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One

Cash







“Who is this guy again?”

Cash Carlson glanced up from double-checking his trail bag for the umpteenth time, assuring himself that his phone charger was carefully tucked away in the appropriate zipper pack on the side of the over-sized knapsack, right next to his breath mints and deodorant. He blinked his eyes before focusing on them more clearly, only to find his boss and unofficial work mom, Ava Sinclair, peering back at him curiously, cherubic face aglow in the blue-white light of her phone screen.

Cash shrugged and leaned against the front window of Vixens Video, the one and only video rental store in all of Vicksburg, Kentucky. In all of Renfield County, come to think of it. Perhaps even southern Kentucky itself. Perhaps the only one in the world, considering the “Vixens” in the store’s name came from the fact that it specialized in mostly romcoms, chick flicks, feel-good Christmas movies and teen slashers. Or, as the store’s motto proclaimed, “chick flicks with a strong female lead.” 

Cash never gave it a moment’s thought that he was a man working, cavorting and living in a mostly female world. Female boss. Female customers. Female vendors. Female movies left, right and center. After all, he’d been in touch with his feminine side ever since sneaking one of his mother’s torrid romance novels from her secret stash when he was all of nine and lording over it each night with a flashlight under the covers the way most boys did with comic books or their father’s girly mags. 

“Tripp something or other?” Cash offered, recalling his ride share partner’s flowing blond locks and sad blue eyes peering out from his profile pic on the popular ConcertCrush ride share app. Not that that’s why he’d chosen him, of course. 

At least, not entirely. 

“Tripp something?” Ava’s concerned face was positively aghast, her round glasses inching up her delicately nuanced nose as she struck a most motherly pose indeed. “You’re driving across the country with some random dude and you don’t even know his government name?”

Cash shrugged and waved his cell phone. “It’s in the app somewhere, Ava.”

“Somewhere?” His nosy boss harumphed. “That what you want me to tell the cops when they come poking around after you’ve been missing for a few days? ‘It was in his phone somewhere, officer’?”

Cash ground his teeth and scanned the empty street in front of the store in vain, more eager than ever for his ride share to appear and whisk him away from his dreary small town and, God love her, Ava’s ever watchful eyes. “I mean, he had a five-star rating on the app and was going to the same town as me, so…I figured I’ll get to know him better on the drive, yeah?” Cash completed his response with a palms up, shrugging, teethy-face, almost apologetic grin.

Ava promptly ignored him, fingers flying across her own phone screen, making him smile. At 50-something, she could out-technology Cash and any of the other kids who worked for her tenfold. “And we’re not driving across the country, Ava. It’s only a few towns over to Carlton County in Ohio, dang.”

“Ah, yes,” Ava murmured while her ebony fingers flitted across her sleek, metallic phone screen, no doubt scouring the ConcertCrush app for Tripp’s profile while simultaneously scouring his meta-data and reporting him to the Feds, just in case. “Site of the infamous shooting location for one of your favorite 80s scary flicks, BMX Riders from Hell.”

Cash toyed with the brim of his new ball cap nervously, the cold fingers of apprehension creeping up to his taut belly for the first time all day. Everything had happened so fast, the book deal, the location scout, the ride share app, the five-star rating popping up for some “Tripp” dude with a fancy new van and, two clicks later, he had a ride to the subject of his book’s first chapter. 

Now, suddenly—and far too late—he realized what he’d done: booked a ride with a total stranger. What the hell had he been thinking? And why the hell was Ava suddenly smiling back at him that way?

“Dude.” It was all she said, her voice all kinds of mirthful. Giddy, almost, as if she’d just received a big cardboard box full of chick flicks to display on her “New Releases” wall.

“Dude what?” He nudged her elbow, like he did half a dozen times a day, stocking cringe-worthy titles and working the cash register in her video rental-slash-used DVD store all day. He realized, suddenly, that his little road trip to Ohio would be the first time they’d been apart since he graduated high school two years earlier. Would be, in fact, the first time he left tiny Vicksburg, period. Maybe that’s why he’d been so impulsive in the first place. After all, the urge to flee could be a powerful one. 

“Did you, I mean…” Ava waved her phone screen at him. “I know things fell into place quickly for you this week, Cash, but did you happen to notice how many cute, frisky, perky little hippy trippy dudes were on your fancy ride share app?”

Cash straightened. No, stiffened was more like it. Of course he’d noticed, obviously. Not at first, perhaps. He’d just wanted a ride, STAT, pulled up his favorite search engine, typed in “ride share” and sorted through the cluttered results until he’d landed on ConcertCrush. Seemed legit, nice and glossy, easy to navigate, why not? Lots of guy profiles, sure. Like, lots and lots. A real sausage fest, in fact. Cash just figured that cute, young, slender, sweet, savory granola types with names like “Montana” and “Sylvan” were the target audience for music festivals. He’d never been to one, after all, so what did he know?

But once he’d figured out the algorithm and the wink-wink, nudge-nudge nature of the site in general, Cash wasn’t exactly opposed to the idea of all those cute, frisky, perky little hippy-dippy, sunshine and free-love dudes after all. But his nosy boss didn’t need to know all that. Not here, at the literal curbside and certainly not now, when he was so close to the sense of freedom and discovery that had eluded him his whole. Damn. Life. 

He hemmed and danced around the subject, hoping for a little divine intervention for once. “I mean, a little. I just figured, you know, who else has the time to wander around the country giving dudes rides to concerts all day?”

“You mean, young, handsome cuties who all seem to mention their favorite Broadway musicals, waist sizes and preferred type of lube in their profiles?”

Cash felt himself blushing at the sudden interrogation. He’d been hoping to just give Ava a little hug before he left, get a pinch on the cheek in return and be off for the next seven days of driving, photographing and writing about famous scary movie locations throughout the Midwest. Suddenly, he was getting the third degree. 

“Sure, you know,” he explained his rationale. “Trust fund kids. Dudes with Sugar Mamas. Guys doing their gap year before heading off to college. I dunno, Ava, I just… After Mom died and I had to sell the truck to pay off the trailer, I just needed a ride. Period. And this book deal is the best thing to happen to me since…ever…so?” He made another scrunchy face, tossing his hands up in the air and shrugging to create a human question mark. “If I rushed things a bit, I’m sure they’ll work out fine, right?”

Ava softened predictably, squeezing one of his shoulders the way she often did when they’d just talked about SOMETHING BIG. They’d never openly discussed his sexuality before, and he certainly wasn’t “open” about it with anyone else, either. He just quietly assumed his role as “twenty-two-year-old virgin in residence” wherever he went, figuring abstinence was the best policy in a tiny, conservative town like Vicksburg. This would be his first foray into a new and exotic world, and he didn’t need reminders of his chaste former life at the last minute. 

Ava’s face softened, from one of motherly concern to, well, just slightly less motherly concern. Cash knew she meant well; he was just itching to be free, once and for all. Out of this store, out of this town and away from its 2,087 residents, out of this world, free and unsupervised to indulge in things he’d always wanted to, but never dared before. So, where the hell was stupid Tripp and his stupid van already? Ava squeezed his shoulder, reeling Cash back in. “I know, baby, and I get it, really, I do. Big opportunities require big…leaps. And if cruising an obviously gay ride share app full of sexy little honeys is the solution to your, uh…problem? I’m all for it, just—”

A honking sound interrupted the looming lecture. Cash had never been so grateful in all his life. As if on cue, both of their heads turned to admire the sleek silver van cruising slowly down Acorn Street toward Vixens Video’s humble little storefront. It was like a delivery van, the kind that brought boxes and boxes of new and used DVDs to their door four to five days a week, just without the usual UPS or FedEx logo. Sleek and silvery, it shimmered in the early afternoon light, its thick, pebbly wheels making short work of the fallen leaves lingering in the street as they crunched provocatively beneath. 

Even Ava seemed impressed enough to abruptly end her brief, but intense, interrogation. “Damn, okay, well…maybe Tripp’s not a serial killer after all.”

Cash reached down for his trail bag, sharing a little wink while Ava watched him curiously. Leaning slightly closer, just in case Tripp might hear him over the smoothly chugging cylinders of his pristine travel van, he murmured, “I mean, he still could be, so…maybe snap a picture of his license plate as we drive away? And any other identifying features you might find? Bumper stickers, dents, dings, that kind of thing. Plus, I forwarded all his profile info to you so…JIC?”

Ava was still chuckling when the driver’s side window rolled down and a chirpy, smiling face poked his head out enticingly. “Cash, I presume?”




Two

Tripp







“Was that your mom back there?”

Tripp McPhee clung loosely to the steering wheel, the tiny, almost picturesque town of Vicksburg, Kentucky retreating in his rearview mirror as they headed slowly through the middle of town and back to the exit that would take them to the interstate.

The long, rangy, country boy in the passenger seat swiveled his leather chair around and gave Tripp an incredulous look. He waved his big white hands, veiny and smooth, just how Tripp liked them. “My? Mom?”

Tripp chuckled, shrugging as they cruised through another dreary, bare-bones, southern town. One main drag, plenty of cozy little side streets, tree-lined lanes and plenty of churches. They had three days to make it to Ohio and the Fantastical Fest, and he was in no particular hurry. And even less of one now that he’d gotten an eyeful of the dreamy young traveler currently riding shotgun. Sure, he’d seen Cash’s profile pic when he’d swiped onto his ride share alert, and been intrigued enough by the slight, chiseled features and shy, bashful grin to click on it, but he’d had enough bad experiences with outdated, filtered or flat-out fake profile pics in the past to be wary once more. Suddenly, it was clear his new ride share was the real deal. 

Tripp took one hand off the wheel to shrug, letting his eyes drift over his passenger’s long, lean frame as he struggled to recall the question. “Hey, you never know these days. Adopted mom? Stepmom? It could happen.”

Country Boy gave him an appraising glance back and nodded warily. “Okay, I could see that.” His accent was syrupy smooth, but his delivery was choppy and rough, uncertain and unsure of himself. Tripp got it. The nervous type. First time, probably. Who could blame him for being a little gun shy? “I guess,” his passenger continued. “But…no. We work together. Rather, I work for her. Have ever since high school.”

Tripp put his eyes back on the road, if reluctantly. Staring at his sexy new passenger was far easier on the eyes than another hick town on the way to one of his favorite end-of-summer music festivals. A quick glance at the digital screen on his ConcertCrush app display, the same one that had led him to Cash’s address in the first place, reminded Tripp of the newcomer’s last name: Carlson. 

Cash Carlson. 

Perfect. Just perfect. “High school? You mean…yesterday?”

Cash chuckled, low and smooth, to match his lazy, country boy mystique and smooth-as-melting-butter accent. “Been three years but, yeah, feels like yesterday, that’s for sure.”

Tripp nodded with something like understanding. Peering out the sleek windshield of his gleaming van, he spied the tiny two-lane road before him, then peered gently past it. Along either side of the two-lane blacktop, drive-thru diners and churches, so many churches, weedy lots and boarded up buildings looked a lot like the last town he’d just driven through. And the town before that. He wondered, idly, what a guy like Cash did for fun in a sleepy little town like this. “Yeah, time moves like that in these little towns.”

Cash chuckled, a honey dripping sound that made Tripp’s already appreciative cock leap in his fashionable linen shorts. He always got horny before picking up a ride, and today was no exception. “What would some big city slicker like you know about it, huh Tripp?”

Tripp gazed over in wide wonder. So, the mousy little country poke had a pair on him after all. “If that’s even your real name, anyway,” Cash added in his lazy southern drawl.

“What? Why wouldn’t it be?”

Cash nodded at the app display still glowing on the dashboard, sleek and digital like a small movie screen. “You know how these apps are. That could just be your screen name or something.”

Trip laughed self-consciously. “Don’t think I didn’t try that at first,” he confessed, seeing the sign for the interstate and, instinctively, cruising slowly past the exit and hoping against hope Cash wouldn’t notice the slight change in plans. “But ConcertCrush won’t let you play those games. So, you’re stuck with the real me, unfortunately. Real name, real profile pic, the real deal.”

“What was your fake screen name going to be?” Cash asked, watching casually as the interstate came and went. If he’d noticed they weren’t taking the speedy route to the festival, Cash didn’t mention it. Hopefully, Tripp mused, he never would. “If they’d let you use one, I mean.”

“You first,” Tripp teased, settling into the driver’s seat now that his decision to bypass the interstate had been made, once and for all. As if on cue, his foot let up on the gas pedal as well, settling into a downright sedate 35 MPH as he followed the speed limit to a “T”.

“What? I asked you, remember?”

“Me driver,” Tripp chuckled, adopting a playful, if half-assed, Tarzan tone now that he’d finally gotten a good, long look at Cash. “You passenger. Me make rules.”

Cash rolled his eyes, crossing long, sinewy arms over his taut chest and making Tripp wonder, idly, if his nipples might be stiff and pink or thick and maroon. He stifled the urge to moan in anticipation, but only just so. “That’s how it’s gonna be, huh?”

“For now, sure. Maybe we switch roles once we get to the next town though, huh?”

“That what you do with all your ride shares, Tripp?”

Tripp shook his head quickly, answering earnestly. Sure, Cash was one long, smooth, drink of water, but there was something shy and naive about him as well. Something trusting, but eager, as if he was desperate to break out of his little town self, but not sure how. Tripp wondered, if given the chance, Cash might let him be the one to awaken new ideas, possibilities and even new experiences for him. “Naw, most of them are scruffy no goods not big on conversation, you know?”

Cash looked surprised. “And me?”

“You’re…different.”

“How so?”

Tripp chuckled. Despite Cash’s boyish looks and innocent aura, Tripp could tell he wasn’t gonna be an easy one to crack. Not with that curious nature and cocky tongue of his. “Well, you’re not forty-three, for one.”

“Forty-three? But most of the guys I saw on the ConcertCrush app were, like, our age.”

“Yeah, well, come to find out they’re all using profile pics from when they were our age. What, this your first dating app?”

“You mean, ride share app?”

Tripp rolled his eyes, wondering if Cash was truly that naïve or if it was all part of his smooth, sexy, adorably dweeby southern boy charm. He decided, ultimately, he didn’t care. “Sure, technically it exists for concert goers to ride to festivals and such together, but it’s common knowledge it’s also for, you know…hooking up.”

Cash wriggled nervously in his seat, giving Tripp all the answer he needed. This wasn’t an act, after all. Sucker really was just that innocent. “So, it is your first time then, huh?”

Cash kind of crumpled in his seat, all those lean, hard edges suddenly going soft. “Is it that obvious?” he all but grumbled. 

“Nothing to be ashamed of,” Tripp mused, giving the kid’s stiff new getup another good once over. “Your wardrobe already gave you away.”

“Waddya mean?”

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/Image0.jpg
DEEP DESIRES PRES:






