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  Raunchy Rollercoaster


Inever saw myself doing this kind of work as a summer job. It wasn’t the fanciest kind of job to do. Matter of fact, most people looked down on people who did this kind of work. 
I had the honor of operating a rollercoaster at the local amusement park.
Yes, such a fancy job, not. It was actually a new type of roller coaster. All the “operator” had to do was make sure that the control panel didn’t overload. Other than that, it was a simple few clicks and boom, the machine started and stopped by itself. I admit, this was probably the easiest job on earth, even though it was also the most boring job that I had ever had. 
I looked at my wristwatch as I sent another load of people zipping towards a screaming good time. I had just another five minutes and then, boom, I’d get to have my break. It has been a long time coming. I had arrived nearly 4 hours earlier and started work, earning a whopping 7 bucks an hour. 
I suppose there were worse jobs to work, like a ditch digger or a pole installer. Hell, I’d rather dance on a pole than work here. I admit, I had the body for it, just not the cut-throat spirit to bare my goods for everyone. I also wasn’t exactly coordinated. It was a miracle I could walk and chew gum at the same time, though I admit, I probably couldn’t do that very well either.
The roaring of the coaster came back into the bay and the machine whizzed to a halt. I opened the gate, lifted the safety guards and said, “Thank you for riding the ‘Wiz of Death’, hope you enjoy your day and please don’t puke until you are at least 5 feet away from me.”
The snotty little kids and their parents stumbled off the ride, walking off into the crowd of onlookers. I hit the button to power off the ride, pocketed the key and put up a sign that said “Off Duty. Back in 30.”
Finally, I was on break, I raised my purse onto my arm and headed over to the balloon concession stand where my friends, Ana and John, were managing the concession. I watched as lanky teens tried to throw poorly aimed darts into thick balloons filled with air. It was rigged, obviously, the darts were blunt and wouldn’t pop shit. 
I came up, setting my purse on the end of the stand. “Hey crew.”
Ana looked over. “Hey Amberlyn, finally free from the Wiz?”
“And loving every second of it,” I replied, looking through my phone and stuffing it into the purse. Needless to say, I had no reason to look through it. Nobody was messaging me. I wasn’t popular with hardly anyone. Hell, I wasn’t popular with my own family. 
Maybe once I got my degree in business I’d have some kind of repertoire with my parents. Maybe.
Ana looked at John. “You okay if I take my 30?”
“Sure,” John replied, trying not to laugh at the kid who bounced a dart off the balloon, despite throwing it perfectly aimed. Ana leapt over the stand and looked at me. “Funnel cake?”
“I’m dying to try one,” I replied, grabbing my purse and walking with her. We walked over to the food stand, ordering a pair of funnel cakes each, talking about nothing in particular. The funnel cake was deep fried dough, glistening with grease and completely covered in powdered sugar. It was either so good or I was just so hungry. I finished half of mine before she had finished her first bite. We laughed a bit about the fact that I now had powdered sugar on my face, looking like I’d been sniffing a pile of cocaine, like some kind of Cuban mob boss.
We headed towards the picnic tables that were sparsely occupied when a man quickly ran into us, he grabbed my purse and high-tailed it the other way. I screamed out, “Stop! My purse! Come back!”
The man ran eagerly, my purse in his hand, dodging the rubberneckers in the crowd and doing his best to make a clean getaway. 
He had nearly made his escape until an outstretched arm clothes-lined his ass and knocked him flat. 
I ran, followed by Ana, over to this scene of action. I watched as the man who stopped him bent over and raised up my purse, handing it off to me. I took it. “Thank you, wow, that was incredible!”
The man turned to me, my eyes instantly studied him, covering every detail I could find on him. His dark brown eyes, his brown hair, the cappuccino-colored tan of his skin, the way his body was tall and firm. He wore a dark colored shirt under a hoodie and wearing black jeans. He smiled at me. “You’re welcome. I’m sorry that you had to see me take him down like that.”
“Better you than me,” I replied. “I probably would have beat him to a pulp.”
We both shared a laugh as he stepped over the thief, who was being taken away by the security officers who occasionally worked the area and we started walking away. He looked at me. “Can I buy you a cheap carnival dinner?”
I shook my head. “I think I’m the one who should be buying you dinner. Do you eat cheap carnival food?”
“Is there anything better?” he playfully asked and then introduced himself, “I’m Scott.”
I put out my hand. “Amberlyn.”
He took my hand, raised it to his lips and kissed it. I smiled. “Such a gentleman. Come on, let’s get some food, my treat.”
“Hell nah,” Ana chimed. “My treat for y’all.”
I giggled as the three of us went to the concession. I got another funnel cake, Scott got a deep-fried sausage link and Ana grabbed herself a hamburger. We went to the picnic table and the three of us started eating our cheap food. It wasn’t the best, but the company was definitely worth it, it was enough to make me smile. 
Scott sure was handsome. I liked the way he ate the sausage, though I could tell that was more interested in my funnel cake, though I wasn’t sure if he wanted the one on my plate or the one under my skirt. I crossed my fingers that he might be more inclined for the latter choice. He asked, “So do you work here or just ride the rides?”
I smiled while finishing my funnel cake. “I’m working. I operate the Wiz of Death, the newest high-tech roller coaster that promises screams, cheers and barf bags. Though, in reality, we don’t actually offer barf bags.”
Scott laughed at my little tidbit of information. I smiled at him. “So, what about you, just slumming it at the carnival?”
“Yeah, well.” He piled up his trash. “Really just trying to get my mind off my ex.”
“Oh?” I replied, looking down at my purse and then over to Ana, who was watching intently. I reached out, patting his shoulder. “Maybe it was a good thing that we met. You want to get your mind off your ex and I want to pretend for a night that I have a life, so maybe we can help each other?”
He smiled. “What do







