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The blue Corvette rumbled down Highway 40.

Curtis Firdam should have been watching the road, but he kept stealing glances at Callie, his girlfriend of three weeks. She was twenty-seven, six years younger than him, and he was already, helplessly, completely in love.

And right now, there was a lot to love.

Callie was folded crookedly into the bucket seat, one foot awkwardly hooked over the center console, her sundress ridden up to give him a clear view of her green-and-orange polka dot panties.

"They're green and orange, Curtis," she said, giggling. "Just orange doesn't count."

Curtis tightened his grip on the steering wheel. "The question was what color your underwear was today. I guessed orange. I think that should count. I mean, the stakes are pretty high here, so I'm sticking with my judgment."

Callie wiggled, then slipped her fingers under the hem of her blue sundress, sliding the offending garment down her hips, over her thighs, and off her feet in one smooth, unhurried motion.

Giggling, she held them up triumphantly. "See? Orange and green. There's more green than orange. Judges agree with me."

"That decision cost me a position pick tonight," Curtis said. "I would think you'd give me the call."

Callie laughed, bright and delighted. "I just took off my underwear in your car at seventy miles an hour. I think you won the argument, Curtis."

They were five miles past Amarillo.

Curtis's hand had wandered to Callie's thigh.

She raised an eyebrow. "So I remove my underwear and you just start the finger creep?"

He smirked. "I thought it was an invitation."

"That's rather forward of you, sir. Maybe I was just letting my thighs breathe. You're making assumptions."

Curtis gave a theatrical sigh and began to pull his hand away. "You're right."

"No, no, no," she said quickly, grabbing his wrist and dragging his hand right back where it had been. "Go with your gut, Curtis."

Callie twisted in her seat, trying to give him better access, but the layout was not built for improvised finger gymnastics.

She angled her hips, slid closer, and let her head fall against his shoulder, her breath already catching as his hand moved between her legs again.

"Jesus," she muttered, struggling against the curve of the bucket seat. "Who designed this car, someone who hates women?"

Curtis tried not to laugh as his knuckles bumped the gear shift. "That's the performance package, sweetheart."

"Well, it's performing like a chastity belt." She squirmed again, trying to spread her thighs wider, only to hit the stick with her knee. "Ow. Great. I'm getting impaled by manual transmission."

Her head thumped softly against his shoulder. "This is so undignified."

Curtis didn't move his hand. "You're beautiful."

"I'm sideways. There are napkins under my ass. My dress is halfway up my stomach. And I'm gonna die in this seat with one leg tangled in the emergency brake."

"You're still beautiful."

She groaned dramatically. "At my funeral, I want it in the eulogy. 'She came violently in a Corvette and blamed the shifter.'"

He grinned. "I'll have it engraved."

"You better," she murmured, wrapping her hand around his wrist again. "Now keep going. If I'm dying here, I want the full performance package."

Curtis had one hand on the wheel and the other buried under her dress.

"You might as well be useful," she added, grabbing his wrist and dragging his fingers up between her thighs like it was a directive, not a suggestion.

She guided him deliberately, closing her hand around his, tracing small circles. Her breath hitched.

Curtis leaned forward, laughing breathlessly. "Callie, I love this. Truly. But my dick is pointed the wrong way in my pants. I can't lean back."

"Focus, Curtis," she said, smiling, eyes still closed. "Work through the pain."

She shifted again, head pressed into his shoulder, voice dropping low in his ear. "Middle two fingers. Angle left. No, my left. Jesus, Curtis, commit to the bit."

He tried. Lord, he tried.

But the bucket seats were not designed for finger-focused cardio. His fingers were cramping, his leg was drifting off the gas, and every attempt to adjust made things worse.

"Curtis," she gasped, tightening her grip on his hand. "You are dangerously competent at this."

"Baby," he said, laughing helplessly, "this is the most arousing thing that has ever happened to me. I love it. But I cannot keep driving like this. My leg is not functioning."

Callie was breathing deep and fast now, her foot kicking napkins loose from the door pocket. Her head slid into his lap, and in the chaos, she knocked the gearshift into neutral.

The car began to slow in the fast lane.

A truck horn blared.

"Curtis," she groaned. "Fuck me. No, don't fuck me. This is already hard enough. I mean this is just... oh God. Oh Jesus."

Then it happened.

Her back arched. Her thighs trembled. A breathy, high-pitched sound escaped her, halfway between a moan and a cartoon character voice.

"By the cheese moon of Mousedom..." she squeaked.

And then she let go.

Not subtle. Not contained. Just gone.

Curtis felt it spill over his wrist and blinked, stunned. "Jesus, Callie. That's... a lot."

Callie lay there glowing, limp, pupils halfway to the astral mouse plane. "Gguuhh... yeah," she purred. "That was a lot."

A moment passed.

Then she noticed a motorhome flying by at an alarming speed. No. They weren't moving. They were stopped.

She lifted her head and looked around.

They were parked crooked on the median, the front left wheel sunk slightly into the Texas grass.

She exhaled. "Somewhere between 'by the cheese moon' and 'don't fuck me,' you put the car in neutral. Your arm was blocking the drive setting, so I guided us off the road."

Curtis was twisted at an uncomfortable angle, groaning. "That was not my easiest maneuver."

She laughed softly, adjusting him with care. Tugging fabric. Giving him some mercy.

Then she reached down, pulled the napkins out from under her dress, and held them up for inspection.

They were compromised.

She folded them neatly, reached for more, found a crumpled McDonald's napkin in the door pocket, wiped herself as best she could, and leaned back into the seat, utterly wrecked and very pleased.

She blinked at the opposite door panel.

There was a wet streak on the vinyl.

She gazed at it, awed.

"Wow," she breathed. "I didn't even know female biology worked like that."

Then she turned to him, deadly serious. "Memorize your finger position, sir. Burn it into your brain. I want that on command moving forward."

Curtis could only nod.

She looked in the visor mirror, deadpan. "Well. I'm a wreck."

Curtis lost it.

"You need The Tank," he said between laughs. "Attorney at law. He'll win you a settlement."

She wheezed, head thrown back. "Oh my god. Tank would get me damages and a rental car."

Then, breath still uneven, she turned toward the windshield, dreamy and glazed.

She wiped the door, then paused and laughed in her squeaky Princess ZipZap voice. "Princess ZipZap believes every mouse in the kingdom deserves an orgasm that ruins upholstery."

They broke up laughing as Curtis eased the Corvette back into traffic.

Ten minutes later, and one blessedly uneventful stop at a taco drive-through...

Callie moaned around the last bite like it was a religious experience.

"This taco is heavenly."

Curtis glanced over, still a little dazed from earlier events. "Better or worse after you added the Gummi Bears to it?"

She lifted a finger. "Red ones made it better. Blues are a little questionable. But still great."

She popped the last bite into her mouth, chewed with reverence, then washed it down with a long, satisfied sip of iced coffee. A streak of sauce lingered at the corner of her mouth. She didn't notice.

Curtis did.

He filed it away under things I might die from.

Callie giggled suddenly, all teeth and contentment. "This is nice, right?"

Curtis let the moment stretch before answering.

"We're only two-thirds of the way through the first drive," he said. "But considering everything, I'd rate it a ten out of ten."

He glanced over with a smile. "Princess ZipZap have everything she needs?"

Callie sat back, one knee pulled up in the seat, coffee in one hand, the last bite of taco in the other. She didn't even hesitate. Her voice shifted instantly into character.

"All is perfect in the Kingdom of Mousedom," she declared in a breathy ZipZap falsetto. "Though if it pleases the court, a chocolate shake would be appreciated at the next available opportunity."

She looked out the window at the landscape zipping by, flat scrubland, open sky, and a never-ending stream of deeply masculine billboards.

"Honestly," she said, "what is it with the hyper-macho ads out here?"

Curtis glanced over, half-smiling.

"Every single one is like... knives, guns, lawyers who look like rejected WWE characters, fireworks, more knives. Does no one advertise a nice Bath and Body Works anymore? A soothing eucalyptus linen spray? Maybe a gentle exfoliant?"

She shook her head, sipping her iced coffee.

"Just once I want to see a billboard that says 'Crippling anxiety? Come try this hand cream.'"

Curtis laughed, but her tone had already softened. She leaned her forehead against the window, watching the country roll past.

"Do you ever think about the fact that we don't really know each other?"

Curtis blinked. "Yeah. I've thought about it."

"We've only been together for three weeks," she said quietly, almost reminding herself.

"I know."

She looked over at him, the corners of her mouth twitching toward something unreadable.

"Mmm..." Callie said, eyes still on the road. "How many times have we had sex?"

Curtis blinked. "A quiz? Really?"

"Eight," she said, like she'd already counted twice. "Unless you count last Saturday as three separate times."

Curtis smiled. "And the point of the pop quiz is...?"

She shrugged, looking back out the window.

"I don't know," she murmured. "I just splashed your car door. This is getting pretty serious."

Curtis turned toward her, eyebrows raised.

"For all I know," she continued, "you're sitting there thinking I'm this perfect little thing you're okay with..."

She trailed off.

"I wasn't like this with other guys."

Curtis frowned, confused. "Baby... I'm not following."

"I know," she said. "But I am."

Curtis blinked again. "Okay, now I'm more confused."

She giggled. "I know."

Then she sat up a little straighter, dusted taco crumbs from
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A messy, funny, unexpectedly tender romance
about losing control and finding your person.
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