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For Sparkles…


Christmas Eve, 2019

VINCE WAS BREATHING hard. Sweat beaded on his forehead and rolled downward, catching in his eyebrow as he groaned in pleasure and release.

“Holy shit, Mac,” he said as the twitching slowed, and he melted into the body under him. He nuzzled the ear of his partner and tenderly kissed the spot just below, where the neck melded into that beautiful head.

“Mmm,” his partner purred, hips moving languidly around his trapped member and drawing another gasp of pleasure before releasing him. “Merry Christmas, my darling.”

“Are you my night-before-Christmas present?” he asked. “Because I’m afraid that if I stir any creatures—even a mouse—I’ll find this sugarplum is a vision dancing in my head.” After the loss a year ago, and everything he’d been through since, this felt surreal.

Mac gave him a coy look—the one that tugged sexy-feel threads in his chest—then flipped over beneath him and wrapped arms around his neck, lacing fingers through Vince’s short, butterscotch hair. “Sugarplum, huh? Ah, you do know how to flatter the guy below you who is still slightly incoherent from recent…activities.” He pulled Vince down for a kiss, tongue snaking out to lick the sweat off his lips and making Vince groan a little at the image. He cocked his head, raised his eyebrows, and Vince could feel himself stirring again, hardening against the leg resting on him.

Vince looked down at him with wonder. “What did I do to deserve you? You’re so beautiful, and smart, and everything I’m not.”

“Don’t get it twisted, darling,” he drawled as he framed Vince’s face between his hands, “I’m the lucky guy who snagged the hot firefighter who defines straight-up sexy, pardon the hetero pun.” Mac softly placed his lips on Vince’s, starting at his forehead and working his way slowly, so agonizingly slowly, down.

In a flash of searing heat, Vince’s tenderness was replaced with hunger and need. Mac grinned wickedly at Vince’s growl of lust and flipped him over. He hovered above Vince, teasing, letting his breath fall on the sensitive places he’d found and wringing moans of frustration from the beautiful boy beneath him. When his tongue trailed over the bumps of Vince’s abs, the ticklish spot Mac found there caused him to squirm away. And when Mac’s lips engulfed his manhood, Vince lost the ability to form coherent thought.

Everything dissolved into a blur of touch and taste and pressure and pleasure and friction and feeling.

Merry Christmas, indeed.


Halloween, 2018

THE SHED BEHIND the Creole cottage was almost fully engulfed with flames when the Biloxi Fire Department arrived on the scene, the fire engines only able to set up on the street due to the muddiness of the ground after a day of torrential downpours. Vince was first off the engine, grabbing hose from the back and getting ready to “put the wet stuff on the red stuff.”

Every firefighter there had a slightly happy look on their face, a guilt-free gleam in their eyes as they fought the fire. They rarely ran across a fire that wasn’t threatening a family’s life and home. These flames were the fun without the stress.

Until the woman broke free from the clutches of the younger man on the porch and approached the captain with tears streaming down her face. “Please. Please! Can somebody go save Lola and her babies? God, I’m begging you.” She was close to hysterical.

Captain William Merone was a good man, built solid with a presence that was both commanding and comforting. The lady calmed a little as he turned toward her. “Ma’am? Who is Lola? We were told no one was inside the structure.”

Sniffles fought with sobs as she haltingly explained, “Lola…she’s our B-border Collie. She just had four puppies. We set her up with a whelping box out there for privacy.”

As if on cue, Vince heard a sharp bark and saw a shadow moving inside the room not yet fully engulfed. “Cap! We got a dog in there!” he yelled out.

“Five,” Captain Merone answered as he looked at the shed intently, finally cutting his eyes over to Vince in an indication he had made a decision. “Four puppies and the mom. You and Dyer go get ’em.”

“Ten-four, cap,” he said as he pulled the SCBA mask over his face and started the air flowing. Nearby, Dyer, nicknamed Chiclets because of his slightly oversized teeth, did the same.

“Carefully,” Merone growled at him. His eyes met Vince’s, and nothing more needed to be said between them.

It was a good shed, sturdy and built in a T shape with several reclaimed windows placed throughout to let sunlight into the working area. The righthand side of the bar on top of the T was the only area the fire hadn’t engulfed yet. That was where Vince had heard the bark. There was also a door there.

The Master Lock was no match for the Halligan tool Chiclets used to pry the latch loose. He simply set the tool, pushed up twice, and the latch tore away from the wood it was anchored in. He opened the door, squatting low and letting the smoke billow out over him as Vince approached the door with the charged hoseline. A blur of black-and-white fur zipped between them, another ball of fur clenched in the dog’s jaws.

Vince put his face close to Chiclet’s and yelled through the mask, “Don’t let her back in. I’m gonna go in to see if the puppies are close.” He handed the hose over to Dyer.

Dyer nodded and split his time between watching Vince go in and making sure Lola didn’t try to sneak back in for more puppies.

Vince found two puppies right away. They had been deposited in the corner nearest the door, but were starting to split away from each other as the heat rose inside the shed.

The smoke wasn’t too heavy here, and the flames lent a primal glow inside the room as Vince scooped the puppies unceremoniously and handed them out to Chiclets. Lola, the Border Collie, hovered close by, whining at Chiclet as he checked the puppies. Still one in here somewhere, he thought as he turned back into the room. Where are you, buddy?

A shift of wood deeper in the shed threw up sparks and caused a ceiling rafter to fall in a swinging arc, crashing into the concrete and indicating that the structure was quickly disintegrating. The rafter landed between two sawhorses, knocking one up on two legs and holding it there as the flames on the rafter licked upward. Something flammable beneath the sawhorse caught flame, quickly and brightly. He recognized the whelping box, and the flaming pile in the middle of it as a blanket, when the smoke cleared. Clear enough for him to see the dark fuzzy shape in the center of the flames, still moving and mouth open in an agonized yelp he felt in his gut more than heard in his head. Jesus. No! He didn’t think or hesitate. Simply crawled over to the box as quickly as possible and plunged his hands into the flames, grabbing the puppy and using his gloved hands to cover it and ensure any flames on its body were put out as he moved back to the exit door.

He held onto the puppy as he left the building and climbed to his feet. He walked away from the shed a safe distance as Chiclets retreated with the hose and found a new vantage point to pour water on the fire that was inexorably encroaching on the unburned part of the shed. Away from the fire, he sank to his knees, taking his helmet and mask off with one hand while cradling the puppy with the other.

He looked downward, dreading the sight. Its fur was matted and skin burned and charred in multiple places. The right half of the puppy’s face, leading down over its shoulder and going along to its right front leg and paw were burned the worst because of where the blanket was covering him when it caught fire. The puppy lay tightly curled and deathly still.

Do something, dammit!

Vince stripped off his face mask and held it over the puppy, letting the air flow free. He didn’t know doggy first aid, but he knew human CPR. Maybe the principles were similar. He started pumping the puppy’s chest from the side. He pushed five times, and waited to see if there was any change. Nothing. Face it. He’s dead.

Five more pumps, half-heartedly.

A moist bump near his ear. Lola looked intently at him before licking at the tiny bundle in his arms. Lola licked faster, then stopped and looked at Vince. She nudged his arm, then wailed at him, her pleading as easy to understand as if she spoke English. The puppy lay silent, even as its mom whimpered and licked. “Sorry, girl,” he murmured. “Three out of four.” He felt the beginning of that building wave—Jesus, no, not here, please—and knew what kind of tsunami it could become. It’s just a damn puppy. Quit being such a bitch. He fought the tears in his eyes, blinking rapidly and setting his lips in a tight thin line as he clenched his teeth together, fighting the panic attack that waited at the crest of the wave. He felt his heartbeat speed up and his vision tunnel as he closed his eyes and tried to regulate his breathing.

It wasn’t the puppy; it was the burns. The way the burns demarcated along the puppy’s head, and the fact he had failed to see the puppy before the roof timber had fallen and lit the blanket on fire had turned this scene into a nightmare. It sledgehammer bluntly reminded him of the mistake he had made a year and a half ago and made the waves building toward panic impossible to ignore.

A twitch. Was that my imagination? And then a small whimper, faint but unmistakable. “Give me some O2,” he yelled as he rose to his feet and stumbled toward the medics staged at the edge of the fireground, his SCBA mask trailing behind. Lola trotted beside him the whole way.
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