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CHAPTER ONE

The Driver
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Avery's phone exploded with texts while he sold a businessman a bouquet of lilies. It was quite unfortunate timing. The businessman presumably was on his way to a funeral—that was the only reason anyone ever bought lilies—and Avery tried to remain somber. But his mind raced as he wondered what was going on. One of his friends, he thought, must be in trouble.

But not that much trouble, or they'd have called, not texted.

So he waited impatiently until the businessman left Avery's shop, then he turned around and grabbed his phone. He groaned.

It was Mama. She asked him to pick up some yogurt after work. He didn't mind that. He preferred to do the grocery shopping.

But the yogurt. There was so much. His mom had an infuriating need for yogurt, in so many forms. You would not believe it. She wanted several dozen cartons of fruit-on-bottom yogurt, several pre-mixed fruit yogurt, and some larger cartons of plain yogurt, plus one large carton of vanilla yogurt. She wanted some low-fat, some normal-fat. She wanted some "cream-top"—which was definitely a thing—some Icelandic or Greek or Australian or Turkish. It was a ridiculous amount of yogurt. Mama loved yogurt.

"Ok," he texted her back. What else was there to do? He could hardly tell his mom "no, I won't pick up yogurt for you."

The bell above the door tinkled. Wilson Badlovski walked in, pushing a hand-cart laden with poinsettias.

"How you doin', Avery? You still wracking up them Nazi kills?" He barely listened to Avery's response, which was typical for him. Wilson was a delivery guy who came once a week with a load of flowers for the shop. Avery rolled his eyes. He had told Wilson dozens of times he didn't play video games. Avery had no interest in them. Wilson had gotten it in his head about six months ago that Avery was very into some video game in which many Nazis were killed. Avery had said he had never played it, but every time Wilson came back, he had forgotten.

"Hey, Wilson," Avery  said. He came forward to inspect the poinsettias. The distributor Wilson worked for was relentless—if they had some shitty, dying plants, they'd make the delivery guys keep them in the truck and try to sneak them into each order until someone didn't check. "Hang on a sec..."

Wilson tapped his feet. "Shit, Avery, you 'member Wilma, right?"

"Uh-huh." Avery wasn't listening. He checked and counted the poinsettias.

"Well, she got real salty at me on account of my buddy Trapper told her I said she got tits that sag like a hump on a dyin' camel," Wilson said. 

Avery snorted. He couldn't help but hear that. It disrupted his concentration. "Goddamn it, Wilson, what? You told your girlfriend her tits sag-?"

"I told my buddy, and he told her," Wilson said with a big grin as though that made it all better.

Avery's knees went a little weak. He had been distracted—annoyed first by Mom's yogurt nagging, then by Wilson's obsession with fictional Nazi hunting—so he sort of forgot how handsome Wilson was until he looked up. That's because he knelt there in front of Wilson, so his head was right in Wilson's crotch.

He was a short but thick-bodied man, a redneck with a genuine mullet and a tattoo of a naked woman on his shoulder, her forehead and hair just barely visible on his neck. He had a scruffy beard too, bushy and tattered but threadbare, like a hobo, though he was too protein-fed and muscle-bound to look like a hobo.

"Okay, those aren't poinsettias," Avery said. He pointed to two of the flowerpots in the back of the delivery—not all the way in the back, but like two-thirds back, right where Avery wouldn't have seen unless he looked. Obviously that was deliberate. He knew it wasn't Wilson's fault, he was required to try to pawn off the dying plants.

"Yes, they is," Wilson said with a nervous smile.

But it still pissed Avery off. "Those aren't poinsettias, they're pre-mulch. They're dying. Except that one, it's dead. People don't want dead poinsettias for Christmas, Wilson."
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"Yes, suh, I gots some replacements out in the truck-"

"In the future-!" Avery called out as Wilson trundled back to the truck, "you can just skip this little bullshit song-and-dance routine, Wilson! Leave the pre-mulch in the truck!"

Wilson returned with two healthy replacement plants. He smiled sheepishly. "Yes, suh," he said. He paused. "You gonna call to complain?"

Avery shrugged. "Maybe. What do you care? I thought they told you to do that?"

"They do, but they still get pissed if folks complain. They say I should ask if you got any orders to fill that could use 'em," Wilson said. His muscles worked overtime to empty the poinsettias onto the shelf.

"But you don't?"

"No one ever got an order waitin' for two dead poinsettias," Wilson said.

"Hmm, yeah," Avery said. He smiled. "Well, still..." His voice trailed off because Wilson's bare-shirted arms worked overtime as he finished moving the poinsettias. Then he turned to face Avery. He had a tablet waiting for Avery to sign.

He opened his mouth but didn't say anything because Avery's fingers slipped to his waistband. He wore loose-fitting workpants. Avery's fingers slid under the waistband to the tired, sweat-slickened skin of his torso.

Avery dropped to his knees. "You want me to call and say you were extra-helpful?"

"Hell yeah. Next time you place an order, tell 'em you wasn't gonna buy somethin' 'cept I upsold you," he said. "Like them orchids-"

Avery scoffed. "I'm not buying orchids. They're so expensive, and they die in like a day. Unless I've got an order for them right then-"

"I need this job, suh," he said. "Just order one. They'll make a note of it, but the note don't mention how many orchids you bought, just that I got a sale."

"Just one?" Avery raised his eyebrows. His fingers delicately slid over Wilson's cock through his jeans. "I guess I could buy one... If you make it worth the cost."

Wilson took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He sucked in his breath. He nodded too, but Avery didn't see it, he was already sinking to his knees in front of Wilson.

He pulled down his workpants, and let a massive uncut cock flop out. Avery licked it from root to tip. Wilson let out a chest-rattling sigh.

The nice thing about messing with Wilson, he thought, was that he took a long time. That gave Avery plenty of time to slurp up every drop of ballsweat he could find, while his hands slid under Wilson's uniform shirt. Wilson's cock throbbed mightily, twitching like it wanted to get hard but didn't yet.

At last, his cock stiffened up in Avery's mouth, just a bit at first, then all at once, and Wilson let out a long cringing moan that he cut off when he thought it was too loud. Avery slurped up the first drop of precum that slid out the piss-slit.

More salty flowed down his throat. Avery reached around to Wilson's thick, fleshy asscheeks, jiggling as Wilson danced nervously on his feet.

Like a lot of straight boys, he was so nervous he couldn't decide how to act, and he just shifted his weight back and forth on his feet. "Uh, so... Goddamn, hoss, shit..." He sucked in his breath. "You best tell them I upsold ya real good...!"

Avery opened wide and let Wilson plow deep into him, as Wilson finally lost his inhibitions enough to grab Avery by the ear. He worked his cock in until his balls slapped against Avery's chin.

He paused for just a moment. Avery knew that was the moment of climax—Wilson stayed perfectly still, eyes closed, raunchy-bearded face tense and ruddy, his big round redneck head trembling. He grunted.

Cum sprayed right down Avery's gullet, and sat hotly in his belly. Great creamy waves of it flowed over his tongue. The salty and sweet taste of semen hit his senses. Avery let out a moan of desire.

"Aaaaaaaaaah... Shit..." Wilson let out a throaty chuckle as he moaned like he was surprised and disgusted with himself.

Avery leaned back and sighed. "Thanks," he said. His cell phone chirped again. That was Mama, no doubt, always getting in the way. "I should answer that. I'll order an orchid later today."

"Sure, okay. Thanks." Wilson nodded, his cheeks flushed. He bit his lip and hesitated awkwardly before walking out the door. Avery waited until he was gone to answer the call from his mom.

"What? Okay, I will! I'll get the yogurt! Every kind! I will! I will!"
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CHAPTER TWO

The Meathead
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"No disrespect, Eddie, but you walk like a punk," came a cavernously deep voice from the kitchen.

Avery looked up from his laptop. That was a sexy voice, he thought. He tried to peer into the kitchen. But he couldn't see whoever had spoken. He sighed and went back to the laptop, blank screen in front of his face. He was here to write a novel, and it was not going well at all. He'd barely written a word so far.

His mother had lost a cat today. Or to be more precise, she had found a dead cat among the mountain of her belongings that filled, and overflowed from, her house. The cat had probably been dead for some time. Avery suspected there was more than one dead cat in there. There was probably more than one of almost everything that exists in the universe, he thought, in that hoarding hellhole.

He had spent all morning there getting rid of the dead cat, calming Mama down, then going home and showering like thirty times. Now he needed to finally get down to work on this novel.

But instead, he distracted himself by watching the drama among the employees. There were only three people working here, and one of them was an elderly Russian man who did not seem to speak English. He mopped the floor and ignored everything. The other two were Eddie—the skinny, bespectacled young man who had served Avery his coffee and slice of cheese pizza—and the mysterious deep-throated voice from the kitchen.

He probably wasn't that handsome. A deep voice did not equal a handsome man, Avery had made that mistake before. It was just a husky, alpha-male voice, steeped in cigarettes and beer. He was probably fat, Avery thought glumly.
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