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You can find me at

Vickigallus.com
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https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/VickiGallus1287

Where you can find a link to sign up to my newsletter and get the latest Vicki Gallus updates - blogs, upcoming works, polls!
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Chapter 1
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“Pink, Jamie? Pink?” Sandra’s voice carried a brassy air of incredulity as she batted idly at the neon pink pine tree dangling from the rear-view mirror of Jamie’s hired Honda. “Had to go with the girliest color, hey?” Sandra’s eyebrow raised caustically as she watched the pink tree bounce and jiggle in the harsh glare of the sun’s rays.

The pine tree bounced back and forth on its elastic string with a rhythmic motion, casting faint pink shadows on the dashboard. Jamie’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment and defiance as she shot a wry smile at Sandra. “Hey, it smells good though, doesn’t it?”

Sandra yanked the tiny pine tree toward her face, closing her eyes as she inhaled deeply through her nose. The aroma of the tree filled her nostrils, a deep sweet smell. Rich and fulsome. Strawberries and cream. Candyfloss. All the sweet things on earth. And there, somewhere below it, beneath it, within it... something richer, deeper.

“Did you ask for a neon pink pine tree air freshener?

Jamie paused, her brow furrowing. “I... don’t remember. Huh.” Jamie’s mouth opened and closed for a moment as she considered.

“Where did you hire the car from again?”

“BMBAutos,” Jamie said. “They’re a new chain. Branches everywhere. We can drop the car off in nearly every city on the way there and back. Pretty sweet, if you ask me.”

“Yeah, nice,” Sandra said distractedly.

She looked out of the window and sighed. This road trip was off to a rocky start. They’d managed to get lost three hours in. The aircon in the car was shitty. It was too hot. The sun was too bright and the smell of the pine tree...

“It’s so sweet, Jamie!” Sandra said, wrinkling her nose. “It smells like Willy Wonka’s jock strap.”

“Not just sweet,” Jamie said. “There’s something...”

“...more,” Sandra agreed, pulling the pine tree in for another sniff. “I don’t know what, though.”

“Kinda... earthy.”

“Mmm. Musky. Kind of manly?”

Sandra caught Jamie’s eye.

“Like Dave’s crotch?” she said, unable to resist grinning wickedly at her friend.

She ducked Jamie’s playful swat with ease, letting the pine tree ping back into place, swinging between them as the car hummed along the highway, the sky blue overhead, the pale dust of the desert sand drifting in the breeze.

“That was uncalled for,” Jamie said. Her tone was pouting but there was a grin across her face.

“Hey, I don’t get drunk and sleep with my co-workers,” Sandra said.

“First, I wasn’t drunk,” Jamie replied ticking off her fingers as she spoke. “I’d had a glass and a half of wine. That might get you wasted, little Miss Lightweight, but I didn’t even have a buzz.”

“I’m not a lightweight, I just don’t drink, hon.” Sandra fired back, cold beginning to drip into her voice.

“Details, details. Second, I didn’t sleep with him.” Jamie’s hands returned to the wheel, gripping it tightly.

“Details, details,” Sandra laughed. “A handy under the table basically counts.”

“Oh, yeah? What would you know about it?” Jamie fired back, the playful tone beginning to fall out of her voice.

“Hey, I’m sorry,” Sandra said. “I don’t want us to fall out. Not day one into the spring break road trip! It’s just...” She traced her fingers across the dash.

It was just what? What was she going to say? That she admired Jamie for her brashness? That she could never even think about doing as much as flirting with a guy? That she let her breath catch in her throat at the mere thought, the mere whisper of a flirtation?

That she was a virgin?

“...nothing,” Sandra finished lamely, picking at the rubber seal of the window with one finger. “Thirty miles to the motel.”

“Fine.” Jamie turned back to the road.

In the silence, Sandra shifted in her seat, taking her Keds down off the dash and sitting up more straight. She regretted the words as soon as she’d felt them leave her mouth. Who was she to mock Jamie? She’d never said to Jamie, not officially, and certainly not soberly, anything about her virginity. It wasn’t that she was prude, or frigid, or anything like that. She wasn’t Christian or zealously religious. She wasn’t preserving herself for others. No, the only reason that Sandra felt that she was a virgin at the ripe age of twenty-two was it just hadn’t happened yet. Nothing more than that. Sure, she was a bit frumpy. Sure, her hair could be sleeker. She could do more to be more conventionally attractive, but Sandra liked being quirky looking, liked having short, pixie cut hair, liked dressing in ragged jeans and scuffed chambray shirts – like a Raggedy Anne Doll got lost in the thrift store, as Jamie said once. Besides, she knew plenty of people who dressed weirder, looked worse, and acted stranger than her who got laid.

Frankly, she never met anyone she liked that much. She’d never been horny for someone real, someone she had actually met. Never to jump the bones of the person in front of her, despite date after date. It wasn’t that there hadn’t been opportunities. There had been plenty of chances, many men (and women) who’d tried to catch her eye. Blind dates, speed dates, friend dates. When it came to the crunch, when it came to the moment of doing it, taking it to the next level, Sandra found a reason not to. Tired. Paper due tomorrow. Shit, it’s raining and I’ve got a long walk back to the apartment. The excuses had always come so quick, and so fast. And so, Sandra remained untouched, a virgin by choice rather than by design.

She glanced at Jamie out of the corner of her eye as they sped down the highway, the wind whipping through the open windows and tossing their hair wildly around their faces. Jamie was beautiful. Tall and dark, her curls bounced around her face as she drove.

They’d been friends for years. First day of term on campus, they’d ended up in the same lunch queue. Sandra had said something caustic and cruel about the shoes of a snooty girl in front of them and the rest was history. Jamie had laughed so hard she’d spat out her iced tea, and Sandra had felt an electric jolt, a shock of camaraderie she’d never felt before. They’d been inseparable ever since

And now, she was ruining their post-college road trip by inferring that her friend was a slut.

Jamie’s fingers drummed on the steering wheel in silence.

“Aw, beans, Jamie, I’m sorry!” Sandra’s apology burst from her mouth unbidden.

Sandra swallowed. Her tongue felt thick in her mouth. What had she been thinking? The truth was, she hadn’t. It was hard to think in the car. Damn hard. The heat. The scent of strawberries seemed to pervade everything. A false smell. There had never been a strawberry in the world that smelled like this. Nevertheless, even amid the tackiness of the scent, amid the riotous clamoring of factory-made strawberries, Sandra couldn’t help but find it... intriguing.

Jamie sat, stone-faced, calm fury radiating from her in waves.

“It’s just...” Sandra continued, wiping her hand across her brow.

“Yes?” Jamie turned and looked at her friend.

“It’s just...” Sandra paused. It was hot in the car. Humid. Close. Sweaty. She felt light-headed. Floaty. It was like she was floating away.

On a cloud of strawberries.

“It’s just,” she finally got her head back from the clouds. “What was it, like, like?”

Jamie’s stern grimace melted, a grin poking its way through the peevishness that had written itself across her face.

“Ohhhh... Little Miss Prudish wants to know what it was like? What it was like to give Dave Liston a handjob? What was it like to hold his thick rod in her hand?”

Sandra said nothing. A bead of sweat made its way sinuously down past the curve of her jaw where it ran down her throat and onto her chest.

Strawberries and cream. Sweet. Thick. Delightful. It was so hard to do anything but let it wash over her. Through her. She licked her lips. Her mouth was watering.

“Well?”  Jamie’s voice cut through the haze.

Sandra nodded and in a small voice said, “Yes. Please.”

Jamie’s grin widened even more, her teeth flashing white, her face framed by her dark curls. There was a ruddy glow to her cheeks, they were flushed. Sandra saw her breathing rapidly, shifting in her seat.

Jamie looked at Sandra for a moment, her grin still in place. “You really want to know what it’s like?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Sandra nodded, her heart racing. “Yes,” she whispered, feeling a heat rise in her chest and spread outward.

Jamie’s voice was low and sultry as she recalled the events of that night. She described Dave’s firm, throbbing penis in her hand, every vein and ridge pulsing against her fingers. The way their eyes locked and his breathing became heavy as she started to stroke him.

Sandra shifted in her seat. She could feel her nipples hardening under her shirt. She felt slick. Slick with sweat. Slick with strawberry. Her body, her mind, her pussy, slick. Silken.
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