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​Chapter 1 – Dreams of Hartt
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Frank Peniston’s sleep was never kind. Most men dreamed of falling, or teeth shattering like porcelain under a boot heel, or being late to high school algebra. Frank dreamed of Candynne Hartt, the one woman who had slipped through his fingers not by chance, but by wrench. A holographic wrench, to be precise.

In his dreams, she always smelled like rosemary bread and deli mustard, a scent that could knock Frank flat harder than any haymaker. Her eyes had the green fire of dollar bills still warm from an ATM. Her lips—Christ—her lips were exit wounds: small, clean, devastating.

Tonight, she was straddling him in the back of a neon-lit time vortex, her hair whipping like cassette tape ribbon in the wind of eternity. Frank’s shirt was unbuttoned, his chest hair gleaming with the sweat of men who’d known both war and longing. She traced a finger down his sternum, giggled, and whispered:

“You never should have turned that wrench, Frankie.”

Frank groaned, clutching her hips. “I had to, Candynne. Time was closing in on us like a garage door.”

Her answer was to kiss him, hard, her tongue like a thrown dagger and his mouth the target. His pulse rattled like dice in a cup. Their bodies ground against each other, the friction of denim and lace igniting a fire that burned across fractured timelines. She kissed him hard, her tongue a dagger, his mouth the willing target. Their pulses rattled like dice in a cup, the rhythm of their desire echoing through the vortex. The dream deepened, the eroticism sharpening. Her deli apron vanished, replaced by lace that clung to her body, a temptation that could bankrupt a man.

Frank’s hands roamed, mapping her body with desperation. His fingers traced the lace, pulling it aside to expose her. She moaned, arching into his touch, her thighs tightening around him. Then she shifted, her lips trailing down his chest, her tongue flicking over his sternum, her breath ghosting over his skin. She knelt between his legs, her hands unbuttoning his jeans, her fingers brushing his erection through the fabric. Frank groaned, his head tipping back as she pulled his pants down, her mouth closing over him, hot and wet.

Her lips stretched around his length, her throat working as she took him deeper. Her hands gripped his thighs, and Frank’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her. His hips bucked slightly as she swallowed him, her tongue swirling, her mouth relentless. But Frank needed her, needed to taste her, and he shifted, rolling her onto her back. His mouth trailed down her body, his tongue flicking over her lace-covered core before he pulled it aside, his lips closing over her, his tongue plunging deep.

Her hands tangled in his hair, her hips bucking against his mouth. He ate her out passionately, his tongue relentless, his lips sucking, his fingers teasing her clit. She cried out, her walls clenching around his tongue, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Then, she pulled him up, her hands gripping his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his waist. They shifted, Frank lying back, Candynne straddling him once more, but this time, she lowered herself onto him, his cock sliding into her, filling her.
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