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Smothered and Covered

The last person Nash Wiley expects to bump into over
a two a.m. breakfast at Waffle House is her college crush, decked
out in a curve-hugging law enforcement uniform. Nash can’t believe
her luck when Ms. Crush asks to join her, explaining that she’s
just getting off shift. But something seems a little off. It could
be the glitter in her eye shadow, or the black lace bra peeking
from her barely buttoned uniform shirt, or maybe the exotic dancers
who stroll in from the local gentleman’s club and crash their
private reunion. Nash isn’t sure she’s still hungry until the
waitress takes her order. “How you want those hashbrowns, hon?” Ms.
Crush pins Nash with a sultry gaze and answers for her. “Mmm. I’ve
heard she likes hers smothered and covered.”
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This is the third installment in a series of short
stories all set in Orlando, Florida. I wrote these stories about a
year before the horrible shooting there. I lived in Orlando during
my twenties. Pulse, and other gay clubs, were where I came out. My
time in Orlando represents my passage to adulthood in many
ways.

I debated whether the timing was right to publish
this series because the stories are very humorous in tone. But
maybe now is the best time to publish them, because they celebrate
LGBT life in Orlando, which still burns bright, despite this
terrible attack.

This story is for you, Orlando.


Dedication

For the 2:00 a.m. shift at the Waffle House. You were
always there when I needed you.


Smothered and Covered

Nash Wiley stood in her tiny eat-in kitchen
barefoot, feeling oddly alone. Despite living alone, she’d never
felt lonely. This was a new sensation. Nash was still in her
pajamas, which consisted of boxer shorts and a faded T-shirt. Her
stomach growled, and she realized she’d forgotten breakfast.

A warm breeze blew through the open door of her
apartment stirring her short, sleep-rumpled hair. She took a sip of
coffee. A wave of mild sadness ebbed through her system. The
apartment she’d been renting for two years in the back half of the
old Victorian had been perfect, but her libido had screwed up
everything, and now she had to move.

In Nash’s defense, it had not been her idea to have
a threesome with her sexy lesbian neighbors. Not by a long shot. As
a matter of fact, she’d considered turning down the offer to have a
sleepover with Lindsay and Shay, but they’d taken advantage of her
in a moment of vulnerability. Maybe weakness was a better
word. Either way, she’d given in. And for a brief glittering
moment, being the middle of a Lindsay and Shay sandwich had been a
fantasy come true. Right up to the point where it’d all gone to
hell in a flaming fireball.

Lindsay was everyone’s lesbian dream girl—a classic
all-American beauty with sumptuous full breasts, fair complexion,
and long blond hair.

Nash had almost driven her car into a tree one day
after spotting Lindsay, wearing next to nothing, ass in the air,
washing her motorcycle.

More than once when meeting Lindsay out for a
neighborly drink, Lindsay would strategically park her cycle in
front of the bar, and she’d swing her blond hair out as she pulled
her helmet off like she was on a movie set. Any male pedestrians
who happened to witness this suggestive display stopped to
stare.

So who could really blame Nash for giving in to the
temptation when the offer was whispered in her ear?

Lindsay’s girlfriend, Shay, also was very easy on
the eyes—slender, with dark hair and dark features. Lindsay was the
first woman Shay had ever been with, so when Shay said she wanted
to have other experiences, Lindsay suggested she have those
experiences within the boundaries of their relationship. Nash had
been their first, and probably last, target for romantic
expansion.

Nash had a crush on Lindsay, and it hadn’t taken
long for Shay to notice. Lesbian drama ensued.

Nash moved a few more dishes into the box on the
counter. Her pal Jan Webber was scheduled to arrive at any minute
to help load boxes into the U-Haul for the cross-town move.

It wasn’t like Nash had tons of stuff, just enough
to make moving a hassle. She’d taken the day off in the middle of
the week so she could move out while Lindsay and Shay were at work.
The last thing she wanted was some awkward scene in the driveway
while they were loading the truck.

Someone tapped on the open door. “Hey, Nash, it’s
me.” Web stepped into the fray of piled boxes.

“Hey, man, thanks for helping.”

“Nice shirt. Did Lindsay give you that as a going
away present?”

Nash looked down and realized she was wearing a
faded T-shirt featuring a cartoon dinosaur. The word balloon
pointing to the dinosaur read, All my friends are dead.

“Very funny.” Nash threw a damp kitchen sponge at
Web. She ducked and it stuck to the vintage windmill patterned
wallpaper for a few seconds before making a soggy squeegee sound as
it slowly slid down the wall behind her.

“Dude, is your lower half naked behind all these
boxes?” Web feigned a look of horror and covered her eyes.

“You wish.” Nash pulled a strip of tape across the
box she’d just filled and added it to the pile in the middle of the
small space. “I’ll go throw some clothes on.”

Web put her Krispy Kreme to-go cup on the only clear
spot on the counter. “I’ll go open the back of the truck. I can
start taking some boxes out. You know, the small ones.”

“Easy there, killer. Don’t hurt yourself.”

“Just put some pants on.” Web waved Nash toward the
bedroom.

Nash dug through a pile of somewhat clean laundry in
search of her favorite jeans. They had rips at the knees and
swatches of paint in a wide array of colors up both thighs. Most
times, it was easier to wipe a brush clean on the jeans you were
wearing than to reach for a towel. These jeans had witnessed the
creation of abstract landscapes on quite a few canvases over the
past few years.

Working as a graphic artist for the Orlando paper
paid the bills, but Nash always had some work-in-progress on the
side. The singular purpose of these side art projects was to feed
her soul, not stock her fridge or pay her car insurance.

She grabbed a box as she passed through the kitchen.
Her stomach clenched as she heard voices outside. She stepped
through the door preparing for the worst. Her mood lightened the
moment she realized the second voice she’d heard belonged to Anna
Hayes. Anna’s shoulder length light brown hair practically
glistened in the early morning sun. She was wearing a snug T-shirt
and shorts. She looked adorably cute as usual.

Anna was holding a small bag from Hot Buns, a local
bakery. She smiled when she saw Nash, and that smile made Nash’s
empty stomach all fluttery.

“Hi. I knew you were moving so I brought breakfast
by for you.”

“My hero.” Nash peeked into the bag and pulled out a
warm pizza bagel.

“I thought I could help out too.” Anna offered the
bag to Web, but she was looking intently at Nash. “It’s the least I
can do since
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