
  
    [image: The Biker and The Rose]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Dean Chills

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bear and Chaser

          
        
          
	          Bear and Chaser Go to the Lake

          
        
          
	          Bear and Chaser Go to the Pool

          
        
          
	          Bear and Chaser Go to the Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Darwin's Dominatrix

          
        
          
	          Darwin's Dominatrix I: The Meetup

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Jack and Mitchell

          
        
          
	          Jack's Birthday Surprise

          
        
          
	          Jack's Anniversary

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Rick and Owen Breathplay

          
        
          
	          Breathless Prisoner

          
        
          
	          It's a Gas ... Mask!

          
        
          
	          All Wrapped Up

          
        
          
	          A Day at the Pool

          
        
          
	          Rick and Owen Hit The Road

          
        
          
	          Rick and Owen Get Hitched

          
        
          
	          Complete Rick and Owen Breathplay

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Santa Claus

          
        
          
	          My Date with Santa

          
        
          
	          My Second Date with Santa

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Scuba Lessons

          
        
          
	          Pool Time

          
        
          
	          The Quarry

          
        
          
	          Going Deep

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Shiftland Tales

          
        
          
	          Shiftland Tales Volume 2: Wet and Dry

          
        
          
	          Shiftland Tales Volume 1: Tentacles

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Swim Team

          
        
          
	          Swim Team #1: A Night at the Pool

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Bound for Happiness

          
        
          
	          Dale's Dunking

          
        
          
	          Forbidden Winter

          
        
          
	          Gay in Galveston

          
        
          
	          Mermaid's Duet

          
        
          
	          Swimming Lessons

          
        
          
	          The Biker and the Rose

          
        
          
	          Two Nights of Mardi Gras

          
        
          
	          Demonic Lust

          
        
          
	          Underwater Peril Trilogy

          
        
          
	          BMX Boys

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Dean Chills’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


  
    
      The Biker and The Rose

    

    
      
        Dean Chills

      

    

    
      SexyFic.com

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          The Biker and The Rose

        

      

      
        
          About the Author

        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Biker and The Rose

          

        

      

    

    
      “That’ll be $121.45 with tax, ma’am,” the pretty clerk told the older lady across the counter. The lady reached into her long-out-of-fashion pocketbook and pulled out a credit card. The clerk swiped it through the machine and gave the customer a receipt to sign. “Thank you,” she looked at the name on the card, “…Mrs. Johnson.” The older lady put her card away and squinted at the clerk’s nametag.

      “Honey, what’s your name? I can’t make out that tag you’re wearing.”

      “Rose. I’m Rose, ma’am,” said the clerk.

      “Well, Rose, you’ve been very helpful today. I want to be sure to ask for you the next time I need more lipstick.”

      “I’m always glad to help. Thank you, and have a nice evening,” said Rose. She liked to be appreciated, but most of the clientele here were older ladies like this one. Young girls just didn’t shop at department stores much anymore. Most of the younger crowd who did come in treated her like trash because she was behind the counter instead of shopping. The older ladies were at least polite. She knew that to do her job well, she had to offer the best service and be the most polite girl on the floor. It seemed to work; her commissions were consistently higher than the other girls.

      Her shift was up, and it was time to balance out the register and go home. A few minutes later, she was on the road, driving home as usual. The car was silent as she reviewed the day in her mind. Most of those old women she sold makeup to all day were single; their husbands had mostly died already, and they came to see her because they had nothing else to do. It made her sad to think about winding up that way herself someday. She wasn’t exactly sure why that bothered her, since she was single and lonely right now; she didn’t have to wait and get old first. This thought lead into another one: Tonight was the second anniversary of her divorce, and she hadn’t been with a man since a good while before that. She missed sex, but time sure had flown-- it hadn’t seemed like that long already.

      She sighed, long and pitifully. I need a man. The thought was followed by another: No, I don’t. I need sex. Where had that come from? It’s not like she sat around pining for men every night-- this was the first time she’d felt the need this strongly since the divorce. Maybe it was just the realization of how long it had been. Maybe it was some real, physical need. But now that the thought had occurred, she felt an overwhelming urge to act on it.

      Where to get a man? She had given some thought to Internet dating in the past, but from the horror stories she’d heard, everyone who did that must be some kind of freak. She knew she was still attractive, so she wasn’t that desperate. Still, finding available men was going to be a challenge. She didn’t like bars. She’d lost her husband because of his drinking problem. No, no bars. It’s not like she met a lot of available men while she worked the makeup counter at Gacy’s Department Store.

      Just then, she passed a billboard for the Ohio State Fair, and noticed that it was running all this week. It was only about a twenty-minute drive from where she was, and she might meet someone there. It was a long shot, but she told herself that whether any men surfaced or not, at least she could get some cotton candy; the night couldn’t be a total washout. She got on the Interstate at the next ramp, and headed to the Fair.

      She parked and bought her ticket.  The first thing after going in was to make a beeline toward the first place she saw selling cotton candy. She bought a medium-sized bag and was shocked at how much they charged for it. She opened the bag and started in on it, as she walked along the rows of booths. Ring toss, target shooting, and all the usual games were there. She could see some big tents and outdoor acts scattered around, and lots and lots of blinking, flashing carnival rides.

      As she walked along, she made sure not to get too close to any groups; she wanted to make it clear to anyone who noticed her that she was single. She bought some ride tickets and got in line for the carousel.  She rode it twice, getting up and moving to a different horse when a child tried to sit next to her on the second ride. The carousel didn’t bring any results, so she moved on.

      The next big ride was the Ferris wheel, but there was a short line waiting to board it. There were three young teenage boys in front of her, and a group of rough-looking bikers behind her. When it was finally time to board the Ferris wheel, the boys in front got on and there was room for her in the car with them. She told the attendant that she’d take the next car; she did not want to be mistaken for their mother. When the next car was ready she got in, but she wasn’t alone. One of the leather-and-rivet biker guys got in with her. He was big, and very rough around the edges; Rose was more than a little intimidated by his appearance. She considered for half a second getting back out, but the attendant closed the door behind him and the car shifted position.

      The guy could see that Rose was uncomfortable, and explained. “They won’t let people ride alone. The guy said one of us had to be in this car.” He paused. “I’m Jeremy, but my guys call me Corndog. “

      She giggled and put her hand to her mouth, not really covering her amusement. “Corndog? Really?” She smiled and laughed. “I’m Rose,” she replied. The car shifted again while the next car loaded.

      “Nice to meet you Rose. I came with the guys, but I didn’t see you with anyone.” He put his hand out to shake. Rose didn’t want to be rude, so she reached out and took his hand. In comparison, his hand was twice her size, but at least he was gentle.

      Rose considered how to respond to that. He looked tough, but there was something in his eyes that said he wasn’t checking her out in order to rob her. If she ignored his outfit, he was actually pretty cute. He looked a little older than she was, but not old enough that it would be an issue. “No, I’m here alone.”

      The car shifted again, and this time it kept on going. The Ferris wheel spun a dozen or so times. Rose and Corndog/Jeremy got a beautiful view of the brightly-lit fair beneath them as they got to know each other more. By the time the ride had ended and they disembarked, they were holding hands.

      Corndog told his buddies to go on without him, and when they saw Rose, they didn’t say a word. They knew Corndog pretty well. If he had a new girl, he would go off on his own with her.

      They walked on through the acres of the fair, looking at strange animals, playing silly carnival games, and running into each other in bumper cars. Corndog was fascinated by a motorcycle act, where five young guys on motorbikes rode around inside a hollow sphere. It wasn’t more than fifteen feet across, and all five of them got going at once. Up and down, right, and left, doing vertical and horizontal loops. It was a masterpiece of speed and timing. It seemed to be the only thing at the fair, except for Rose herself, that fascinated Corndog.

      As they walked away, Corndog said, “If you haven’t guessed by the way I’m dressed, I ride a lot.”

      Rose nodded and smiled again, “Yes, the outfit kind of tipped me off.” He was wearing leather from head to toe. Bandana, jacket, pants, and boots, much of it was studded with chrome or something similar. He looked like the stereotypical biker. Yet his face was young and handsome, and he had a several-days-growth of beard that just transfixed Rose. She hadn’t noticed until they got off the Ferris wheel just how big he was. He was at least 6’ 2” and bulky.

      She couldn’t tell if he worked out under all that leather, but he had very broad shoulders. If he wanted to, he could pick her up and carry her easily. She wasn’t sure why that image came to her mind, but it did. She also liked the way he was looking at her, like a big, overprotective puppy dog.

      After walking ten minutes or so more, they came upon a booth selling corn dogs. Rose laughed, and bought two. “I’m just guessing you like these?” She laughed as she handed him one.

      “Watch this.” He arched his neck, raised his arm and corndog over his head and dropped the whole thing into his mouth. He bit down and pulled the whole thing off in his mouth. One bite, and nothing was left but the wooden stick. “That’s why they call me Corndog.” He smiled with pride.

      “Very nice,” Rose agreed. I’ll have to take a little more time with mine. I haven’t had a big corndog in my mouth for a long time.” She’d said it in total seriousness, but then the double meaning of the words hit her and turned her face into hard-to-miss shade of red.

      Corndog didn’t laugh; he just seized the opportunity as if Rose meant it the way it sounded. “Wanna go to your place or mine?”

      Fighting the urge to run away in embarrassment at what she’d said, she nodded her head and bit off the rest of the dog. “I have a roommate, so your place is probably better,” she pointed, “I’m parked over that way.” She didn’t really have a roommate, but her apartment was small and unimpressive.

      A few minutes later, Corndog was on his bike and Rose was in her car following him. He turned into a driveway in a residential area and pulled into a two-car garage whose door was already open. Rose parked in the driveway next to the garage, and followed him inside.

      As soon as Rose had crossed the threshold into the garage, Jeremy pressed a button on the wall, and the garage door closed automatically.

      “Come on in,” Jeremy said, opening the door into the main house.

      Rose walked in and looked around. It was much cleaner than she expected. She knew about first impressions, especially with guys who dress like bikers, but she had to be honest; she expected a filthy hole. Instead, this was a fairly typical little suburban house, not especially well-decorated, but definitely well-maintained. They walked through the kitchen into a small area that served as both the dining room and living room. There was a room off the living room that was obviously a bathroom, and another that Rose assumed was the bedroom.

      Jeremy took off his leather jacket and hung it on a hook by the back door. Rose admired his strong, tan, bare arms that she could see now that his sleeveless shirt was uncovered. “I don’t have much to drink, but the maid keeps me stocked in beer and snacks. Want a beer? I could use one after all that sugar at the fair.”

      Rose thought that sounded wonderful; her throat was dry, and was only just realizing she
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