She folded them over then ran hot water in the skink. Dabbing the paper towels, she curled her forefinger, beckoning me to come closer.

When I stepped toward her, she wiped my undershirt with the moist towels, cleaning off the batter smears. “Can’t let you get all messy now, can I?” Briana whispered. “Especially since I…distracted you.”

Grinning, I slipped my hands around her waist. She set the paper towels aside, then poked the wet marks on my chest, tickling me with her fingertips. “You’re easy on the eyes, I’ll give you that,” I laughed.

She walked her fingertips up my sternum then onto my shoulders, leaning into me as she slowly wrapped her arms around me. Her soft pink tongue darted out, flicking over her cherry-colored bottom lip, then she shifted her eyes up to me, feline and pensive behind those black-rimmed glasses.

“I’m happy Evelyn invited me over,” Briana said, her voice so low that it was almost drowned out by the gentle smack of her lips. “And I’m even happier that you agreed to let us share you.”

I pushed my fingertips up beneath the flannel. When I felt her soft pale skin beneath my fingers, the blood rushed jarringly into my cock, giving me an instant, almost painful erection.

“I don’t think there’s a man alive who could turn down you two,” I responded. I paused, however, then leaned back slightly, not quite pulling away from Briana, but almost. “But, uh…would Evelyn get angry if she knew we were this close right now?”

Briana’s catlike eyes grew sharper. At first, I took this to mean she was offended, but I was wrong. Her sharp gaze merely hinted at an underlying conviction.

“I’d never do a thing to hurt Evelyn’s feelings,” she said. “Neither would Kay. And we both know that Evelyn would never hurt us, either. So rest easy, Billy. We’re not doing anything that Evelyn wouldn’t love to walk in on.”

Then, from behind us: “Oh shit, are you guys about to get it on? Because I totally want to watch but I also totally don’t have the time,” Evelyn said.

I snapped my head to the side, laughing as I saw Evelyn standing there. She’d raided my dresser just like Briana had, looking downright scrumptious in an oversized Columbus Blue Jackets hockey jersey that she wore like a dress. She must have been up for a few minutes, since she’d removed her Rapunzel braids, her golden hair now brushed smooth and simple over her right shoulder.

“Mr. Billy the Deliveryman is busy making us breakfast,” Briana smirked as she took her white wine from the counter and gingerly took a sip. “You were right. He really is sweet enough to choke on.”

Evelyn bounded effervescently across the kitchen and joined us. I slipped an arm around Evelyn’s waist and pulled her into a three-way hug, giving her a deep, long ‘good morning’ kiss on the mouth.

Briana watched with a sultry sparkle in her eye.

We broke our kiss. Evelyn leaned back just a touch, her eyes closed, licking her lips as if relishing the memory of our kiss. When she finally opened her eyes, she shifted her gaze down to the monstrous erection in my pajama pants.

“Well my-oh-my,” Evelyn giggled. “If only I had some spare time to help you out with that, Brie.”

“Sit down, both of you,” I said, then broke our three-way embrace and tossed some butter onto a skillet. It hissed then I began to crack eggs. “It’ll only take me a few minutes to finish whipping this up.”

Evelyn and Briana remained in each other’s arms, watching me, but then Evelyn checked the time on her phone and exaggeratedly threw her head back in annoyance. “Oh God, I’m so sorry, but I don’t have time for anything except a quick coffee to-go,” Evelyn said.

“Really, this early?” Briana asked. “I know you’re busy, but –”

“The parentals are crawling up my butt again,” Evelyn said bitterly. “I need some alone time to clear my head before I get on the phone with them. Billy, seriously, I’m sorry that I can’t stay longer.”

“Don’t sweat it,” I said. “Between me, Brie, and Bandit, we can finish off some eggs and pancakes, can’t we, girl?”

Bandit stood up on her hind legs and yapped.

“See?” I said.

Evelyn got down on her knees and held her arms open wide. Bandit bolted toward her and peppered Evelyn’s face with kisses. “Good morning little princess!” Evelyn laughed.

Bandit bounded up again, pawing her way onto Evelyn’s chest, and both of them went bowling over to the floor. Briana clutched her stomach, roaring with laughter, and Bandit pinned Evelyn to the floor, both paws on her chest, her tail a living, wiggling exclamation point as she slathered Evelyn’s face with kisses.

I put my fingers up to my lips and whistled, quick and high-pitched. Bandit popped her head up – still standing on Evelyn’s torso, of course – and wiggled from head to toe, her ears folded back flat, doggy grin wide and toothsome.

“Here ya go girl,” I said, then grabbed a slice of wheat bread and hurled it into the living room.

“Oooph!” Evelyn yelped as Bandit bounded away from her.

Setting my spatula aside, I scooped Evelyn, into my arms, and she draped her arms around my neck and gave me an exaggerated, playful frown.

“My face is covered in dog food,” she said.

“That’s a lie and you know it,” I smiled back at her. “I cook for my princess every day and I don’t know the recipe for Kibbles ‘n Bits.”

She shrugged then pulled her face up to mine, grinning wide. “Whatever. If I’m gonna have dog slobber smeared across my face, then so are you,” she said, then planted a big kiss on my mouth.

I laughed, kissing her back.

As I set Evelyn back on her feet, she put her hands on her hips, suddenly serious. I paused, then looked over to Briana. Briana shrugged.

“Okay, so this is awkward,” Evelyn said. “And I don’t want you guys to think I’m some sort of eavesdropping stalker or whatever, but I need to get this off my chest. Something about the two of you…down here together…whispering.”

I paused, my heart dropping into my stomach. I knew it had been too good to be true. I caught myself a real keeper with Evelyn. And then she introduced Briana into the mix, thinking it was a good idea. That they might share me the way they did with everything else. Except I’d just pushed things too far. I overplayed my hand, as it were, and now I’d gone and blown it.

But then Briana stepped forward, arms crossed over her chest, smirking. “You’re about to launch into some bullshit story about how you heard me and Billy talking about taking a trip to the Jersey shore and how you’re soooooo upset that’d we’d dare to plan a trip like that without you.”

Evelyn frowned sharply.

Then her frown cracked into a smile.

“You’re such a bitch,” Evelyn said. “I had him going for a moment there.”

Briana giggled. “Well, you always telegraph your pranks!”

I sighed with relief, then couldn’t help but laugh. Evelyn was convincing when it came to pranks, maybe a little too convincing. “Just to be clear, you’re cool with me and Briana going to the shore together?”

“Of course I am, Mr. Deliveryman,” she laughed, then flicked me lightly between the eyes. She turned back to Briana. “And now, for ruining my prank…dog slobber for you, missy!”

“No, shit, no!” Briana laughed, but it was too late, Evelyn was already on her, pressing her slobber-slick face against Briana’s.

Bandit, standing in the kitchen doorway, chomped down the rest of that wheat bread and yapped before darting over to the girls, tail wagging, happier than I’d seen her in a long time.

*****

Evelyn took off in Briana’s car – sharing everything, yet again – then I whipped up scrambled eggs, bacon, pancakes, and buttered wheat toast for us.

We ate at the kitchen table, gobbling down big helpings, both of us starved from our long early-morning, with Bandit up on the kitchen table, scarfing down helpings nearly as generous as ours.

Briana paused, her hand covering her mouth, struggling, fighting…then she burped into her palm, a sound as guttural and deep as grinding tectonic plates.

She went still. Her pale cheeks went nearly as red as her lipstick.

“Well, you just went and did it,” I said.

Once again, she cocked that black eyebrow above her wireframes. “I did what?” she asked quietly, her palm still over her mouth.

“You burped like a truck driver but managed to remain utterly beautiful while doing it,” I grinned.

With her palm to her mouth, she giggled uncontrollably, her shoulders heaving, her slim eyes narrowing into a sharp feline stare. When her laughter subsided, she took a long sip from her glass – orange juice now, she’d ditched the wine before we sat down – then slowly stood up from the table.

“Funny flattery,” Briana said as she gathered our empty plates. “Cute.”

“I got those,” I said, attempting to get up from my chair.

She stopped me, her forefinger to my chest, and gently pushed me back into my seat. “Me and Evelyn didn’t come over here because we need a waiter,” she said, grinning.

“Fair enough,” I laughed, then finished off the last few sips of my coffee. It did nothing to ease my exhaustion – my tolerance to caffeine was too high – but it felt good in my stomach after such a feast.

Briana took the dishes over to the sink then turned on the spigot. I watched her from the table. She soaped and scrubbed the dishes quickly, slipping each into the dish rack off to the side, then paused for a moment after she’d turned the water off.

She had her back to me, but I could tell she had her hands clutched to her chest, working at something.

Next, she slid her hands down to her waist, shifting herself a bit.

“You ready for bed?” I asked, half-yawning.

She turned slowly, pensively, then leaned backward, leaning back on the counter on her elbows.

The morning light blazed behind her, hot and gold, alabaster skin contrasted with the bright light and corresponding pooled shadows, her slender silhouette like something from a dream.

She’d unbuttoned the flannel. It hung open, revealing her apple-red bra, her otherwise bare torso. I gasped quietly at the sight of her. She crossed one ankle over the other, pressing her thighs together, which drew my eyes to her hips. She’d yanked the straps of her thong up over those borrowed boxers, red as Satan’s heart against her pale skin, a cherry drizzle over vanilla.

Her body was slender and fit, yet slightly angular, the way a supermodel might have struck a pose. In a strange way, Briana looked entirely at home in her body, fully in control, like she never made a move before seriously considering it.

It was that thought that made my cock stir achingly. As Briana had been doing the dishes, she made a very conscious decision to display herself like this for me. Yeah, her body was off the charts, but the singular purpose behind her unbuttoning her shirt drove home just how much she wanted this.

We stared each other down in a pulsing sort of silence before I finally pushed away from the table.

She remained just as she was, her back arched slightly backward, her fingernails scratching across the Formica countertop. The flaps of my flannel shirt swayed back, revealing her flawlessly porcelain abdomen.

Briana exhaled sharply as I closed the distance between us, my hands settling on her waist, cupping that pale skin and tugging at the red thong straps hiked up over the boxer shorts’ waistband.

For a quick beat, she stared up at me, eyes growing narrower yet behind her glasses, before she took them off with her usual smooth, quiet precision and set them down on the counter behind her.

She ran her right hand down my face, across my growing morning stubble, then traced her fingertips down to my chin, eyeing my lips before shifting her gaze back to my eyes.

Slowly, I brushed my thumbs outward, feeling the curvature of her slim hips and pressing my fingertips tight against her skin, soft and delicate and cool to the touch.

She pushed forward from the countertop ever so slightly, just enough to hang her arms across my shoulders, behind my neck, and I pulled her body against mine. Our bodies pressed together, her left bra cup slid down, her bare nipple a pink punctuation on her pale, firm breast.

I reached toward it, tugged at the cup, brought down the right one with it. Briana shrugged her shoulders, unclasping the bra with that simple movement, and I clenched my jaw as it fell away, leaving her tits naked before me.

Briana’s breath took on a staccato rhythm when I gripped her breasts gently and curled my thumbs around her areolas, moving steadily toward her nipples. I brushed my thumbs across each, teasing them until they were stiff and perky. Briana moaned and pulled herself closer yet, hardly half-an-inch of free space anywhere between us.

She unclasped her hands then spread her fingers wide, tickling her fingertips up my neck before sliding up into my hair. Briana took my hair into her fists, closing her fingers tight, then pulled herself up to me, pressing her lips against mine with just the slightest trepidation.

I kissed her lightly, just my lips on hers, feeling her shake. I pulled back a little.

“You’re trembling,” I said. “Is it your anxiety again?”

She looked away, like she was embarrassed. “I have some…peculiarities about the way I have sex,” she said. “It has to be a certain way or else I can’t enjoy it.”

“Hey, I’ll keep an open mind and all,” I grinned, “but if you’re about to start talking about pegging, I’m going to have to pass.”

She erupted with her infectious, cackling laughter, then gave my hair a painless, playful tug. “Oh God shut up!” she snorted. Her laughter faded, along with that confident artifice in her eyes. That masked slipped and the vulnerable, anxious young lady from Queens showed her true face again.

“We don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable doing,” I assured her, holding her with a comforting grip. “If you tell me that you’d rather just get some sleep, I’m good with that, too.”

She wiggled closer to me, which caused my erection to press into her hip. She managed a naughty grin, even with her rising anxiety. “Going to sleep is the last thing I want to do,” she said. “But, well…I have this thing. In bed, I mean.” She shrugged, somewhat apologetically. “I just have to feel like I’m in control.”

“You’re saying that you like to be on top,” I said.

“That, but also I like to control the rhythm,” she said. “I haven’t been with too many guys, but the ones I have been with didn’t like that.”

“Then they’re insecure losers,” I said. I brushed a stray midnight hair away from her face then kissed her lightly on the mouth again. Then I whispered, “I just want to make you feel good. Show me how I can do that.”

“Yeah?” she asked, a hopeful tone creeping into her voice.

I nodded, my cock aching. “Yeah.”

Her anxiety-ridden smile melted away, replaced now with a desirous curve in her lips. She tightened her grip on my hair then, suddenly, forcefully jumped up onto me, wrapping her legs around my waist as I took her into my arms.

I held her tight, standing tall as I held her, as she tightened her legs around my hips and moaned at a low pitch as she began grinding herself against my throbbing cock.

She thrust her mouth on mine, open-lipped and eager, her tongue in my mouth in a heartbeat, her kiss so aggressive that our teeth audibly clacked together. I matched her eagerness, pushing my tongue right back against hers. She released her right hand from my hair then frantically forced it down between us until she was gripping my cock through my pajama pants.

I grunted as she stroked me, firm and tight, and then she wrenched her lips away from me and stared deep into my eyes.

“Carry me upstairs,” she told me breathily, her tits heaving against my chest with every rapid breath.

I winked at her. “It would be my pleasure.”


Chapter Three

Her slender frame was light in my arms, plus the adrenaline rushing through my veins made her an easy burden to bear. However, she kissed me ferociously every step of the way, still grinding herself against my erection even as I took the stairs two at a time.

She was so eager for me, I could actually feel her dew soaking through her thong then wetting the boxer shorts, the heat of her mound pulsing through the fabric.

Inside my room, I kicked the bedroom door shut behind me – I didn’t want Bandit following us in, obviously – and the moment the doorknob clicked into place, Briana jumped from my arms.

She took me feverishly by the collar of my undershirt then spun around, pulling me with her, until her back was up against the bedroom door. Still gripping my collar tight, she yanked me close enough to kiss.

She thrust her hips out, further grinding herself against my crotch, then slid her hands down her sides, red fingernails dancing down her torso until she hooked her thumbs into the boxers’ waistband. She pushed the boxers down to her thighs, exposing her thong, the bright red fabric soaked dark.

“Kiss me down there,” she purred.

Once more, she gripped my hair in her fists as I got down on one knee, almost worshipfully, yanking those boxers completely off before catching the thong strings in my grip. She breathed heavily and stared with raw hunger as I peeled her thong away.

She raised one foot daintily as I tugged it off, then the other, and I tossed her wet panties aside then felt an animal hunger rising up into my throat as I moved my lips closer to her sex, shaved clean, every inch of her body as pale as the face of the moon.

Her pussy lips were bright pink, even brighter than her nipples, and I carefully trailed my lips up her left thigh, then kissed her gently up toward her hip bone.

“Fuck,” she panted.

Moving crosswise, I then kissed my way across her waist, toward her right hip, then moved my mouth gently down her right leg, making my way toward her inner thigh, priming her pussy with every kiss.

When I ran my tongue light and smooth across her labia her body stiffened. She clenched my hair in her fists so tight that it almost stung.

She held her breath. I continued licking upward, slowly, then brushed my nose slightly against her clit. With that, she exhaled sharply, her red lips wrenched open wide, and she suddenly gripped my hair tighter and yanked my face forcefully against her mound.

“Kiss it,” she moaned, grinding her sex against my face with subtle shifts of her hips. “Kiss it, Billy, kiss it like you love it…”

I swirled my tongue around her clit twice then closed my lips soft around her cherry, teasing and sucking lightly, before I rolled my tongue across the face of it, feeling her nub perking up with each motion.

“Lay back,” she panted suddenly, hooking her left leg around my shoulder without warning.

Balancing myself as carefully as I could, I sat down then leaned back, even as Briana kept coming toward me, pressing her sex insistently against my face as I continued to lap my tongue around her clit.

As I laid back flat, she straddled my face, looking down at me with a ferocious kind of lust as she began rocking her sex back and forth across my mouth.

Grinning – not that she could see it, with my mouth pinned beneath her slit – I gripped her pale hips tight and thrust my tongue deep into her pussy as I nestled my nose busily against her clit.

She gasped, going still, and I felt her inner walls snap tight around my tongue before the wet gush exploded across my mouth.

She bent her head back, throwing her face toward the ceiling, her eyes shut tight, blinded by her orgasm. She ran a single hand up her trembling belly, farther, up between her breasts, before holding her open palm across her sternum, like she was trying to feel her own heartbeat.

I stayed just like that, gripping her hips, my nose moving glancingly against her clit, my tongue deep in her tight walls.

Slowly, she exhaled, then cupped her hands over her breasts. Her hands then glided down over those perky pink erect nipples then across the lower portion of her tits and farther still, sliding over her ribcage. Her fingers were drawn to her cunt like steel filings to a magnet. As they drew closer, Briana began to sway her hips.

She shifted them left to right, then back and forth, then at opposing angles, belly dancing to music only she could hear. I slipped my tongue free from her slit then lifted my head, giving myself room to roll my tongue across her clit.

“…oh…!” she gasped, her slender frame shuddering as if suddenly caught in an invisible fist.

She leaned forward, looking down with eyes near-delirious with passion, and slid her open palms down toward her sex. She lifted the hood of her clit then gripped my hair tight and yanked my face upward, burying her clit between my lips.

Briana then arched backward, bending her body like a gymnast…no, not a gymnast. She was far too elegant to be a gymnast. Her slender body moved like a ballerina’s, smooth and fluid and natural as she turned at the waist, angling her mouth down toward my pulsing erection.

I shifted with her, rolling slightly to the side as she moved her hips, keeping my mouth tight on her clit, flicking it with my tongue and sucking gently, but I paused when she put her lips around me, those soft, plump cherries closing tight around my tip.

“Briana, holy fuck!” I gasped.

She twisted, righting her spine, then shifted her thighs until she had my face locked between them, her ankles crisscrossed and heels digging into my back. Her wet mouth grew tighter yet, her tongue rolling in tight circles around my tip, her jaw and throat shifting as she eagerly swallowed my precum.

Squeezing my balls lightly with one hand, she stroked me with the other, slathering ropes of her saliva around my shaft as she kept her lips sealed around my head. Then, just as suddenly as she took my cock into her mouth, she plucked it out, straddled my face for another moment, then promptly spun herself around and moved down toward my waist.

I lay back, half in a daze. She was facing me now, straddling my waist, gripping my cock at the root, both hands wrapped tight around me. I got up on my elbows, hoping to sit upright, if only to put my mouth on those rigid pink nipples or even just for a kiss, but Briana stopped me, her palm against my chest, pushing me down to my back again.

“No,” she said breathlessly. “I want you to lay there and let me ride your cock until your balls are empty.”

I might have chuckled, but the muted fervor in her voice got my blood simmering. I took her tighter by the waist, sinking my thumbs into her hipbones. When I spoke next, my voice came out in a growl.

“Ride it, then,” I snarled. “Give me what I’ve been dreaming of.”

Wordlessly, she stroked my cock three more times, each movement pensive and precise, her spit glittering up and down my shaft. She popped up, higher on her knees, then shifted herself onto my cock, holding still for a moment, content to tease the head of my cock with her wet pussy lips.

Then, slowly, she took me into her.

I watched the pleasure roll across her features. Her mouth seemed to shrink, her red lips tightening into a thin line. Her long, elegant eyelashes slashed quickly as her eyelids fluttered and a small, yet deep, rasping moan escaped her.

I squeezed her hips harder as she descended, taking me deeper, until finally I felt her smooth, cool ass cheeks settle against my balls.

Once more, she began swaying her hips, tight, precise movements like she was keeping pace with a metronome. Her hips were hypnotic, rocking back and forth, her walls clamping tighter with every thrust.

Her tits were tight and firm, jiggling subtly as she rode me, her nipples the shade of azalea petals, pink as cotton candy, fueling my temptations to clamp my lips around each to suck them ‘til she moaned.

Yet she retained control, with her open palm still splayed across my sternum. She closed her eyes, entranced by our lust, her body moving to its own tempo that was equal parts impatient yet deliberate, as if she was trying to focus on every little sensation, from her cunt tightening around me to the slight bulges of the veins in my cock grinding against her inner walls.

Without warning, she gasped. I felt a sudden heat, like her pussy was about to boil, and with one hand upon my chest her fingernails scratched down my sternum hard enough to leave red trails collapsing to a single point.

Though aware of her desire for control, I lost myself in her pussy, her walls simply too tight, her dew too slick, and I instinctively thrust my hips up toward her, deeper into her. Still straddling me, her knees bucked inward, tight against my hips, and the globes of her ass snapped tight and firm as they clapped down hard on my balls.

“…fuck…!” she gasped, that lone expletive hissing near-silent from her lips, quiet as a blow dart.

I sensed the change in her. Subtle and gradual, her pretense of keeping control began to weaken, like overnight frost thawing as the sun rose at dawn. Her eyes – which had been shut tight – suddenly cracked open.

Her glare was still thin and narrow but now there was an unmistakable obedient sheen to her eyes.

Her voice came out low, submissive and somewhat petulant.

“Will you let me cum?”

I nodded fiercely, close to erupting myself.

She leaned down toward me, moving her hips once more, resuming with a slower, but much more forceful tempo, grinding every last inch of her cunt up and down my erection.

“Please, Billy, please? Will you let me cum on your cock, please please please?”

I nodded furiously, thrusting up into her again, and Briana squealed, riding me harder, then leaned down face-to-face and clamped her lips on my mouth. Our tongues met as one, slipping past, brushing one another’s teeth, and Briana buried her fingertips deep and sharp into my shoulders as she came to a halting, quiet, yet ultimately forceful orgasm. Her discharge surged down my cock, gushing until it ran trickling over my hips.

Emboldened by her obvious pleasure, my balls tightened, about to burst, then I remembered that I wasn’t wearing a condom, that neither she nor I had ever even considered any protection at all.

“I’m going to cum!” I growled through clenched teeth.

“No, wait, I want to see it,” she hissed, then quickly pivoted off my cock, sliding lengthwise down to my waist. “Fucking paint my tits, Billy, can you please paint my tits…?”

Then she stroked me until I burst, until my cum flew up in a high arc and fell thick and pearlescent across her pale white tits.

I groaned long and loud as I finished, with Briana moaning along with me, her narrow gaze following the trickles of my seed running down her tits, snaking their way between her breasts, dripping white-crystalline from her right nipple like water melting from an icicle’s tip.

She moved her upraised forefinger to her nipple, catching a bead of cum before it fell. She parted her trembling lips and smeared it across her tongue before swallowing it, her fingertip resting on her bottom lip, her eyes closed, her breath halting.

Then, finally, she grinned. Her eyes slid open again, satisfied but exhausted, downright sleepy.

“Well,” she purred, “that was fucking intense.”


Chapter Four

We slept through the morning, neither of us stirring until the sun reached its afternoon peak, burning white and hot against a pale blue sky. My central air conditioning unit rattled loud down at the back porch, cool air surging through the vents, and I smiled to myself when I awoke, sensing the heat, one more reason to be glad I called out before my shift.

Briana lay next to me, her head resting on my chest, her hand draped across my stomach. I had my arm around her. I could feel each goosebump on her back, skin prickled from the cool air, and she wiggled closer to me, the blanket draped across our waists.

“Are we still on for the road trip tomorrow?” she asked.

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything,” I answered.

She smiled and kissed my chest. “We can take my car if you’d like.”

“We can take my truck,” I said. “I like putting miles on it. Every time that odometer creeps up another thousand miles it just reminds me of how sturdy she is.”

“Mmm, I’ve been dying to get a ride in that truck of yours,” she smirked. “But I’ve got to head back to the apartment soon. There are some loose ends I’ve got to take care of before we head out tomorrow.”

“Stay in bed awhile longer,” I said, yawning. “I’ll fix us coffee and some lunch then give you a ride home, let you get into the truck a day early.”

She purred throatily, then kissed my chest again. “That’s insanely tempting but I’ll grab an Uber,” she said.

“Tired of me already?” I asked.

Giggling, she circled her forefinger around my abdomen. “The opposite, actually,” she said. “Because if I get you anywhere near my bed, I’m dragging you into it. If I want to get anything at all done today, Mr. Deliveryman, I need you to stay far, far away from my bedroom.”

Back in my pajama pants and undershirt, I cracked open the bedroom door and found Bandit lying on the floor, her ears perked up, tail going a mile a minute.

“Ah shit,” I laughed. “I forgot to let you out to do your business.”

She popped up and yapped, then bolted across the hallway and down the stairs. I followed. When I reached the top of the stairs, I saw Bandit waiting impatiently at the bottom.

I pulled the front door open and let her out. Bandit, having presumably held in a bladder full of pee for hours, promptly forgot that she had to go once she got a squirrel in her sights. She took off snarling and vanished into the bramble.

“Psycho,” I laughed. I left the front door cracked open, but the screen door shut; in the off chance Bandit scored a kill, I didn’t want her dragging any dead squirrels back into the living room.

Back upstairs, I heard the shower pipes rumbling, then the wet splatter of water in my clawfoot bathtub. That put a smile on my face, knowing Briana felt comfortable enough to take a bath here.

Speaking of which, I needed a nice long bath myself. After having Evelyn last night then Briana this morning, I smelled like pure, raw sex.

I went out to the kitchen, rinsed out the coffee pot from this morning, then brewed another. Despite our feast of a breakfast, my morning workout with Briana left me ravenously hungry. I tossed two frozen pizzas into the oven and cranked the temp up as high as I dared then fixed some ham and cheese sandwiches while it cooked.

Just as I finished, Briana was coming down the stairs. She turned into the kitchen looking mutedly radiant, dressed down, sporting baggy black sweatpants that cupped her hips and a halter top that left a sliver of her waist exposed. Her hair was brushed back, still wet, smelling of shampoo.

“Oh my God I could live in that bathtub,” Briana said. She joined me at the kitchen table, where I’d already fixed her a plate and had a coffee waiting for her, black, cream and sugar on the side. She spooned some sugar in, stirred it, then added cream, just a dash, black coffee turning mocha-colored. “The hot water is just never-ending. I wish the water back at the apartment was that on-point.”

I sipped my coffee. “This was my uncle’s house. My godfather.”

“It would be the cutest thing if you’re about to tell me he built it with his bare hands,” she said.

“Not quite, but he did all the improvements on his own,” I explained. “Refitted the pipes and installed a good water heater, nothing fancy, just an old and sturdy model that’s been chugging along ever since.” I looked longingly around my kitchen, at my house in general. “He put love into this place.”

“You can feel it,” Briana agreed, then broke off a piece of her sandwich and popped it into her mouth. “The love. I’m not just saying that, either.”

“Well, I haven’t had this much company in…well, in the entire time I’ve lived here,” I said.

She paused, mid-bite, then propped her elbows up on the table and rested her chin between her upturned palms, studying me. “Don’t even act like you haven’t had chicks over here before,” she said, a touch playfully.

“I’m no man-whore,” I responded.

“That’s not even what I’m saying,” she pressed. “But you’re a cute guy. You’ve got this downright romantic place. C’mon. You’ve had to have at least a few girlfriends living here with you.”

Out back, Bandit yapped loudly. Probably chasing down a groundhog.

“That’s the only girl that’s ever bunked here with me before you and Evelyn,” I said. “Now, I’m not bullshitting you. I’ve definitely had girlfriends before. Flings or whatever. But no, I’ve never had any stay here, not even overnight.”

It seemed strange to say it out loud, but it was the truth. I knew most guys my age in my situation would have turned this place into a party house, being this close to the university and all. But not me.

“How come?” Briana asked.

“Dunno,” I admitted. “It just never occurred to me. I guess it didn’t feel right at the time.”

Her eyebrow shot up, sharp and angular and inquisitive. “And now?”

“Now I guess it feels right.”

We sat in silence for a long moment, looking one another in the eye, until Briana’s phone vibrated on the kitchen table.

“Shit, that’s my driver,” she said. “I’m surprised he found his way here so quickly, being out in the woods and all.”

I chuckled. “We’re just a few miles from campus. ”

Her phone vibrated again, her driver pulling up out front. Briana got up then leaned across the table. “For a dyed-in-the-wool Queens bitch from The City That Never Sleeps, this might as well be the wild blue yonder,” she grinned, then gave me a quick kiss on the mouth.

“Well, I’m glad you’re enjoying my homestead,” I laughed.

“Swing by tomorrow morning and we’ll swap the country for the beach. I’m not eager to see my dad…” her grin faded into a quick frown, then snapped back again, “…but I’m dying to spend a day at the shore with you.”

*****

Merely walking around my property, you might not even realize I had a garage. Years back, when my godfather was still alive, he’d spend half his time out there with a revolving collection of vintage fixer-uppers, ratcheting gears and turning cranks and popping off restrictor plates, turning hoopties into outlaw rides. Back then, there were tire tracks – bald lines, the grass obliterated by countless weathered Firestone treads – running from the front driveway all the way around back, but the grass had grown back in over the years.

Likewise, I allowed the shrubs and bushes to sprout, lending the garage some privacy. That was a must when I was working on a new canvas.

Or…back when I used to work on new canvases.

I headed out there now. The shrubs had grown wildly since I’d been out here last – poison ivy sprouting among them, a natural deterrent – but I stepped through it, with Bandit padding along behind me. Past the shrubs, the old garage sat in a clearing, a thick canopy woven from chestnut branches creating a naturally shadowed nook. The twin carriage doors stood closed, a chain dangling between the handles with a loose, bronzed padlock threaded between them.

I popped the padlock off then shook the chains loose and swung the carriage doors open, casting sunlight on my little collection for the first time in a year or more.

The air inside was sterile, kept at a steady, dry temperature that wouldn’t damage my art. (Compliments of an expensive window unit AC that I kept chugging year ‘round at seventy degrees, the perfect temperature to preserve art on a cotton canvas.) The garage had been constructed with quality cedar back when my godfather first bought the place, but I took extra steps to weatherproof it, adding layers of polyurethane to keep out the water, mold, and rot.

I stood there, the sun coming in slanted behind us, me and Bandit preceded by our shadow. There were seven easels set up, resting on their tripod legs. Canvases remained on the easels, covered with protective canvas tarps. That ran me a pretty penny, all those high-quality canvas tarps, not just for the canvases still resting on the easels but the other pieces I’d completed over the years, dozens resting along the back wall, hidden from sunlight.

There was a cupboard and a work bench on the eastern wall, just beneath a window. There on the workbench standing in slapdash rows sat my brushes, paints (oil and acrylic and latex), standard pencils and colored – my Prismacolor oil pastel pencils being my favorite.

Yeah, I still sketched. I’d still bust out my sketchpad and draw landscapes and portraits, but it had been a long time since I sat down in the garage to put in some serious work.

Bandit paused as I looked over the long-neglected workbench. She was looking at one easel in particular – the canvas covered with a lime green tarp – sitting alone, off in the corner, away from the rest.

Bandit looked back at me, barked, then turned to the canvas again.

I chuckled. Somehow, she remembered. That had been the last piece I worked on before I abruptly gave up on serious artwork. I never finished it. In fact, I couldn’t even remember what I’d been painting when I ditched it, half-finished, unsure if I’d ever put another proper brushstroke on a canvas again.

I knelt down, scratching Bandit behind the ear, staring at the covered canvas.

I’d been in a rough spot – creatively speaking – the last time I worked out here. For years, I’d been content with my life. Me and Bandit. My house. My stress-free work on the truck. With my old job designing corporate logos in my rearview, I’d been free to make art on my own terms…except I never showed my work to anyone. I couldn’t bear to do it. That shit gig in graphic design had paralyzed my desire to share my art, let alone shop it around for cash.

That day, I suddenly wondered why I’d been putting in all that work at all. I mean, what was the point of making art if I was just going to keep it all in here, locked away? There was no point, I concluded. I’d still do sketches – sketching relaxed me, put me at ease in a way nothing else could – but I decided then and there that my art would go no further than my sketchpad.

At that moment, I tossed my paintbrush aside and jammed stoppers in my paint jars and blindly tossed the tarp over the half-finished painting. It fell crookedly over the aborted work and stayed that way ever since, the tarp slipping slightly off the top upper-left corner of the canvas.

I hadn’t worked out in the garage since…although I always took care to keep the AC running and always, always checked the weather-proofing, especially after a storm.

Looking over my old work now, something strange shifted inside me. A buzzing, electric sort of excitement I hadn’t felt in over a year. I felt a sudden urge to create. Not just a sketch or some light doodling I’d make in the delivery truck in my downtime, but an honest-to-God piece of actual artwork.

“Well how about that,” I said, rubbing Bandit’s belly.

Bandit looked at me, her head cocked quizzically to the side.

“It’s inspiration, honey,” I said. “And it’s been a long time since I felt it.”

Bandit hopped up on me, propping her forepaws on my leg, and she gave me the strangest look, like I was missing something obvious.

I had to laugh. “Yeah, I think you’re right, I guess it’s not much of a surprise,” I told her. “I guess I’ve had plenty of inspiration as of late, haven’t I?”

Bandit yapped and licked my chin.


Chapter Five

Earlier in the morning, the sky had been overcast, silver-gray clouds like smoke. By mid-morning – about the time I started heading toward campus to snatch Briana – the cloud cover began to break, cracking with blue streaks and, soon after, sunlight piercing the grayscale gloom.

I pulled up to the apartment building and left the truck idling with the AC running. The day wasn’t going to be as hot as the day prior, but the temperature was almost approaching eighty-degrees and I had Bandit sitting in the cab.

She jumped up, her front paws on the passenger side window, tail wagging as she peered outside.

“You hold tight, little princess,” I said.

She yapped impatiently then snarled when a passing robin caught her attention.

I headed to the front entrance. I’d already texted Briana so she knew I was on the way, but I still couldn’t get inside without hitting the buzzer first.

I pressed the button and waited a moment. An unfamiliar, yet slight, almost deferential female voice answered.

“Hello?”

I cracked a smile. This must have been Kay.

“Hey, I’m here to pick up Brie,” I said.

A momentary pause, then the buzzer clicked on again. “Billy the Deliveryman?”

I chuckled. “That’d be me.”

Another pause. When she spoke again, her voice was considerably lower. Basically a whisper.

“Briana’s still in the shower, so just hold on,” Kay said. “I’m going to come down to the lobby to meet you.”

“Ugh, yeah, sure. No problem.”

I stepped away from the buzzer, thrust my hands into my pockets, and frowned a bit. Kay seemed shy as hell, but it almost seemed like she didn’t want me up in their apartment. Odd, since both Evelyn and Briana had both told me that Kay had been eager to meet me.

A minute passed, then two, then I heard soft footfalls coming down the adjacent hallway leading down to the lobby. I turned and looked, then did a double-take, mistaking the girl with the bright red hair for some kind of wood nymph.

Her hair wasn’t naturally red, that was obvious. It had a slight magenta hue in some parts, others so bright it bordered on neon. Her hair was curly and bountiful and long, almost down to her waist. Above her left ear, there was a bright yellow dandelion flower tucked into her hair. Her face was dotted with light freckles, her skin was fair, giving her the look of a Celtic princess.

She was barefoot, each toenail painted a different color, with an aquamarine-blue anklet dangling over her right ankle. She wore a flowing, sleeveless dress that appeared to be handmade, handwoven and tie-dyed. The dress was low cut at the chest, forming a sharp V-shape that cut down between her breasts and showed a flat, lightly freckled stomach.

The sides of the dress had mismatched slits, the right one coming up to her knee, the left one considerably more revealing, going well up her left thigh.

She paused, eyeing me warily at first, before offering me a hesitant smile. “Billy?” she asked.

“That’s right,” I said. “And I’m assuming you’re Kay?”

She nodded, but kept her distance. She didn’t seem off-put, just cautious.

In a way, I couldn’t blame her for being this shy, maybe even a little intimidated. By now, she must have heard tons about me from Evelyn and Briana. This strange delivery guy suddenly thrust into the lives of her best friends. No wonder she wanted to keep me at arm’s length for now.

She looked back down the hallway, saw it was empty, then turned back to me. “I’ve heard lots about you,” she said, her cheeks turning red as she spoke.

“Hopefully nothing too bad,” I laughed.

She smiled shyly, running one hand through her hair, then averted her eyes, turning them to the floor. “Um, I don’t mean to be weird about this, and I’d much rather have our first conversation be a bit less formal than this, but we need to talk about Briana.”

I put my hands up, showing that I had nothing to hide. “Hey, I can totally understand if you’re feeling protective about her,” I said. “You don’t know the first thing about me and it’s totally natural if you’re –”

“It’s not that,” she said quietly, cutting me off. She paused, then looked back down the hallway again. Whatever she was about to say, she didn’t want Briana to overhear it.

“I hope everything’s okay,” I said.

“Yeah,” Kay grumbled. “Me too.” She turned her eyes back to mine. Just now, I noticed their warm, deep emerald color. She had eyes like lush grass, green and chlorophyl-bright. She lowered her voice. “You know that Briana is meeting her father today, I assume.”

I nodded. “Of course,” I said. “We’re heading to his pizza shop down on the Wildwood boardwalk. Brie says she has to meet him for something.”

“Tuition money,” Kay said ominously. “Hopefully.”

I grunted in confusion. “Brie doesn’t have student loans?”

“She couldn’t qualify when she first started college,” Kay said quietly. “Stuff with her dad, the way he runs his businesses. He didn’t file his taxes right, he hid income from the IRS…long story. I probably shouldn’t even have told you that without Brie knowing.”

“Hey, I won’t repeat a word,” I assured her.  

She plucked the dandelion from her hair and toyed with it, a nervous tic. “Anyway, that’s kind of irrelevant in a way,” Kay went on. “The important thing is this: I don’t know how this day is going to go for Brie. Her dad…” she paused, considering her words carefully. “He loves her, but he’s not a stable guy. Always in debt…sometimes to bad people. He’s always running some scam, some sort of con. Long story short, Briana’s had a chaotic life. You wouldn’t know it to look at her, given her demeanor, but her life hasn’t been easy.”

I thought about her anxiety…and also about the way she made love. The way she insisted on staying in control.

Shit, I guess sex was one thing she could keep from getting too chaotic, right? I guess it all made a little more sense now.

“Things might get rocky with her father,” I said, nodding in understanding. “I’ll do what I can to keep her in good spirits, then.”

Kay paused, smiling a little more purposefully now. She still kept her distance, but that cautious air around her seemed to ease off. “You’re not freaked about by all this?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Growing up, my family life could get a little chaotic, too,” I admitted. “From what you tell me, my life was nowhere near as crazy as Briana’s, but I know what it’s like when things get rough.”

She tugged at a dandelion petal, but didn’t pull it off. Gently, she rolled the stem between her fingers, making the bright yellow petals swirl and turn. “A lot of guys in your position would have just turned tail and took off the moment they heard about all this drama,” she said. “Not you, though.”

Her emerald eyes continued to soften toward me, her smile continually growing brighter, less hesitant.

“Being cool to be people is really, really easy,” I said with a shrug.

She slipped the dandelion back into her hair, over her left ear. “That’s not a bad philosophy to live by,” she responded.

“It’s working for me pretty good so far,” I chuckled. “But hey, I know that Brie said you and Evelyn were both busy today, but feel free to come along if you want. There’s plenty of room in my truck if you’d like to take a ride.”

Her smile slipped away. Those warm emeralds turned a chilly shade. “And I bet you only have one bed in that motel room you got, huh?” she asked. “I bet you think I’ll just curl up beside you and Briana and join in the fun, right?”

I stopped, speechless…but then I noted something familiar in her delivery.

“Wait, you’re messing with me,” I said. “You learned how to do this from Evelyn, didn’t you?”

Kay covered her face with her hands and snorted happily. “God, I’m no good at pranks,” she said. “But c’mon, I had you going for a second, right?”

“For a second, you absolutely did,” I laughed. “And, for your information, I also absolutely booked a motel room with two beds.”

She giggled quietly and shook her head, making those colorful bright curls dance from her shoulders down to her waist. “That’s a great offer and I wish I could come, and I know I don’t look like it, but I’m in the middle of a busy workday.”

“Yeah?” I asked. “What line of work are you in?”

She tugged at her handmade dress. “You’re looking at it,” she said. “You wouldn’t think there’s much of a market for weird tie-dyed clothes made by a crazy hippie chick, but it pays my bills.” She paused, then shrugged. “Most of the time, anyway.”

“I bet you do pretty good with it,” I said. “You look like an artist type. I can spot one from a mile away.”

“I guess it takes one to know one,” she countered.

“I’m no stranger to sketchbooks,” I smirked.

“Lynnie says you’re talented from what she’s seen,” Kay went on. “Some day soon maybe you can show me your work.”

“I’d like that,” I said, even though it had been over a year since I’d shown my art to anyone.

It was a strange feeling, talking to Kay. We weren’t quite flirting…but we weren’t not flirting, either. I kept feeling like I was doing something wrong, I kept feeling like I should stop myself…and then I kept reminding myself that these ladies – by their own admission – loved to share.

“If you’re cool with it,” I said, raising my phone from out of my pocket, “maybe I could get your number.”

She giggled and pulled out her own phone. “I’ve already got yours from Evelyn,” she said, blushing brighter. “She figured it would save some time if she just gave it to me.” Then she tapped her fingers across her screen. A heartbeat later, my phone buzzed. “And now you’ve got mine.”

I stood there, smiling. She matched my grin. The lobby fell silent, broken only by the distant ding of the elevator ringing out faintly at the end of the hallway.

“That’s probably Briana,” Kay said, stepping furtively toward me. She held up her right pinky finger. “Promise you won’t repeat a word we spoke?”

I held up my own pinky then hooked it around hers. “Promise.”

Then, from down the hallway, I heard Briana call out: “Is he working his magic on you already, KK?”

She tightened her pinky around mine and took another step closer, her caution all but gone now. “I think he is,” Kay laughed. “I dunno, Brie. This dude might be dangerous.”

Brie slid up beside us. She looked stunning in her beach getup. Reflective sunglasses over her eyes, her hair pulled back into tight little braids. A tie-dyed beach sweater draped over her torso, her left shoulder exposed – smooth pale skin, already protected with sunscreen – and beneath it, a tiny beach skirt concealing a black bikini.

“If you think he’s dangerous, you should meet his dog,” Brie giggled. “That little girl is ferocious…toward squirrels.”

“You said Bandit’s a total sweetheart,” Kay answered. “Except for the squirrel part, yeah, but a total sweetheart otherwise.”

I pinched the sleeve of Briana beach sweater, rubbing the tie-dyed fabric between my fingers. I turned to Kay. “Is this one of yours?”

“Is it that obvious?” Kay reacted.

“Of course this one of KK’s,” Brie laughed. “You already know our deal, Mr. Deliveryman.”

“Yeah, I know, I know,” I chuckled. “You guys share everything.”
My pinky finger was still intertwined with Kay’s. She tightened hers further, then stepped a little closer. “You got that right,” she said. She smirked once more then released her pinky from mine. “Okay you two beach bums, try not to get sunburned. And remember to –”

“Bring back saltwater taffy, yes, I heard you the first ten times,” Briana laughed.


Chapter Six

We took it easy on the highway, I-70 Eastbound through Columbus then out toward more rural country as we neared the Pennsylvania border. Once we put Columbus behind us, I clicked off the air conditioner then rolled the windows down. The day was getting hot but at sixty-five miles per hour the wind whipped cool and breezy through the truck’s cab.

Bandit switched between resting on the center console and Briana’s lap. An hour into the drive, though, Bandit curled up tight on Briana’s thighs and dozed. Brie had her bare feet up on the dash, the beach skirt drifting up her pale thighs, showing hints of the thong bikini hidden beneath.

Brie nodded toward the sun visor, where I had a Bluetooth speaker hooked up. “You mind if I put something on?” she asked.

“It’s all yours,” I said.

She synced her phone up to the speaker then pulled up a playlist. Given her look and demeanor, I expected some easy pop music, perhaps some R&B…and then I was shocked when Rancid blared over the speaker and Tim Armstrong snarled, “Took the 60 bus out of downtown Cambell…”

I’d been wearing sunglasses. I popped them off then turned to Brie, an eyebrow raised. “Rancid?” I asked.

“Would you prefer something softer?” she smirked.

“I didn’t take you for a punk rock chick,” I laughed.

“You didn’t take me for a geek who makes Lord of the Rings miniatures, either,” Briana said.

“You guys keep finding ways to surprise me,” I answered, then I hit the accelerator while Armstrong went on, shout-singing about punk rock kids getting drunk and scrounging for spare change.

We rumbled over the PA border then cut off the highway at a rest stop for a break. Brie ran inside to use the restroom while I hooked Bandit up to her leash and walked her out into the grass to do her business. (Bandit hated the leash and I was tempted to take it off her, but she kept eyeing up passing big rigs flying down the highway, that same murderous look she got when she spotted a squirrel, so I kept a tight hold on my sweet little princess, just to be on the safe side.)

Bandit finished, but Briana was still inside. I let Bandit back into the truck and left the AC running then went into the rest stop to see if there was anything decent to eat.

Yet, once I got inside, I saw that Briana already had the same idea. There were several fast food counters in the food court and she’d scored us some fries and burgers – good and greasy, already soaking through the brown paper bag – but she was lingering by the door, on her cell phone, a worried look on her face.

I hung back a few feet, not wanting to eavesdrop. I started to think about what Kay mentioned, about Briana’s father. Fingers crossed that this call wasn’t about him.

Briana saw me and waved. She started toward me, still with her phone at her ear. I only caught the end of her conversation when she said, “Alright, let me know how it turns out, Lynnie.”

I frowned. So it wasn’t Briana’s father. It was Evelyn.

Briana clicked off the phone and slid it back into her purse. She held up the grease-soaked bag and shrugged. “Sorry I took so long,” she said. “I wanted to get us some lunch, then Lynnie called.”

“What’s up?” I asked.

She took off her sunglasses, a worrisome sheen in her eyes. “She got into it with her parents something fierce,” Briana said eventually.

“Christ,” I said. “She told me she was having trouble with them. Something about her major, right?”

“She’s been slaving away at this finance degree for years,” Briana said. “But it sucks, since she’s hated every second of it.”

“From what she says, high finance isn’t exactly her passion,” I said.

“Yeah, well she just told her parents that she’s not going into the field,” Briana said. “She said she’s going to get the degree – because they’ve been dogging her to do it since she was a kid – but that she’s not going to spend her life doing something she hates.”

“Well that sounds like a good thing to me,” I said. “If her parents had any sense, they’d understand that.”

“They don’t see it that way,” Briana said. “Anyway, I don’t want to put too much of Lynnie’s business out there…but it seems like they might be cutting her off financially.”
“What!?” I shot back. “You can’t be serious.”

“Her parents are pretty cutthroat,” Briana said. “They can be cold as hell. Lynnie says her mom and dad both just threatened to drain her bank account if she doesn’t ‘clean her act up.’” Briana shook her head. “I don’t know how that’s going to go.”

Something bad churned in my stomach. Just then, I remembered their financial situation. Briana and Kay didn’t have the kind of cash to afford living in that penthouse. Evelyn footed the bill, but with the money her parents gave her.

Without it, their living arrangement would be in jeopardy.

However, Briana didn’t mention any of that. She merely fixed her sunglasses and sighed. “Anyway, that drama can wait until we get back,” she said, then held up the greasy bag and waved it back and forth. “What’s say we get back on the road and share some of this greasy goodness with your little princess?”

*****

It was funny. I felt like I knew everything about Briana at this point. I’d been intimate with her. Slept in bed with her twice. Supported her emotionally when the need arose. I even knew that she preferred 90s punk music to anything that came before or after.

I knew she had control issues stemming from a chaotic childhood. I knew that her father was some wheeling-and-dealing NYC con-man who seemed to have a gambling problem, scoring big cash windfalls in shady business ventures one moment, dead-broke the next.

Above all, I knew she was tough. That for all her anxiety problems, her calm demeanor wasn’t all artifice, not really. Even if ‘cool-calm-collected Brie’ was just some kind of front, it still held up under pressure, kept her from spiraling into an anxiety-ridden wreck, so how much of a front could it have really been? At that point, it was just another side of her personality, a yin-yang, one just as valid as the other.

I knew all this about her yet I couldn’t tell you her major.

I couldn’t tell you precisely how she felt about her father, whether she loved him or hated him, whether she resented him or was willing to give him a second (or third, or fourth, or tenth) chance at redemption.

However, I did know this: The closer we got to Wildwood, the quieter she got.

During our last rush across the New Jersey Turnpike, where the ocean loomed large in the distance and seagulls coasted lazily in the sky, she barely said a word.

By the time we were rolling through the little retro-vibe blue collar beach town, she wasn’t saying much of anything at all.

Instead, she leaned on me quietly, her head resting upon my shoulder with Bandit lying serenely in her lap.

She killed the music miles back. No punk rock soundtrack for this leg of the journey, no AM/FM radio, either. Just the windows rolled down, summerwarm breezes with a saltwater flavor and the distant, excited collective cries of folks whipping and twisting over the boardwalk on candy-color roller coasters.

Her head on my shoulder, one arm wrapped around mine, her fingertips now and again tickling my forearm idly. I looked down at her. Her face was tranquil, her eyes hidden beneath her sunglasses.

I couldn’t tell if she was actually calm or masking some hidden, burgeoning anxiety. Couldn’t tell if she was afraid of what she might find when she met her father or quietly resigned to it.

But then I could see one thing, right as we rolled down toward our motel on the corner of Glenwood and Surf Avenues: No matter what was to come, she was glad she wasn’t here alone.

I pulled into an open parking space outside the motel office. She looked up at me, my own face staring back at me in her reflective sunglasses, and she smiled. The smile was warm. It was slightly sad. It was a smile of someone who was glad she had someone with her, a shoulder she could lay her head upon.

“You alright?” I asked.

She paused, considering this question. She looked off to the side, through the passenger side window, at the fifties-vibe retro stylings embedded in this beach town, with murals of local doo-wop singers long past and somewhere out by the boardwalk, an obscure Frank Sinatra tune blared, as faint and natural to the town’s vibe as the cries of seagulls and waves hammering the shore.

She turned back to me, squeezed my arm, then kissed my shoulder. “Right now I am,” she said, smiling again. “And I think I’ll be alright no matter what happens as long as you’re standing there next to me.”

Bandit’s head popped up from Briana’s lap. The princess whimpered.

“And as long as you’re here, too,” Briana laughed, then scratched Bandit behind the ears.

I slid my arm around her waist and tugged her toward me. I touched her chin, tilted her head back, and kissed her gently on the lips. “We can check in then take a breather in the room if you’d like.”

She smirked, kissed me back, then tickled her nose against mine, a little Eskimo kiss. “No,” she said. “You go, get us a room. But I’m going to wait out here, if you don’t mind.”

“I mean, I can carry our bags up, that’s no problem,” I explained. “I was just saying that you can get out and stretch your legs awhile if you want. It’s been a long ride.”

Indeed, it had been. Just over nine hours with only rare pitstops.

She shook her head, smirking still. “As much as I’d like to chill out for awhile, I’d rather not,” she said, “I really want to face my father and get this shit over with.”

I sighed, then kissed her on the lips again. “I understand completely,” I said. “You hang back. I’ll talk to the front desk, get our room, then we can get this party started.”


Chapter Seven

I got us checked in, took up our luggage – not much, just a backpack for me and a duffle bag for Brie – and got Bandit settled into the room. It had been a long day for my girl and I didn’t want to take her onto the boardwalk; it would be crowded and I didn’t want the hustle-bustle to overwhelm her.

Once that was in order, me and Briana headed to the boards.

Like I mentioned, Wildwood was a thoroughly blue-collar beach town. The crowds were a mixed lot, mostly working-class Philly natives sprinkled with some NYC visitors – outer-borough New Yorkers, more likely to be longshoremen or teamsters than Wall Street douchebags – adding to the flavor.

If anything, the town was unpretentious. There were game booths hosted by dudes who could have doubled as carnival barkers, shouting into megaphone for you to try your luck tossing darts at balloons or rings at milk bottles, overpriced and likely rigged but everyone was in on the joke, us included.

Roller coasters and Ferris wheels loomed over the boardwalk at three different piers, each roughly a mile from the next, so that no matter where you walked it was to the booming background effect of screaming riders and cheering children and rust-bucket thrills-rides with blinking lights.

The sun was getting low. Me and Briana walked hand-in-hand, her fingers clutching tighter around mine the closer we drew to her father’s pizzeria. It was nestled in a small, cramped storefront between a T-shirt shop and a saltwater taffy store. Kane’s Pizza was slightly rundown, with a crooked sign framing Brie’s surname with intermittently blinking lights and a caricature of an old-world Italian pizza chef in sauce-stained whites. Despite the rundown sheen, the pizzeria was doing brisk business, with folks waiting at the counter with dollar bills clutched in their hands and families sitting in cramped booths with cracked leather cushions knocking back slices.

As Briana clutched my hand, I felt her shaking. She took off her sunglasses, a nervous wariness in her eyes bordering on tears. She looked across the front counter, among the busy staff thrusting wooden peels into roaring ovens, snatching pies from the fires then slashing them eight-wise with stainless steel cutting wheels. The whole operation was like a ballet, with one man standing among it all, barking orders and pulling chits and slinging slices to grinning customers. He was a potbellied man in his late-forties, balding, rosy-cheeked with an easy smile, sweating profusely, his apron stained with marinara sauce.

“That’s my dad,” Briana said wearily, gazing at the man.

Busy as he was, the moment her father saw her standing there outside his shop, he ground to a halt. He smiled at her, somewhat sadly, and the worry lines on his face folded into deep creases. He grabbed a nearby cook and shouted into her ear – “Gimme ten minutes,” his lips said – then he hustled his way through the waiting crowd, his smile equal parts loving and melancholic as he came out to meet us.

“Oh Brie, you look gorgeous sweetie,” he said. While his face was indeed slopped with sweat and his apron looked like it was fresh out of a murder scene, I noted that his hands were immaculate, not so much as a speck of dirt beneath his fingernails. He untied the apron, pulled it off, then tossed it over his shoulder. “And who’s this gentleman?”

“This is my…friend, Billy,” Briana said.

He chuckled. “Friend, right.” He extended his hand to me, warm smile only growing warmer. “Nice to meet ya, William.”

“Mr. Kane, likewise,” I answered.

Mr. Kane had something in his right pocket. An envelope, with a thick, rectangular shape inside.

Money.

Brie tugged at my arm. “Can you just give us a minute, Billy?”

“Absolutely,” I said, nodding toward the saltwater taffy outlet. “I’ll grab Kay her candy. Nice to meet you, Mr. Kane.”

“Same here, William. And hey.”

I turned to him.

“This girl means the world to me,” he said, tapping Brie lightly on the shoulder. “I want you to remember that.”

*****

I never heard of saltwater taffy before. I stood there at the counter, holding a pound of it, each piece wrapped tight in colorful plastic, each piece colorful in and of itself; each flavor was a different pastel color, light blues and greens and oranges.

I unwrapped one, frowning as I held it between my fingers. It looked like candlewax. It felt like candlewax, albeit partially melted candlewax. I popped one into my mouth and the clerk – a friendly older woman with too much makeup on her cheeks – grinned wide and joyous.

“So…how do you like it?” she asked in a rough South Philly accent. “Best ya ever had, right?”

The shit was so gunky and thick that I had a tough time chewing it. Could have sworn I pulled a back tooth slightly out of its socket, too.

I forced a smile, which was almost as hard as forcing that gooey-gunk down my gullet. “Tastes great, ma’am, thank you very much,” I answered, tears beading at the corners of my eyes.

Stepping back outside, I saw Briana and Mr. Kane standing at the edge of the boardwalk, leaning on a railing overlooking the beach. Briana nodded quietly as Mr. Kane spoke to her. She clutched the envelope full of money to her chest protectively.

Finally, Mr. Kane hugged her. Briana hugged him back emphatically, pulling herself tight to the potbellied man. Someone shouted to Mr. Kane from behind the pizzeria counter. He waved back, then turned to Briana, gave her one last hug, then walked back the way he came.

He approached me on his way back to the shop. “William, is it?” he asked.

“That’s right, Mr. Kane,” I said.

Mr. Kane sighed. It was then I realized there was a slight teary sheen in his eyes. “I ain’t been the best dad in the world,” he said. “Lord knows my Briana deserves better ‘n me.”

“Hey, I’m sure –”

“Just be quiet a second, kid,” he said. He put his hand on my shoulder. “My little girl likes ya. I can see that clearly. Just do me a favor, will ya?”

“Of course,” I answered.

“Be the kind of man she deserves,” he said. He choked back a sob then turned his face to the side, surreptitiously wiping a tear from his eye. “Be more of a man for her than I ever could. Can you do that for me, William?”

I nodded dutifully. This man wasn’t perfect. Far from it. But for all his mistakes – and I was sure there were plenty – he did love his daughter.

I shook his hand, gripping it tight, with respect. No way I’d break a promise to this guy.

“I promise, Mr. Kane,” I said.

He nodded once more then headed back into the pizza shop, slipped under a gap in the counter then grabbed his filthy apron and tied it back around his waist. “Alright, two large pies, sausage-peppers-mushrooms, coming right up!”

I looked back by the railing over the sand dunes. Briana stood there, leaning on it, tugging at the envelope. I joined her.

She looked relieved, but shaken. The way someone would look after narrowly avoiding a car wreck.

I stood there next to her, silent. She kept quiet for a long time before resting her head on my shoulder. She held up the envelope, thick with cash. “I need to take two more classes in the summer semester if I want to graduate,” she said. “If he hadn’t given me this money, I wouldn’t have been able to attend it.”

I put my arm around her. “At least he got it to you.”

She shut her eyes, tears welling at the corners. “I didn’t think he would. My whole life, whenever I needed something, it was always a toss up. Right down to the wire. With me not knowing if I’d get it or I’d find out he pissed it all away at some illegal poker game.”

Suddenly, she sobbed, deep and wrenching, and she buried her face in my chest. I held her tight, feeling the tears soak into my T-shirt.

“I got you,” I said, holding her, my arms tight around you. “Don’t worry, Briana. I got you.”

She looked up at me, tears in her eyes glittering like colored diamonds from the lights burning off the amusement rides. “Promise.”

“I promise.”


Chapter Eight

We walked through the amusement pier, hand-in-hand, fingers intertwined, neither of us saying much.

We didn’t have to. Each time we looked into each other’s eyes, each time one of us squeezed the other’s hand, both me and Briana knew precisely how the other felt.

The sun had all but set, now the faintest curve of fading golden light to the west, and we stood in line at the Giant Wheel, a 156-foot Ferris wheel glowing in lush purple-green-orange lights embedded in the spokes, blinking and moving like a massive kaleidoscope. The line moved briskly. I kept an arm around Briana’s waist. Now and again, her beach sweater would ride up her abdomen and I’d find my skin on her skin. Cupping her hip, I felt the black string of her bikini thong. Catching it between my fingers, I tugged idly on it.

Briana leaned closer to me. She kept one desperate grip on her purse – the cash envelope was inside – with her other hand on the small of my back, fingertips tickling the base of my spine.

We stepped up. The operator greeted us then scanned our ticket cards and showed us into the cab. We sat down. The operator shut the door, which locked with a reassuring snap, and we began our ascent, the cab rocking quietly in the summernight breeze.

The cabs near us were empty – out of commission for maintenance issues – lending our ride an air of privacy. Wordlessly, Briana slipped closer to me, so close that she shifted her right leg and draped it across my left.

I ran my hand up beneath her sweater again, cupping her flesh again, cool and goosebumped, smooth as silk.

Mindful that, in romantic situations, Briana liked to control the tempo, I held back, resisting my painfully acute temptation to steal a kiss. Somehow, though, she caught the hunger in my gaze.

She bent her thigh, curling it around mine, and she must have felt the erection pulsing in my shorts.

I felt her right hand fall onto my bare knee, then creep upward, beneath the leg of my shorts, red fingernails grazing my bare skin, pleasantly with a slight tickle. My cock throbbed again, tenting through my boxers and becoming apparent, stabbing up against the fabric of my shorts.

Still, I stayed my hand, my temptations just barely in check. Briana leaned in closer, setting her precious purse aside on the floor of the cab, that hand now splayed across my chest, tickling across my sternum, and she kissed my neck.

Grunting softly, I sat back, gripping her waist tighter. She moved her lips to my jawline, then my cheek, before pressing them light and moist against my right ear. She parted her lips, a sensation that sent a pleasant shiver down my spine, then closed them lightly around my earlobe, sucking, tugging slightly.

Her right hand continued upward, toward the top of my left thigh, creeping closer toward my erection…but then she suddenly stopped.

Her lips still on my ear, she whispered, “I want you to take control.”

I turned to her. She looked up at me, somewhat nervous, equally expectant, fully titillated. Her leg was still draped across mine, the other cocked to the side, the slip of her skirt falling between her thighs.

I grit my teeth, clenching my jaw. I pulled her tighter by the waist then lifted my right hand, staring into her eyes, and lay it upon her left knee. My fingers moved up her inner thigh smooth and easy, goosebumps breaking out across her skin along the way, her body reacting to my touch.

I paused, looking over both shoulders, ensuring there was no one watching. With those other cabs out for maintenance, we were very much alone and out of sight. The walls of the cab were protectively high; with us sitting there, the top edge encircled us up to our shoulders. Even a sharp-eyed person with binoculars wouldn’t be able to see what we were doing in here.

I pushed my fingers higher, slipping up beneath her skirt, every tiny bump and crevice on her inner left thigh grazing across my fingertips as I ventured higher, higher, until I felt the tight spandex resting somewhat damp over her mound.

She was already wet. My cock ached anew.

The Giant Wheel crept up slowly, stopping now and again to let on riders we’d never see, alone in our quiet, private section of the wheel. I slipped my fingers beneath her bikini, her mound smooth, her lips very wet. Briana constricted against me, white teeth clamping nibblingly on her bottom lip, body tightening at my touch.

I worked my forefinger and middle finger lightly against her lips, spreading them, massaging them, not quite pushing inside yet, just giving her the gentlest touch. I turned my thumb in tight circles around her cherry, glancing it here and there, Briana’s grip on me tightening whenever I brushed against it.

Wildwood and the surrounding county spread out both behind us and below us, beside us, with the ocean covering the world before us. Daylight had faded now, the sky turning black and the water practically invisible below it save for roiling whitecaps striking the shore.

I sank my middle finger into her, sliding deep and smooth and slow, her inner walls soft and wet as flower petals glinting with morning dew. She gasped. Still with my free hand on her waist, I felt her abdomen tighten in anticipation. I slid my forefinger inside as well. Her stomach tightened further.

When I brushed the pad of my thumb across her cherry, she yelped audibly, a sound lost among the roar of the amusement pier, among the doo-wop music blaring from the boards, among the strong winds blowing in off the water and the crashing waves below.

I pushed in deeper, brushed her clit again. Her thighs tightened around my hand, like I was caught in the most pleasant trap, and her chest began to rise and fall visibly beneath her sweater, heaving breaths that made her tits bounce.

“Take control,” she insisted with a purr-whisper.

I sank my fingers deeper yet, then circled my thumb more tightly around her nub.

She wrapped her arms around me, kissing my neck again, then my ear, teasing my with her tongue against my earlobe, whispering, “Take control, take control,” over and over, hardly over a whisper yet it was the only sound I heard.

Her purr-whisper promptly stopped when I pressed my fingertips against her G-spot, just the slightest pressure, massaging her sensitivity, her innermost intimacy, and she abruptly let out a shrieky, high-pitched wail.

She bent at the waist, bending forward, the weight of her resting against me, her thighs constricting tighter around my hand, around my wrist, and I felt a sudden gush against my fingers, around my knuckles, as she came hard with my hand buried between her legs.

She shuddered against me, her slit downright leaking down my hand. Her pale face glowed in the dancing lights on the Giant Wheel’s spokes and a sudden frustration set deep in my bones. I wanted her so fucking badly, but I wouldn’t be able to take her here, now. Our cab was just about to reach the height of the wheel. We’d be back on the ground again in just a few minutes.

“Control me,” she purred haltingly, shuddering, but writhing her hips against my touch as I continued to move my fingers in and out of her. “Control me…”

Then, suddenly, the Giant Wheel jerked to a stop. After such a smooth ride, it was jarring, with the cab swinging lightly back and forth. Jarring, yeah, but I hardly noticed. The same went for Briana, who continued to gently writhe her hips, her breath quickening once more as I began to slide my fingertips toward her back walls, her pussy constricting around me again.

Each cab had speakers wired to the ceiling. A voice crackled to life, soft and pleasant and calm. It was the ride operator.

“Sorry about that folks,” the operator announced pleasantly. “We have a minor technical issue that we need to work out. Unfortunately, the ride is going to be paused for about ten, maybe fifteen minutes. Please just hang tight and we’ll give you a full refund for your tickets when you exit your cab. We thank you for your patience!”

At that, Briana’s eyes grew sharp. She nibbled on her bottom lip again. She squeezed her pussy walls tighter around my fingers.

Grunting, I slipped my arm from around her waist then took her by the hand. Guiding it to my thigh, I growled as she slipped her hand back up my bare skin.

“Grab my cock,” I told her, fully in control now.

Given my mood, given my hunger, I could have ravished Briana’s body for an hour straight.

However, I could very much settle for ten minutes right now.

Still grinding her hips subtly, she unbuttoned my shorts, yanked my zipper down, and stared deep into my eyes as she pulled my boxers down by the waistband, my cock throbbing as she revealed it.

Briana’s soft lips trembled as she stroked me, leaning closer to me with each pump. My fingers and knuckles were soaked, her dewy nectar trickling down to my wrist.

“Up on your feet,” I told her.

She stood up. I gripped her by the hips – smearing her nectar across her waist, my fingers still dripping – then pushed the beach sweater up past her waist. She was trembling, standing there, then trembled harder when I pressed my lips against her belly button, my hands now drifting up her skirt, tugging down on her bikini thong.

She bent forward slightly, her hand still in my lap, stroking my cock, my erection like a time bomb. I pulled her closer, bent down, thrust my mouth between her pristine alabaster thighs and buried my face against her mound, snuffling against her sex, my nose teasing her clit until her labia were dripping freshly.

“Turn around,” I growled, and she did, spinning one-eighty in the other direction, taking hold of the stabilization pole running from the floor of the Ferris wheel cab up to the canopied ceiling. “Bend at the waist.”

She snapped forward, thrusting her ass out. I pushed her skirt back up over her hips then gripped her ass cheeks tight in my palms, spreading them, my eyes peeled on the dewy pink sex sandwiched between her thighs.

“Billy, Christ…”

I slid my tongue into her entry, massaging her clit with two fingers, the heat pulsing from her sex growing hotter by the moment. Her knees quaked. I felt a bead of her nectar fall from her pussy lips down to her inner right thigh. Glancing down at her feet, I saw her toes curling in her sandals.

I pushed my tongue deeper, I swirled my fingers more swiftly. She yelped and shuddered, holding onto the stabilization pole like she’d fall to the floor otherwise. When she came again, she thrust her hips abruptly back against me, making her nectar spill gushingly down my chin.

She held herself there, swaying slightly, trembling almost violently, her face twisted in a portrait of overwhelming pleasure that caused her teeth to chatter.

Down on the pier, I heard maintenance staff working, the distant whine of an impact driver, the metallic squeal of steel bolts loosening then tightening again. It wouldn’t be much longer before the wheel was spinning again.

“Billy?” she whispered, looking back from over her shoulder, still bent at the waist, obedient to the letter.

I slipped up behind her, my right hand on her waist, my left folded across her smooth chest, and I pulled her upright, her back to my chest. “What is it?”

“I know I told you that you’re in control,” she whispered. “And…and…and I’ll let you do whatever you want to me…but…but…”

“Go on,” I said softly, brushing her hair away from her throat before kissing her neck, grinding my bare cock against her wet opening.

“Well…I know that you and Evelyn…” she trailed off, averting her eyes, which shone from the multicolored lights blinking on the spokes. “I know that you and Evelyn…didn’t use protection.” She swallowed hard, throat shifting, her lips collapsing into a quaveringly tight line as she summoned the courage to continue. “I know that…she let you cum raw inside of her.”

I nodded, my jaw clenched, my cock still pressed lengthwise against her opening, her dew smearing across my shaft, turning it slick, so much so that I felt it trickling down my balls.

“That’s right,” I growled. “I came inside of her. She wanted me to, so I did.”

“And…well…what if I asked you to do the same to me?” she whispered.

“Well first, I’d make sure that you’re certain that’s what you want,” I responded, then sucked gently on the snow-white skin of her neck.

“It’s what I want…” she whispered, grinding herself against me now, causing her labia to split as she ground it up and down the length of my shaft, her inner walls warm and wet and aching for my seed.

I slid my open palm from her chest up to her throat, then gripped her firmly, not quite squeezing but holding her tight. “Then I’m going to fill you up right here and now, Brie,” I growled.

One hand around her throat, the other on her hip, I held her at what felt like the top of the world. Not a soul watching us. Not a single person within earshot. I pressed my lips once more against the back of her neck then shifted my cock, pressing my tip against her dewy opening.

She held her breath, one single inhalation coming sharp through her clenched teeth. She turned her head slightly, watching me from the corner of her catlike eyes, her bright red lips quivering as I pushed the head of my cock inside of her.

“…oh…” she purred, stiffening against me, her hands wrapped tight around the cab pole as I gave her another inch, my tip nestled in her entryway, her walls already starting to constrict around me.

Another inch. Her lips peeled back. I slipped my hand from her waist, around to her thighs, then down to her mound, running my forefinger around her clit.

“…deeper…” she whispered.

I pumped again, halfway in, and I swore I could feel the pure fertility emanating from her sex, an inner yearning to carry my seed. No, not just inside of her. Not just in her slit. I felt it in her posture, the way she thrust her ass against me, which pushed my cock even deeper. I saw it in her gaze as she watched me from the corner of her eye. I felt it in her fingers when she suddenly gripped my wrists, the one at her throat, the other between her thighs.

She pushed back against me again. “Take control of me,” she whined, a quiet, sultry desperation dripping from her tongue. “Control me, Billy, please just fucking control me…”

I raised my hand to hers, pulled it down between her legs, shifted it to her pussy as I pushed my cock in and out of her. My shaft was slick, dripping.

“Hold me right at the base,” I said. “Grip it tight, yeah…like that…”

I grit my teeth, jaw pulsing. She held me right where I told her, tight at my root, squeezing and giving me subtle strokes after each thrust, every time I pulled back, letting her fingers roll tight and slick up my slippery erection.

With her fingers locked around my base, I slid my own hand back to her clit. She shuddered when I began teasing it again. I still held her by the throat. I squeezed, just a little, and her pale cheeks bloomed red as her lips coiled in pleasure.

She met my thrusts, pushing back against me, all the while whispering, “I want your cum, I want your cum, make me cum, I want your cum…” until her voice faded like a wisp of dissipating smoke. Her lips, however, continued to move, lipping the words, the wet smack of her tongue the only sound.

I growled and kissed her ear, slipping my tongue across it, nibbling her earlobe, squeezing her throat just a touch tighter. She came again, spraying her nectar down my erection, and as her knees buckled, I felt her cunt clamp greedily around my cock.

She looked back at me, her lips still working, repeating those silent words, until she stared deep in my eyes, caught her breath, and whispered: “Please give me your cum, Billy…”

With my hardest thrust yet, the cab swung on its upper moorings. I looked skyward and groaned audibly as I came, utterly emptying my seed into her, an unprotected explosion of lustful passion that might have seemed irresponsible to some – considering that I’d just done the same to Evelyn not long ago – but felt perfectly natural to me.

She kept her grip on my root, squeezing tight, shivering as the last errant drops of my passion filled her womb.

I released my hold on her throat, pushed her hair aside, and gently kissed her neck. She ran her hand up behind her and gripped my hair, pulling at it, leaning against me, her supple sex weeping a mixture of our fluids.

We both knew that, in a matter of minutes, the wheel would begin to rotate, spiriting us back to solid ground.

Neither of us were in a rush to get there.
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The world might have ended, but for Bobby Parker, the fun is just about to begin.

Five years ago, most of humanity vanished without a trace, leaving few survivors. Monsters poured out of portals from another dimension and now roam the earth. With his wits and some luck, Bobby Parker has survived in an idyllic mountain getaway, which he’s turned into a fortified base complete with a functioning farm and security measures. He’s safe, he’s secure, he’s self-sufficient, and he’s alone. That all changes when Bobby meets Morgan, a down-to-earth beauty whose knack for handling a pump-action shotgun is outshined only by her fashion sense.

An initial passionate encounter leads to a tender relationship and Bobby couldn’t be happier…until he realizes that Morgan isn’t the only pretty young woman who has survived the apocalypse.
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Book 2 coming soon!
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