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Chapter 1: The Gas Station

I'd just finished filling up at the gas station a few blocks down from my store, when my eyes were drawn like magnets to a flutter of cloth in the wind.

The cloth was part of a shirt, and the shirt was attached to a body. While her shirt may have drawn my eyes, her body was what captivated them.

Erica was 5’10", with shoulder-length dirty blond hair, and she looked around 18 years old. She wore light blue denim shorts which rose above her navel in front, but their bottoms rode up to just above the bottom of the curve of her ass cheek. With each footstep from her white sneakers, her ass moved in a minimalist ripple of toned, active muscle which suggested she was a runner or some other athlete.

As she reached for the door, her white semi-transparent top rode up to expose a sliver of her midriff above the line of her shorts. There was something pleasantly 1980s about her outfit, but her hair was timeless. It would’ve been shoulder length if it hadn’t been drawn straight back into an unassuming ponytail, with dark streaks that suggested hydrogen peroxide. Her face was narrow and attractive, and she didn’t seem to wear glasses or jewelry.

I started towards the station for my change, and a little bit of wind kicked up and tugged at the back of her shirt as she opened the door. It lifted her shirt just a little, exposing a band of skin just above her hips for a second before she stepped in out of the wind.

As she stepped through the door into the gas station, her loose-fitting shirt’s oversize arm holes gave me a peek at the gentle, no-nonsense curves of her small but shapely breasts, held high and close by a conservative white brassiere which only hinted at the curves below.

Her skin was a light, even tan, and she reminded me of a lioness in more than one way: once inside the gas station, she moved with a singular purpose, her eyes fixed upon her prey. As I walked through the door, she plucked a piece of beef jerky from the snack shelf and joined a friend at the counter.

Her friend, a raven-haired copper-skinned beauty, was interesting in her own right. This second girl had long, black, lustrous hair which extended to her mid-back. Her skin had a deep tan which showed a lot of time in the sun, as well as possible Mediterranean or Arabic ancestry.

I waited patiently in line behind the two young ladies, simply enjoying the view as the blonde laid her jerky on the table. The pimple-faced heavy-set cashier, in his early 20s, swiped the girl’s ATM card for her. His eyes stayed focused with effort on the register as the dark-haired girl said to the blonde, "You’ve got a whole list of things to do now that you’re 18, Erica! R-rated movies, 18-and-up clubs, and a whole new world of guys!"

The clerk’s attention was gone now, the register neglected. His face creased in a frog-like grin and he blurted out, "You can rent pornos now too!" His eyes were wide open now, leering at them as his eyes shifted between the two.

The two girls both made disgusted faces as the clerk rambled on. "And you can go to strip clubs, too! I bet there are some clubs with guys dancing, you know."

He stammered and licked his lips, then added in, "Well, if you want me to, I can find you some. Maybe you give me your phone number? I’ll go with you if you want, you know, to keep you safe."

The clerk looked at both of them hopefully, like a puppy dog with mange and horrific disfigurement. I had to do something.

I fixed my eyes on the clerk and cleared my throat. "She can also own guns now, too. That’s probably worth thinking about."

The blonde and her friend both turned and looked at me. Their expressions registered annoyed disbelief for a second before they realized this was their escape from the clerk's awkward pitch of pornos and strip clubs.

The dark-haired one smiled instantly, and the blonde gave me a sort of enigmatic half-smile. The clerk, on the other hand, vastly overestimated their interest in his proposal and gave me a "you’re cock-blocking me" glare.

I reached into my pocket with two fingers and pulled out one of my business cards. The cashier glared at me as the blonde took it and I told her, "I’m Brent Allen, one of the owners at Operator Tactical. Now that you’re 18, you can buy shotguns and rifles, just not handguns. And at our store, we’ve got everything from movie-style AR-15s to plinking 22’s. Come by sometime if you want to check us out."

Erica smiled and shook her head. "Sorry, but Mom and Dad are completely against guns. I’ll have to turn it down," she said, handing me back my card.

I shrugged and said, "Well, if you want to come to visit us later on, our door’s always open."

Her friend whispered something in her ear, and Erica smirked. "I wouldn’t mind a game of roulette with you sometime, though," she said as she accepted her receipt from the clerk.

I stared at her in disbelief. "No one plays Russian roulette unless they’re messed up in the head," I replied. "And if they are, please put 'em in touch with a suicide hotline. That's not a joke."

Her friend giggled and called out, "Don't worry, not Russian!" just before the door shut behind them.

Now it was just me and the clerk. I stepped up to the counter, doing my best to ignore the daggers he was staring at me. "Bet you want your change, asshole?" he said.

I smirked at him. "Yep. And for what it's worth kid, you blew your shot with her when you tried to break the ice with porn and strippers. Also, showers aren't optional. I get the impression you think they are."

"Fuck you," he said as he dropped my change on the counter in front of me.

I scooped it off the counter and rolled my eyes. "Ten years from now, you’ll wish you listened," I promised him on my way out the door.

I stepped out of the store just as Erica opened the door of her parent’s SUV. As she stepped in, I couldn't help but notice the subtle curve of her ass. She glanced back through the rear window and saw me staring, then waved and smiled enigmatically just before she shut the door.

I smiled and shook my head, pleased to have rescued the girl but a little disappointed that I wouldn’t see her again.




A couple of days later, I was on the job at Operator Tactical. Sales were going well as usual; our chiseled physiques and Fred’s "special forces style" beard were convincing the video game junkies that our word was gold and that the guns we sold were somehow better than the same models sold by our competitors. It was just before closing time 6 pm and the last trickle of office workers had just left the shop. What I didn’t expect was to see Erica walk through the door alone, just as I was about to lock up.

I blinked in surprise, and Fred started to say we were closed. I grabbed his forearm before he could finish, and he raised his eyebrow inquisitively. "Met her earlier this week. Screw this up for me, and I kick your ass," I hissed in his ear.

Fred gave me this, "You’ve got to be shitting me" look, but stepped back behind the register as I walked over to Erica.

"Didn’t think you were coming, since you didn’t take my card," I said.

She smiled. "Didn’t want to take the chance my parents would find it - but that didn’t mean I wasn’t interested. Not too hard to remember the name of your shop, though," she replied.

I smiled and leaned back a little, relaxing my posture. "Then I guess you’re here to look at guns?" I asked.

Erica’s eyes darted over at my folded arms, and she smirked as she took in the size of my biceps. "You could say that, yes. But I’m mostly thinking about the kind that goes bang. I play Call of Modern Warfare sometimes, but I’ve never actually touched a gun before."

I nodded. "We run into a lot of folks who’ve never touched one, at least here in the city. I can let you handle rifles and shotguns here all you want, but no handguns until you’re 21."

Erica didn’t say anything for a moment, so I pulled down an M4-style AR-15, made sure it was unloaded, and handed it to her. "This is a pretty basic starting point," I said.

She hoisted it to her shoulder, then acted a little confused as she tried to see through the sights. I taught her basic muzzle discipline and the weapon controls for a while, then we moved on to her posing with a few of the guns for pictures on her Mebook account. Normally we don’t let customers take a bunch of pictures, but she was the last customer of the night and she was the sexiest one we’d had all day. I held her gPhone for a while and snapped pictures of her with an AR-15, AK-47, shotgun, and other random "I want to impress people" guns.

She crowded up against me at the end to see how they’d turned out, and she let out a squeal of excitement when she saw what it looked like.

"Well, it’s been nice checking this out, but I really ought to get going," she said.

She handed the last gun back to me, keeping the muzzle pointed in a safe direction as she did so. I said, "If you’d like to try shooting one next time, just get in touch with me. I’ll be happy to let you get a feel for it."

Erica smiled and said, "I might be back later, then. At the very least, I’ll get in touch with you on Mebook and we can talk more."

I raised my eyebrow. "I thought your parents kept you on a tight leash. They don’t monitor your Mebook account?"

Erica smirked. "They monitor the one they know about, yeah." She pushed the door open and stepped out. "Nice to see you again, Brent," she said as she left.

I watched her walk away, her ass swaying in that way that only 18-year-old asses could. She got into her car and waved as she did so, and Fred showed up on my right side.

"Pick up your jaw, Brent, and quit drooling over the jailbait," Fred scolded me.

I shook my head. "Just turned 18, dude!" I retorted.

Brent rolled his eyes. "Even so, she’s still half your age!"

I shrugged. "What, you think she’s a virgin or something?"

Fred snorted. "No, I think she’ll break you."

I couldn’t resist grinning. "Better me than you, old man. Osteoporosis is a bitch."

Fred and I were only two months apart in age, but we get no shortage of play off of those two months. "Don’t make me get my cane out, asshole," Fred shot back as I locked the door and he began to count out the register.




Later on that night, I got on my computer and noticed a Mebook request from a girl named ‘Erica Runner’. Her profile picture was just a ladybug, and I couldn’t see anything else. As soon as I accepted her request though, I saw several of the photos we’d taken at the shop. But scrolling past those, one, in particular, drew my eye.

It was captioned "Just after midnight on my 18th birthday". She was leaning over a sink, wearing the same midriff shirt from the gas station, but no bra - and she’d pulled it up to the point where her underboob was peeking out seductively. She’d also misted her skin with water, just enough to give her that texturized sheen in the light. But the crowning visual image was the fact that she had turned her head towards the camera and had her finger to her lip shushing it. Erica absolutely knew what her assets were, and whoever was taking photos for her certainly knew their way around a camera. I stared at this photo, mesmerized by the curves of her body and the seductive smile she was giving through the monitor.

I was startled for a moment when a chat window popped up, and Erica began asking me gun questions. It lasted for a half hour or so, and she said she’d drop by my shop again in a few days. The conversation ended with Erica sending me a copy of the picture I’d just been looking at. She sent one last line: "Something to think about before we go to the range. :)" before she signed off.
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