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Johnny Baby

Darlene Joyce crept out of the fourth house on the block. The night was a little humid, a little cool. The half-moon cast an eerie, shadowed glow over everything, just enough that everything was still 3D. 

But the circle from the mid-block street lamp flattened part of it, rendered it a painting of her yard.

She closed the door quietly behind her, then glanced toward the corner. 

There it sat. A red Ford pickup, filled with Johnny Cockran, idling next to the curb, near the corner.

She could barely hear the engine running. She grinned. He’d replaced the glass packs after all. 

Those things were far too loud for late-night trysts. 

He’d asked her just last week to see a movie. Or go for dinner, or even just for sodas.

“In that noisy thing?” she said and pointed. “No way would I ride with you in that. Not late at night. And for me it’s late-night or nothing.” Then she leaned in and whispered, “Sneaking out makes everything more fun. Don’t you agree?” Then she turned away to give his eyes a feast. And in that moment cemented the deal.

And there he was, waiting at the corner. 

She stepped down from the stoop and ran across the lawn, her red shorts flashing in the glow of the street lamp. Below them her legs were creamy tan and smooth all the way down to white ankle socks and white-soled matching tennies. Her white lace blouse, with only three loose buttons, would entice the boy to submit to her demands. Inside her clutch, which also matched her shorts, were the tools of her trade.

If there had to be another date, she’d wear a skirt as short as the shorts. That would work for sure.

In her clutch, she carried the tools of her trade.

Inside the house, Mr. Joyce rolled over. He raised up on one elbow, checked the clock.

Five minutes ‘til one. What was she thinking? Did she really think she could pull this off? He nudged his wife, then nudged her again. 

“Hmm?” she said and sighed.

“C’mon, get up. Darlene is out. When she gets back we’ll give her the surprise of her life.”

She looked at him and nodded. “What time is it?”

“Almost one.”

“When did she leave?”

“A few minutes ago. C’mon, get up.”

But she rolled over. “We have time,” she said, the sentence trailing off as she drifted back to sleep.

Mr. Joyce threw the covers back, but only on his side. His wife worked hard. He’d let her sleep. Maybe he’d wake her up in time for the main festivities. 

Boy was Darlene going to be surprised.

In the pickup, Johnny Cockran watch the girl slip out, come flashing across the lawn. She was taller, slimmer than any other girl he’d ever seen. Everything about her was enticing. Her ponytail bounced as she ran, and he could still see the pale, smooth skin of her legs and arms pumping. The moonlight seemed to be absorbed in them. 

She reached the pickup.

Johnny stretched his arm across the seat and grasped the door handle on that side, then pushed lightly.

She caught the door in stride, swung it open, slipped up on the seat and closed it, all in one smooth motion.

“Man,” he said, “it’s almost like you came right through the door.” 

She smiled. “I’m just excited. Tonight will be a very special night.” She slid closer and lay her left hand on his thigh. “If you know what I mean.”

He hoped he did. He put the truck in gear. “So where to?” He choked the words out, his voice almost hoarse. He cleared his throat. “I mean, you wanna get a burger? Maybe some fries?”

She shook her head. “No, I’m good. Let drive down by the lake.”

He grinned. “We ain’t there yet?” Then he pulled away from the curb, her hand still warm on his thigh.

At the lake he drove until they reached a T. “Which way?” 

She shrugged. “Up to you. Let’s make the circle.”

The circle was a twenty-two mile loop. It took the better part of an hour though, the road was that narrow and that rough.

He looked at her. “You sure?”

She shrugged. “Maybe not all the way around. Maybe we can find a perfect place. You know, for us. You don’t mind, do you?” 

He grinned. “You mean tonight? You mean tonight’s our night?”

“Tonight’s our night if we can find a place. Is that okay?”

He grinned again. “Is that a trick question? Of course it’s okay.” He turned the steering wheel right. “I’ll try to take my time.”

She looked at him. “You mean right now? Or later?” And she giggled, then snuggled closer, slipped the fingers of her left hand underneath his thigh on the inside.

He draped one arm around her. 

It would take him longer to drive around the lake steering with one hand, his other busy kneading her shoulder. Her parents would be up by now and restless. She’d need them to have time to calm down before she went back home. 

Not quite a mile later the road ducked into a stand of tall white pines. 

A moment later, Johnny pointed with the index finger of his right hand, which still cupped Darlene’s shoulder. “There’s a small road there. Pretty secluded.”

“Oh, this is way too close to the entrance, though. Once we find a place, I don’t want to be interrupted.” She squeezed his thigh lightly. 

He drove on. 

A few miles farther along the road they topped a small rise. A stand of poplars stretched away to the right. 

Again he pointed. “How about in there? That’s a great place. Very secluded, but the moon—”

“I don’t want to be with you where you’ve already been, Johnny. I don’t want to replace a memory. I want to make our own. Is that okay?” 

Again she squeezed his thigh.

Not quite halfway around the lake, which glistened intermittently through the trees to their left, he pointed a third time. “I’ve never been up this road, but it looks like it might be a good place. The trees look close together, and the brush—”

“I’m sure it’s nice. But it’s facing away from the lake. Wouldn’t it be wonderful our first time to be facing the lake?”

“I guess so,” he said, beginning to feel as if he’d been taken. He stopped the truck and looked down at her. 

The scent from the top of her head was wonderful. He didn’t want to lose her, but he didn’t like games either. He touched his lips to the top of her head. Not a kiss, but a gentle touch. Then he said quietly, “Look, if you just wanna go back, it’s okay with me. I mean, I’m not the kind that’s gonna get upset or—”

She leaned away to the right and looked back at him. “Johnny? Please don’t get the wrong impression or think I’m not serious. I am. I really want tonight.” She paused and looked him up and down for effect. 

Huh, he was wearing a white button-down shirt and jeans. No belt. She hadn’t noticed. But no need with those six-pack abs. And his shoulders, chest and thighs were well muscled. She pouted just a bit. “I hope you haven’t changed your mind. I just want it to be special. God, Johnny, I can almost taste you.”

He looked at her for a moment and felt sorry he’d ever doubted her. “Okay,” he said. “We’re almost halfway around. We’ll go ahead. Maybe there’s a place up here you’ll like.”

“As long as it’s special, Johnny. That’s really all I care.” She caressed his thigh again. “I’m a special girl, Johnny. I like special things.” She paused. Then she rocked her head back and breathed quietly on his ear. “That’s probably why I picked you.”

His voice thick in his throat, he couldn’t even begin to speak. 

He nodded quickly and nudged the accelerator.

There proved to be only four places on the other side of the lake. He didn’t even ask about the first three. All were roads away to the right, facing away from the lake. Finally, he gestured toward the front left. “There’s a road. Right down to the lake. I think there’s a floating pier down there.” He glanced at her. “I’ve never been down there personally, but some friends told me there’s a pier. You wanna try that?”

“I’m sorry, baby. It’s too out in the open. And isn’t that
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