
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Candy Thief

Adora Berry



Published by
Adora Berry at Smashwords



Copyright 2022 Adora Berry





“The Candy Thief” – a short story by Adora
Berry – February 2022

Do not copy or
distribute this work without the author's permission.







Happy
reading,

Adora Berry












Contents

Copyright

The Candy Thief

Other Books from
the Author

 




The Candy
Thief

“I blow the strawberry flavored chewing gum in a big balloon.
The big chewy pink ball reflects the colourful funfair lights. The
chemical strawberry scent and my lipstick’s raspberry smell mix
with the buttery popcorn, the sugary doughnuts and the salty
sausages coming from all over the evening air.

“Have you ever
won at one of those?” I point my friend Fran at one of those booths
where they give you a puppet or a stuffed animal or a toy if you
can hit an empty can with a little plastic ball.

I take my
friend by the hand as she gluttons up the resto of her cotton
candy.

“Let’s go, I
want to try.”

“Do they have
big, gigantic lions? Or dolphins?”

We run around
people strolling around licking their ice creams. The booth is
filled with mountains of stuffed animals. They probably stink of
free fat butter popcorn. Beyond the stuffed mountains there are
three cans, like those you use for pickles, with no label,
separated by two plastic divisors. The three cans lay at three
different distances form where people stand to throw the ball. The
guy at the stand takes the money from some kid’s parents and gives
him a yellow ball. The kid, a ball of hope, holds the ball level to
his ear. He throws it with an awkward jump and it bounces beyond
the can and disappears at the back of the booth, where dozens of
other identical yellow balls lay.

“I want that
one!” Fran points at huge stuffed panda, sitting like one of those
fat statues among packages of candy cascading from the tent above
the booth, a bucket of umbrella candies and packs as big as my arm
of white marshmallows.

“How much does
it cost?” I ask Fran. “Get the dough out.”

“Me?”

“I just paid
for the cotton candy.”

She shrugs and
we line up behind a couple buying a chance with the yellow ball and
a fizzy Coke candy.

“Two?” The guy
asks us with the dust from his cigarette falling on the register as
he moves his lips. “Ten.”

Fran gives him
ten bucks. What a robbery. They most be making a lot of money out
of guys that want to impress their fiancés and out of the parents
of kids whining for a toy, never mind the money the parents will
spend with subsequent dentist visits to fix the cavities.

The guy hands
over to as two oily yellow balls.

I jump towards
the middle of the booth, where a young woman with bright red cheeks
coordinates the throws.

“For the great
panda!” I shout holding the ball high over my head.

I’m so excited
for this stupid game!

The guy with
his girlfriend gets in front of the can further away from us, the
one that gives you the right to choose one of the big prizes. A
sign above each can makes it clear. To get the big ones you have to
nail the can furthest away.

The ball hits
the rim of the can and bonces off.

“No…” He
laments.

Our turn, our
turn!

“Which one do
you want to try?” I ask Fran, then I ask the girl in the booth.
“Hey, I want to big panda!”

She points the
difficult can. It’s probably 9 feet or so, there’s an ocean of
animals in between. Rabbit ears poke out of the bunch, and the tail
of a possum and the blue buttocks of a baby dragon.

Fran gets in
position.

“Get it Fran!
Get it!”

She aims, so
concentrated her tongue sticks out of her lips.

She throws the
ball… and the ball lends among the stuffed animals.

“Damn it!” She
cries.

“My turn, my
turn!” I jump ahead.

The ball is so
very light. It’s more difficult than it seems like, it needs to be.
How are they going to make money otherwise? I’m so excited I cannot
stay still to aim.

I point at the
big panda. “You’ll be mine!”

I kill my
fingers wrapped around the ball. I take aim.

I throw the
ball… the ball draws an arch, hits the left rim of the can, bounce
on the right rim and… bounces off the can. No!

“That’s not
fair!” I cry. “It’s done on purpose, the ball is too light, it’ll
always bounce off! The game is not fair!”

The guy at the
register ignores me and takes somebody else’s money. The woman in
the booth pick up a cute stuffed dog and leans it forward towards a
small kid passing by with his parents to lure him in.

“That’s not
fair!” I cry.

Fran pulls mw
away. The great panda is mine. I’m going to take it anyways. Nobody
is watching me. Fran pulls me away.

I bite my lip,
I’m going to take it anyways. What’s the worse thing that can
happen? They call the police for a stuffed panda?

I spring
forward, I push away a guy in front of the register and I grab the
great panda, and since I’m at it I also grab an umbrella hard candy
and a pack of candies. I run.

I run hugging
the great panda, the rest of the loot in the other hand.

“Hey! Hey! Stop
her!” The guy at the booth howls after me.

People look at
me. I run as fast as I can with my great panda. They are chasing
me!

“Take her! She
stole the candies!”

“Run Joanne!
Run!” Fran cries after me, not being able to keep up with me with
her doughnut nourished body.

I turn to look
and the guy from the booth is chasing after me with another man. I
sneak past people and turn sharp on my left, between a bright pick
merry-go-round and a panini vendor.

It’s darker
here. I stop behind the vendor’s truck to catch my breath.

“Where’s her?
This way?”

They saw me
turning this way, they are getting closer. There are some more
booths and then the camping lot where we left our car. If I can get
to the car the great panda is mine forever.

I sprint
forward.

“There!”

I jump over a
generator, I run in front of a intense smelling sugar coated apples
and then in the dark towards the RVs parked under the trees.

“Stop! Thief!
Go there, we take her.”

I turn. There’s
three of them now.

I plunge
through the RVs. They are too close, I won’t get to the car, I’ve
got to hide. I get to the front of an RV and I try to pull the door
open. It’s shut.

“You block her
that side!”

I run towards
an RV with the lights on inside. I have no other choice if I want
to bring home my great panda.

“Where’s her?
Look over there.”

I’m about to
try open the door of the RV that somebody opens it from the inside.
It’s a guy my age or so. He signals to get in fast. I jump on
squeezing the great panda and the guy shuts the door behind my
back.

“Uff… Thank
you!” I pant with the stuffed panda’s fur in my face.

“De nada.” The
guy whispers.

I move the fur
away from my eyes and look around.

There are five
guys around my age in the motorhome. One of them, a ginger head
with a yellow t-shirt, squints behind the curtains to see where the
people following me are at.

We all stay
silent. The dudes from the funfair are still going around looking
for me.

“Thank you…” I
repeat to them all.

The guy that
opened the door for me is really nice, with big brown eyes and a
rebellious lock of hair going sideways on his forehead.

“Why are they
going after you?” He whispers.

I move towards
the table in front of the kitchen and I let all my loot drop. The
big panda, the lollipops and all the candies, which I can see now
are Haribo fizzy Cola gummies. I like those.

“I stole
this.”

They come close
to look. One guy is so tanned he looks Brazilian. He is a bit short
but his muscles are over the top sexy. You can see the iron carved
pectoral bulging under the shirt. He picks the Cola gummies and
fiddles around with the package.

“They ran after
you for this?”

“Friking geedy.
They steal from children anyways.”

The ginger head
closes the curtain. “They are gone now.”

He reaches out
to me. “Hi, Marc.”

I shake his
hand. “Hey, Johanna. Jo.”

“Well, how can
I thank you guys? You saved my ass.” I wipe the sweat form my
forehead. “I’d say, all my candies are now yours, uh?”

I take the
fizzy Colas gummies form the Brazilian-tanned guy and I tear it
open.

One guy with
bright red shorts picks up a couple of them. “You want something to
drink?”

He is blond,
athletic. He smells like pine tar shampoo.

“Sure.” I say.
“What’s your name?”

“Ben.” He hands
me a can of Fanta and one of wild cherry Pepsi.

I pick the wild
cherry, obviously.

So, the blondie
is Ben. The ginger head is Marc.

“So what are
your names?” I ask the others.

“Oliver.” Says
the Brazilian.

The really cute
one that opened the door is Luke and the last one, George, is
actually Ben’s little brother.

I eat a fizzy
gummy. “Can I stay here for a bit. They might be around, those
brutes.”

“Absolutely.”
Luke gobbles down four or five gummies all at once.

He starts
munching on them with levity and soon he makes a funny face.
“Ohh…”

The fizziness
is getting up his nose. He is really cute, even more with the
awkward smirk on his face.

“Silly.” I say
laughing.

“Ehi, we have
some more junk and candy and stuff. Let’s go over there.”

I pick up my big panda, my candies and the
lollipops and I move with all of them on the big bad at the rear of
the motorhome. I throw all the loot in the middle. Marc the ginger
head throws packs of candies and chips. There are marshmallows,
chocolate doubloons, paprika chips, cheese favored chips, some
blackberry gummies, watermelon shaped candies, and there’s also one
of those Harry Potter every flabour beans. These should be fun.

Luke throws in
some lollipops shaped like slices of fruit, a pack of Twizzlers and
some liquorice rolls. And in comes also more Fanta and more wild
cherry Pepsi, and also some Dr Peppers.

I leave my
sandals on the floor and I get on the bed. They leap over the big
panda and we all sit around the candy loot.

I open my can
of wild cherry Fanta. “You here on vacation?”

Luke nods. “You
live here?”

“Yup.” I point
to the Harry Potter candies. “Can we try those?”

“Oh, sure.”
Luke picks up the box. “’I’ve never tried them before. The box is
new.”

“Let’s see if
they have the ear wax favor.” Says Marc the ginger head.

“Bet who gets
the rotten eggs!”

Luke opens the
box and slides two fingers inside. “Ok, I’ll just pick one.”

He picks a
small oval candy, of a quite innocent yellow color.

He makes the
gesture to throw it at me. “Catch it!”

I open my
mouth. He throws the candy and I catch it mid air.

They laugh and
cheer.

I crunch the
candy under my teeth and the flavor squirting out is…

“Lemon!”

I get the box
from Luke the cutie and I pick another candy. “So who wants to try
their luck?”

I turn towards
Ben the blondie and he manages to catch it.

He winces in
disgust and spits it out. “What the actual fruk!”

“What is it?”
George asks.

“Damn me if I
know. Soap? Bleah…”

“You wanna
try?” I ask George.

“Ehm, no. I’ll
take one of these.” He chooses a golden chocolate doubloon.

“Give them to
me.” Says Ben.

He picks
another candy. “Catch it.”

I try to, but
it hits my chin and bounces inside my cleavage.

I laugh. It
must have fallen in my bra, or somewhere down there.

“Ben!” I cry
chuckling. “Come take it back.”

Ben looks at me
for an instant, then actually takes my hint and comes over.

“Where is
it?”

“It must be in
my bra.”

“Oh… mmm…”

They are all very interested in this
development. I chuckle.

“Ufff…” I puff.
“Ben cannot find the
candy.”

Oliver the
Brazilian bodybuilder steps up. He really has marvellous muscles on
his arms.

He says
nothing, but looks at me with his dark eyes and slides his hand
underneath my shirt. His hand brushes against my bra and he finds
the candy.

He observes the
candy. It’s white with brown dots. It promises nothing good.

Oliver seems to
think the same, so he bites off half of it. He keeps in on his
tongue for a moment, thinking about it. Then he eats the rest of
it.

“Something like
milk and caramel. Not bad.”

Ben chooses a
lollipop shaped like an orange slice and he rips away the crackling
plastic.

He holds it by
the stick and, with a quick investigative look at me, he offers the
lollipop to my lips.

I give him a
foxy look and I keep my eyes onto his as I lick my lips before
starting to lick the lollipop he holds in his hand.

Everybody
follows in super silence.

I move the tip
of my tongue around the sugary slice. I take it into my mouth and I
such it loudly with my lips. It tastes like super sweet orange
Fanta.

Ben is
bewitched and dazed. I smile.

I leave the
lollipop and I grab instead a handful of mixed cadies from the heap
in the middle of the bed. Gummies, liquorice, marshmallows. I lift
them and purposely drop them on me so they slide in my cleavage.
Some move down under my shirt in my lap.

Oliver moves
his hand back under my shirt, this time stroking my skin. And this
time Luke the cute one joins in getting his hands on me. Uhhh, I
can feel the heat turning on in between my legs. I feel so
good.

Oliver finds
under my shirt a banana shaped soft candy. He eats it.

The banana
scent coming from his breath is warm and sweet. While Luke caresses
me under my shirt, I turn towards Oliver and crack open my
lips.

He touched
lightly my lips with his lips. Ok, I want more here. I kiss
him.

Somebody knocks
at the door.

We stay still,
watching the door.

The knock
again.

“Who is











































































































































































THE END



If you liked this short story, consider trying another of my
books, or keep in touch on your favourite platform.

Have a nice
one!

Adora Berry
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